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Introduction

When I discovered that my husband had been unfaithful to me and committed adultery, I was understandably angry and hurt. I immediately threw him out of the house and instructed my solicitor to begin divorce proceedings. My cheating spouse was full of remorse and pleaded with me to take him back but I stood firm. It was my sister Susan who changed my mind.

I love my sister Susan very much but, by her own admission, she had always been a real bitch when it came to men. It was no surprise then for me to learn that she had a serious interest in Female Led Relationships. After several long and candid discussions and a few bottles of good wine, she convinced me that I could turn my current painful and destructive situation to my advantage. With her encouragement I agreed to halt divorce proceedings and allow my husband one last chance to be a part of my life, but only under certain very strict conditions.

Susan sent him a message instructing him to call and see her at her house immediately. She has never liked Gareth, my husband, she always told me I could do much better. When he arrived she showed him into the lounge where he sat on the couch.

‘Did I tell you to sit,’ she yelled at him. ‘This is not a social call. You are here because, despite my advice to her, my poor sister is such a wonderful person, she is considering allowing you the opportunity to make up for what you did to her.’

Susan had placed her phone on the table and was recording their conversation to play back to me later.

‘I know I made a stupid mistake, Susan,’ he pleaded with her. ‘I’ll do anything to put it right. I know there’s never been any love lost between you and me but we both love Michelle and we both want her to be happy.’

‘And you thought that screwing your slut of a secretary would make her happy, is that it?’ Susan spat.

‘I said I’m sor….’

‘Shut up, I’m not interested. I going to speak and you are going to listen and then I want you out of my house. Get your hands out of your pockets and stand still.’ I couldn’t believe she’d said that to him. ‘If you really want to have an opportunity win back my sister’s affections, there are certain conditions you will adhere to, certain rules you will obey. The rules are non-negotiable. If you break even the smallest of them you will be punished. If you refuse punishment you will never see my sister again. Do you want to hear the rules Gareth?’

‘I don’t understand, what do you mean rules?’

‘The only words I want to hear from you are yes or no. The next time you say anything else I will phone the police and tell them you forced your way in here and tried to rape me. Is that clear?’

‘Yes.’

Now, I’ll ask you one last time, do you want to hear the rules?’

‘Yes.’

‘If my sister allows you back into her home it will not be as her husband. It will not even be as a man. You will assume the position of house and personal maid. Only in that role can you hope to prove to Michelle the strength of your love and devotion to her and the depth of your sorrow at having hurt and betrayed her so deeply.

You will resign from your job immediately. You will destroy your phone and sever all ties with friends, work colleagues and acquaintances. I know you have no close family so that will not be an issue. You will transfer all bank accounts, property, and so on, into Michelle’s name rendering yourself penniless.

Once you have done that you may be allowed to begin your attempt to make up for your behaviour. As a maid all cooking, cleaning, laundry and ironing will be your responsibility, as well as serving Michelle and I in any manner we may choose.

I can see from your face that this is a shock for you Gareth. I have no intention of wasting any more of my time on you than necessary. If this is all too much for you then obviously you were lying…again…when you swore that you’d do anything to earn your poor wife’s forgiveness. If that’s the case you can get out of my house, now!

Still here? Shall I continue then?’

‘Yes,’

‘Don’t worry, I know all about your little fantasies, the sordid games you used to make my poor sister play. The Mistress and slave scenarios, the bondage and spanking, Michelle told me all about it. That’s partly where we got the idea of your new role, but let me give you a little heads up. This is not going to be a game, pervert! This is going to be a whole new life for both you and my sister. This time though, you’re both going to have the same priority…her happiness. The happiness you casually cast aside, the happiness you’re going to spend the rest of your miserable life trying to restore.

Now, where was I? Your sole purpose will be to make Michelle’s life easier and more enjoyable. You will pamper her as a lady deserves to be pampered by her personal maid. Of course she will have a lot of anger and frustration to work through and you will allow her to take that out on you in any way she chooses.

Your work will be inspected regularly and graded depending on Michelle’s level of satisfaction. Correction and punishment will follow until you improve. I think that’s it for now. I’ll give you one minute to decide, do you want the opportunity my beautiful sister has so graciously offered you, or not?’

‘Please Susan, its ridic…’

‘I’m going to phone the police now unless you either leave or agree. You have thirty seconds.’

‘Yes….yes I agree. Can I see her now?’

‘No, you will see her in one week at her house. I will send you details when I’ve confirmed that you have done everything I told you to do. Now get out.’

One week later, my husband entered the house via the garage where he stripped off his clothes as he’d been instructed to do. He fitted the temporary chastity cage which he would be wearing until the necessary detailed measurements had been taken and a made–to-measure Neosteel full chastity belt obtained. I’m sure he accepted the chastity as my way of ensuring he would never cheat on me again. He had much to learn.

Wearing a pair of my worn panties with another pair over his head, he entered the house and stood in the lounge in front of Susan and me. I was dressed smartly and sexily, just as he loves, sipping a glass of wine, trying not to laugh at the pathetic specimen in front of me as Susan took some pictures of him on her phone.

‘I expect nothing short of perfection from my maid. There will be many rules for you to obey. I suggest you learn them quickly and adhere to them if you want to avoid severe consequences. New rules may be added and old ones altered at any time by either of us, so I suggest you concentrate. We will be taking some potentially very embarrassing pictures of you over the next few weeks. No one will ever see them except us unless, of course, you decide to cause problems. In which case they will be sent to everyone who ever knew you. Now here are some to be going on with;

1)      You will speak only when spoken to and then only in short polite sentences.

2)      You will address me as Ma’am and my sister as Mistress Susan.

3)      You will have no clothes except the uniforms I issue you with.

4)      You will never leave the house at any time.

5)      You will have no access to the internet, no phone, no TV and no radio.

6)      Upon entering a room where either of us is you will curtsy deeply. The same when you leave the room.

7)      You will obey all instructions instantly and acknowledge them with yes Ma’am or yes Mistress Susan and a small curtsy.

8)      Whenever I get home you will greet me at the door with a curtsy before dropping to your knees to kiss my shoes or boots.

9)      The uniforms I provide you with are to be properly worn and immaculate at all times as they will be subject to regular inspection.

10)  You will obey my sister as you do me. Either of us may punish you as we see fit. You will thank us before and after for correcting you and helping you to be a better maid.

So that’s how it all began. In the following chapters I’ll give you all the details about our new lives as Mistress and maid.


Maid’s Uniform

Rather than the kind of silly French Maid uniform usually worn in sissy stories (and probably fantasised about by my pervert husband), my maid must wear at all times a functional Victorian Era style uniform. The purpose of the uniform is to reinforce in his mind (and mine) his newly awarded lowly status in my household. It is heavy and cumbersome to make him uncomfortable and is feminine to humiliate him and remove any silly lingering notions of masculinity. A show of masculinity was what got him into this situation in the first place so we are both better off without it.

The uniform consists of bikini style panties, chemise, whalebone corset with suspenders, 30 denier stockings, silk French knickers, full slip, crisp white blouse, petticoats, floor-length grey dress, tightly fitted with full length sleeves ending in lace trim and high mandarin collar similarly trimmed. A white apron, tied in a neat bow at the back and a starched white maid’s cap complete the outfit. For dirty work like scrubbing floors a heavy rubber apron and rubber gloves are worn over the top. Shoes are leather boots with button fastenings, a size too small with two inch heels.

Uniform inspections can happen at any time and to pass those the bar is set suitably high. Boots must be freshly polished, underwear clean and ironed and corset fully tightened to the point of making it a little hard for him to breathe. Stockings must be ladder free and properly adjusted with arrow-straight seams. Dress must be spotless with crisp clean, ironed seams. Apron must be clean and ironed with a perfect bow at the rear.

There is, of course, no concession for hot weather which I know adds greatly to my poor husband’s misery but is more than worth it for the additional satisfied amusement it affords my little sister and I.

The recent addition of wig and makeup has made things significantly worse for the poor dear but has served to further my goal of feminising my maid completely and, of course, these must also be perfect at all times. It has taken time, patience and a good deal of painful and frustrating punishment to instil in my maid the skills necessary to achieve the required look but I’m sure he would agree it has been time and effort well spent.

Punishment for failing to meet uniform standards consists of him going across my knee, skirts and petticoats raised, knickers down for a thorough spanking with my hairbrush or a wooden spoon followed by corner time. At the end of day review, further punishments are allocated as I see fit.

Once I’d seen my maid properly attired I knew we needed a new name for him. Gareth was a man’s name, he didn’t look like a man and I certainly didn’t want him acting like one. We couldn’t just call him ‘maid’ so Susan said a suitably feminine name would help us to see him as what he was and help him to accept his new role in my life.

I suggested Nancy as in Nancy boy. Susan liked Chastity as a reminder of the sexual denial that was our main weapon in destroying his manhood. Then it occurred to me that it might be funny to give him a name that would mock his previous perverted fantasies. So, Nancy Prudence Chastity was born. To help him remember his new name I made him write it out 1000 times then practice introducing himself to each of us with a little curtsy.

At the same time I decided that, as a further measure to ensure that my maid began to identify as a girl, or at least not as a man, any and all references to Nancy should be in terms of her and she rather than him and he. Susan agreed but added that Nancy should only be allowed to refer to herself, in speech or in writing in the same way. Not only would it be humiliating for her but it would help dispel any lingering notions of manhood from his mind. The end goal of course was for us to reach a point where no one in my household thought of Nancy as anything other than a submissive little maid, entirely devoted to her Mistress.


Maid Quarters

There is a small room in the attic of my house which used to be used for storage but now serves as an excellent maid’s quarters. There are no windows, just a tiny skylight that doesn’t open. It gets very hot in the summer and freezing cold in the winter, but that only adds to its attraction. A small iron-framed bed with a 1” thick rubber covered mattress, tiny rubber pillow and single small woollen blanket provide amply for my maid’s sleeping arrangements. There is an old wardrobe for her uniforms and a small battered chest of drawers for her underwear and nightdresses.

There is a small sink with a cold water tap and a shelf above it for a small cracked mirror and the few toiletries she is allowed. I’ve had a tiny shower cubicle fitted into the corner, (but again with only cold water) which she uses to keep her entire body shaved hairless, clean and sweet smelling (nobody wants a smelly maid).

The only electrical item permitted is the 40 watt bare bulb hanging from the ceiling. She uses this every day to sit on a hard wooden stool at a little writing desk where she fills in her maid’s diary. In her best hand writing she must write down her innermost thoughts about her life as my maid, how she failed me as a husband, her gratitude for having the chance to redeem herself, her feelings about punishments she has received and her thoughts of love for me. It allows me to keep a close eye on her internal world and how my treatment is affecting her. Apart from which Susan and I have great fun making her read it out to us sometimes.

There is no clock in the room and she is not allowed a watch. She must make sure she is up very early and working just the same. A camera on the ceiling ensures she never has a moment’s privacy and the door can be locked from the outside if necessary. I can’t have my maid running around the house unsupervised when I’m out so, when Susan is not available to ‘baby sit’ she is always locked in her room, the detention room or the laundry (all of which have cameras which are wirelessly connected to my phone – a maid needs to know she is constantly being monitored by her Mistress).

The maid’s quarters are, of course subject to inspection at any time so must be kept immaculate to avoid penalties she can little afford.

For bed my maid did wear a polyester nighty with vest and knickers. But she complained of the cold so now wears, in all weathers, punishment woollen underwear plus ankle length nightgown in hessian with collar and elasticated cuffs, woollen cardigan and long woollen bed jacket buttoned up to her chin with thick thumb less woollen mittens to complete her outfit.  All of which makes it impossible to sleep with any degree of comfort but there have been no more complaints and I have the satisfaction of knowing she suffers for her betrayal even when in bed.


Enforced Chastity

My maid is now confined to a Neosteel chastity belt which has been made to measure. It really is quite beautiful and completely escape- proof. I love the flat panty appearance it creates with no ugly bulges to spoil the illusion of femininity.   

At my sister’s urging I also requested the optional extra of a dildo which attaches to the metal strap that goes between the legs. This is such a cleverly cruel device which is a constant source of humiliating arousal for my naughty maid. She finds herself dreading the humiliation of its invasion whilst at the same time yearning for the stimulation it affords her. The poor dear is so dreadfully sexually frustrated that any stimulation, even such an embarrassing one that will inevitably only lead to yet more frustration (as it just isn’t quite long enough to cause her to orgasm) is welcome and dreaded in equal measure.

I try not to fit the dildo too often but the expressions on Nancy’s face as she tries to deal with the sensations it causes without allowing them to interfere with her work are such a delight, it’s hard to resist. At first she is clearly grateful for the stimulation it affords and sees it as a reward. But the reward soon becomes a punishment as the sensations promise so much but, in the end, deliver no relief. I find it immensely satisfying to see her on her knees before me, this - the man who hurt me so much with his cruel betrayal, crying and begging me to have mercy and remove it before she goes insane.

There is also a penis attachment for the front which allows me to tease the poor thing by securing her in a latex sleep sack complete with sensory deprivation hood. The hood also has a penis attachment so I am free to move from one to the other, taking my pleasure as I please without risking any unauthorised involvement from my maid. There is no pleasure for her, just the exquisite frustration of being so near but so far from a sex life with her Mistress. There isn’t even any skin contact and, with headphones in place playing white noise, she can’t even hear my moans of pleasure. She can only console herself that she is having the honour of playing a minor role in her mistress’s pleasure, though no more than that of a blow up sex doll!

The belt is removed once a week preceded by a cold shower, after which she must kneel on a stool, hands on head, while Susan dons rubber gloves and shaves his testicles and groin before swabbing the whole area with Dettol. Then, after just those couple of minutes of freedom, it’s straight back into the belt for another week. I don’t take part in this weekly ritual as it would not be seemly for a maid to be touched by her mistress in that way. The pain from the Dettol must be quite intense as there are always lots of tears, although I’m sure some of those are from shear sexual frustration. Susan is wicked with him and keeps promising him that one day soon, if he’s been especially good, she might give him an extra minute with the belt off to give himself some relief. Of course she won’t but the look of disappointment on his face each time really tickles her.

After six months of not being allowed to even touch her own genitals, my poor maid’s torment was added to by Susan’s decision to start putting a blindfold on her so that now she doesn’t even get to see them. If she decides Nancy’s been naughty, Susan cuffs her wrists behind her and uses a pan scrubber to scour her genitals after shaving them, then the Dettol really hurts! The poor maid knows what’s coming and starts begging piteously for mercy, so Susan uses a ball gag on her now to stop the annoying noise.

The whole purpose of the exercise is, not only to humiliate her, but to destroy the notion that her private parts belong to her or are a source of pleasure or that removal of her chastity belt is any cause for celebration. I think it must be working as she never asks for release now, even though she is so obviously desperate for relief.

She knows that the only possible source of sexual relief for her is when, on rare occasions, my delightfully cruel sister, Susan decides to milk her. She uses what she calls an Aneros Wand which is especially designed for the purpose of prostate massage. Nancy has to get up on the coffee table in the lounge, on hands and knees with a little saucer placed under the drain hole on her belt. Susan uses the Wand until a slow stream of cum dribbles from the belt onto the saucer. After a few minutes it’s all over with no sensation of an orgasm and little in the way of relief, just a slight easing of tension in her little balls.

Susan always ends the humiliating display by making her kneel in front of us and lick the saucer clean, after which she receives the cane to her hands for all the times she abused herself in the past, then it’s back to work with tears rolling down her cheeks. As she walks by me on the way to more housework drudgery, stopping to curtsy respectfully when she sees me, I feel like a complete bitch….and I can’t help loving it! Susan calls it a liberated feeling and she’s right. I have the freedom to hurt, humiliate, abuse and frustrate a man who suffers it all willingly, knowing his only chance of happiness lies in making me happy and is prepared to pay any price to achieve that goal.


Detention

Discipline for Nancy often involves being made to write lines or essays about her behaviour, how sorry she is for what she did and how grateful she is for the chance to redeem herself. If I’m feeling particularly cruel I make her write in praise of me or, even worse, my sister. As a man Nancy hated Susan but, as my maid, she must serve and obey her as well as accepting any and all punishment Susan feels like bestowing. It must be so difficult for Nancy to accept…but so enjoyable for my evil little sister!

It was Susan’s idea that Nancy should be appropriately dressed for these detention sessions to really drive home the message that her male past is behind her and she must accept her status as a female, a submissive female. So we gave her a school uniform which consists of grey woollen knickers with elasticated waist and legs, green elasticated school knickers over the top. Grey wool vest with round neck and sleeves to elbow which tapers from the waist back and front reaching between her legs where it is buttoned in place. Green 40 denier wool tights, grey box pleat pinafore dress with buttoned shoulders, green woollen cardigan and straw boater hat tied under her chin with a wide silk ribbon. Grey knee socks ribbed with green stripe on the turnover and brown little girls Mary Jane sandals complete her look.

Nancy of course hates her uniform but hates even more standing in front of Susan to be lectured for her lack of gratitude. She teases a red faced Nancy that skirts have the advantage of allowing easier access to her behind when she needs a spanking. The wearing of plain but feminine clothing is to help her put aside her nasty male ego and embrace her much more acceptable (to us anyway) feminine side. The object is for her to look girly, childish, plain, frumpy and old fashioned, thereby demonstrating her desire to put her previous manly nastiness behind her.

Lines and essays are written during detention sessions for which Nancy is locked in a large storage cupboard in the basement. She must remain silent for the duration of the punishment session which can be anything from one to six hours. She must maintain an upright posture with back straight, feet together and flat on the floor. No slouching, no fidgeting, no resting her head on her hand, no rubbing her eyes and no playing with her hair.

Her desk must be kept meticulously tidy with pens and rulers placed down without a sound. Once she is seated correctly I tell her what is required and how long she will have to complete it. She knows very well that failure to complete her assignment will result in a caning, after which she will continue writing until she has completed it plus any additional work I allocate as further punishment. She will also be punished if she breaks any detention or uniform rules.

She is allowed only one error per page of writing which she must rule through neatly in red. If she makes a second error the page must be removed and discarded. If I find she has tried to conceal an error then I will remove two pages. She must write continuously with no stopping, no pauses. There is a camera in the room which feeds directly to my phone so I can check on her wherever I might be. Anything I don’t have time to watch is recorded and available for later inspection so there really is no escape for the poor girl. I love to visit her part way through her detention. She has to stand to attention if either Susan or I enter the room and stay there until instructed to sit and continue, whereupon I like to stand at the side of her desk, tapping a cane menacingly against my long leather boots. It always makes her so nervous that a mistake is inevitable, for which punishment is immediate and harsh. Then I walk away and leave her to carry on, locking the door behind me and feeling like a bitch queen from hell.

At the end of the detention Nancy must wait while I check her work, knowing that, no matter how hard she’s tried, some reason will be found to punish her further. All it takes is a miss-count of lines, a spelling mistake, a missing comma. Then it’s the ruler across her fingers which swell and make it harder still for her to write out the additional work I give her. Or the cane across her backside which makes sitting back on the hard stool torturous but she dare not shuffle around for fear of yet more punishment. It’s funny watching her try desperately not to cry as getting tears on her work or wiping her eyes will earn her yet more cruel punishment.

Here are some examples of the written work I’ve given her;

1)      My name is Nancy Prudence Chastity and I am a very naughty little schoolgirl (500 times)

2)      I deserve to wear school uniform during detention because of my disrespectful behaviour, sloppy demeanour and ill-discipline (500 times)

3)      I thoroughly deserved twelve strokes of the cane to my bare backside followed by one hour of corner time with my hands on my head and knickers around my ankles for failing to reach the standards set for me by my wonderful Mistress (300 times)

Essays are fun because, as well as the indignity of having to compose and write them, we can make her read them out to us to doubly reinforce her laughably lowly status.

1)      2000 words – Why I continue to not meet the standards required by my Mistress, how I have been punished and what additional punishments would be appropriate to help me improve.

2)      4000 words - Why cheating husbands should be kept in permanent chastity and used as servants by their poor wives.

3)      2000 words - Why is corporal punishment appropriate for a lying, ignorant, selfish and lazy schoolgirl like me?

4)      3000 words - How sorry I am for hurting my wonderful wife and how grateful to her for the opportunity to make amends.

5)      5000 words - Why I love and respect my beautiful sister in law.

6)      5000 words - What real men can give my wife that I cannot.

Susan had her read out number 5) every day for a week. I did the same with number 6). We kept both essays and still have her read them out for our amusement or, occasionally, for the amusement of guests.


Toilet Visits

My maid is allowed to use the old fashioned outside toilet first thing on a morning for number twos. Thereafter, she must request permission to tinkle by raising her hand and waiting until Susan or I ask what she wants.

‘Please Ma’am (or Mistress Susan), may Nancy Prudence Chastity please go for a tinkle?’ is the required format.

If permission is given one of us escorts her to the toilet where she lifts her dress and we pull down her knickers. She must then sit on the toilet with her hands on her head and do her business under supervision. She has two minutes maximum then it’s uniform back in place, a curtsy and a thank you, before being dismissed to go back to work.

On one occasion recently I was out and Susan was babysitting Nancy, who was desperate for a pee after requesting one twice from Susan and being refused. She was trying so hard not to wet herself she spilt a little tea into the saucer when she handed it to Susan. Susan screamed at her, stood and slapped her face whereupon Nancy peed herself. Luckily the floor is hardwood and Susan made Nancy lick up her mess before sending her to get changed.

I got home to find Nancy still sobbing bitterly from two dozen strokes of the cane to her bare bottom as she washed the entire floor. When Susan took me upstairs to my bedroom out of earshot for Nancy, to tell me what had happened, we both laughed so much we almost peed ourselves too. I eventually pulled myself together and went downstairs to tell my maid how disappointed I was with her, which had her crying again. I think the shame of disappointing me was probably worse for her than the hiding she was expecting; an excellent indication that her training was working. After she’d apologised profusely I told her to go and tell Susan how sorry and ashamed of herself she was then go to bed.

Since then Susan has swapped the woollen blanket on Nancy’s bed for a cold rubber sheet and Nancy now has to wear rubber incontinence pants over her normal uniform knickers.


Failed Inspections

Nancy is well aware that she is being constantly watched and assessed. For example, while she is serving me I may be checking that her boots are polished, looking for ladders in her stockings, creases in her dress or a mark on her apron. When I am in a different room or even when I’m out somewhere I can watch her on my phone. She is allowed not a moment’s privacy and knows that both Susan and I are constantly looking for faults in her work, her appearance or her attitude.

Full uniform inspections are a more formal affair and even tougher on her. Just the sound of the words ‘uniform inspection’ fills her with dread. These inspections may happen at any time with some days having only one while others might involve three or more. Such inspections require her to stand to attention while either Susan or I move around her, lifting and examining her garments. She may be wearing her maid’s uniform, school uniform or even dressed for bed. It makes no difference; the requirements are the same, as are the punishments for failure.

One of our favourite things to do is to make her strip slowly, one garment at a time, folding each one carefully before placing it down. As each new item of clothing is revealed it is critically examined. The slightest fault results in an immediate spanking with my hairbrush or my slipper. Then she has to put each item of uniform back on, taking care to make sure everything is perfect. If not she will be told to strip again and punished once more. We can go on like this for ages; I think our record so far is six times, with poor Nancy crying in futile frustration and humiliation by only the third time.

Although Nancy’s failures and misdeeds normally receive instant redress, she is aware that that is unlikely to be the end of the matter. She will also be put on report and, at the end of the day, will receive further punishment from the cane or tawse applied to hands or backs of thighs. Once in a suitably sorry mood she will then be given detention. Finally once a week Susan and I review her performance and summarise her faults which may earn her a bent over caning to her behind, the front, back or inside of her thighs and substantial corner time. Susan loves to give her a session of bastinado, tying her ankles to the metal frame of her bed and beating the soles of her feet with a slim bamboo cane. The effect is quite startling and has the advantage of continuing to cause pain for some time when she tries to walk.


Punishments & Rewards

Over time corporal punishments for Nancy have increased in both severity and regularity as well as in variety. There is never a day goes by without her suffering the painful indignity of a hiding from either me or my sister Susan. We have amassed quite a collection of implements including several bamboo canes of varying length and diameter, a couple of riding crops, a leather tawse and two wooden paddles, one with holes. Then there are of course the normal household implements that can be adapted for the cause, like my hairbrush or one of my slippers. I love the personal touch those implements give and I’m sure they have a strong emotional impact on Nancy.

As far as where she is beaten, I’ve tried from the beginning to vary my target regularly in order to avoid any unnecessary desensitising of a particular area. She now knows that she can fully expect me to take a suitable implement to her hands, her backside, front, back, inside or outside of her thighs and even the soles of her feet (Susan’s favourite because she loves to see Nancy hobbling about painfully in her heels afterwards).

Severity can be altered to suit the occasion or simply at my whim by adding to the force and/or quantity of blows.

I have no desire to seriously injure my maid; that would be counterproductive. My objective is to help her adjust to her new station in life, to reinforce my superiority and, if I’m honest, to enjoy myself. I have to admit, the sight of her burning red bottom cheeks or the fresh angry looking stripes across the backs of her thighs as she stands in the corner, dress pinned up and knickers round her ankles after a suitably firm punishment, does give me a huge power rush as well as a real sense of satisfaction and a warm glow of wicked cruelty which I suspect I may be becoming addicted to.

There are, of course, other ways to punish my stupid maid apart from beating her or putting her in detention. Sometimes I send her to the bathroom to get a bar of carbolic soap which I rub over her lips, tongue and teeth before sending her to stand in the corner. I usually use this punishment for rules broken around speaking. If she’s really annoyed me I may force her to keep a dummy in her mouth for a couple of days. My sadistic sister uses a ball gag or even a penis gag and Nancy is so overcome with shame that she cries.

I’m currently considering removing her privilege of feeding herself. Normally I allow her to eat only from a dog bowl on her knees with her hands behind her back. But I think I might start feeding her like a baby sometimes, especially when she acts like that’s what he is. I could put a bib on her and use real baby food. Susan likes to make Nancy hold up her dog bowl so that she can spit in it but she could still do that with baby food. She could spit into the maid’s little baby bowl or, if she wanted to do the feeding, she could spit on each spoonful before pushing it into Nancy’s mouth.

My sadistic sister also likes to fill Nancy’s bowl with her pee and make Nancy drink it, but again she could still do something similar. It would be hilarious to fill a baby bottle with pee and make Nancy hold it up and drink it all down then thank Mistress Susan for the privilege.

Corner time is used very effectively to drive lessons home. Nancy is made to stand or kneel in the corner of the room, dress or skirt lifted at the back and tucked or pinned in place. Her knickers are pulled down around her ankles giving a perfect picture of a thoroughly punished, spoilt little girl. Her bottom may be glowing hot from a paddling and/or the backs of her thighs may be sporting a series of perfectly spaced angry looking welts. Her hands are clasped together on her head. As a special treat Susan sometimes gives Nancy a pair of her soiled panties to hold against the wall with her nose. I prefer to pull my worn panties over Nancy’s head, with the crotch over her nose, or screw them up in a ball and push them into her mouth. Either way, the message is clear; this naughty little slut has been soundly dealt with and is now pondering the error of her ways in a state of abject humiliation and desperate sexual frustration.

Rewards play an equally necessary part in my maid’s training, even if only for the amusement provided to Susan or me when we withdraw them at the last minute or make promises to her and then break them. She has to understand that a promise made to a maid has neither value nor importance. Sometimes though, she gets very lucky and catches one of us in an especially generous mood.

Last week, for example, when I got home from a weekend with one of my lovers, I let her lick the insides of my sexy stiletto shoes clean while they were still warm. The previous week, after a long session on the treadmill, I gave her my cute little running socks to suck clean before she washed them. Sometimes I worry I may be spoiling her!

My sister Susan surprised me a couple of days ago. I’d just gotten in from work and was stood in the hall looking down at Nancy kissing my shoes in welcome when Sue grabbed my arm, pulling me away from Nancy and into the lounge. She wanted to show me some camera footage from earlier in the day.

She’d been promising Nancy the opportunity to have her chastity belt removed for a real orgasm for several days. Nancy had been making desperate, pathetic, subservient attempts to stay on her good side all week. To Nancy’s surprised delight, earlier in the day Susan used her key to unlock Nancy’s chastity belt, zipped her into the bondage sleep sack then secured that to the metal bed in the maid’s quarters. I was surprised to see Nancy’s very erect cock sticking up through a small unzipped section of the rubber sack. Susan was standing on the bed dressed in very tight figure-hugging jeans and a baggy pink angora sweater, her bare feet either side of Nancy’s head, looking down at her. Susan turned up the volume so I could hear what she was saying.

‘You never liked me very much when you were trying to be a man did you Nancy?’ she asked.

‘Well I…I didn’t really know you very well, Mistress Susan,’ Nancy stammered.

‘If you lie to me again, Nancy Prudence Chastity, I’ll sit on your face until you pass out, do you understand me?’

‘Yes Mistress Susan. I’m sorry, I…I didn’t really like you.’

‘What about now; do you like me now?’

‘Please Mistress Susan.’

‘I asked you a question bitch, answer me. Do you like me?’ she demanded as she ran the toes of one foot across Nancy’s lips.

‘I respect you Mistress Susan, I respect you very much!’

‘But you don’t like me. That’s ok, I don’t like you either. In fact you disgust me. Open your mouth, I want my foot washed.’

Like me, Susan has tiny little feet, but it still made Nancy’s cheeks bulge as she forced almost her whole foot into the maid’s mouth.

‘You hate that I can treat you like this don’t you maid?’ Susan pushed. ‘Suck it, that’s right; get your tongue between my toes. You’re quite the specimen of manhood aren’t you Nancy?’ she teased, removing her foot and replacing it with the other one.

‘You might not like me, but you do fancy me don’t you foot washer? I’ve seen you staring at my bum you pervert. Well you’re going to get a much closer look at it now.’

Pulling her foot from Nancy’s mouth, Susan turned to face the bottom of the bed and plonked herself down onto poor Nancy’s sweating face.

‘There you go stud, I bet you’ve been dreaming of getting your ugly face between my legs haven’t you? Pardon? I can’t hear you,’ she teased as she shifted to stretch her legs out along Nancy’s cocooned body. Nancy let out a deep and agonised groan of desperate longing when Susan started rubbing her cock between her bare feet.

‘You have a foot fetish too don’t you pervert? Michelle told me all about it. Is it different when the feet don’t belong to the woman you love?’

Nancy groaned again into the crotch of Susan’s jeans.

‘I guess it’s any port in a storm for a faggot looser like you, right? What you did to my sister was wrong you piece of shit. Whether she ever forgives you or not is her business. Me, I never will. I intend to torture you and humiliate you for the rest of your life. You deserve it and, actually, I enjoy it. So does Michelle so, if I was you, I’d try to get used to the idea that your life as a man is over. In fact your life as a human being is over. You will be whatever we want you to be, permanently, forever and it’s going to be hell, I promise!’

Susan leaned over the side of the bed, giving my poor maid a chance to grab a lungful of air, and came up with a riding crop. Bending her knees underneath her she trapped Nancy’s head between her thighs and sat back on her flushed face. Then she began to tap at Nancy’s erection, getting harder and faster as Nancy’s groans turned to muffled screams then to pleas for her not to stop. If she hadn’t been tied down to the bed with Susan’s full weight on her face, I think Nancy would have thrown herself off the bed. As it was she could only struggle futilely, unable to move an inch and unable to breathe until, with a final cry of desperation, she came.

As soon as Nancy’s cock began to erupt, Susan cruelly stopped hitting it and switched her aim to Nancy’s smooth shaven little balls. The pain must surely have completely ruined her orgasm, which of course was precisely Susan’s intention.

‘I can give more pleasure than you can possibly imagine,’ Susan yelled, ‘or I can take it away and replace it with unbearable pain. You will never be anything more, to me or my sister, than an object of derision, an amusement. We haven’t even started with you yet!’

Susan stopped the video and looked at me waiting for my reaction.

‘That was amazing,’ I laughed.

‘You don’t mind?’ she smiled. ‘I mean I was pretty nasty to her but I did keep my promise.’ We both burst out laughing.

Just then there was a knock on the lounge door and our maid walked in with drinks for us on a silver tray. As she curtsied respectfully Susan and I looked at each other again and fell about laughing.


I Love My Husband

Obviously I do not allow my maid to have sex with me. Her disgusting male libido is what led her to cheat on me in the first place and I simply won’t tolerate its presence in my house. But that doesn’t mean I can’t make use of her in more suitable ways. Usually I have her bound to her iron bed frame in her room or zipped up securely inside her tight rubber sleep sack. I blindfold her and straddle her mouth so that she can have the honour of pleasing me with her tongue. With a little encouragement from my riding crop she has become quite the little master of cunnilingus (or should that be little mistress?). Either way, it’s very rewarding to come home after a hard day in my office and make use of her talented tongue on my pussy or my ass. I especially like to do it straight after I’ve worked up a good sweat in my home gym. She wouldn’t dare complain and I think it’s a really nice way for us to be close.

Susan uses Nancy’s face sometimes too, but she always insists on caning her before and after to show her disgust and contempt for the poor wretch. It’s so amusing to think that Nancy spent so many years looking down her nose at my sister and now she uses that same nose to get off!

The latex mask which Nancy has to wear with an attached lifelike penis sits just over her chin, leaving her tongue free to poke through a hole in the mask and work its magic while I give the dildo an energetic ride. She is often left with her lipstick smeared and with sore or even bruised lips – but those are outcomes she must relish as signs that I have enjoyed her performance.

I do love my maid as she is going to be everything I want in a husband. Submissive, obedient, effeminate, totally in awe of me, accepting of her inferior status and devoted to spending every waking moment of every day doing everything she can to serve and please me. I started out as the victim of a cheating husband and a failed marriage but not anymore. Now I call the shots and I run my life purely for my own enjoyment. From my perspective nothing could be more natural for a dominant woman like me than to have a submissive male as her husband while having sexual relationships with other men.

My boyfriends are handsome, well endowed, professionally successful men who take me out on dates (to dinner, to a show, perhaps to a concert – and occasionally on luxurious and very romantic sex-filled vacations), all done with Nancy’s knowledge, if not entirely her consent. She accepts my right to live my life as I please at whatever cost to her. She even accepts my sister babysitting her when I’m out, although I know for a fact that she really hates that.

I don’t have sex with my boyfriends in order to shame or humiliate Nancy. I do it for the romance and for the sex. Having said that, I know she does feel some degree of humiliation about it. Susan of course does everything she can to make it worse for her, teasing her about how handsome my date is or asking her what she thinks my lover will be doing to me right at that moment. She even puts her in detention to write an essay about how happy she is that I’m being well looked after by a real man and how she regrets the disgusting behaviour that means I will never let her do the things my boyfriends do to me.

I often let Nancy help me get ready for my dates or pack my case when I’m going away. She runs my bath then helps me undress, folding my clothes very neatly before washing me and shampooing my hair. Then, while I relax in the warm scented water, she waits patiently with a large soft towel to wrap around me when I emerge. I sit at my dressing table with a glass of wine while she dries my hair and then paints my finger and toe nails. I chat about who I’m seeing and where we’re going, teasing her about how different he is to my little maid and how I’m so looking forward to feeling his strong arms around me, his lips on mine and his beautiful hard cock inside me.

She gets sad and I’m sure she is wonders what her life would have been like if she hadn’t cheated on me. Or maybe she’s just wishing she wasn’t a tiny dicked sissy maid. Either way, her sadness delights me as proof of her regret and I’m sure motivates her to try even harder to please me as my maid, since she can no longer hope to do so as a man. I remind her how lucky she is that I’ve given her the chance to be with me, even if only as my slave. I kiss her forehead and tell her she must put away silly thoughts of competing with real men. She is a sissy and it’s laughable to think of her as anything more. It’s surprising how easy it is to drive her to tears these days. I get a cruel kick from seeing her sob as she picks out my sexiest underwear, knowing I’m going to wear it for another man. It’s her own fault; if she hadn’t cheated on me none of this would be happening. Which sort of means I’m glad she did it because I love my new life.

Nancy has to remember how fortunate she is to have the honour of filling the role of maid for me. It’s really the only role she’s equipped for and certainly the only one she deserves.


A Typical Day

Every so often my lovely sister and I like to spend a full day together tormenting my maid. We’ve both become addicted to humiliating and punishing her but she’s responded so well to her training that it can be difficult sometimes to find reasonable cause to punish her. So, we simply find unreasonable cause or, sometimes, no cause at all, except for our own sadistic pleasure. After all, it should be the number one priority of a lady’s maid to ensure her Mistress’s happiness regardless of the cost to herself. I’m simply helping her to achieve that.

Nancy Prudence started her day yesterday with a three hour detention where she wrote an essay entitled ‘Why I love and respect my beautiful wife’s amazing sister, Mistress Susan’. Then, after a breakfast of cold porridge mixed with my golden nectar served in a doggy bowl she received 24 strokes of the cane, alternating between the fronts and backs of her thighs. She had to stand between Susan and me with her dress and petti coats bunched together and held up high and her knickers around her ankles while Susan and I took turns raising bright red stripes on her soft hairless skin. She was screaming by the end but didn’t dare move until Susan ordered her into the corner. She was still screaming until I stuffed my still warm panties into her mouth. After a good two hours on display, during which Susan took the tawse to her backside several times to remind her to keep still, Nancy was a very contrite little maid, happy to curtsy and thank her superiors for helping her to improve her behaviour.

She made us a lovely meal and washed the dishes then, to my delight, she brought me her doggy bowl containing our left overs and asked me nicely if I would please spit on them so that she could eat them and show me how much she worships me. I was very pleased with her, but Susan thought she was getting above herself, so she took her across her knee and paddled her viciously until the poor thing was sobbing like a baby. She had to curtsy and thank my cruel sister for her punishment, whereupon Susan slapped her face and then spat in it before sending her to bed. It was only 6pm.

I felt a little sorry for her so, after Susan went home, I took the doggy bowl of scraps up to the maid’s quarters and let Nancy watch me spit into it several times before placing it on the floor. She climbed out of bed and knelt to eat her supper, licking the bowl clean and thanking me with tears of gratitude in her eyes before she climbed back into bed.


Serving My Boyfriend

Since Nancy’s training had been going so well; I decided to give her a little treat. Well actually I decided, with Susan’s encouragement, to take things to the next level, but I told Nancy it was to be a treat for good behaviour. I’d been seeing Brad, a real hunk of a guy for several months and one night, fuelled by a little too much wine, I told him about Nancy. Once I’d convinced him I was serious he was fascinated and asked lots of questions until eventually, I asked him if he’d like to meet my maid Nancy Prudence Chastity. A plan was slowly forming in my head but I needed to discuss it with my bitchy little sister to get her input, then I’d make the arrangements with my boyfriend.

On the appointed night a very nervous Nancy greeted Brad and I at the door, curtsying deeply and keeping her eyes respectfully down. She’d been thoroughly prepared by my heartless sister who had taken great pains to fill her with fear and dread about the consequences should she fail to perform as I required.

When she brought us drinks in the lounge I was sitting on the couch with my head on Brad’s broad muscular shoulder, his arm around my waist and his hand stroking my stockinged thigh.

Nancy asked politely if we required anything else.

‘Yes,’ I smiled. ‘Brad would like to see your little willy. He doesn’t believe it can possibly be as small as I told him it is.’

Nancy was bright red and staring at me with pleading eyes. I took the chastity belt key from my necklace and unlocked her chastity belt, instructing her to remove it. Brad burst out laughing when Nancy’s little thing popped from its sleeve. I told her to stroke herself, something she’d been unable to do for many months. I’m sure that she would have been delighted under other circumstances but right there in front of my lover she was appalled and deeply embarrassed. That didn’t stop her little weeny swelling to its full, less than impressive four inches.

‘Not much competition for you there babe,’ I said to Brad. Then I leaned forward and flicked Nancy’s little cock with my perfectly manicured finger.

‘Why so excited Nancy,’ I teased, ‘don’t tell me you have a crush on my boyfriend. You are such a little slut aren’t you?’

Before she could stutter an answer, I told her to put the belt back on quickly and stop showing off in front of Brad. As she fumbled to get her now rock hard little cock back in its sleeve I asked Brad if he understood now why I needed real men like him in my life, which had Nancy blushing even more deeply. I had to send her to the kitchen for some ice to get rid of her sad excuse for an erection. We followed her in there of course, just to make sure she wasn’t tempted to do any unauthorised fondling.

Once the belt was back in place and locked, I took Brad’s hand to lead him upstairs to my bedroom. I told Nancy to follow us so she could see how a real man makes love to a woman. Not that she’d ever get the chance to do it; not any more.

In the bedroom I had Nancy kneel at my side while Brad and I kissed deeply. Eventually I stepped back and ordered my maid to undress me. With shaking hands and fumbling fingers she removed my clothes, folding them carefully and revealing my sexy underwear to my lover’s hungry gaze. Brad had removed everything except his boxer shorts, tossing his clothes across the room. I made a mental note to have Nancy wash and iron them for him ready for the morning.

Brads impressive cock was bulging at the front of his boxers as I told Nancy to crawl over to him and remove them carefully and respectfully.

When Brad’s weapon popped into full view I gasped and teased Nancy about how much bigger and harder it was than hers. Then, with a wicked grin, I told my maid to gently kiss the end of Brad’s cock. For a second I thought she might actually rebel but Susan had done too good a job on her. I don’t know what she’d threatened Nancy with but, after a glance at me hoping for some sign of pity, which he was never going to get, he puckered up and planted a kiss on the bulging, wet head of my boyfriend’s cock.

‘Kiss it again,’ I sneered. ‘Show my lover how you’re in awe of him. You do have a crush on him don’t you? Or do you just kiss all men’s cocks? Now pucker up those lips and suck it, I want to see it glisten. Get it nice and wet to slide inside your Mistress, that’s a good girl.’

I was so turned on right then, seeing the control I had over the man who’d once had so little regard for me he’d slept with another woman. I felt myself almost swooning with the rush of cruel sadistic power. What more proof could I ask for that the training of my once masculine husband was working?

I walked on shaking legs to my lover, pushing Nancy away and telling her to get out and take Brad’s clothes with her.

‘Make sure they are washed and perfectly ironed for in the morning girl,’ I ordered as I sank into my lover’s warm embrace.


Leaving My Sister In Charge

I’d been seeing Largo for about three months when he told me he wanted to take me away for a romantic week in Italy. Largo is a dark and handsome Italian who owns several restaurants. I arranged with my little sister to keep an eye on my maid and told Largo I’d love to accept his invitation.

When I told Nancy I was going away and Susan would be taking charge of him he really wasn’t very happy, but what could he do? I’m an attractive, highly sexed woman, free to seek my enjoyment where I please and she is a humble maid, with no right to an opinion, so the matter was settled.

I did sweeten the deal for Nancy a little bit by deciding, the day before I left, that the time was right for me to put back on the engagement, wedding and eternity ring set that I’d removed in anger when I threw my husband out for cheating on me. She’d been working very hard to please me and make it up to me, so I thought I’d reward her and show my appreciation. Of course I checked with Largo first that he didn’t mind and he was completely in favour of it, telling me it would add an extra level of excitement for him. Why do men get so excited about bedding a married woman?

I don’t think Nancy quite knew what to think as, on the one hand, I was showing my loyalty to my husband, whilst at the same time, blatantly flaunting my unfaithfulness. Oh well, such is life for a cuckold I suppose.

I think my cruel little sister enjoyed her week at my house, having poor Nancy waiting on her hand and foot, desperate to please and oh so fearful of Mistress Susan’s wrath. She had him run ragged, cleaning, cooking, giving her foot rubs, painting her nails and so on. Of course, being the little bitch she is, she teased poor Nancy constantly about me and what she thought I’d be doing with my lover. On top of that, even the tiniest fault, real or imagined, was punished with maximum severity and zero mercy until, on the day before my return, Susan completely changed tack and promised Nancy a reward for all her hard work.

She’d purchased an old chair from an antiques shop. Made solidly of oak, it had two arms like a captain’s chair but had originally been intended as a commode. The porcelain bowl was missing but the hole in the wooden seat remained. Susan described to me afterwards in detail how she enjoyed using it on Nancy.

Timid, confused and suspicious, Nancy was told to strip to her corset and stockings, including removing her knickers. Then Susan used her key to unlock the maid’s chastity cage before sitting her onto the chair. Cable ties were used to quickly but securely fasten Nancy’s ankles to the front legs of the chair and her wrists and elbows to the arms. Then the ‘piece de resistance’, a thin cord was looped around Nancy’s swollen blue balls and rapidly hardening cocklet. The other end of the cord was pulled tight and fastened to the wooden runner between the left and right pairs of legs. This had the effect of holding her down to the chair as any attempt to lift her buttocks would castrate the poor thing.

My devilish sister stood in front of a confused and frightened looking maid to pull on a pair of yellow rubber washing up gloves. Then, smiling cruelly she knelt behind the chair, reaching under it to gently and ever so lightly brush her fingers over Nancy’s  long deprived bits. Susan said the noises Nancy made were like nothing she’d ever heard before, full of longing and desperation. Hardly surprising after nearly a year in permanent chastity; being teased and frustrated by two beautiful women. It had been over three months since her last milking, for which the chastity belt was not even removed, so she was undoubtedly utterly desperate.

In seconds Nancy was on the brink of making a naughty girl of herself so Susan stopped and went to get the last item of bondage for poor Nancy. The poor dear was distraught at being reminded so cruelly of what she was missing locked away in that awful chastity belt. Part of her must have been yearning for more whilst another part was dreading what horrors Susan had in store for her.

The latex breath play hood Susan returned with was quickly pulled over Nancy’s head, blotting out her vision. The hood fitted tightly except for the face part that had only one small air hole and was shaped to blow out like a balloon as Nancy breathed out and suck back to cling to her face when she breathed in. The tiny hole allowed only a small exchange of air and even that was only possible if the wearer forced themselves to breathe lightly; not easy when you’re desperate for air!

‘Relax Nancy Prudence,’ soothed my sister, ‘breathe slowly. We’re just getting started. Now, would you like me to touch your little cocklet again?’

‘Yes please Mistress Susan, please, I’m begging you!’

‘Alright, just for a little while though, there you go.’

Susan said he writhed against his bonds, groaning deeply when she began to lightly stroke him again. The poor thing must have been out of his mind with frustrated lust!

‘There, that’s enough for now,’ teased Susan, ‘I have another surprise for you.’ She had collected some very fresh nettles from the garden that morning and now proceeded to remove several leaves, still wearing her rubber gloves of course. These she packed carefully around the inside of a small drawstring bag some sunglasses had come in. Then, reaching under the chair once more, she pulled the bag up over Nancy’s straining erection, pulling the string tight around the base of her penis.

Susan said that she thought Nancy was going to castrate himself for sure! The unexpected stings had her struggling desperately against her bonds as she fought to get away from the pain, screaming and gasping desperately for air as Susan giggled and laughed at what she’d done.

‘You need to calm down or you’re going to rip those useless little balls off,’ she laughed, ‘it’s only a couple of nettle leaves you big baby!’

‘Ahhh, please Mistress please….it hurts…please….take it off….please!’

‘I will not take it off. Not until I’ve had my fun,’ she laughed cruelly. ‘If you stopped jumping around you might not get so many stings!’

It was at least 10 or 15 minutes before poor Nancy calmed down, her sweating body slumping in the chair. That was Susan’s cue to reach under the chair and squeeze the bag, causing Nancy to renew her screams, much to Susan’s amusement. Every couple of minutes she did it again until poor Nancy’s voice was horse from screaming and pleading.

Only when the nettles began to finally lose their effect did Susan relent.

‘Let’s get that nasty bag off for you Nancy Prudence, you poor thing. That wasn’t what you were hoping for was it? You need to remember though, you are here for my amusement. If that means you have to suffer then you should do so gladly. Now stop all this nonsense and I’ll get some cream to soothe those nasty stings.’

‘Thank you Mistress Susan, thank you. I’m sorry for screaming, I just couldn’t stand it. Please can I have the cream it hurts so much! And please Mistress will you take off this hood, I can’t breathe!’

‘I said I would put some cream on for you; don’t push your luck slut! I can quite easily get some fresh nettle leaves.’

‘No Mistress Susan, no, please Mistress, no!’

‘Alright, well shut up then. The only way I’ll be taking off that hood will be to fit your ball gag and then put the hood back on. Is that what you want?’

‘No Mistress, I’m sorry Mistress.’

‘Right, sit still then, here’s the cream, nice and cold, all over those nasty stings, there, is that better?’

‘Yes Mistress, thank you, thank you, thank you.’

Nancy’s poor sting covered cocklet was getting hard again, so Susan stopped and, came round in front of Nancy, to slip her legs through and under the chair arms, so that she could sit down on Nancy’s lap. That’s when Nancy she began to realise something was wrong.

‘Please Mistress Susan, it’s starting to sting again,’ Nancy pleaded. ‘Can I have more cream please Mistress?’

‘I don’t think that will help Nancy Prudence,’ Susan smiled as she wrapped her arms around Nancy’s latex covered head, pulling her into her chest. ‘You see that’s not soothing cream I used, it’s Deep Heat, which I’m pretty sure is going to hurt even more that the nettles.’

‘No,’ gasped Nancy, trying unsuccessfully to shake herself free of Susan’s grip. ‘Nooooo…..noooo….oh please noooo….’

‘Sssh, there now my little slut maid, you have to suffer for your betters, you know that don’t you? I enjoy your pain, I enjoy hurting you and so does Michelle. Now just accept it, it’s your life now you silly little sissy slut.’

‘Ohhhh, nooo, nooo, I can’t….it burns….it burns….please Mistress, please, I’ll do anything, anything you say, please make it stop’

‘Sssh you’re being silly Nancy, the only thing I want you to do for me is to suffer. That’s why Michelle took you back, so that we could make you suffer. It’s your life now sweetie, it’s all you have left.’

Nancy was crying, trying desperately to suck in enough air to sob piteously. Susan clung to her, stroking her head, cuddling her as she shushed her. It was a long time before Nancy finally grew silent. Susan kissed her forehead through the latex mask and climbed off her knee.

‘Would you like your reward now Nancy? Would you like your Mistress Susan to make it all better? I could play with your little cocklet again, maybe for longer this time. In fact, if you ask really nicely, maybe…just maybe I’ll do it until you have your little dribble. You’d like that wouldn’t you?’

‘Yes Mistress Susan, please…it’s been so long, please Mistress….please!’

‘Alright, ask me nicely then. Say thank you Mistress Susan for using me for your own pleasure.’

He did.

‘Now tell me what you are. Say sorry Mistress Susan for being a pathetic excuse for a man. Sorry for cheating on your sister.’

Unseen by Nancy, Susan was squeezing more Deep Heat onto her gloved fingers and reaching under the chair. ‘There now, let me make it all better for you, you silly little maid.

‘I’m sorry Mistress Susan, sorry for cheating on Michelle, sorry for being a pathetic excuse for a man. I don’t deserve her, I know that. Oh please don’t stop Mistress Susan, please! I’m going to be better I promise, I’ll do anything Mistress Michelle says, anything you say, I swear. I don’t care what it costs me; I know she can never look at me the way she looks at her lovers. I just want to make her happy, I just……no…..please….Mistress Susan…..oh nooooo!’

‘Oh yes, young lady, oh yes! More of that lovely hot cream for you. I’m going to keep right on rubbing it in until you spill your little puddle of maid slime. I don’t care how much it hurts, you’ll obey me and give me that cum, that useless, watery, sissy maid cum. Come on there’s a good maid, come on…’

‘Ohhhhhh FUUUUUUCK! AHHHHHHHG, FUUUUUUCK!!!’

‘There now, that wasn’t so bad was it?’ Susan teased. ‘Let’s get you out of there and back to work now. Playtime is over. What do you say?’

‘Thank you Mistress Susan, thank you’

I arrived home the following day with Largo dropping me off. I caught sight of my maid peering out of the window and decided to put on a show for her. I had Largo turn off the car engine so I could give him a huge goodbye snog which turned into a goodbye blow job. I’d had an amazing romantic break and I wanted to say thank you. The fact that I knew Nancy would be beside herself with jealousy just made it even better.

The door opened for me as I turned to wave at Largo as he pulled out of the drive. My maid curtsied deeply, eyes cast down at the floor as I entered. The surprise on her face was hilarious as I grabbed her face in both hands and drew her lips towards mine. I pushed my tongue into her mouth and locked my lips onto hers, spitting a huge wad of my lover’s thick cum into Nancy’s mouth.

‘Now you know what a real man’s cum tastes like Nancy,’ I smiled. ‘I’ll have a nice cup of tea in the lounge with my little sister. You can remove my shoes and lick them clean while Susan tells me what fun things the two of you have been up to.’


Speaking Without Permission And Swearing

Just when I thought we were really getting somewhere, Nancy had to go and spoil everything. Susan had been on strong form, teasing and humiliating my maid for several days, pushing her harder and harder, finding fault in everything she did, giving her detention after detention then beating her mercilessly for falling behind on her household duties. I know I was a complete bitch to poor Nancy, but Susan was something else.

Finally one day Nancy snapped. Susan had indulged her love for bastinado, beating Nancy’s tied feet until she simply couldn’t walk, even in stockinged feet. Nevertheless, Susan forced her to don a new pair of four inch heels she’d bought her and took a cane to her when she couldn’t stand in them much less walk. In desperation Nancy threw the shoes at her and called her a bitch. That’s when I walked in, having just returned from work.

Nancy apologised profusely to me and then to Susan but it was no good. We all knew that this act of gross disobedience had to be dealt with or our arrangement was over. I sat down and quietly asked Nancy if she would like to leave my house and never return. She cried and begged me to let her stay, even licking submissively at my shoes.

‘Get over my knee,’ I said. I gave her a severe spanking with my hairbrush then asked my sister to do the same. After apologising to Susan for his ingratitude, I made her put on the new shoes and stand in the corner, dress pinned up and knickers around his ankles, trying desperately not to shuffle from foot to foot because of her badly bruised soles.

After an hour I asked her what punishment she thought would be appropriate for such an ungrateful, disrespectful, spoiled little brat. Desperate to appease me she suggested six swats of the tawse delivered to the palm of each hand. When I asked her if she was sure that was enough she started crying and doubled her suggestion. I agreed and gave her 12 to each palm, laying them down with venom. She was sobbing pitifully after that, but it did not stop me getting a bar of soap from the bathroom and rubbing it over her teeth, lips and tongue.

‘I will not have my maid disrespecting my sister,’ I declared. ‘Nor will I allow my maid to use foul language. Your dirty mouth will be washed out with soap twice a day for the next seven days.’

I then sent her to her quarters in the attic where I had her undress down to corset and stockings before sitting at her little table to write a letter of apology to Susan. I stood over her the whole time telling her how disappointed I was and how ashamed she should be for upsetting my poor sister. When she had finished the letter I called Susan upstairs to listen to her read it out. Then I had her bend over the hard wooden stool so Susan could give her twenty four smacks of the wooden paddle. She had to count the strokes and thank Susan for each one.

I’m sure Nancy thought it was over then but I was just getting warmed up. I had her remove the shoes and stand with stockinged feet as far apart as she could reach, hands on her head. With my invitation my sister and I took up a thin bamboo canes and, choosing a leg each, we began to strike the inside and outside of her trembling thighs. Her pathetic sobbing only resulted in us both laughing as we spit in her face. I scolded her for being an ungrateful spoilt little bitch then Susan took over, calling her a useless lazy slut.

Finally, I had Nancy lie face down on her rubber mattress where I secured her wrists and ankles to the metal frame. Then, taking a stance on either side of the bed, my beautiful sister and I began beating our maid’s already sore and bruised backside with riding crops.

‘This is for your own good, ‘I told her, ‘You will never dare to do anything like that again I promise you!’

Nancy had to count each stroke and say, ‘Thank you Ma’am (or Mistress Susan) for cropping my useless lazy, ungrateful behind. I thoroughly deserve this punishment because of my insolent behaviour. Please continue until you are satisfied I have been properly punished and have learnt my lesson.’

Of course she made lots of mistakes which meant we had to continue punishing her until she got it right.  My arm was getting very tired when Nancy finally peed herself in pain and fear. Her punishment was complete as was her humiliation. Susan pulled the rubber sheet over her and I kissed the back of her head.

‘There now, it’s over, calm yourself down. You’ve been very silly and very naughty and you’ve paid the price. Make sure you remember that lesson and don’t do anything like that again, OK?’

The poor dear nodded vigorously, still sobbing uncontrollably. I took off my knickers and wedged them into her mouth. Susan took off hers and pulled them over Nancy’s head.

‘Now get to sleep, I want my maid bright-eyed, bushy-tailed and perfectly presented for service in the morning. You can keep my knickers in your mouth and Mistress Susan’s over your head to comfort you, alright?’

More nodding as I stroked her cheek, causing renewed sobbing owing to my act of kindness.

‘Good night Nancy,’ I said as I left, ‘sleep well.’

‘See you in the morning Nancy,’ my sister laughed, ‘Make sure you’re wearing the shoes when you serve my breakfast.’

As we left the attic room to go downstairs for a well-earned glass of wine; Susan and I smiled and ‘high-fived’ each other. She’d been right all along; I really could have my cake and eat it.
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