
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Baroness and I

(Recollections and Remembrances of Joan)






Part 1
Hello and warmest greetings to you dearest Ann.  By now you must be quite overwhelmed and not a bit unsure as to what you have gotten yourself into.  Please rest easy, you are in no danger.  In fact, just the opposite is the case.  You my dear Ann are about to embark upon a grand adventure.  The coming year can be the most wonderful time in your life.  For it to be so, you simply must surrender to the events that are about to overtake you.  Having just arrived at the Mistress’s castle, I know you must be tired.  Even so, please take a moment to review this document.  Tomorrow will be an exacting day for you.  Some knowledge of what is to happen will help to make your transition into the Mistress’s service that much easier.  Believe me, I know.

  I am sure by now you must be wondering who I am, and how I know so much about you, and more importantly, how I know about what is to come.  Well my dear, let me just say that I used to be you.  For the record, my name is Joan.  Until recently, I held the position that is now yours.  As you will soon learn, the Mistress leaves nothing to chance.  At her instruction, I have prepared this document so that you who are to follow in my footsteps will have some understanding of the great honor that has befallen you.  I am aware of no higher honor than to be the Mistress’s chosen one.  I am sure that as I have, you will soon come to realize this as well.  This document was prepared especially for you Ann.  It is an account of all of the memorable events that have transpired during my time spent as the chosen one of the Mistress.  I have left out nothing, it is all here, both the good times and the bad.  I think though, that as you read through this document, you will find that the good times far outnumbered the bad.  Some of the early parts I’m sure, will mirror your own experiences, particularly the chain of events which led to you being here.  The rest, well, I’ll leave that for you to decide.

The last bit of advice that I will give before starting my tale, is to always remember that the Mistress expects, no she demands, complete obedience.  Never under any circumstance disobey her.  As long as you remember this, your time spent with her will be quite enjoyable.  I hope that when the time comes for you to write a similar document for your successor, you too will consider the time spent with the Mistress as one of the high points of your life.  I know that I certainly do.

Here now are my recollections, may they prove helpful.

Were to start?  Well I guess the beginning is the appropriate place.  Like you my dear, I answered the employment add placed by the Mistress.  As you probably were, the exacting requirements and the fantastically high salary intrigued me.  Meeting (as I am sure you do), the prerequisite educational background, specified age range, and specified height, weight, and measurement requirements, I sent in my application.  Several weeks later, I received an additional questionnaire, and a request to send a recent photograph.  Responding quickly, I never even stopped to wonder why a photo was needed, or why most of the questionnaire seemed overly concerned about my sexual preferences.  Since this was my first attempt to snag a ‘first rank’ job, I merely assumed that the questions were routine.  In retrospect, I should have realized that they weren’t.  That I answered all of them as truthfully as I did, shows how incredibly naïve I was at the time.  Well, lets just say that my time spent with the Mistress cured me of my naiveté.  It also opened my eyes to a world I never even dreamed existed.  But I’m getting ahead of myself somewhat.  Read on dear Ann, all will be explained at the proper time.

After waiting for what seemed to be an eternity to me, but in actuality was less than a month, I finally received a reply.  I have to say that I was totally unprepared for the contents of that letter.  It stated that I was one of 15 candidates being considered for the position, and that arrangements had been made to fly me to New York to meet with a representative of the Baroness.  Even more amazing to me was the statement that all trip expenses were to be paid for complements of the Baroness.  As I left for New York, I wasn’t quite sure what to expect.  Well my dear, what transpired was beyond anything that I had ever envisioned.  During that whirlwind weekend, I was wined, dined, and asked various questions about my life, none of which seemed to me to have anything what-so-ever to do with the job that I thought that I was applying for.  When I finally got up the nerve to ask why someone would go to these extraordinary lengths just to fill what appeared to me to be a routine position, I was told that the Baroness was a woman who demanded the best of everything.  The interview process I was told, was her way of ensuring that she got what she wanted.  Well, if this mysterious Baroness wanted to spend an indecent amount of money on me just to see if I met her employment standards, who was I to argue.  Besides, I was having the time of my life.  For me, the whole incredible weekend was like something out of a fairy tale.  If all that had transpired so far wasn’t enough to completely overwhelm me, then the fashion shoot certainly did.  Never in my wildest dreams did I ever imagine that I would ever get to have a famous photographer take my picture.  I guess that I should have been asking some pretty serious questions at this point, but I didn’t.  Like you probably were my dear, I was simply swept up in the moment.

  At the end of the weekend, I was informed that if selected for the position I would be notified.  After a month had passed with no word, I concluded that I must not have gotten the job.  Although I was disappointed, the memories of my New York adventure helped to dull the disappointment somewhat.  Several more months passed, and the rush of everyday life soon caused me to forget about the mysterious Baroness and her equally mysterious job.  That is, until one day quite out of the blue, I received a package in the mail.  In it was an employment contract, a personal history of the Baroness with instructions to memorize all of the pertinent data, instructions to wrap up all of my personal affairs within the month, and a first class plane ticket to Switzerland.  To this day I really can’t say why I decided to sign the contract and get on that plane.  I guess I was just looking for a way out of the mundane existence that my life had become.  Of course the guaranteed salary of $250,000 dollars for the term of the contract certainly didn’t hurt.  I soon found out, as you will my dear, that I was to earn every penny of that money.

  As I winged my way across the Atlantic, I couldn’t help but wonder what my new employer would be like.  According to the dossier that had been provided, the Baroness von Kress headed the world’s largest pharmaceutical conglomerate.  Inheriting the company from her father, she had in the space of fifteen years built it into the multi-national powerhouse it now was.  Besides possessing an uncanny talent for business, she evidently was a brilliant research chemist, holding several patents in the area of cellular manipulation.  The information on her company, KressBlitzen Gmbh, was equally impressive.  Ranked fifth on the Fortune 500, it was the largest privately held company in the world.  It seemed that the Baroness was the sole stockholder.  This placed her personal wealth at well over 5 billion dollars, making her the richest woman in the world.  This certainly explained how she could afford such an extravagant interview process.  It also explained how she could afford to pay me such an astronomical salary.  What it didn’t explain was why she would want to go to the trouble.  Perhaps most intriguing of all, was the fact that in all of the information provided, almost nothing about the woman herself was included.  Outside of one small paragraph listing her academic accomplishments, no personal information was provided.

  On my arrival in Zurich, a representative of the Baroness met me.  After quickly clearing customs, I was ushered to her private helicopter for the trip to her castle.  I won’t waste much time on the flight.  Suffice to say it was uneventful and not a bit boring.  It seems that the flight crew had strict instructions not to talk with me.  By the time we finally reached her castle, I was feeling the effects of jet lag and was quite exhausted.  Without much ceremony, I was led to the room that I was to occupy during my stay with the Mistress.  The very room that you are now in dear Ann.  I was informed that I was to make myself comfortable, and that the Mistress would send for me later in the evening.  As with the flight crew, all of my many questions went unanswered.  The only reply that I got was that the Mistress would explain when the time came for me to know.  Well my dear, as you probably are doing, I wondered somewhat aimlessly about the room.  Like you probably were, I became concerned when I found the door locked.  Realizing that I had no choice but to wait, I continued my explorations about the room.  As you have, I found a leather-bound book lying in the middle of the bed.  I had every intention of at least looking at it, really I did, but I was just so tired from the trip that I was soon fast asleep.

  I was roused from my slumber by the sound of someone entering the room.  It was a small woman of not more than 20 or so, dressed in a finely tailored but rather skimpy maid’s outfit.  Seeing that I was awake more or less, she curtsied and introduced herself as Ingrid, my new personal servant.  I have asked, and the Mistress has consented, to Ingrid being your servant as well.  It is the least that I can do for you, and for her.  You will find dear Ann that she really is quite a joy to be around.  We became quite close friends during my time spent here.  I would highly recommend that you befriend her also.  You will need a friend here.  You will also need someone to reach those high shelves in the closet.  If you are puzzled by this last comment read on, it will soon become quite clear to you.  In any event, you can trust Ingrid.  I did, and it made my stay here much better.

  Well anyway, Ingrid introduced herself, and informed me that she was to be my servant.  As with everyone else I had encountered here, Ingrid would not speak of the Mistress in anything but the most respectful terms.  Try as I might, she simply would not tell me anything about her, or what was in store for me when I met her.  She actually seemed quite frightened of her.  As I was learn dear Ann, it was with good reason.  As I have already mentioned, the Mistress is not one who tolerates any disobedience from here staff, or from her chosen one’s for that matter.  The penalties, well the less said about them the better.  Lets just hope you never have to find out about them.

  Sensing that I was not about to get any useful information out of her, I simply shut up and waited for her to tell me why she was here.  Seeing that I was now ready to listen, she began to list all of the things that needed to be done before I was ready to meet the Mistress.  I won’t bore you with details dear Ann, except to say my transformation was simply stunning.  With Ingrid’s help, I went from a fairly attractive woman to one that could grace the cover of any high fashion magazine.  The dress that I was wearing was a Paris original.  It had both a plunging neckline and a low cut back.  Slit to mid thigh, it was slinky, sexy as hell, and left almost nothing to the imagination.  I was to find out later that it cost $10,000 dollars.  At this point, I probably should have been wondering why the Mistress insisted that I be dressed like this for what I assumed was to be a routine first introduction, but I didn’t.  Perhaps if I had taken the time to review my predecessor’s journal, I might have had a different reaction, but I had not, and so I was unaware of the events soon to take place.  All that was going through my mind at that time was how fantastic I looked in that dress.  The most impressive thing of all Ann, was the jewelry.  You simply won’t believe it till you see it.  All of it, the necklace, the bracelets, and the rings, were real.  I estimated that I was wearing at least a $100,000 dollars worth of jewelry.  I simply couldn’t believe it.  The only truly puzzling thing was the shoes.  One would think that a pair of stiletto heals would be the appropriate choice for an outfit such as this.  Instead I was given a pair of flats to wear.  Seeing my puzzled look, Ingrid merely shrugged and said, “soon you will understand.”  You know Ann, it really is quite amusing.  Looking back now on that first day is like looking in on someone else.  I am simply amazed at how truly naïve I was.

  As Ingrid was putting the finishing touches to my ensemble, there came a knock at the door.  Quickly going to the door, Ingrid opened it slightly and nodded in response to the question “is she ready?”  With that, the door opened to reveal another small woman dressed in much the same manner as Ingrid.  She too curtsied, and instructed me to follow.  It seemed my time to meet the Mistress had arrived.  As we walked down those long forbidding corridors, my mind raced with thoughts of what was to come next.  Perhaps it was for the best that I had not read my predecessor’s journal.  For If I had, I might not have gone to see the Mistress.  You may by now dear Ann be beginning to feel somewhat apprehensive, please rest easy, the Mistress chooses quite carefully, I’m sure you will enjoy your first meeting with her as much as I did.  It’s just a bit overwhelming that’s all.  Please read on.

  As we made the trek to the Mistress’s chambers, we passed several other members of the household staff.  All were women, and all were quite small.  At 5’6” I don’t consider myself a tall woman Ann, but I simply towered over all of these women.  Well, at least I did at that time.  As you are soon to experience for yourself Ann, the Mistress has certain peculiar ideas about what she considers to be the appropriate height for those in her employ.  Soon we were standing in front of a huge oak door.  Tentatively as if she was almost afraid to disturb what waited within, my escort knocked upon the door.  A rather harsh but feminine voice barked out “enter.”  Following the now visibly trembling woman inside, I finally came face to face with the Baroness von Kress, my new mistress.

  The woman waiting for me in that richly furnished room was not what I expected at all dear Ann.  After all that I had read about her, and with all the fear that surrounded the mere mention of her name, I had expected to her to either resemble an old stern schoolteacher, or a towering valkyrie type.  Imagine my surprise when she turned out to be neither.  The woman who stood waiting for me was small.  Actually, she was quite small.  Even with the 3” heels she was wearing, her height topped 5’ by the barest of margins.  She was also much younger than I had envisioned early 40’s at most.  She was also extremely beautiful.  Her well-toned body would be the envy of most women half her age.  As I said dear Ann, not what I expected at all.  As my eyes beheld her for the first time, I was struck by how completely she dominated the room.  Despite her small size, she has a presence that is hard to ignore.  Her flaming red shoulder length hair and emerald green eyes combined to give her the appearance of an elemental force of nature.  Try as I might, I simply could not keep eye contact with her.  Most impressive of all, was the way she moved.  There was no wasted energy, just a supremely confident gait that reminded me for all the world of a predator on the hunt.  As I was soon to find out, I was the evening’s prey.

  Quickly dismissing the servant, and giving instructions that she and I were not to be disturbed, she turned her full attention towards me.  Seating herself behind the large ornate desk that dominated the room, she motioned me to come closer.  As I did so, she looked me in the eye, and without any warning what so ever said, “strip.”  Taken aback and somewhat confused, I simply stood there.  As long as I live, I will never forget the look of anger that passed across the Mistress’s face at my failure to obey instantly.  It is a look that I hope you never see Ann.  Picking up a small leather-riding crop from her desk, she slammed it down hard.  The sound reverberated like thunder, and I jumped as if I had been struck.  Seeing my reaction, she smiled and said, “good, you fear me.  Now child, I grow tired of waiting.  Strip.”  Her last command left no room for disobedience, so I hurriedly hastened to comply.  As I did so, she began to speak.  “I am the Baroness Katrina von Kress, I am the Mistress of this castle.  Everything here, including you my dear, is mine.  For the coming year, I own you body and soul.  Disobedience will not be tolerated.  It will be met with instant and severe punishment.  Obey me, and your time with me will be most enjoyable.  Do you understand?”  Still confused, I simply looked at her.  Slamming her crop down hard again, she barked out, “I will not ask again, DO…YOU…UNDERSTAND?”  Lowering my head, I meekly answered “yes my Mistress.”  Sensing that I was now under her complete control, she motioned for me to finish undressing.  As I did so, I somehow instinctively knew to leave the jewelry on.  This pleased her, and she said, “excellent, you and I shall get along quite well I think.”  I’ve been nude in front of other women before Ann, but never have I felt so naked or vulnerable.  Rising from her desk with riding crop still in hand, the Mistress approached me.  Without a further word, she began to causally inspect me, much as you or I might inspect an apple or some other fruit for blemishes or defects before we would consume it.  As she completed her inspection, I heard her murmur “exquisite simply exquisite.”  Even though she never laid a finger on me, I began to become aroused.  Why I had this reaction is still something that I can’t explain Ann.  Most women thrust into this situation would not have let things get this far, let alone find themselves becoming aroused.  All that I can say is, the Mistress chooses carefully, and has never been wrong.  I guess she knew me better than I knew myself.  In any event I was definitely becoming aroused.  Seeing my nipples harden elicited a small chuckle from my new Mistress.  Smiling, she reached out and lightly caressed my now sensitive breasts.  Her touch was electric.  I felt a jolt race through my body and a low moan escaped from my lips.  This evidently pleased her, for she smiled once again, and said, “good, you respond quickly, just as I imagined that you would.  However, the time has not quite arrived for us to venture further.”  With that, she gave one of my swollen nipples quite a hard pinch, causing me to cry out from the sudden pain.  Throwing her head back and laughing, she said, “yes you will definitely do.”  Not knowing how to respond, or even if I was allowed to respond, I simply stood there bewildered, waiting for what ever was to happen next.

  Well Ann, I didn’t have long to wait.  Walking back to her desk, the Mistress opened a drawer and took out a small vial filled with a strangely luminescent pale blue liquid.  Placing the vial in my hand, she said but one word, “drink.”  Not wishing to risk her displeasure, I did as commanded.  Figuring that it was some sort of expensive aphrodisiac to get me in the mood, I quickly and without hesitation, drained the contents of the vial.  You might be somewhat surprised by my action Ann, but the truth be told, at this point I wanted to submit to the Mistress.  Well my dear, it was an aphrodisiac of sorts.  Only it was for the Mistress’s benefit and pleasure not mine.  Although I will say this, I think that I got as much pleasure from it as she did.

  Shortly thereafter, I began to feel a tingling sensation all over my body.  It’s quite hard to describe really.  It was almost like the feeling you get when you take that first big hill on a roller coaster and combine it with the beginnings of an orgasm.  All in all, it was a quite pleasurable feeling.  Distracted as I was by these feelings, I didn’t see the Mistress leave her position by her desk to come stand next to me.  As the minutes passed, the tingling sensation continued.  If anything, it seemed to be increasing in intensity.  It wasn’t until I felt my rings slip from my fingers and the bracelets begin to slide from my wrists did I begin to take notice of the changes taking place.  Seeing the Mistress standing next to me startled me.  She was taller, much taller; there was no doubt about it.  I knew I was a least six inches taller than she was, but now we were almost the same height.  Before I could say anything however, an intense spasm of pleasure wracked my body.  As this occurred, I actually saw the Mistress reach and then pass my height.  I was now several inches shorter than her.  My mind knew this to be impossible, but yet my eyes weren’t lying, I was getting smaller.  Anything that I might have said soon became forgotten as another fierce spasm wracked my body and my height decreased once again.  I was now standing eye level with the Mistress’s breasts.  My bracelets had long since slipped from my wrists and the necklace I was wearing had slipped and now covered a goodly portion of my breasts.  Still the spasms continued and with each one I grew smaller.  Strangely enough Ann, I wasn’t frightened.  It seemed to me as if what was happening was natural, as if nature was simply correcting the mistake that had resulted in my being taller than the Mistress.  As the minutes passed and I continued to shrink, the only sounds to be heard were moans of two women in the throes of passion.  Mine coming from what was happening to me, and the Mistress’s from whatever pleasure she was deriving from watching me dwindle.

  When the spasms finally subsided, and I could begin to think clearly once more, I was shocked to see the changes that had taken place.  When I had entered this room, I had been a 5’6” tall woman.  Now I was less than half that height.  I was quickly finding it hard to believe that I had ever been taller than the woman who now towered over me. Standing next to the Mistress, I felt small and insignificant.  If I had been impressed by her presence when she was 6” shorter than I was, then I was simply in awe of her now.  For the first time that evening I actually became self conscious and not a bit embarrassed in being naked in her presence.  Sensing that I might be near to panicking, the Mistress, reached for my small hand and taking it in hers said, “come.”  Leading me to her desk, she effortlessly lifted me up onto it.  Seating herself, she chuckled and said, “well my dear I must say it’s been a long while since I enjoyed watching one of my girls shrink so much.”  Reaching for me, she removed the now much too large necklace from my shoulders.  Holding it so that I could see it, she said, “for giving me such enjoyment, I’m going to give this to you.  When you leave my service you may have this.  Let this be an example of how generous I can be when you please me.  I’m sure you have many questions, but now is not the time.”  With that, she pushed me down and began to lightly run her riding crop over my small and still quite sensitive body.  As she did this, I felt my nipples harden once more.  Seeing my reaction and hearing the tempo of my breathing increase evidently pleased my Mistress.  Lightly running the end of her riding crop along the cleft of my sex, she chuckled as I arched my back in a desperate attempt to make further contact with the end of the crop.  Taking her hand, she easily pushed me down so that I was lying flat once more.  Peering into my pleasure fogged eyes, she told me, “I know that you need release my small one, but you must wait till I am ready to grant it.  Since you have given me such enjoyment I will overlook your little transgression just this once.  In the future I will not be so forgiving.  Since my time is limited and I must soon take my leave of you, I shall now grant you what you are seeking.”  Holding the riding crop so that I could see what she was doing, and never taking her eyes from mine, she slowly unscrewed the silver end cap to reveal a small jade dildo.  It was about 3” long and ½” in diameter.  Seeing my eyes widen in surprise and fear pleased her.  Smiling once more, she inserted the dildo into me.  At my reduced size, it filled me to capacity.  Never once taking her eyes from mine she proceeded to grant me the release I so badly needed.  It was quick and it was somewhat rough Ann, but never in my life did I climax as hard as I did that night.  Had I been my normal size, I’m sure my screams of pleasure would have reverberated throughout the castle.  As it was, my little squeaks were heard only by the Mistress, as I’m sure was her intent all along.

  As I came back to my senses after that incredible orgasm, I saw the Mistress’s huge face staring down at me.  Smiling she said, “yes you will do nicely.  Just remember my little one, this is just a taste of the pleasure that I can give you, but from now on you must earn it.  I’m sure you understand what I mean.”  Looking up at her, all that I could say was, “yes Mistress I understand completely.”  With that she reached down and lightly caressed my small face and said, “Yes I’m sure you do.  However, that will have to wait till later.  I must go now.  I’ve tarried here too long as it is.  When I return we shall see.  For now rest here a while.  I will send for Ingrid.  She will help you get cleaned up and ready you for my return.”  With that she got up and left, leaving me lying there on her desk, exhausted, and wondering how a woman as small as I now was would ever be able to satisfy the needs of my now giant sized Mistress.

  Well Ann, there is much more to my story, but for now you know what you need to know.  Soon it will be time for you to meet the Mistress.  After that, you will have plenty of time to read further.  Good luck and may you enjoy.


Joan

  Welcome once again to my journal dearest Ann.  I hope that what you have read so far has proven to be enjoyable as well as enlightening.  This next section of my journal focuses on the series of events that occurred shortly after the Mistress left me lying exhausted upon her desk.  Though a year has now passed, I find that the memories of what transpired still have the power to arouse me whenever I think about them.  Never before (or since then for that matter), have I encountered anything that even remotely comes close to matching the intense feelings of exhilaration and helplessness that I experienced during the time in question.  Although this may sound somewhat melodramatic, I have to say that even my first encounter with the Mistress as overwhelming as it was, pales in comparison to what I next experienced.  I trust that after you have read this chapter you will agree with my assessment.  To that end, I will now resume my tale of my time spent as the chosen one of the Mistress.  What follows are my thoughts, feelings, and reactions to the events in question.  I hope that you find them to be enjoyable.  I know that I certainly did.

  My story now continues.

  My first coherent thoughts upon coming out of my post orgasmic haze centered upon the fact that although I was totally exhausted from my recent encounter with the Mistress, my body was still in a state of heightened arousal.  One would think that after having just experienced an orgasm that can best be described as utterly mind numbing, I would have been satiated.  This was not the case however.  Although extremely intense and quite pleasurable, I was soon to realize that my previous orgasm had not completely satisfied the need that still burned within my small body.  As I lay there trying to recover, all that I could think about was sex and how much I needed, no, craved is a much better term, another orgasm.  Soon this craving for satisfaction drove all other considerations from my mind.  The best way that I can describe what I was experiencing Ann, is to say that it was like a gnawing hunger demanding to be satisfied.

  I was to find out later that my heightened need for sexual gratification was the result of a particular side effect of the formula that the Mistress had used to reduce me.  It seems that the Mistress’s formula not only has the ability to reduce a woman down to the size of a small child, but it also magnifies the subject’s need and desire for sex.  Once you experience this for yourself Ann, you will begin to understand just how completely this particular effect of the formula places us under the Mistress’s control.  I suspect that she had this in mind when she designed it, but who can say for sure.  At the time however, all that I knew for certain, was that if I didn’t do something to alleviate the desperate need for release that was quickly building within my inflamed pussy, I was going to go crazy.

  Quickly moving my hands so that they made contact with my still sensitive and swollen sex, I began to stroke myself quite vigorously.  As I did this, I realized that I really was not all that comfortable lying there on the desk’s hard surface.  Deciding that the Mistress’s rather large (at least it appeared large to me), leather chair would be a much better place in which to pursue the orgasm that I so desperately needed to experience, I climbed down off of the desk and into the chair.  As I moved from the desk to the chair, I noticed that my previous orgasm at the hands of the Mistress had left a rather obvious stain on the desk pad that I had been lying upon.  Considering the intensity of that orgasm, the stain was not really all that surprising.  What was surprising Ann, was that mine was not the only one appearing on the pad.  I counted four others.  Around each one a circle had been drawn and a name and date had been scrawled alongside.  Soon I imagine that you will be adding a sixth notation to the pad.

  Be that as it may my dear, my thoughts at that particular moment were more focused on my immediate need to give attention to the increasing demands of my inflamed pussy.  Seating myself in the Mistress’s chair, I began to run my fingers along the cleft of my slit.  Usually when I give pleasure to myself, it is a long, slow, drawn out affair.  Normally, I like to take my time so that I can savor each stroke and caress that I give to myself.  This time however, it was quite a different matter Ann.  So desperate was my need that I skipped all of my usual preliminaries and techniques and went straight to the heart of the matter.  Spreading my legs wide, I inserted first one, then two, and then finally three fingers into the moist depths of my pussy.  Feverishly moving them in and out, I had but one thought in mind, and that was to cum.  Try as I might however, I simply could not push myself over the edge.  Realizing that another approach was needed, I climbed up onto one of the arms of the chair and with a determination borne of need and desperation, I began to grind my pussy into the soft but resilient leather.  The feelings of pleasure that I received from the extra stimulation and pressure that I was able to bring to bear upon my engorged clit by dragging it along the chair’s arm was simply incredible Ann.  It was as if my whole body had become connected to my pussy.  Each time my clit made contact with that leather-covered surface, my pussy would spasm from the electric like jolt of pleasure that it received.  As I continued my ride, these jolts grew in intensity.  Soon they were sending small shivers of pleasure up and down my spine.  Sensing that victory was near; I mashed my pussy even harder into the soft leather and rode the chair’s arm for all I was worth.  As I did this, I reveled in the feel of the leather’s coolness against the heat emanating from the depths of my swollen and terribly overheated sex.  The only other thing that managed to make an impression on my pleasure-numbed mind was that the leather had a slightly more raspy texture to it than previously had been the case.  I suppose that this was due to my reduced size, but at the time all that I cared about was how delicious the sandpaper like leather felt against my clit.  Well Ann, it may have felt delicious, but it also very nearly scraped my pussy raw.  So far gone was I at the time however, I hardly even noticed the increasing tenderness of my pussy.  A much more pressing concern for me was trying to maintain my tenuous grip on the increasingly slick surface that had resulted from the juices gushing forth from my overworked pussy.

  As I felt the beginnings of the orgasm that I had so feverishly been working towards finally begin to build, I realized that I was in a race against time.  Already near the edge of total collapse from my previous encounter with the Mistress, I knew that I could not hold out for much longer.  Vowing to myself that I was not going to be denied, I quickly inserted several fingers into my burning pussy and began to work them in and out in a desperate attempt to reach orgasm before my strength failed me completely.  Luckily, just as I felt that I would not be able to continue, the dam burst, and a wave of pleasure came crashing down upon me.  So sudden and total was my release that it completely paralyzed me.  My scream of pleasure at the joy of finally obtaining what I had so desperately been seeking simply died in my throat.  I suppose it’s a good thing that I had been leaning somewhat towards the chair or else I might have been injured when I fell off the arm.  Luckily, I landed in the chair’s seat.  The last thing that I remember before I lapsed into sweet unconsciousness, was what a mess I had made of the Mistress’s chair.

  My next clear memory was of Ingrid gently shaking me and asking if everything was ok.  As I looked up at her, I found myself unable to do anything other than to nod.  I’m not sure if my inability to speak was the result of the exhaustion that I was experiencing or if it stemmed from all that I had just been through.  In any event my dear, I was well and truly out of it.  I won’t claim to have been experiencing shock, but then again maybe I was.  After all, its not every day that a woman finds herself reduced to the size of a small child and then undergoes a very intense sexual encounter at the hands of a woman twice your size.  To say that it takes a lot out of a woman is an understatement.  Anyway, all that I was able to do was to sit there and stare blankly ahead.  If it had not been for Ingrid’s kind and gentile care, its possible that I might have stayed that way.  Fortunately for me, her solution to bringing me out of the zombie like trance I had fallen into proved to be quite successful if not somewhat unorthodox.  But I’m getting ahead of myself just a bit.  I will explain in more detail shortly my dear.  Till then be patient.

  Sensing that I was simply content for the moment to let her take charge, Ingrid gently lifted me from the chair and set me back up on the desk.  She then produced a small silk robe and wrapped it about me.  Although finely crafted, it was several sizes too large for me.  Seeing that my small body was lost within the confines of the ill fitting robe, she quickly informed me that she had been unsure which size to bring and that she was sure that she could find one that would fit.  For the moment however, it would have to do.  Cinching the drawstring about my small waist, she informed me that she had a nice hot bath ready for me.  Gently brushing aside several strands of hair that had become stuck to my face, she told me that she would take care of everything.  She then lifted me up and cradling me in her arms as if I was a small child, she carried back to my room and my awaiting bath.

  Once back in the confines of my room, Ingrid carried me directly to the bathroom.  Setting me down on the toilet, she gently removed my robe and then placed me in the tub.  Even in my rather advanced state of catatonia, I remember the warmth of the water embracing my aching body.  Unfortunately, the water’s recuperative effects were not sufficient to rouse my mind from wherever it had retreated to.  Ingrid told me later that it quickly became quite obvious to her that the longer I sat there like that the greater the risk was that I would stay that way forever.  Deciding that she could not allow that to happen, she undressed and joined me in the tub.  What she did next is perhaps the kindest thing that anyone has ever done for me.  It was totally unselfish and done simply with the intent of helping me recover.  What she did Ann, was to hold me.  You may be wondering how this seemingly insignificant and rather ordinary act could have such an impact upon me.  Well Ann, all that I can say is that Ingrid is a very perceptive woman and she realized that what I most needed at that time was to feel the touch of another woman and to know that it was meant to reassure and to give strength.  Well my dear, her actions certainly did this.  I guess that all that I really needed was to be treated like a person and not an object to be played with and then put away.

  As she held me, she began to sing to me in her native German.  Although I did not understand the words, her sweet voice and the wonderful melody of the song coupled with her warm embrace proved to be quite soothing and comforting.  I’m not sure how long we stayed like this, but I do remember feeling safe and secure in her arms.  While she sang, she gently started to bathe me.  I have to say that I found her touch to be quite a contrast to that of the Mistress.  While the Mistress can be somewhat gentile at times, her touch is not what I would exactly describe as tender.  Ingrid’s touch however, was both gentle and tender.

  As she lathered my small body, I began to feel the paralysis holding me hostage start to fade.  Slowly at first and then with increasing speed, I began to respond to her actions.  Soon I was able to take a more active role.  For the moment however, I was simply content to surrender myself to her care.  Sensing that I was beginning to come around, Ingrid gently picked me up and positioned me across her lap.  Cradling me in her arms, she poured a rather generous portion of body wash on to my breasts and began to softly caress them as she washed them.  As she did this, I found myself comparing her body to mine.  I was amazed by how much she had seemed to have changed since I had last seen her.  When we had first met, I had considered her to be not much more than a child.  Now however, she seemed quite the adult.  Although on the slim side, her pert breasts and the gentile swell of her hips left no doubt that she was a woman.  As she lightly ran her hands across my much-diminished breasts, I was struck by the fact of how small and seemingly undeveloped my own body now seemed in comparison to hers.  Although she was only 19 at the time and I was 25, I felt like a little girl next to her.  Its funny how one’s size (or lack of it) can color your perception of those around you.  In any event Ann, Ingrid soon proved to me that despite my small size I was still a woman.

  As she continued to softly caress and bathe me, I once again began to feel myself starting to become aroused by the touch of another woman.  Stretching out on her lap, I smiled up at her and spread my legs a bit so that she had access to my womanhood.  My action was not lost upon her and soon I felt her fingers begin to slide along the cleft of my sex.  The small sigh of contentment that escaped from my lips elicited a chuckle from her.  Smiling down at me she asked if I wanted her to proceed.  Looking up into her eyes, I spoke my first words since she had come for me.  What I said Ann, was “yes please.”  Gently stroking my face, Ingrid bent down and tenderly kissed me.  Stretching to meet her, I hungrily returned the kiss.  Time seemed to slow as we passionately embraced.  Finally, Ingrid broke our embrace and gently pushed me back onto her lap.  Once there, she slowly and with great care, parted my outer lips and began to tickle the small jewel nestled within the folds of my sex.  As she did this, she tenderly inserted a finger into me.  Due to my small size, she was unable to place more than one finger into my pussy.  Even so, her slim finger filled me as I have never been filled before.  As she played with my small pussy, she bent down and began to kiss my breasts.  Taking first one and then the other breast completely into her mouth, she ran her tongue over my taut and very sensitive nipples.  As she did this, she lightly nibbled on them.  This had the effect of pushing me closer to the edge.  I suppose there is some truth to the old statement about more than a mouthful being a waste.  In any event, the feel of her tongue on my breasts combined with her finger sliding in and out of me soon had me moaning quite loudly.

  As I neared the edge once more, she picked me up and set me on the edge of the tub.  Once there, she began to give my pussy quite a tongue-lashing.  And what a tongue lashing it was Ann.  Due to the difference in size between her tongue and my pussy, Ingrid was able to cover the entire length of my sex with each lick.  I must say that it was certainly a novel experience to have a tongue of that size probing my depths.  Just as I felt myself about to reach climax, she suddenly stopped.  Making eye contact with her, I silently pleaded with her to finish what she had started.  Before I could say a word, she placed a finger to my lips and said, “don’t worry my little mistress, I’m not going to leave you wanting, I merely wish to rest for a minute and to gain better access to your sweet tasting little pussy.

  With that Ann, she got up out of the tub and walked over to the sink.  Humming to herself, she soon returned with a can of shaving cream and a razor.  I must admit that my eyes grew quite wide when I realized what she was about to do, but I doubt that I would have been able to stop her even if I had been so inclined.  Smiling down at me, she poured a large amount of the shaving cream into her hand.  Raising it to her mouth, she blew on it to warm it before applying to my pussy.  She next knelt between my outstretched legs and began to apply the thick creamy lather to my rather wild and untamed bush.  Once she had lathered me to her satisfaction, she then began to carefully shave me.  The feel of her warm breath on my pussy as she shaved me proved to be highly erotic for me.  The only sounds to be heard were my slightly labored breathing and the soft sound of the razor as it went about its work.  As she shaved me, Ingrid made a point to keep me in a heightened sate of arousal by constantly brushing my clit and by running her finger along my cleft.  If another woman Ann has never shaved you, I highly recommend the experience.  Soon all traces of my bush were gone.  I was as bare as the day I had been born.  I was also quite ready to explode.

  Observing her handy work (and the glazed look of my eyes), Ingrid smiled and said, “now my little mistress, I shall finish what I started.”  With that she dove between my legs and began work on my pussy like a starving woman.  The feel of her tongue on my newly shaven pussy was incredible.  Like the leather before it, Ingrid’s tongue had a raspy texture to it.  Wielding her tongue as if were a sword, she quickly and quite suddenly impaled me on it.  For a moment I thought she was going to split me wide open.  Quickly moving her tongue so that it enveloped my clit, she began to lick me like I have never been licked before.  In a matter of moments, I experienced my third orgasm of the day.  Like the others before it, it proved to be quite intense.  Screaming for all that I was worth, I nearly deafened poor Ingrid.  Slumping into her arms, I remained like that for some time.  When I had recovered somewhat, she picked me up and gently toweled me off.  She then put me to bed.  The last thing I remember before falling into a deep sleep was Ingrid kissing me and telling me, “sleep well my little mistress.”

  I awoke several hours later to the sound of Ingrid’s lovely singing.  For a few moments, I quietly lay there simply listening.  Unfortunately, her song was soon interrupted by a knock on the door.  Opening my eyes slightly, I saw Ingrid go over to the door and speak to someone.  I saw her nod her head several times, but was unable to hear what was said.  As she closed the door, I shut my eyes once more and pretended to still be asleep.  It was not long thereafter that I heard Ingrid make her way over to me.  Gently shaking me, she said, “time to get up my little mistress.  There is much to do and not much time to do it in.”  With that, I opened my eyes and smiled up at her.  Smiling back, she gently pulled back the covers revealing my small naked body.  Still smiling, she said, “the first order of business is to get you dressed.”  With that, she gently lifted me up and set me onto the floor.  Taking my small hand in hers, she led me into the adjoining wardrobe closet.

  As I have mentioned before Ann, the Mistress spares no expense when it comes to her chosen one’s, and clothes are no exception.  The variety that I had to choose from was simply staggering.  There must have been over a hundred different outfits in there.  All were of the finest material and all were finely crafted.  Perhaps most important of all Ann, they were all my size.  I probably could have spent the rest of the evening simply trying on all of the outfits, but Ingrid informed me that the Mistress had already left instructions as to what she wanted to me to wear.  Well my dear, what she had picked out for me was an exact duplicate of the dress that I had worn during my first encounter with her.  Seeing my surprise, Ingrid chuckled and said, “evidently you made quite an impression on the Mistress because she ordered this duplicate made immediately after she left you.  She is expecting you shortly, and I have been instructed to get you ready.”

  With that, Ingrid knelt down to my level and proceeded to dress me.  Holding a tiny pair of panties out before me, she motioned for me to step into them.  Once I had done so, she very gently pulled them into place.  Seeing that they needed a bit of adjustment, she began to tighten the strings that held them in place about my small hips.  As she did this, she placed one of her thumbs directly against my pussy to ensure that the panties did not slip while she retied the strings.  The pressure of her thumb against my tiny sex combined with feel of the little wisp of silk against my newly shaven mound was electric.  Never has silk felt so soft and cool, or as sensuous to me as it did at that moment.  It took all of my will power not to grind my pussy into her thumb.  The only thing that prevented me from doing so was the knowledge that the Mistress was waiting.

  Having adjusted my panties to her satisfaction, Ingrid next helped me into my stockings.  Starting at my ankles, she very slowly drew them into place.  Wrapping her hands about my small legs; she very carefully worked her hands upward towards my thighs, smoothing the wrinkles from the stockings and caressing my legs as she went.  Upon reaching the top of each stocking, she would force me up onto my tiptoes to ensure that each was in the proper position.  As she did this, the edge of her hand caused the outer lips of my sex to open just enough to allow my panties to slip into my pussy.  Noticing this, she took her index finger and inserted it into my panties.  Slowly drawing her finger down over my sex, she freed my panties from their snug prison and returned them their original position.  Once again Ann, it was all I could do not to just surrender to the moment and let her have her way with me.  But as I have already mentioned, it’s not wise to keep the Mistress waiting.

  Once my stockings (and panties) were in place, Ingrid next helped me into my dress.  As she did so, her fingers brushed my nipples several times causing them to become erect.  I actually became weak in the knees and almost collapsed as she ran her hands over my body to ensure that the dress fit properly.  If Ingrid had any idea of the effect she was having on me (and I expect that she did), she did not give any sign of it.  She later told me that dressing me reminded her of when she had played dress up with her dolls as a child.  Well my dear, I wager that none of her dolls had their nipples grow taut or their pussies grow moist when she dressed them.  In any event, I must say that I truly enjoyed the experience.

  Having completed dressing me, Ingrid next turned her attention to my hair and makeup.  Once again, I was transformed from a fairly attractive looking woman to one that could grace the cover of any of the finest fashion magazines.  Looking at myself in the mirror, I saw the reflection of the woman who had originally gone to visit the Mistress.  The only difference was that the woman looking back at me was half the size of the one whom had originally encountered the Mistress.  Having completed her assignment, Ingrid took me by the hand and led me to the door.  Kneeling down, she took me in her arms and hugged me tightly.  She then said, “the Mistress awaits you in her study.”  I shall be here when you return.”  With that she lightly kissed me on the cheek and with a playful swat to my rear sent me on my way to my second encounter with my Mistress.

  The trek to the Mistress’s study seemed to take forever Ann.  As I walked down those long forbidding corridors, I encountered several members of the household staff.  Upon seeing me, each of them immediately curtsied.  You would think that the sight of a woman barely two and a half feet tall dressed in an evening gown would elicit some response other than a curtsy, but that is what they all did.  Nodding politely to each of them as I passed, I was struck by the out and out look of fear that I saw reflected in their eyes.  While unsettling, it was an understandable reaction given the nature of the Mistress.  You will find that your position as the Mistress’s chosen one gives you an extraordinary amount of power over the staff.  A single word from you to the Mistress is sufficient to have any of them severely disciplined.  They know this, and as a result fear you almost as much as they fear the Mistress.  I only had one occasion to use this power and the Mistress’s reaction haunts me to this day.  My advice to you my dear is to use this power sparingly and with care.

  Anyway my dear, I soon found myself standing once more in front of the imposing oaken gateway to the Mistress’s study.  Steeling myself, I knocked upon the door.  As before, I was greeted with a rather harsh but feminine command to enter.  Doing as commanded, I entered.  As before, the Mistress was sitting at her desk.  Not lifting her eyes from whatever document she was scanning, she instructed me to approach.  Doing so, I stopped a few paces in front of the desk and waited.  After what seemed like an eternity to me, the Mistress finally placed the document she was reviewing into a folder and turned her attention towards me.  As her gaze swept over my tiny body, she spoke, “well my little pretty, you seem no worse the wear from our first encounter.  I do hope you are sufficiently recovered for the time has come for us to become better aquainted.”  With that, she rose from behind her imposing desk and walked over to the door that led to her private chambers.  All she said as she went through that door was, “follow.”  Doing as instructed, I followed.

  How to describe the Mistress’s chambers?  Well my dear the only thing that I can say is that it suits her.  It is simply incredible.  On the lowest level are her private swimming pool and a Roman bath that would have been the envy of any of the Roman emperors.  I promise at some point to tell you about some of the more enjoyable nights we spent there, but that will have to wait till later.  The main level (where we now stood) held the Mistress’s private dining area, dressing area, and living area.  Like everything else in her chambers, these areas were expensively decorated and quite large.  I found out later that her quarters took up the entire western wing on the castle.  The topmost level held the Mistress’s sleeping quarters.  Once again everything was expensively done.  You simply won’t believe the bed Ann.  I was going to describe it for you, but instead, I think I’ll just let you find out about it for yourself.  Trust me though, you will enjoy doing so.

  Walking into the living area, the Mistress sat down upon a rather large couch and motioned for me to come to her.  Doing as instructed, I stood in front of her and waited expectantly for the command I knew was to come.  Well my dear, as expected, the Mistress gave me that command.  Slowly and with eyes cast downward, I began to undress.  Soon I was standing naked once more before of my Mistress.  Shivering with anticipation, I waited for her to touch me.  I did not have long to wait.  Leaning forward, she slowly ran a hand over my body.  As before, I found her touch to be electric.  As her hand caressed my tiny body, I felt my nipples once more grow taut and my pussy become moist.  Looking down at me, she said, “I do not recall giving you permission to shave my dear, but I must say I think that it suits you, so I will not make an issue of it.”  With that, she gave my shaven sex a pat and said, “come.”  Rising from the couch, she headed for the bedroom.

  On the way, she began to undress.  By the time she had reached the stairs leading to her bedroom, she had unbuttoned her blouse.  Turning to face me, she removed it and let it fall to the ground.  Without saying another word, she then turned and made her way up the staircase to her bedchamber.  Knowing that I had best follow, I quickly made my way over to the staircase and began my long climb.  I must say Ann, that for me this proved to be quite a challenge as each step was almost half my size.  Knowing however, that failure to reach the top would result in the Mistress reacting in a way that I wished to avoid at all costs, I hurried as best I could.  Finally Ann, I managed to reach the top of the stairs.  As I timidly made my way into the chamber, I saw for the first time the Mistress in all of her naked glory.  As I have already mentioned, the Mistress has a body that most women would die to have.  Her pale skin, red hair, and hard body combined to give her the look of a goddess.  The sight of her quickly entranced me.  Her breasts were magnificent; not a hint of sag or wrinkle marred their surface.  Her nipples standing tall and proud, were surrounded by blood red areola the size of silver dollars.  Her well tended bush, a shade darker than her shoulder length hair, looked like a patch of fire against her pale blemish free thighs.  She was truly beauty personified Ann.

  As if in a trance, I slowly approached this goddess.  As I did so, she spoke, breaking the spell that held me.  With a tone of voice that sent shivers up my spine, she said, “normally it is your responsibility to undress me, but for some reason my little treasure, I feel uncharacteristically indulgent this evening and decided to do this myself.  However, this will be the last thing I shall do for myself this evening.  It is now time for you to show me what you are capable of.”  With that Ann, she made her way over to the bed and waited for me.

  With some difficulty, I managed to make my way up onto the bed.  Knowing exactly what was expected of me, I immediately knelt between her outstretched legs and began my assigned task.  Although I had never made love to a woman before (let alone one twice my size) I knew I had best do something before the Mistress grew impatient.  Moving my tiny fingers through the Mistress’s well-trimmed bush; I managed with some effort to finally spread her outer lips enough so that I was able to begin work upon her clit.  Normally when I do myself, I enjoy the sensation of moving my finger over my clit and then working it into a position so that it is wedged between my clit and its hood.  Deciding that the Mistress might enjoy this as well, I began to try this technique on her.  Although my technique was the same, I had to modify my approach somewhat to take into account my much smaller size.  Moving my fingers into position, I began to squeeze and caress her clit.  As I did this, the Mistress said not one word or gave any indication that I was having any effect upon her.  I did however, begin to notice that her breathing seemed more labored.  Deciding that the time was now or never, I repositioned myself so that I was able to run my tongue over her jewel.  The scent of her sex was extremely intoxicating Ann, the taste of her sex tart.  I reveled in her taste and worked my tongue all around her sex, drinking of her sweet nectar as if I was dying of thirst.  Soon my face was covered with her juices.  Still she said nothing.  Her silence only drove me to greater levels of exertion.  Changing tactics (actually Ann, my tongue had gone quite numb), I repositioned myself yet again and placed my knee against her pussy.  Grinding it into her sex with all of my might, I spread her lips wide and slammed my knee into her sensitive nether regions.  I lost count of how many times my knee impacted upon her clit Ann.  Several times I almost slipped and lost my footing due to the coating of her juices that covered me from my waist to my feet.  Still the Mistress gave no indication that I was effecting her in the slightest way.  Just as my strength was about to fail me, the Mistress tightened her legs about me (nearly crushing the life out of me), and threw back her head and let out a what can best be described as a series of short sharp barks.  After a few moments, she relaxed her grip upon me and I fell backwards onto the bed.  Peering down at me through her outstretched legs, she sighed and said, “not bad for a first attempt my little one.  However you will have to do better if you expect your reward.”  Looking up at her, I replied, “yes my Mistress.  Please may I have another chance?”  With that she threw back her head a laughed.  “Indeed you shall my little treasure,” was her reply when she was finally able to stop laughing.  Well Ann, suffice to say I did get another chance, several in fact.  By the time that we both finally drifted off to sleep in the Mistress’s huge bed, I had earned my reward and been granted a most pleasurable orgasm.

  The last thing that that bears mentioning before I end this section of my journal is the collar.  As we lay there together, the Mistress softly stoking my sweat dampened hair, she said, “my dear, you are indeed a treasure.  Never has one of my little ones put on a more inspired performance on their first evening.  As a reward, I shall take you with me to Munich tomorrow and I shall give you this.”  Opening one of the very cunningly designed compartments cleverly concealed within the bed’s headboard; she retrieved a small black velvet collar.  On the front of the collar was a small silver insignia that I immediately recognized as being her family’s crest.  Placing the collar about my throat, she said, “I have had this for a long time now.  Never have I found one more worthy to wear it.  It, more than your size tells the world that you are mine.  Wear it with pride my little one.  Never remove it while you are in my service.”  With that she rolled over and went to sleep.  I still have that collar Ann.  Even though I am now too large to wear it, I still treasure it.  I hope that you receive a similar honor.

  Well my dear, I will end this section of my journal now.  I trust that you found it enjoyable.  When next you read this journal, I shall describe for you what happened when the Mistress took me to Munich.  It, like the rest of my adventures with the Mistress proved highly entertaining.

  Till the next chapter my dear.


Joan

Warmest greetings to you once again dearest Ann.  I hope that you are well and that you are adjusting to your new role as the Mistress’s chosen one.  Since I have no way of knowing how much time has passed since you last picked up this journal, I am going to make the assumption that it has been but a brief interlude and that my entries still hold your attention.  I have striven to make my recollections as enjoyable a read for you as I know how while remaining faithful to my memories of what I experienced.  I do hope that I have managed to succeed at this.

  As I promised you at the end of the preceding chapter, I shall now provide a full account of my adventures in Munich.  I realize that you must be getting tired of hearing me say that I was unprepared for what I encountered, but that was exactly the case once again.  All that I can offer in the way of apologies for continuing to mention this to you is to say that life with the Mistress tends to be like that, you never know quite what to expect.  In this case, that is definitely not an exaggeration.  I never dreamed when we left for Munich that the next several days would be filled with the most extraordinary and dare I say it, most pleasurable events.  At the risk of giving away what is to follow, just let me say that meeting those who came before me was very fulfilling.  Yes, Ann, that is correct, I met the four women who at one time all had held the position that you now hold.  As to how this came about, or what transpired, you will have to read onward to find out.  All I will say at this point is that I look forward to the day that we meet and meet we certainly shall my dear.  Till then, I hope this chapter serves to whet your appetite.

  Having hopefully now piqued your interest, I think it’s time to proceed to recount for you all that happened in Munich.  I hope that once you have finished with this chapter of my tale, you will understand what it really means to be (and how truly lucky you are to be) the Mistress’s chosen one.

  My story now continues.

  The day of our scheduled departure for Munich began when I awoke to find myself alone in the Mistress’s huge bed.  You may recall from my earlier journal entry that I had spent the previous night with the Mistress.  Well my dear, that night had really taken its toll upon me.  Although I had slept soundly and deeply, I found that I was still very tired (and quite sore) from all that had transpired.  Since it was still quite early, and I saw no sign of the Mistress, I assumed (wrongly) that she was simply an early riser and had already left to begin her day.  If I had been smart, I would have immediately climbed down out of her bed and gone in search of her.  Unfortunately for me, I did not.  Instead, I succumbed to the warmth and softness of the bed and was soon once again fast asleep.  Looking back now, I can hardly believe how stupid I was, but as they say, live and learn.

  A sharp blow to my small rear soon invaded my slumber.  Yelping, I sat up in the bed and found the Mistress looming over me like a dark storm ready to vent its fury.  The look of anger on her face sent chills down my spine Ann.  Glaring at me, she said in a voice as cold as ice, “Its bad enough that I had to bathe myself this morning, but to find you still sleeping while my needs go unattended is simply not acceptable.  I know that you are still feeling the effects of last evening, but in this household, my needs are paramount, all other things including whether or not you may be tired are secondary to this.  Do you understand?”  Looking up at her I very quickly and quite meekly said, “yes Mistress, I understand, please forgive my ignorance.”  This seemed to mollify her somewhat, but not enough for me to escape being punished for my transgression.

  For a few moments she merely stood there staring down at me.  Then with out saying a word, she untied her dressing gown and let it fall to the floor.  Despite my growing fear of what was to come, I could not help but become entranced by the sight of her body revealed to me in all of its glory once more.  This time however, I knew that I would not be receiving any pleasure from my encounter with her body.

  Maintaining her silence, she turned away from me and walked over to her dresser and sat down on the small padded stool that served as its chair and motioned for me to approach her.  Quickly doing as commanded, I climbed down off the bed and made my way over to her.  As I did so, I could feel the fear growing within me.  Each step seemed to take more effort than the last and it was all I could do to make myself go forwards rather than to run screaming in terror from what I knew awaited me.

  Soon I was standing before her.  The look of displeasure upon her face increased my sense of foreboding and despite my best efforts, I soon found myself trembling uncontrollably.  My reaction was not lost upon the Mistress and she very coldly told me “for your sake my dear, I hope that I will not have to do this very often.”  With that, she picked me up and placed me face down across her lap.  Once she had positioned me to her liking, she grabbed my arms and pinned them behind me.  The pain to my arms was excruciating as she forced them into the small of my back.  I soon forgot about this however, as my real punishment began in earnest.  For a minute or so, she simply held me like that, and then suddenly and without warning, she raised her other hand and slammed it down upon my tiny ass.  The blow echoed loudly in my ears and brought tears to my eyes Ann.  I instinctively knew however, that for me to utter any sound would be a sign of weakness and would only serve to increase my punishment.  As she raised her hand once more she told me, “I take no pleasure in the giving of pain my dear, but I cannot allow your transgression to go unpunished.”  She then began to rain blow after blow down upon my ass.  Each blow proved more painful than the last.  At one point, I very nearly cried out for her to end this terrible punishment, but I stopped the words from crossing my lips by biting down as hard as I could upon my lower lip.  By the time she had finally decided that I had been punished enough, the blood was flowing freely from my damaged lip.  Never in my life have I ever experienced such pain Ann, but through it all I never uttered a sound.

  As quickly as her rage had come upon her, it just as quickly departed.  For a few moments she took no further action.  Then suddenly, she released her grip upon my arms and turned me over so that I was facing her.  The pain that shot through my small body as my blistered ass made contact with her legs made me want to scream, but I somehow managed to endure the discomfort.  So humiliated was I that I found myself unable to even look up at her.  For several moments she remained silent.  Then she placed a finger under my chin and lifted my head so that I had no choice but to make eye contact with her.

  It was at this point that she finally noticed the trickle of blood running down from my damaged lip.  Gently wiping the blood from my chin with a finger, she smiled and said, “yes, I have chosen well.”  Caressing my face with her hand she then said, “As I have told you my dear, I take no pleasure in the giving of pain, but I will be obeyed.  If you have a question concerning your duties, ask.  Never assume what I wish or may want.  Do you understand?”  Looking up at her I replied, “yes my Mistress I understand.  It will not happen again.”  With that, she smiled and said, “see that it does not.”  She then carried my still trembling body over to the bed and set me down upon it, retrieved her dressing gown and headed for the stairs.  As she began to descend down them to the living area below, she turned to face me and said, “Ingrid will be here shortly to collect you.  You have an hour to get ready.  We depart for Munich shortly after that.”  She then lowered her voice and said in a tone that left no room for disobedience, “oh and Joan, do not be late, for I will leave without you, and trust me my dear, what you just experienced is but a small taste of what would be in store for you upon my return.”  Saying not another word, she then departed.

  Once I was sure that the Mistress had indeed left, I buried my face in a pillow and began to cry.  Although I had bravely endured my punishment, the throbbing pain emanating from my tortured ass coupled with the humiliation of having so quickly failed in my duties as the chosen one proved too much for me to bear.

  The tears came freely and I was soon sobbing uncontrollably.  When Ingrid found me, I was curled up into a tiny ball hugging a pillow, oblivious to everything but the pain I was experiencing and the humiliation that I had suffered.  It was not until I felt her gentle touch upon my shoulder that I realized that I was no longer alone.  As soon as I saw that it was Ingrid, I stood up and threw my arms around her neck and managed between sobs to say, “oh Ingrid…she…I.…oh Ingrid, she spanked me!”  Gently wrapping her arms about my small body and hugging me tightly, she very tenderly replied, “ yes my little mistress I know, but you have got to pull yourself together.  You have a trip to take and time is short.”

  It was then that I noticed that she had brought with her what appeared to be a small overnight bag.  Placing it on the bed beside me, she opened it and reached down inside of it and retrieved a jar of cold cream.  Noticing the puzzled look on my face, she chuckled and said, no my little mistress, no one except the Mistress knows what happened, but knowing that our Mistress is a woman of varied and temperamental moods, I though it best to be prepared.”  Judging from the crimson coloring of your rear, it appears to be a good thing that I remembered to bring it.”  With that, she grabbed a pillow and motioned for me to lay face down upon it.  When I had done so, she very gently began to attend to my poor bruised ass.

  Her light touch combined with the cooling effects of the cold cream soon alleviated the dull throbbing pain I had been experiencing.  By the time she had completely covered my rear, the Mistress’s handprints had begun to fade.  Bending down to inspect her handiwork, she informed me that there appeared to be no permanent damage.  She then quickly planted a gentle kiss on each of my ass checks.  Giggling she said, “blah, I don’t like the taste of cold cream, but my mother always said that a kiss is the best way to heal a boo boo.”  She said it with such seriousness, Ann that I burst out laughing.  Hearing me laugh brought a smile to her face and she reached over and hugged me tightly.  I suppose that if we had had the time we might have done more than just hug, but time was short and I had just learned what happens when the Mistress is displeased.  Ingrid evidently also knew this as well, for after a few moments, she broke our embrace, tended to my still bleeding lip, and then spirited me back to our quarters.

  Upon our arrival, I found a nice hot bath awaiting me.  Placing me in the tub, she said, “do hurry my little mistress.  There is not much time left.  When you have finished, call out to me and I will dry you off and then dress you.”  She then turned and left to finish getting me packed for the trip to Munich.

  As I bathed, I marveled once again at how different everything looked to me now that I had been reduced to less than half of my normal height of 5’6”.  Although the tub I was sitting in was not a large one, it now seemed positively huge to me.  My head now barely reached to its lip, and though the tub was but half full, the water level now lapped at my breasts rather than covering my thighs as it would have if I had still been a “full grown” woman.  Likewise, the small shelf that held all of the needed bath essentials proved to be nearly out of reach for me.  It took several tries with me stretching up onto my tiptoes (and nearly slipping and falling in the process) before I finally managed get what I needed off the shelf.  With bath gel and sponge finally in hand, I quickly got down to business and soon had worked up a nice frothy coating of lather all over my body.

  As my bath progressed, I quickly found myself becoming aroused by the heat of the water, the wonderful scent of the bath gel, and perhaps most importantly, by the pleasant sensations generated as I softly washed myself with the sponge.  On the fourth (or was it the fifth?) pass of the sponge over my cleft, I started to loose control.  I knew that time was short, but somehow this fact seemed to become less and less important to me as the hunger that was beginning to stir deep within the depths of my pussy began to seize control of my body.  Why this should occur at this time Ann, is a mystery to me, but I suspect that it has something to do with the Mistress’s reducing formula.  As I have mentioned to you before, the formula tends to magnify the subject’s (in this case me) need and desire for sex.  I have noticed that my desire for sexual gratification seems to become much stronger after periods of abstinence (a rare event in the Mistress’s household) or as in this case, after a rather intense emotional episode.  In any event, by this point, the hunger stirring within me was so great, and my need to satisfy it so urgent, that I forgot about everything, including that I was supposed to be leaving for Munich in less than an hour.

  As with my previous experience, (please refer to chapter 2 my dear) I quickly found that mere digital stimulation was not enough to slake my body’s urgent need for release.  For a moment, I was at a loss as to how to solve my dilemma.  That is, until I happened to spy the shower attachment.  Unfortunately, I was too small to reach it.  Well Ann, as they say, desperation is a great motivator.  It took all my strength, but I finally managed to pull myself up onto the tub’s rim and position myself so that I was able to reach the attachment.  It was at this point that disaster nearly struck, for I lost my balance and went tumbling headfirst back into the tub.  As I fell, I somehow managed to grab hold of the shower attachment.  I’m convinced that this lucky occurrence was the only thing that kept me from breaking my neck.  As it was, I banged my head so hard that I actually saw stars for a few moments.  Once they had cleared however, the hunger quickly reasserted its control and I found myself placing the oversized nozzle between my small thighs and turning the water on full blast.

  The pleasure that I received from the powerful pulses of the water impacting upon my engorged clit was utterly mind-numbing Ann.  In less than a minute, the jolts of pleasure rampaging through my diminutive frame had reached such an intense level that my mind simply could not handle the sensory overload.  Unable to endure anymore, I screamed out and collapsed into the water.

  My next clear memory was that of Ingrid lifting me out of the tub and wrapping me in a large bath towel.  Her gentle, yet firm touch, combined with the velvety soft feel of the towel against my now sensitive skin, very quickly had my tiny nipples standing at attention and my pussy throbbing.  Shortly thereafter, I found myself once more falling under the spell of the hunger that had so recently dominated my actions.

  Oblivious to everything but the burning desire that once again threatened to overwhelm me, I wrenched the towel from Ingrid’s grasp and let it fall to the floor.  I then grabbed her hand and placed it upon my pussy.  My actions startled her, but one look into my desperation filled eyes was enough to tell her of my dire need.  For but a brief moment, she fought a battle within herself.  She knew just as I did that we did not have time for this and that the punishment for disobeying the Mistress would be severe, but my need was obvious, and this time, my hunger seemed to be contagious.  For a moment, time seemed to stand still.  Then with out saying a word, she nodded to me and quickly began to undress.  When she was naked, she placed her hands on my small shoulders and with a forcefulness that surprised me, pushed me to the floor.  She then lay down on top of me pinning me beneath her.

  I would like to tell you that we made love then dear Ann, but love is not what this was.  It was raw animal sex.  It was frenzied, and quite rough, (I had a hard time explaining to the Mistress where the bruises on my arms came from) but in the end, our little encounter proved to be quite satisfying, for both of us.

  By the time that we both finally regained our senses and got cleaned up, my allotted time was almost up.  In fact, I had less than ten minutes left.  I must say that this resulted in quite a bit of panic and anxiety on my part.  Luckily, Ingrid came to my rescue once again.  Since time was of the essence, and the walk to the castle heliport was a rather long one for one of my small size, she hit upon the idea of letting me ride with the luggage.  Knowing a good idea when I hear one, I quickly climbed aboard the luggage cart and seated myself on top of a suitcase that was nearly as tall as I was.  Shortly after that, we were careening down the corridors of the castle in a desperate attempt to reach my rendezvous with the Mistress.  Ingrid threw caution to the wind and pushed that cart like a mad woman.  My contribution to our little race was to scream at the top of my lungs for people to get out of the way.  Once, we didn’t quite make a turn and we went crashing into a suit of armor denting it up quite badly.  We also knocked quite a few paintings off the walls, made a terrible mess out of one of the rugs, and scared the hell out of several of the household staff, but we made it to the landing pad with a few minutes to spare.  Luckily for both of us, the Mistress had been delayed and did not arrive for another fifteen minutes or so.  Upon her arrival, she and I boarded her personal helicopter and were on our way to Munich.

  The actual flight was rather long and thankfully passed without incident.  In fact, once we were airborne, the Mistress simply ignored me and concentrated on a stack of reports that she had brought with her.  It was only as we were passing over Munich and on final approach for a landing at her estate that she turned her attention to me once more.  Using her typical tone of command, she said, “I shall be entertaining some very special guests this evening and I have decided to let you attend.  You are to be on your best behavior, and I expect you to obey any commands given to you by my guests as if I myself had been the one issuing the command to you.  Do you understand?”  Nodding to her I responded, “yes my Mistress, I understand.  I shall do my utmost to please both you and your guests.”  Smiling down at me she said, “I am sure that you will rise to the occasion my dear.”  She then turned her attention to our impending landing, leaving me to ponder just who she was going to be entertaining and just what would be expected of me.

  Once we had landed, we quickly made our way to the estates main building.  Upon entering the house, (chateau is perhaps a more accurate description) the Mistress turned to me and said, “I have several business matters to attend to and I shall be leaving you now.  You are to go your quarters and ready yourself for tonight’s festivities.  Your black evening gown should do nicely, so wear that.  You should find suitable accessories in your quarters.  Be prepared to come to me for a final inspection of your attire at 7 o’clock sharp.”  She then pointed out a young woman standing over by the doorway to me and said, “Helena here will show you to your quarters.  If you need any assistance, she will provide it.”  She then turned and left me standing there.

  Having received my orders, I moved to implement them.  With Helena’s help, I quickly found my way to my quarters.  Once there, we began the process of getting me dressed and groomed for my impending encounter with the Mistress and her guests.  I won’t bore you with the details Ann, except to say that Helena proved to be just as adept as Ingrid was in making me look presentable.  By the time that she had completed doing my makeup and hair, I once more looked like a woman capable of gracing the cover of any of the world’s top fashion magazines.

  At precisely seven o’clock sharp, I presented myself to the Mistress.  Like me, she was dressed in a formal evening gown.  To say that she was stunning would be one hell of an understatement Ann.  Her jet-black velvet evening gown hugged her body like a second skin and it shimmered in the light as she moved.  Her flaming red hair and pale skin provided quite a contrast to the black velvet gown and served to highlight her beauty more than any makeup ever could have.  Around her throat she wore a black velvet collar very similar in design to the one that I now wore.  The only difference was that the pendant that adorned her collar was larger and more elaborate.  Her only other piece of jewelry was a large signet ring that she wore on her right hand.  Rounding out her ensemble was her leather-riding crop (yes Ann, the very same crop that she had used on me during my first meeting with her).  Coldly regal, she radiated an aura of unbridled power and sensuality.

  My appearance must have pleased her, for I heard her murmur, “very nice.  I think my guests will be impressed.”  She then caught me totally off guard by asking if I were wearing panties.  When I responded in the affirmative to her question, she very brusquely instructed me to remove them.  Having learned not question her, I hastened to comply.  As tight as my gown was, it took me a few minutes to get them off.  I think it amused her to watch me struggle to remove them.  When I finally did manage to get them off, she immediately took them from me and very quickly tucked the small piece of silk between her breasts.  Noticing the look of confusion on my face, she chuckled and said, “this damn gown is a bit tight up top and its causing my breasts to rub together.  I needed something to keep them apart and your little panties seemed to be just the perfect thing to do that my dear.”  She then said, “and now my little one, it is time for us to greet our guests.”  With that she motioned for me to follow her and we walked the short distance to the dinning area where her guests awaited us.

  It took us less than five minutes to reach the door to the dining area.  Before entering, the Mistress turned to me and said, “I have something special planned for our guests and I will require your assistance.  After the meal, we shall all drink a toast.  There will be two decanters of brandy available.  You are to pour our drinks from the one in the dark green decanter.  The others will receive drinks from the brown decanter.  Do you understand?”  Nodding to her I replied, “yes my Mistress, green for us, brown for them.”  Satisfied that I understood her instructions, we proceeded to enter the dining room.

  Waiting for us inside were four of the loveliest women that I have ever seen.  Each was dressed in a formal evening gown, and each wore a velvet collar similar in design to the one that I had on.  Those collars were a dead giveaway Ann, for only someone who had served as a chosen one would ever be allowed to wear such a thing in Mistress’s household.  I was to find out later, that every so often, the Mistress summons her former chosen ones to a meeting such as this.  There usually is some business to be discussed, (after all, each of them holds an important position within her corporation), but the underlying reason for summoning them is to renew the ties that bind us to her.  We may only be in her direct service for but one year, but as you will come to realize my dear, her chosen ones we forever remain.

  Upon seeing the Mistress, each of them quickly got to their feet and hurried over to greet her.  The first to reach us was Svetlana.  She was quite tall for a chosen one, standing almost 6 feet tall.  Her ice blue eyes and sparse figure lent her an air of severity that I was soon to find out was well deserved.  She also had been the first chosen one.  Next came Colleen.  She was approximately my height (that is, my normal height of 5’6”).  Like the Mistress, her hair was flame red and except for her height, she could have passed for a near twin of the Mistress.  Following close behind her was Noriko.  Of all of the women present, she was by far the most exotic.  Hardly much taller than the Mistress, her most distinguishing feature was her long black hair.  It reached nearly down to her ass.  Finally came Jowari.  Standing a respectable 5’8” she was also the best endowed of the group.  The bodice of her dress seemed to be straining under the load it was carrying and I found myself wondering what it would happen if it suddenly lost its battle and those ebony wonders spilled forth.  I suppose I should also mention that Jo was my direct predecessor.  Though we had never met, I felt as if I knew her.  Her journal had revealed a woman of powerful intellect and strong passions.  As I was soon to discover, she was all that, and quite a bit more.

  As I watched the four women pay their respects to the Mistress, I began to wonder just what the evening held in store.  I knew that the Mistress never did anything without an underlying motive, and her comment to me about the different brandy decanters had me wondering just what she was planning.  As it was, I soon found myself with little opportunity to speculate further for I very quickly found myself the center of attention and the main topic of discussion.

  As befitted her status as the “senior” chosen one, Svetlana was the first to bring up my presence.  Pointing to me, she said “and who do we have here Mistress?”  “Why my dear Svetlana,” said the Mistress, “this is Joan, my newest chosen one.  She has but recently come into my service.  She is here this evening because I felt that she could benefit greatly from being allowed to observe tonight’s festivities.”  Looking directly into Svetlana’s eyes, the Mistress then said, “I trust that this meets with your approval.”  Throwing her head back, Svetlana laughed and said, “whatever you desire my Mistress meets with my approval.”  The others very quickly also echoed this sentiment.  The next question came from Colleen.  “Mistress,” she said, “is she allowed to do more than observe?”  Smiling at me the Mistress responded, “I have instructed her to obey each of you just as she would me.”  “Well then,” said Jowari, “since that is the case, is it permissible then my Mistress for us to see more of her?”  By all means, was the reply.  Well Ann, the four women then all crowded around me and not surprisingly, instructed me to undress.  Upon seeing that I wore no panties, Jowari chuckled and said, “my aren’t we a naughty one?”  This elicited a round of laughter and I felt myself blushing.  Well Ann, I really did not have much time to worry about being embarrassed because things started to heat up quite a bit then.

  Declaring that my shaven pussy was just the cutest little thing she had ever seen Colleen reached down and placed her thumb along the seam of my small sex.  Meeting no resistance, (as if I was in a position to resist) she proceeded to move her thumb very slowly along the length of my cleft.  As she did this, she began to slowly push the oversized digit into me, spreading my outer lips with ease.  Soon after that, she located my tiny clit and I found myself starting to tremble as she began to mash down upon it.

  While she was busy exploring my sex, Noriko came up behind me and started to fondle my ass.  After a few moments, I felt one of her fingers slip between my ass cheeks and begin to work its way into my sex from behind.  Once she had entered me, she took advantage of her superior strength and size to force me up onto my tiptoes.  With no more effort than she might expend lifting a free weight, she began to slowly force me ever higher.  As my feet left the ground, the weight of my small body began to drive her finger ever deeper into the depths of my pussy.  Combined with Colleen’s determined assault upon my clit, her actions generated an intense jolt of pleasure that went coursing through my body and very nearly caused me to pass out.

  As if this all this attention was not enough to send me over the edge, Svetlana then entered the picture and began to caress my breasts.  Her large fingers very quickly found their way to my tiny nipples and she began to tweak them unmercifully.  Never in my life have I ever experienced anything like this.  Three pair of giant hands roaming over my small body at will, caressing me, probing me, pinching me, and pushing me ever closer to the point of complete and total collapse.

  Very soon, my three new mistresses had me begging them to let me cum.  Laughing at my predicament, Svetlana turned to her two colleagues and said, “well ladies, what do you think? Does she deserve an orgasm?”  For a few moments, neither woman answered and I began to fear that they were going to find some fault in my performance and deny me that which I so desperately needed.  To my relief however, first Colleen, then Noriko answered “Why not.”  Well Ann, they wasted no time in granting me a most earth shattering orgasm.  As I came, all three of them simultaneously released their respective grips upon my body and I went crashing to the floor.

  As I lay sprawled at their feet, my three giant playmates began to casually discuss my performance.  “Not bad” said Colleen.  “True” said Svetlana, “but she really did not do anything to deserve it.  I think she will have to earn the next one.”  Noriko laughed at that and said, “you always were one to keep score Lana.”  Before Svetlana could frame a reply, I heard Jowari chime in, “hey! I did not get to play with her.  I want a turn.”  Before any of them could say another word however, the Mistress interrupted them and said, “each of you will get a turn with her before the evening is over.  But for now, let the poor girl rest for a few minutes.”  She then said, “come, dinner awaits.”

  As my companions made their way to the dinner table, I found myself wondering just how on earth I was going to survive the evening.  The Mistress’s statement, “you will each get a turn with her before the evening is over,” kept echoing in my ears.  The words filled me with dread, yet also a curious anticipation.  My thoughts on the matter however, were soon interrupted by a rather sharp command from the Mistress.  “Joan!” she barked, “we are waiting, please make yourself presentable and join us.”  Knowing that I had best hurry, I got up, struggled back into my gown, and made my way (rather unsteadily) over to the dinner table.

  As dinner progressed, I began to notice a pattern forming among the four former chosen ones.  Svetlana remained coldly aloof, (much like the Mistress herself) rarely speaking to any of the other women.  I did however, catch her on several occasions staring at the Mistress with a look that can best be described as wistful longing.  Colleen and Noriko however, carried on like two silly schoolgirls, whispering to each other, and on occasion even chuckling at some private joke.  I won’t swear to it, but I think they were even holding hands under the table.  Jowari on the other hand, spent most of the dinner casting small glances in my direction.  Once, I caught her in the act, and her response was to break into a grin rather much like the fabled Cheshire cat.  When the last of the dinner plates had been cleared from the table, the Mistress stood and said, “come, my darlings, it is time for us to renew old ties.”  With that, we quickly exited the dinning room and followed her into her nearby study.

  As I made my way into the study, the Mistress motioned for me to come to her.  When I had done so, she looked down at me and said in a voice too low for the others to hear, “you remember what you are to do?”  “Yes my Mistress,” I replied.  “Go then,” was all she said to me.  As expected, I found two decanters and six glasses awaiting me at the bar.  Following my instructions to the letter, I very carefully poured the contents of the two decanters into the appropriate glasses.

  Once the drinks had been poured and everyone had been served, I took my place beside the Mistress and waited with the others for her to proceed.  For several moments she stood there silently.  Then with great ceremony, she raised her snifter and said, “to the ties that bind us together, may they never be sundered.”  In unison, we each raised our snifters and repeated the toast.  Quickly draining our snifters of their contents, we then turned to face the study’s fireplace and hurled the now empty snifters into the flames.  What happened next proved to be highly exciting to observe (and I must admit, equally exciting to participate in) Ann.

  Colleen was the first to experience the effects of the doctored brandy.  One moment she appeared to be fine, then suddenly, she began to shiver as if she had been exposed to a very cold breeze.  Assuming that she was simply standing in the path of some unseen draft, she attempted to alleviate her discomfort by moving closer to the fireplace.  As she did this, her feet quickly became entangled in the hem of her gown and she tripped and fell.  Luckily, Noriko was standing next to her and was able to grab onto her.  Amazingly, neither woman seemed to realize that the reason for Colleen’s tumble came not from a bout of clumsiness, but from the fact that the hem of her gown was now a good three inches longer than it had been.

  For a moment, the two women simply stood holding onto one another.  Then suddenly, Colleen placed her arm around Noriko’s waist and moved to kiss her.  Shortly thereafter, the two women were locked in a rather impassioned embrace.  Having seen the two of them standing side by side earlier in the evening, I knew that Colleen was (or should have been) the taller of the two.  Now however, she appeared to be nearly the same size as Noriko.

  As their heated embrace continued, I focused my attention on Colleen.  The sight of her once tight evening gown starting to engulf her now much smaller body proved to be a highly erotic thing to watch Ann.  When she had entered the study, her gown had hugged her body like a second skin.  Now less than ten minutes later, it was in imminent danger of sliding from her body.  The hem that had once hovered around her ankles now extended some five inches over her small feet and appeared to be getting longer with each passing minute.  Likewise, the gown’s once tight bodice now seemed sadly empty.  Soon, the pull of gravity (aided in no small part by Noriko’s roaming hands) began to exert itself.  In no time at all, the bodice was dangling loosely from her torso, leaving her tiny milk white breasts exposed for all to see.

  It was Noriko however, rather than Colleen’s shrinkage that proved to be the ultimate reason for Colleen’s eventual loss of her gown.  Upon seeing those small breasts revealed in all of their tiny glory, Noriko immediately began to run her hands over them, caressing and squeezing them as she went.  As Noriko’s hands roamed at will over Colleen’s now much smaller body, they soon found their way under the oversized straps of her gown.  With a playful flick of her fingers, she easily knocked the straps from their tenuous position.  No sooner had the straps fallen from Colleen’s delicate shoulders than the gown began to slide from her shrinking body.  As it hit the floor, I could not help but laugh at the sight of Colleen standing there clad only in a pair of oversized panties and droopy stockings.  Taking full advantage of the sudden roominess of Colleen’s panties, Noriko quickly slipped a hand into them and began to rub Colleen’s dwindling sex.  It did not take long for her caresses to push Colleen over the edge.  As Colleen reached orgasm, her rate of shrinkage began to increase and I actually heard her high-pitched moans go up an octave as she dwindled.  The sight of her once full ass growing ever smaller within the confines of her panties soon had my nipples pushing against the fabric of my own gown.  As if that was not enough to get me hot and bothered, the sight of Noriko’s delicate hand rapidly covering more and more of Colleen’s tiny well-trimmed bush very quickly had me close to the edge as well.  Not more than a minute later, Colleen’s remaining garments finally lost their tenuous grip upon her thighs and hips and they went sliding to the floor to join her gown about her small feet.

  Neither woman seemed to notice (or to care for that matter) that Colleen was shrinking.  Colleen told me later that all she really remembered at that point was that she wanted Noriko badly and was determined to have her.  Well Ann, Noriko proved to be more than willing and soon, she too was naked.  The sight of a pair of erect nipples staring her directly in the face proved to be too much for Colleen to bear, and she was soon passionately munching upon Noriko’s breasts.  It was at this point that the brandy began to work its magic upon Noriko as well.  It was hard to tell from where I was standing if Noriko’s sudden bout of trembling was a result of the brandy or a result of Colleen’s assault upon her breasts.  The result however was the same.  Soon she too was beginning to shrink.  The last thing I saw before my attention was diverted elsewhere, was a four foot tall Noriko sitting on the edge of the study’s couch, feet barely touching the floor, her legs spread wide, and an even smaller Colleen (perhaps three feet tall) going to work with a vengeance upon her pussy.

  It was at this point that Svetlana took center stage.  I’m not sure exactly how tall she was at the time, but based on the fact that her head now barely came to the level of the Mistress’s breasts, I would have to say the once statuesque beauty was now less than three and a half feet tall.  Saying not a word, she moved to a position in front of the Mistress and let her now oversized gown slide to the floor.  The sight of her nearly nude body quickly entranced me Ann.  Extremely well toned and sporting an all over golden tan, she was simply the most beautiful woman that I had ever seen.  Her small pert breasts stood high on her frame and had the classic shape of a champagne glass.  Her legs were slim and well muscled.  Strong legs have always been a weakness of mine, and I found myself longing to have those powerful legs of hers wrapped around me.  If I had to choose but one word to describe her, that word would be amazon, for she closely resembled the classical description of what those warrior maidens were supposed to look like.

  Sensing that she had our undivided attention, Svetlana slowly reached inside of her sagging panties and quickly pulled the quite damp material away from her pussy.  As she did this, I caught a whiff of her scent and the strong aroma very nearly had me cuming on the spot.  Her diminutive bush (blonde of course) was well manicured, and the silky wisps of hair seemed almost transparent due to the amount of moisture that coated her inner thighs.  How the Mistress kept from taking her right then and there is a mystery to me Ann.  I guess she simply has a will of iron.

  For a few moments Svetlana simply stood there running one of her small hands over her sex.  Then suddenly, she moved to take control of the situation.  With a boldness that surprised me, the dwindling beauty grabbed onto one of the Mistress’s hands and forced it into contact with her exposed sex.  Moaning loudly, she then looked up at the Mistress and said in a voice raspy with desire, “I want you now, my Mistress.”  I have to admit that her actions took courage.  As you will soon learn Ann, (if you haven’t already) one tempts fate when one attempts to take control of any situation in which the Mistress is involved.  In the entire time that I served the Mistress, this was the only occasion where such an affront was not met with instant and severe punishment.  Luckily for Svetlana, the Mistress decided to reward her boldness rather than to punish her.

  Calmly extracting her hand from Svetlana’s panties, the Mistress slowly raised her fingers to her lips and silently licked the smaller woman’s juices from them.  When she had cleaned them to her satisfaction, she smiled down at Svetlana and said, “You always were a demanding one my dear Svetlana.  If you were not my favorite, I would punish you severely for your impertinence.  However, I am feeling rather indulgent this evening and I shall overlook your appalling lack of judgement.”  Before Svetlana could respond, the Mistress reached down and grabbed one of her wrists and quickly lifted the small woman off the floor.  For a few moments she simply let Svetlana dangle in front of her.  Then with out saying a word, she placed her riding crop in her mouth and very slowly used her free hand to unscrew its silver end cap.  As she did this, her eyes never once strayed from Svetlana.  When she had finished her task, she placed the end cap in the bodice of her gown and returned her attention to the small woman she held suspended before her.  Taking a moment to adjust her grip, she switched hands and turned Svetlana so that her ass was now facing her.  She then took the crop from her mouth and used the small piece of jade that had been concealed under the end cap to push Svetlana’s panties and stockings from her body.  Once she had relieved the tiny woman of her remaining garments, she began to playfully smack the little woman’s ass with the crop.  Each smack caused small ripples to travel across Svetlana’s taut ass, and I could sense that despite her cries, Svetlana was enjoying herself immensely.

  After ten swats or so, poor Svetlana was moaning quite loudly.  Deciding that she had teased the little woman enough, the Mistress carried her tiny playmate over to one of the large leather chairs that dotted the study and placed her face down across one of the arms.  Once she had the smaller woman in position, she took one of her hands and began to slowly to spread the tiny woman’s diminutive ass cheeks.  As she did this, she positioned the jade covered end-piece of her riding crop so that it was pressing directly against the quivering outer lips of the tiny woman’s sex.  Slowly at first, then with increasing speed and forcefulness, she began to thrust the slender piece of jade into Svetlana’s pussy.  In no time at all, the Mistress had the tiny woman digging her nails into the chair’s arm and moaning out the phrase “oh god” over and over again.  As I watched her small body being buffeted by the force of the Mistress’s efforts, it quickly became quite obvious to me that Svetlana had begun to shrink once more.  As she dwindled, the small piece of jade that had once slid so easily into her moist depths began to stretch the walls of her pussy to the breaking point.  Soon, the sound of her high-pitched screams reverberated throughout the confines of the study.  Her screams however, were not screams of agony, but screams of pleasure.  I suppose the old saying, “bigger is better,” definitely held true in this case.

  Deciding that a more personal touch was needed at this stage in the game, the Mistress quickly discarded her riding crop and replaced it with two of her fingers.  Slowly and with great care, she gently spread the tiny delicate outer lips of the dwindling woman’s tiny pussy.  As she did this, she knelt behind the once statuesque beauty and began to grind her thumb into the tiny jewel nestled within the folds of her sex.  Her actions quickly proved to be too much for the shrinking woman and she let out one final ear-piercing scream before collapsing onto the chair arm.

  There is no doubt in my mind that what I had just witnessed was but the beginning of what the Mistress had in mind for her tiny playmate.  My attention however, was soon diverted away from whatever else may have transpired between the two of them due to the fact that Jowari chose that moment to make her presence felt.  Deciding that the time was right for her and I to become better aquainted, she took advantage of my preoccupation with watching the Mistress and Svetlana to make her way over to where I was standing.  For a few moments, she simply stood behind me waiting for me to realize that she was there.  When I failed to do so, she took matters into her own hands.  Before I knew what was happening, she had my gown unzipped and on its way to the floor.  As she pushed the garment from my body, she wrapped her strong arms about my small frame.  Shortly thereafter, she was playfully nibbling on my left ear and squeezing my taut nipples between her fingers.  With some effort, I finally managed to break free of her grip and turn to face her.  As I did so, I got my first look at her body in all of its naked glory.  Having already decided that she and I were going to play, she had thoughtfully gone ahead and removed all of her clothing.  As I have already mentioned to you Ann, Jowari’s large breasts are her most prominent feature.  At my current size, each of her chocolate colored orbs appeared to be as big as my head.  Her coal black areolas were large and had to be at least three inches in diameter.  As I stared at them, I found myself licking my lips in anticipation of running my tongue over them.  As far as I’m concerned however, the most impressive feature of her body had to be her large untamed thatch of pussy fur.  It spread out in all directions and completely covered her sex.  Looking up at her, I smiled and said rather seriously, “I hope I don’t get lost in the black forest.”  Breaking into a wide grin, she responded, “don’t worry sugar, I haven’t lost anyone in there yet.”  With that, she knelt down in front of me and pulled me towards her enormous breasts.  As my face made contact (impacted may be a better word) with her left breast, she chuckled and said, “let’s see if you can handle a real set of tits.”  Not being one who passes up an opportunity when it presents itself, I immediately went to work on one of her thick coal black nipples.

  As I happily began to chew on the thumb-sized nipple, I suddenly felt it start to shrink a bit within the confines of my mouth.  At the time, I did not give the occurrence much thought due to the fact that Jowari chose that exact same moment to reach down between my small thighs and insert one of her oversized fingers into my rather sensitive sex.  I’m afraid I gave her nipple quite a hard bite (totally unintentional I assure you) as I felt her finger enter me.  Well my dear, things quickly escalated from there.  Deciding that she had best get me away from her breasts before I drew blood, she quickly forced me to the floor and positioned herself so that we were facing each other in the classic “69” position.  She then lowered her pussy onto my awaiting mouth.  Shortly thereafter, we were going at it hot and heavy.

  In no time at all, my actions had Jowari’s juices flowing quite freely and my face quickly became slick with her wetness.  Her musky scent combined with the tart taste of her juices very quickly had my own pussy throbbing.  Shortly thereafter, the brandy that Jowari had consumed once again began to work its unique magic upon her.  With each minute that passed, I found her pussy creeping ever closer to my hungry lips.  Soon, her dwindling sex was resting snugly against my lips.  As Jowari continued her downward journey, I began to feel an incredible sense of power sweep over me.  I reveled in the feel of her pussy growing narrower and tighter about my tongue and fingers.  The feel of my tongue thrusting ever deeper into her increasingly shallow depths gave me the feeling that I was in complete control of the situation.  This sense of power was further heightened by the sensations generated within my own sex as Jowari’s tongue gradually lost its ability to force the walls of my pussy apart.  I have to admit however, that while I found this newfound sense of power to be intoxicating, it was the masterful way in which Jowari caressed my clit with her shrinking fingers and tongue that ultimately proved responsible for the rather mind numbing orgasm that I soon experienced.

  Like an ice cube melting in the sun, Jowari’s oversized sex continued to dwindle till it was no larger than my own small pussy.  Soon, each of us had the other dangerously near the edge.  Feeling my own approaching orgasm, I began to grind my pussy into Jowari’s face as hard as I could.  As I did this, Jowari responded by doing the same to me.  In no time at all, we both surrendered to the pressures building within our small bodies and we managed to achieve orgasm at the same instant.  The last thing that I remember before an incredible wave of pleasure came crashing down upon me was that the Rolling Stones were indeed right, brown sugar did certainly did taste very good.

  When I was finally able to think clearly again, I heard the sound of someone clapping.  Climbing out from under my now equally diminutive playmate, I saw that it was the Mistress.  Upon seeing that she had my attention, she smiled at me and said in a rather amused tone of voice, “Bravo”.  As I returned the Mistress’s smile, I found myself wondering just what else she had planned for my companions and myself.  Well my dear, I soon found out.  Placing her hands upon her hips, she said in a voice loud and clear, “as much as I have enjoyed the evening thus far, I did not go to all of the trouble and expense simply to provide each of you with the opportunity to play with one another.  The time has now come for you to turn your attentions from each other and to focus your energies where they belong.”  She then said, “Come my little darlings, it is time for us to adjourn to my bed chambers.”  Well my dear, the next several hours were a whirlwind of activity.  By the time that my companions and I had finally satisfied the Mistress’s (and our own) needs, all of us (the Mistress included) were totally exhausted.  As I drifted off to sleep, I noticed that Svetlana was nowhere to be found.  If I had not been so exhausted (and sore), I might have gone in search of her.  As it was, I simply rolled over and wrapped my arms about Jowari and went to sleep.

  I’m not sure how long I was asleep, but I soon found my much-needed slumber interrupted by someone shaking me.  As I opened my eyes, I felt a hand clamp down over my mouth.  It was Svetlana.  Motioning for me to be quiet, she slowly removed her hand from my lips and whispered to me, “you up for a little fun at the Mistress’s expense?”  Before I could say a word, she quickly added, “the other’s are in.”  Well Ann, I decided that if the others were game, why not.  Shaking my head in the affirmative, she quickly explained to me what she had in mind.  I have to admit that it was quite daring.  Her plan involved nothing less than tying the Mistress down and then subjecting her to an agonizingly slow build up to an orgasm.  You may be wondering how we were going to accomplish this.  Well my dear, you may recall my earlier comment concerning Svetlana’s whereabouts.  It seems she had slipped back into the study and retrieved our stockings.  Using them, we very carefully secured the Mistress’s arms and legs to the bedposts.  It’s remarkable really, that the Mistress did not wake up while we were doing this.  I suppose that luck was just on our side.  In any event, we soon had her tied and ready for the next phase of our plan.

  Moving to a position between the Mistress’s outstretched thighs, Svetlana quietly directed us to take up positions around the Mistress.  Colleen and Noriko quickly paired up and were soon licking their lips in anticipation of feasting upon the Mistress’s left breast.  This left Jowari and myself.  Since the Mistress’s right breast was still not spoken for, that’s where we went.  When we were all in position, we began to lightly caress our captive Mistress’s body.  In no time at all, we had her nipples hard and her pussy starting to leak.  Shortly thereafter, the Mistress awoke.  Upon realizing that she was bound, she bellowed out “You disobedient whelps, untie me now!”  When she saw that none of us were listening to her, she flew into a rage and threatened to inflict all kinds of horrible punishment upon us.  Luckily for us, the knots in the stockings held.  If they had not, there is no telling what the Mistress might have done.  As it was, we all decided to concentrate on the task at hand and not to worry about what the Mistress might do once she was free.

  Over the next hour, we managed to make the Mistress cum three times.  It’s a good thing that there were five of us, because I doubt that anyone of us could have managed that feat by ourselves.  Together, we were truly formidable.  Two us were always working upon her blood red nipples, and at least one of us was always nibbling upon her clit.  Svetlana was particularly effective in finding all of the Mistress’s pleasure spots.  The way she used her tongue upon the Mistress’s pussy was a work of art.  I thought I was going to cum on the spot when with Jowari’s help, she spread the Mistress’s outer lips and managed to insert the Mistress’s erect clit into her own tiny pussy.  This evidently got to the Mistress as well, for she soon began to moan quite loudly.  Not to be outdone, when her turn came, Jowari lay down between the Mistress’s thighs and used one of her legs like a dildo.  After things had ended, I noticed that she was limping a bit.  When I questioned her about it, she chuckled and told me that the Mistress had a very strong grip.  Colleen and Noriko for their part, decided that a dual approach was needed.  Several times during their turn between the Mistress’s thighs, Svetlana had to yell at them to concentrate on the Mistress and to quit playing with one another.  I for my part used a variety of techniques.  By that time however, simply touching the Mistress’s clit was enough to send a shudder through her body.

  Throughout the encounter, the Mistress would every now and again quit moaning long enough to threaten us.  Her mind may have not been enjoying our little workout, but her body certainly was.  It was during our work up to the Mistress’s third and final orgasm that disaster struck.  As she came, the knot securing her right hand to the bedpost came loose.  In no time at all, she had freed herself and had bolted from the bed.  Quickly retrieving her riding crop, she stood there glaring at us.  As she did this, the sound of the crop hitting her hand echoed loudly in our ears.  Surprisingly, she did have much to say to us.  She simply instructed us to line up and then to get on our hands and knees with our asses facing her.  When we had done so, our punishment began.  I won’t say that the blow to my ass was enjoyable Ann, but I guess the Mistress’s heart simply was not into punishing us more severely than that.  Don’t get me wrong, that one blow nearly knocked me down and hurt like hell, but I suppose it was a fair exchange for the fun that my companions and I had at the Mistress’s expense.

  Well my dearest Ann, that pretty much covers my adventures in Munich.  Not much took place that is worthy of recording after our first evening.  For the most part, our remaining time together was spent simply recovering from our first night together.  By the time we were sufficiently recovered to consider having another little get together, my four tiny companions had returned to their normal sizes.  Soon after that, we were saying our farewells.  As we did so, I found myself fighting back the tears.  It was so hard to say goodbye to them.  When I had first met them, I was simply the Mistress’s newest chosen one.  Now, I truly felt as if the four of them were my sisters.  They evidently felt the same way, because each of them (including Svetlana) was struggling to hold the tears back as well.  As hard as it was to say goodbye to them, I knew that I would be seeing them again.  I’ll need to talk to Svetlana about a suitable welcome for you into our little group.  I’m sure she will think of something.  Till then, enjoy your new status my dear.

  I think I shall close this chapter now.  I do hope that you found it to be entertaining.  When next you read this journal, I shall describe for you what happened when the Mistress’s younger sisters Freya and Sigrid came for a visit.  The Mistress refers to them as the twin furies and it is indeed a very apt description.  But that my dear Ann, is another story entirely.

  Till the next chapter.

  Joan.

  Hello dearest Ann.  It is time once again for you to journey with me as I share with you yet another of the remarkable adventures that I experienced during my time spent as the Mistress’s chosen one.  What follows is an account of the series of events that took place shortly after the Mistress’s two younger twin sisters Freya and Sigrid, dropped in for a visit.  Although their stay lasted only a week, they still managed in that short amount of time to create untold havoc and to completely turn my life upside down.

  As I look back upon those events once more, I can honestly say that of all the things that I experienced during my tenure as the Mistress’s chosen one, my encounter with Freya and Sigrid has to rank as the most unpleasant.  The indignities that I suffered at their hands were without a doubt the most humiliating (and frightening) things that it has ever been my misfortune to experience.  To this day, the memories of what transpired during that horrible week still haunt me.  If the Mistress had not returned when she did and immediately put a stop to what was going on, I doubt that I would have survived with my sanity intact.

  Before you become alarmed at the ominous overtones inherent in the above narration, let me assure you dear Ann that I did survive my ordeal and outside of the occasional nightmare, I am none the worse for the experience.  The same however, cannot be said for Freya and Sigrid.  As I have often mentioned to you throughout the pages of this journal, one tempts fate when one makes the Mistress angry.  The things that the Mistress did to them in retaliation for what they put me through should serve to remind you of what happens to those who ignore that advice.  As to just what she did to them, let me say that I think that their punishment was fitting, and that I enjoyed administering it to them very much.

  My story now continues.

  Upon our return from Munich, my life settled into a fairly predictable routine.  My days were my own to spend however I liked; my evenings were of course were reserved for the Mistress.  A typical evening with her always began the same way.  She would summon me to her study and upon my arrival; I would go to the bar and pour her a snifter of brandy.  With drink in hand, she would then stand before me and watch silently as I undressed.  Once I had removed the last of my garments, she would take a sip of brandy and simply stand there looking at my small body.  Even though we repeated this scene almost every evening that I was with her, her gaze never failed to cause my nipples to stiffen.  My body’s response to her gaze evidently pleased her because once she saw my nipples standing at attention, she would without fail, smile at me and then head for her desk.  She would then spend the next hour or so dealing with whatever unfinished business she had been unable to get to during the day.  Most of the time, I sat quietly at the foot of her chair waiting for her to finish.  I say most of the time, because usually two to three times a week, I was allowed the honor of sitting on her lap while she read.  Needless to say, I enjoyed this honor very much because invariably one of her hands would stray from the report she was holding and begin to softly caress my small body.  As you have no doubt already discovered for yourself Ann, there are unwritten rules to every thing that the Mistress does and sitting on her lap was no exception.  I was allowed to enjoy what she was doing to me, even to the point of helping to guide her hand, but under no circumstances was I to utter a sound and disturb the Mistress while she read.  I’m proud to say that I never broke the rules, although I came very close to doing so on several occasions.  The Mistress never tired of playing this game and I must admit I enjoyed it as well, because it usually signaled that our evening was to conclude with me spending the night with her.

  The reason that I have taken the time to mention our little ritual to you my dear is because it was during just such an occasion that I first encountered the Mistress’s sisters.  I was sitting on the Mistress’s lap at the time and had just begun to enjoy the feel of her hand upon the cleft of my small sex when suddenly the door to the study flew open and in stepped Freya and Sigrid.

  Before continuing further, I think that it is only fitting that I stop and take a few moments to describe Freya and Sigrid to you.  Having read the introduction to this journal entry, you already know that they are identical twins and that they were somewhat younger than the Mistress was.  As to their appearance, with the exception of possessing the Mistress’s mesmerizing emerald green eyes and flaming red hair, they looked (and acted) nothing like her.  In striking contrast to the Mistress, who stood barely five feet tall, and whose body was a well-sculpted symphony of compact curves and ample cleavage, Freya and Sigrid stood a statuesque five foot ten and possessed lean athletic looking bodies with small breasts and slim but well muscled legs.  All things considered, one would have to say that they were in their own way, every bit as beautiful as the Mistress was.

  Though beautiful, their personalities left much to be desired.  I’m told that they had once been professional models.  With their looks, they should have made it all the way to the top.  Unfortunately, as so often seemed to be the case with those two, they quickly managed to acquire such a bad reputation among the major fashion houses that no one would use them in their shows.  Vain and arrogant, they are your stereotypical example of spoiled rich brats.  This is truly unfortunate, because with the talent and intelligence they possessed; they could have been a success at most anything they cared to try.  At the very least, I’m sure the Mistress would have found a suitable position for them within one of the many divisions that comprised her empire.  Instead, they chose to spend their time jetting about the cities of Europe and apparently, getting into trouble wherever they went. Why the Mistress allows them to carry on as they do is a mystery to me.  However, it is not my place to question the Mistress’s relationship with her sisters.

  Having now given you some idea of what Freya and Sigrid were like, I shall now continue with my tale.  My first reaction to this unwarranted intrusion was one of stunned disbelief.  To enter the Mistress’s private study without permission was something that just did not happen.  The fact that it happened while the Mistress was spending time with her chosen one made the offense all that much greater.  Under normal circumstances, such an inexcusable transgression would have earned the hapless intruder a swift and severe punishment.  This however, did not happen.  Instead, much to my surprise, the Mistress merely placed the report she had been reading aside and said in a rather annoyed tone of voice, “didn’t anyone teach you two to knock before entering a room?”  In reply to this query, one of the twins (Freya I think) went over to the door and rapped upon it several times.  As she did this, the other one looked at the Mistress and said, “may we please come in?”  After a few moments of silence, the Mistress nodded and motioned for them to join us.

  My presence on the Mistress’s lap did not escape Freya and Sigrid’s notice and much to my discomfort, Freya wasted no time in focusing her attention upon me.  Glancing first at the Mistress, and then at me, she smiled and said in a somewhat sarcastic tone, “I see you are still playing with your little dollies.”  This was quickly followed by “how many does this make for you now?”  When the Mistress failed to respond to her taunts, she left Sigrid’s side and moved to a position in front of the Mistress’s desk.  Without saying a word, she moved a stack of files from the left-hand corner of the desk and proceeded to seat herself there.  When she had made herself comfortable, she turned towards us, smiled, and then calmly leaned forward and lifted me from the Mistress’s lap.  Before I knew what was happening, I found myself standing beside her on the desktop.  Placing her right arm around my small shoulders, she quickly drew me closer to her.  As she did this, she took her left hand and placed one of her fingers under my chin and tilted my head so that I was forced to make eye contact with her.  To this day, I am at a loss to explain why the Mistress allowed her to do this.  Perhaps she was curious to see just how far Freya would go.  Well my dear, she soon had her answer.

  My unease at being placed in such close proximity to her evidently delighted Freya and she wasted no time in exploiting it.  Taking her finger from beneath my chin, she slowly began to move it down my body.  My tiny nipples seemed to fascinate her and she amused herself for several minutes by watching them bounce up and down as she flicked them with the tip of her nail.  Soon, she had both my nipples standing at attention.  Sensing that she had me completely under her control, she took the opportunity draw me still closer to her.  Sliding her right hand from its resting-place around my shoulders, she slowly moved it down to the small of my back.  Although it only took a few moments for her hand to reach its destination, the jolt of pleasure that was generated within my small body by the feel of her thumb tracing a path along my spine made the experience seem to last much longer than it actually did.  This action combined with the attention so recently lavished upon my tiny nipples forced a moan of pleasure to escape from my lips.  Laughing at my reaction, Freya glanced at the Mistress and said, “I think I begin to understand your passion for playing with dolls dear sister.”  With her right arm now securely wrapped around my small waist, she quickly resumed her exploration of my body.  In no time at all, her finger completed its downward journey and came to rest upon the cleft of my small sex.  The feel of her nail gliding over the super sensitive skin of my outer lips soon had me trembling, partly out of arousal, but more out of fear for what she might do next.  My obvious state of arousal did not escape her attention and she responded to it by raising her finger to her lips and licking it clean of the moisture that had been deposited there during its recent contact with my tiny sex.  As she did this, she smiled down at me and said in a voice that sent shivers down my spine, “I think I am going to enjoy this next part very much.”  Having no desire to find out what she meant by that, I began to try to escape from her grasp.  Unfortunately, she had quite a secure hold upon me and I was unable to move very far.

  Her next action caught me completely off guard.  Placing her hands underneath my arms, she effortlessly lifted me into the air and positioned me across her lap.  As she did this, she motioned for Sigrid to join her.  When Sigrid had done so, Freya proceeded to put the next phase of her plan into action.  Taking my chin in her left hand, she once again tilted my head upward to make eye contact with her.  Leaning forward, she looked me straight in the eye and said, “you can’t escape, so you might as give in and enjoy what is about to happen.”  She then turned to Sigrid, and said in a voice as cold as ice, “pin her arms so she can’t move.”  Before I had time to react, Sigrid reached out and did just that.  Her sharp nails bit into my arms, but I scarcely felt anything other than an overwhelming sense of fear and need to escape.  Unfortunately, I was simply too small and weak to escape from them.  Freya’s next action left no doubt as to what her intentions were.  Placing the thumb of her right hand against the seam of my sex, she proceeded to move it very slowly along the length of my cleft.  As she did this, she began to slowly push the oversized digit into me, spreading my outer lips with ease.  Chuckling to herself, she looked at me and said, “I think that my thumb will fit nicely.”  The look on her face left no doubt in my mind that I was not going to enjoy what she had planned, and I began to scream.

  What happened next occurred so quickly that it took me quite sometime to piece it all together.  Faster than I would have thought it possible to move, the Mistress reached out and backhanded Freya across the face.  As she did this, she fixed an icy stare upon both of her sisters and said, “this has gone far enough!”  Her violent outburst stunned (and frightened) Freya and Sigrid to such a degree that both of them suddenly (and without warning) released their respective holds upon me.  Caught off guard by their response and with nothing now to hold me securely in place, I lost my balance and went tumbling from Freya’s lap.  Luckily, there happened to be a rather thick Persian rug underneath the Mistress’s desk and it lessened the shock of my sudden impact with the floor.  Although I escaped serious injury, the fall still managed to knock the wind out of me.  Gasping for air, I spent the next few moments in a desperate struggle to regain control of my lungs.

  My next clear memory was of the Mistress standing over me.  As long as I live, I will never forget the look of rage that crossed her face as she first caught sight of me lying in a crumpled heap at the foot of her desk.  “If she is injured” she bellowed, “I will personally see to it that both of you regret the day you were born.”  Knowing full well that the Mistress was not one who made idle threats, both Freya and Sigrid reacted by immediately starting to plead for her to forgive them.

  “Silence!” roared the Mistress.  “If I hear one more word out of either of you, I will disinherit you both and throw your sorry asses out on the street!”  The manner in which she said this made it quite clear that she meant what she said and the sudden silence that descended upon the study gave ample testimony to the fact that both Freya and Sigrid believed her.

  Having silenced her sisters, the Mistress then turned her attention away from them and knelt down beside me.  The look of concern on her face touched me deeply and proved to me beyond a shadow of a doubt that she did indeed care about me.  Upon seeing that I was not seriously injured, she reached out and carefully lifted me into her arms.  With surprising tenderness she then drew me into a tight embrace and said, “you gave me quite a scare.”  This was followed by “are you all right?”  Smiling up at her, I nodded and weakly said, “yes Mistress I am all right now.”  As I said this, I turned my attention towards Freya and Sigrid and gave each of them a very menacing look (or at least as menacing a look as it is possible for a naked thirty-inch tall woman to give).  My venomous gaze did not go unnoticed by the Mistress and she wasted no time in responding to it.  Glaring at her sisters, she said in a voice that was full of barely contained anger, “if you ever touch her again, I promise you that the punishment that I will mete out will be terrible indeed.”  “Do I make myself clear?” she roared.  Her words echoed off the walls of the study and the look of utter fear upon both Freya and Sigrid’s face made it clear that they did understand.  Unfortunately, Freya’s desire for revenge against me outweighed her fear of what the Mistress might do in retaliation and it was this desire that led to the events that were soon to transpire.

  Satisfied that things were now well in hand, the Mistress placed me on the floor and instructed me to go and wait for her in her quarters.  Having had my fill of her two sisters, I was only too happy to oblige the Mistress and take my leave of them.  I’m not exactly sure what transpired after my departure, but I did hear the Mistress say to them as I made my exit, “and now dear sisters, I think its time we had a little chat concerning your abominable behavior here this evening.”

  Approximately fifteen minutes later, the Mistress joined me in her quarters.  Normally, when we are together there, it is my responsibility to assist her in whatever manner she requires.  I say normally, because like everything else that had transpired so far this evening, the next several hours proved to be quite a radical departure from our normal routine.  The only explanation that I have for the Mistress’s subsequent unprecedented behavior is to say that she evidently felt the need to make some sort of gesture towards me to let me know how much she regretted letting me get caught in the crossfire between her and her sisters.

  My first hint that things were going be different came when the Mistress headed for her dressing room.  Since assisting her to undress is one of my primary duties when I am with her; I immediately began to follow her into the large walk-in closet that served as her dressing area.  I had scarcely taken three steps when she turned to me and said, “I think I shall undress myself tonight.”  She then pointed to the large overstuffed leather couch that dominated the central living area, and said, “go make yourself comfortable.  I will join you there shortly.”  Without saying another word, she then turned away from me and disappeared into the dressing room.  Not quite sure what to make of this, I decided to do as I had been instructed and I made my way over to the couch and sat down.  A short time later, the Mistress re-entered the main living area and made her way over to me.  Much to my surprise, she was not wearing her usual floor length silk dressing gown.  In fact Ann, she wore nothing at all.  Without saying a word, she sat down and motioned for me to climb onto her lap.  When I had done so, she placed her hand between my small thighs and began to gently caress my sensitive outer lips.  As she did this, she smiled down at me and said, “This evening belongs to you my sweet pet.  All you need do tonight is enjoy the pleasure that I shall give to you.”  Not knowing what else to do, I smiled back at her and spread my legs a bit further so that she had complete access to my womanhood.

  For over an hour she pleasured me.  I lost track of the number of times that she pushed me to the brink of orgasm only to snatch me back at the last moment.  Like an expert musician, she played my body like it was a fine musical instrument.  Her giant hands roamed at will over my small body, caressing my breasts, probing my pussy, and pinching my tiny nipples.  The scent of my arousal lay heavily about us and my pussy soon became so hot that I have often wondered how the Mistress escaped burning her fingers as she probed deeply into my scalding depths with them.  With a level of skill that defies description, the Mistress continually kept me on the edge of complete and total sensory overload.  So skilled was she at the giving of pleasure that she soon had every nerve ending in my small body tingling.  In no time at all, the merest touch of her fingers upon either my swollen nipples or overheated pussy was enough to cause my whole body to shudder.

  Pushed to the limits of my endurance, I soon found myself pleading with the Mistress to let me cum.  True to her word that this evening was going to be mine to enjoy, she wasted no time in putting an end to the exquisite torture that she had been subjecting me to.  Lifting me from her lap, she deftly maneuvered me into a prone position astride the nearby couch arm.  Seating herself before me, she placed my small legs against her chest and proceeded to slide her hands beneath my tiny rear.  When she had done so, she gently lifted my quivering pussy into contact with her lips.

  The cool wetness of her tongue was perhaps the most wonderful thing I had ever felt and it soon quenched the heat emanating from within the confines of my terribly overheated sex.  With deliberate slowness, she ran her tongue along the seam of my sex, licking my drenched pussy clean of its thick coating of moisture as she went.  Due to my pussy’s small size, the Mistress’s tongue completely covered the entire length of my cleft and her tongue’s continued contact with my swollen and hypersensitive flesh soon had me moaning quite loudly.  Not content to merely lap up my juices, the Mistress soon placed her tongue squarely against my swollen lips and thrust it between them.  The feel of her huge tongue forcing its way into the tight confines of my shrunken sex sent small jolts of pleasure coursing through my body and her actions quickly had me trembling uncontrollably.  Sensing that I could not withstand much more, the Mistress quickly zeroed in upon my miniscule pleasure button and speared it with the tip of her tongue.  The force of the blow combined with the incredible jolt of pleasure that was released into my body upon impact proved too much for me to take and I screamed out in ecstasy as my first orgasm of the night came crashing down upon me

  My first coherent thought upon coming out of my post-orgasmic haze centered upon the fact that for some strange reason, I was extremely hungry.  The Mistress evidently felt the same way, because she soon turned to me and said “I don’t know about you my pet, but I am absolutely famished.”  Shortly thereafter, I found myself sitting upon a small table in the Mistress’s private kitchen watching her retrieve tray upon tray of exotic delicacies from the adjoining pantry.  In no time at all, she had the space around me covered with an incredible array of rare and wonderful treats.  There was caviar, smoked salmon, a host of various cheeses, several scrumptious looking chocolate confections, (more about those in a moment my dear) and a large dish of strange and tantalizing looking fruits.  There were so many things to choose from that I simply could not decide which I should try first.

  Sensing my bewilderment, the Mistress reached for the small dish that was sitting next to me and scooped a small dollop of what appeared to be black jelly onto her fingertips.  Placing them near my lips, she smiled and said, “do try the caviar my dear, it is quite good.”  Having never tasted caviar before, I was somewhat hesitant to try it.  However, I had no wish to disappoint the Mistress, so I put aside my worries over whether or not I might like it and I brought my lips into contact with her fingers.  She was right Ann, it was quite good.  So good in fact, that I wasted no time in completely licking all of the delicious delicacy from her fingertips.  Upon seeing that her fingers were clean, the Mistress withdrew them from my lips and placed them once more into the caviar dish.  Without saying a word, she then leaned forward and began to spread the wonderful substance all over my small breasts.  When she had finished, she smiled at me and said, “I find caviar to be at its most enjoyable when it is eaten in this manner.”  With that, she bent down and began to slowly lick the caviar from my breasts.  Taking first my right breast, and then my left, completely into her mouth, she slowly and quite thoroughly licked them clean.  I’m not sure who enjoyed the caviar more, but I will say this, by the time the Mistress had finished her snack, both of my nipples had grown quite stiff once more.

  Caviar it seemed, was not the only delicacy that the Mistress considered to be at its best when eaten in this manner, and I soon found myself embarking upon a most incredible (and highly erotic) dinning experience.  Over the next thirty minutes, I feasted upon a vast array of rare and exotic delicacies.  Each proved to be highly satisfying, but none provided more enjoyment (or pleasure) than the wonderful chocolate confections that we dinned upon towards the end of our impromptu feast.

  My journey into the pleasures of chocolate began when the Mistress opened a small brightly wrapped box and pulled forth a handful of chocolate covered cherries.  Placing one against my small lips, she slowly exerted just enough force to rupture its thin chocolate shell.  As you might expect, the pressure of her fingers proved too much for the delicate chocolate covering to take and it soon shattered.  In less than a minute, both the Mistress’s fingers and my lips and chin were covered by the contents of the delicious treat.  With a sensuous grace that I have rarely seen equaled, the Mistress then slowly forced the remains of the delectable confection past my lips and into my mouth.  As I struggled to consume the oversized cherry that filled my small mouth to capacity, the Mistress took the opportunity to clean my chin of the sweet thick cream that had been deposited there.  Placing two of her fingers against my chin, she proceeded to slowly wipe my face.  Her touch was light, and the feel of her long nails gliding along the underside of my chin sent small shivers of pleasure racing up and down my spine.  My body’s reaction did not go unnoticed, and upon licking her fingers clean, the Mistress reached forward and spent a few moments lightly caressing my tiny nipples with the tip of one of her fingers.  Much to my disappointment (and frustration), the Mistress’s fingers only lingered upon my swollen nipples but for a few brief moments.  The look on my face must have shown how disappointed I was because the Mistress chuckled softly and said, “be patient my little one.  Before this night has ended, I promise you that all your needs will be satisfied.  But for now, there are still more treats for you and I to sample.”  With that she reached for yet another chocolate covered cherry.

  Looking directly at me, she slowly lifted another of the small chocolate covered orbs to her lips.  Placing it into her mouth, she sank her teeth into it.  Not wishing to waste a single bit of the sweet and creamy confection, she quickly leaned forward and placed her lips against mine.  As our lips met, the Mistress forced her tongue into my mouth and I soon felt it filling with the thick and sweet cream that had until recently been contained within the confines of the tasty treat that we were now sharing.  The sweet taste of the chocolate covered cherry mingled with the taste of her lips and added spice to our passionate embrace.  Needless to say, by the time our embrace finally ended, both of us were starting to feel the effects of the close contact and I for my part, was not sure how much longer I could hold out.

  What happened next was perhaps the perfect ending to our little feast.  Drawing my attention to a rather large German chocolate cake, the Mistress smiled at me and said, “this is my favorite desert and I can’t wait to see how it tastes on you.”  I must admit that I was unprepared for her next action.  Based upon what had happened so far that evening, I expected her to grab a handful of cake and smear it all over my small body.  This she did not do.  Instead, she lifted me into the air and calmly proceeded to set me down in the middle of the cake.  Though somewhat firm, the cake proved no match for my weight and I soon found myself sinking into it up to my breasts.  The Mistress later told me that the look on my face as she mashed me down into the cake was priceless.  Be that as it may, she wasted no time in placing her face into the cake and eating her way towards me.  In no time at all, she had reached her destination, and by the time that she had finished eating her fill of both the cake and me, I had orgasmed several times.

  By the time we finally both drifted off to sleep later that evening, the Mistress true to her word, had made this a night that I will never forget.  My last thought before I finally succumbed to the exhaustion that gripped my small body was one of complete and total contentment.  Unfortunately, this feeling was not to last long and as you are soon to see my dear Ann, the next several days proved to be as terrifying for me as this night had been pleasurable.

  I awoke the next morning to find the following note placed upon the pillow next to me.

  Joan,

  In light of what I put you through last evening, I have decided to let you sleep in this morning.  Please do not get used to this luxury, because upon my return, I expect you to resume your regular duties.  Difficulties with the British Government over KressBlitzen’s latest business venture require that I travel to London to deal with the situation personally.  I had planned to take you with me, but Freya and Sigrid’s unexpected arrival has complicated matters.  To be frank, I do not trust them and I want you to keep an eye on them while I am away.  I do not think that they will bother you, but if they should, I can be reached at my London office.  I expect to return within the week.


Katrina Von Kress

  Based upon the many and various hints that I have left sprinkled throughout the pages of this chapter, it should come as no great surprise to you when I mention that Freya and Sigrid failed to heed the Mistress’s command to leave me alone.  In retrospect, I now realize that it was a mistake to assume that they would take no action against me while the Mistress was away for the castle.  The only defense that I can offer for my grievous error in judgement is to say that at the time, I believed that the Mistress’s promise to punish them severely would keep them from doing me any real harm.  Unfortunately, as you are about to see, both the Mistress and I underestimated her sisters.  It’s a mistake that cost me dearly, and one that I will never make again.

  My second encounter with Freya and Sigrid began shortly after the Mistress had departed for London.  I had not been back in my quarters for more than half an hour when quite unexpectedly; they barged into my room and confronted me.  Frightened by their sudden arrival, but never the less determined not to give them the satisfaction of knowing this, I turned to face them.  Fixing them with my best icy stare, I looked directly at them and said in my most demanding tone, “how dare you enter my quarters without permission.”  “Oh my,” replied Freya, “she sounds and acts just like a perfect pint sized imitation of our dear sister.”  Though said in a somewhat sarcastic manner, I could sense the underlying bitterness of her tone and I quickly decided that my only chance to survive this encounter was to go onto the attack.  This I quickly did.  “You evidently had some reason for coming here,” I said, “so say what you have to say and then get the hell out of my quarters.”  My display of bravado evidently amused Sigrid because she turned to Freya and said, “I don’t think she likes us.”  She then placed her right hand against her forehead and pretended to swoon.  As she did this, she sighed loudly and said, “I would be simply crushed if that were the case.”  “Oh I think she likes us Siggy “replied Freya, “why else would her little nipples have gotten as hard as they did when I toyed with them last evening.”  Her mention of this episode angered (and embarrassed) me and I reacted to her words by scowling at her and clenching my small hands into tight fists.  I suppose I should have been prepared for what happened next, but I was so angry at being reminded of how easily she had been able to take advantage of me last evening that I failed to react fast enough to avoid being pinned between her and the bed.  Using her superior size to block any avenue of escape, she quickly subdued me and lifted me into the air.  Drawing me to within inches of her face, she narrowed her eyes and said, “You do like us don’t you?”  “Put me down!” I screamed.  “You have no right to touch me, and when the Mistress returns, you will regret this!”  “That may be” replied Freya, “but for now, your precious Mistress is not here.”  With that, she causally tossed me onto the bed.

  Before I had time to recover, both Freya and Sigrid were upon me.  I tried to fight as best I could, but there is only so much one can do when you are only thirty inches tall and your adversaries are more than twice your size.  In no time at all, Sigrid had pinned my arms above my head and Freya was sitting on my legs.  “Now that we have your undivided attention” said Freya, “I think its time that we continue with where we left off last evening.”  With that, she leaned forward and began to undo the buttons of my blouse.  Powerless to stop her, I could do nothing but lie there and submit to the indignity of being undressed against my will.  I tried several times to threaten them, but both Freya and Sigrid knew (as did I) that my threats were empty ones.

  When Freya had undone the last button of my blouse, she pulled it free of my shorts and spread it open.  She then turned her attention to the small sports bra I was wearing.  With no more effort than she might use to open a letter, she pulled the clingy garment away from my breasts and began to rip it apart.  The sound of tearing fabric echoed loudly in my ears and she quickly made short work of my bra.  When she had finished, she tossed the now ruined garment aside and focused her attention on my exposed breasts.  As she had done the night before, she spent several minutes toying with my nipples.  Despite my fear and anger at being subjected to this indignity, my nipples soon betrayed me and started to respond.  “You see Siggy,” said Freya, “I told you she liked us.”  To demonstrate just how powerless I was to stop her from doing whatever she wished, Freya then placed my right nipple between her thumb and forefinger and began to squeeze it.  Her long sharp nails cut deeply into the sensitive flesh of my nipple and the pain was excruciating.  Thankfully, she quickly ended her brutal display of power and released my nipple from her grip.  “Why are you doing this to me,” I asked?  “Because I can,” was her only reply.

  Satisfied that she and her sister were in complete control of the situation, Freya slowly began to unzip my shorts.  With Sigrid’s willing assistance, she quickly stripped them from my small body.  Slowly running a finger over of my panty-clad mound, she looked down at me and said, “As I told you last evening, you are in no position to resist.  It will go much better for you if you submit now.”  “Please don’t do this,” I begged, “If you stop now, I promise you that I will say nothing to the Mistress about this.”  “Stop?”  Chuckled Freya.  “Why my dear, we have only just begun.”  Saying not another word, she then proceeded to turn her attention towards the small barrier of silk that was the last obstacle between her and complete and total access to my womanhood.

  With deliberate slowness, she carefully placed her fingers beneath the waistband of my panties and began draw them downward.  As she did this, Sigrid leaned forward and began to run her tongue over my tiny breasts.  Under other circumstances I might have enjoyed all of this attention.  But not this time.  God must have taken pity upon me, because just as I felt my panties start to slide from my small hips, an idea flashed into my mind.  It was risky, and the consequences of failure would be severe, but I judged that I had no other option but to try.

  Taking advantage of the fact that Sigrid’s breasts were hanging mere inches from my mouth, I strained upward (nearly dislocating my shoulders in the process) and bit down as hard as I could upon her left breast.  Recoiling with pain and surprise, she let go of my wrists.  This was what I had hoped she would do, and I wasted no time in sitting up and punching Freya in the nose.  My action caught Freya completely off guard and the few precious seconds that she spent dealing with the pain of my blow was all that I required to free myself and to jump from the bed.  Moving as fast as I was able, I quickly reached the door.  As I struggled to open it, I heard Freya bellow “Grab her Siggy!  We can’t allow her to escape.”

  My flight to freedom very nearly ended a few moments later when Sigrid dove forward and grabbed onto of the back of my blouse.  If she had grabbed hold any other part of it, I probably would not have been able to escape.  As it was, I quickly slid out of the unbuttoned garment and left it and her behind as I ran out the door.  Clad now in only my panties, I ran as fast as I could down the long hallway.  Knowing full well that I had no chance to remain free unless I found some place to hide, I quickly ducked into the nearby linen closet.  Unfortunately, Freya and Sigrid soon discovered my hiding place and moved to recapture me.  Luckily, this particular closet had a laundry chute in it and I managed to elude them by diving into it.  I suppose my action was somewhat foolhardy, but at the time, I had no other choice if I wished to avoid being recaptured.

  My slide (more like an uncontrolled fall actually) ended a short time later when I shot out of the chute and landed in a hamper full of dirty laundry.  Unhurt, but badly shaken by the experience, I lay there for quite sometime trying to bring my trembling body back under control.  By the time that I had finally managed to accomplish this, my attention was drawn to the sound of footsteps hurrying down the corridor.  Fearing that it might be Freya and Sigrid, I quickly burrowed into the pile of laundry and prayed that I would not be discovered.

  Though muffled somewhat by the thick layer of laundry covering me, the voices that I heard were unmistakably those of Freya and Sigrid.  “When I get my hands on that little bitch” I heard Freya exclaim, “I’m going to teach her a lesson she will never forget.”  “Well,” said Sigrid, “we have to find her first.”  “Yeah, I know,” replied Freya.  “She must have landed in that hamper and then headed out through the other door.”  “Where does it lead?” Sigrid asked.  “I’m not sure,” said Freya,  “to the servant’s quarters I think.”  “Well one thing is for certain” replied Sigrid, “we’ll never catch up with her if we stand here talking.”  “You’re right,” said Freya, “lets go find the little bitch.”  With that, my two giant adversaries left the laundry room and proceeded down the other corridor towards the servant’s quarters.

  When I was satisfied that it was safe to emerge from my hiding place, I climbed out of the hamper and quickly headed in the opposite direction from Freya and Sigrid.  Realizing that my continued survival depended upon contacting the Mistress, I decided to head for her study.  Moving silently through hallways grown even more forbidding thanks to my predicament, I cautiously worked my way ever closer to the study.  Several times during my journey I was very nearly seen by members of the household staff.  Since I was unsure of their loyalty, (they were after all, as frightened of Freya and Sigrid as they were of the Mistress) I took cover whenever I heard one them approaching.  I suppose I should have risked making contact, but I was simply too frightened to do so.

  It took me more than hour to reach the study, and much to my relief, I succeeded in making it without being detected.  Once there, I climbed up onto the Mistress’s desk, and used her phone to call for help.  Waiting for the operator to connect me with the Mistress’s London office seemed to take forever.  When I finally did get through, I was informed that the Mistress had not yet arrived.  For a brief moment, a wave of despair washed over me and I very nearly hung up.  Luckily, I happened to remember that Svetlana ran the London office.  After several more minutes of nerve-wracking delays, I finally had her on the line.  “Joan” she said, “what the hell are you doing calling me?”  “Oh Lana!”  I sobbed, “You have got to help me.  Freya and Sigrid are here and they are out of control.”  “Calm down,” she said, “I can’t help if I don’t know what is going on there.”  Trying as best I could, I fought back the hysteria that threatened to overwhelm me and recounted for her everything that had happened so far.

  I had just finished the last of my story when I heard the sounds of Freya and Sigrid’s voices outside the study.  “I’ve got to go now” I said, “Freya and Sigrid are here.  “Don’t worry,” said Svetlana, “I’ll contact the Mistress as soon as you hang up and let her know what is going on.  Be brave my little sister, help is on the way.”  With that, I hastily said good bye to her and began to frantically search for a place to hide.

  With time such a critical factor, my choice of suitable hiding places soon narrowed to but one possible selection.  Jumping down from the desktop, I quickly scampered around behind the desk and scooted underneath it.  Making myself as comfortable as possible, I nervously awaited Freya and Sigrid’s arrival.

  As expected, they soon entered the study.  Much to my surprise (and relief), they made no attempt to search the premises.  Instead, they headed straight for the bar and began to fix themselves something to drink.  Unaware of my presence, they passed the next few minutes enjoying their drinks and discussing the fun they would have once I was back in their clutches.  Unfortunately for me, their discussion was soon interrupted by a curious buzzing noise.  At first, I was puzzled by the sound and could not determine what it might be.  Then suddenly, I realized just what it was.  It was the sound generated by a phone that has been left too long off the hook.  In my haste to seek shelter beneath the desk, I had evidently forgotten to hang up the phone.  As I feared it would, the phone’s high pitched tone soon attracted Freya and Sigrid’s attention.  Moving to investigate, they quickly found the phone’s receiver lying where I had dropped it.  Realizing the significance of this discovery, they quickly instituted a full-scale search of the study.

  As you might expect, they soon found my hiding place.  “Look what I found,” exclaimed Freya, “a little mouse cowering underneath the desk.”  “Come here little mouse,” she said, “I won’t hurt you.”  Knowing this to be a lie, I made no move to comply with her command.  My failure to respond angered Freya and she reacted to my small act of defiance by shaking her head and saying in a voice loud enough for me to hear,  “all right then, looks like we will have to do this the hard way.”  With the speed of a snake striking at its prey, her hand suddenly shot forward and grabbed hold of the waistband of my panties.  So quick was her action, that before I knew what was happening, I found myself being pulled towards her.  My small size once again worked to her advantage and she had no trouble in extracting me from underneath the desk.  Once she had done so, she used her superior size and strength to lift me into the air.  The sight of me kicking and screaming while being held aloft by the waistband of my panties amused Freya and Sigrid and they took great delight in taunting me.  “You fucking bitches!” I screamed.  “That phone was off the hook because I used it to call the Mistress.  She is on her way back here and if you know what’s good for you, you will let me go.”  My sudden outburst quickly silenced their taunts.  Unfortunately, that was all it did and I immediately realized that by threatening them, I had just made my situation all that much worse.

  Turning me so that I was facing her, Freya stared directly at me and said in a voice devoid of warmth, “Thanks for the warning my dear.  Since we are already in trouble, we having nothing to loose.  You on the other hand, are about to discover what happens to little girls who make me angry.”  With that, she turned to Sigrid and said, “Let’s take her to our quarters.  No one will bother us there.”  As luck would have it, the ties holding my panties in place chose that exact moment to break.  My sudden impact with the floor rivaled the one I had experienced on the previous evening and if anything, proved to be more painful.  This time however, my life depended upon quick action and I ignored the searing pains shooting through my tiny body.  Picking myself up, I wasted no time in heading for the door.

  This unexpected turn of events caught Freya and Sigrid so off guard that for several seconds, all they did was stand there.  By the time they finally realized what was happening, I had made it out of the study and into the hallway.  Fear of recapture drove me onward and Freya’s promise to make me pay for calling the Mistress added a sense of urgency to my panicked flight.  I knew that unless I found another place to hide they would soon overtake me and I would be at their mercy once more.  With no other option readily available to me, I ducked into one of the small alcoves that dotted the hallway and hid behind a suit of armor.

  Without a doubt, the most harrowing part of my escape came when Freya stopped to catch her breath and in so doing, leaned heavily upon the suit armor that was shielding me from view.  My heart nearly quit beating and I had to bite down hard upon my lower lip to keep myself from crying out in fear.  Luckily, her attention was soon diverted by a call from Sigrid.  Knowing that it was only a matter of time before my whereabouts were discovered, I decided I had to risk making a run for my quarters.  Waiting until I was sure that there was no one around to see me, I quickly squirmed out from behind the suit of armor and made a mad dash down the hallway.

  Although I did not know it yet, I had just played right into Freya and Sigrid’s hands. Knowing that I could not have run too far in the time that I had available, they decided to wait me out.  As such, they quickly found places to hide and waited for me to show myself.  Once I had, they simply allowed me to reach the imagined safety of my quarters before springing their trap upon me.

  As far as I am concerned, reaching my quarters proved to be the only bright spot to this whole sorry mess.  The reason for this was that upon opening the door, I was greeted by the sight of Ingrid standing in the middle of the room.  Running straight for her, I wrapped my tiny arms around her.  “Oh Ingrid” I cried, “you don’t know how wonderful it is to see you.”  Lifting me from the floor, Ingrid cradled me in her arms and returned my hug.  “Oh my poor little mistress,” she said, “I knew it was a mistake to leave you alone while Freya and Sigrid were here.”  Unfortunately, we never got the chance to finish our conversation because at that very moment, the door swung open and in walked Freya and Sigrid.

  Upon seeing them, the will to resist went out of me and I looked over at Freya and said, “if I go with you, will you promise not to hurt Ingrid?”  “Of course my dear,” replied Freya, “she is after all, just a servant.”  Realizing that these were the best terms I was likely to get from them, I hugged Ingrid one last time and instructed her to hand me over to them.  Fighting to maintain my composure, I told her that I was not worth the trouble she would find herself in if she failed to do as I asked.  For a brief moment, Ingrid seemed undecided about what she should do.  Then suddenly, she made her decision.  Muttering to herself, she looked and Freya and Sigrid and said, “No peace with Bonaparte.”  Though quite obscure, I recognized the phrase and knew what it signified.  “No Ingrid!” I screamed.  Before I could stop her however, she turned and tossed me onto the bed.  With her arms now free, she wheeled about and dove forward and began to attack Freya and Sigrid.  Screaming at the top of her lungs, she delivered a devastating punch to Freya’s midsection.  Unprepared for such violence, Freya crumpled and sank to the floor.  Enraged by Ingrid’s action, Sigrid screamed out a battle cry that would have made even a seasoned warrior proud and tackled Ingrid.  Down they both went.  Cries of anger and screams of pain soon filled the room as Ingrid and Sigrid battered away at one another.  “Flee while you still can” Ingrid shouted to me.  “No!”  I shouted back.  “I won’t leave you.”  No sooner had I said this than I caught a glimpse of Freya.  Recovered sufficiently to re-enter the battle, she crawled over to where Ingrid and her sister were fighting.  Grabbing the heavy porcelain water pitcher from its resting-place upon the nightstand, she raised it into the air and prepared to slam it down onto Ingrid’s head.  “No!” I screamed.  Launching myself from the bed, I dove onto her back and began to hammer away at her with all my might.  My action saved Ingrid, but it soon proved to be my undoing.

  The next few moments passed in a blur of motion and pain as Freya whirled about the room trying to shake me from her back.  Desperate to end our battle so that she could aid Sigrid, she moved over to the door and slammed me into it.  Once, twice, three times, she slammed my body against the door.  The pain was unbearable.  I would like to report that I somehow managed to endure and win the fight.  Unfortunately, that was not the case. The trauma my body suffered from its repeated impacts with the door proved to be too much for me to take and I soon found myself lapsing into unconsciousness.

  When I finally came to, I found myself unable to move.  A quick check of my surroundings soon revealed two things to me.  The first was that even the smallest of movements on my part hurt like hell.  The second was that both my wrists and ankles were encased in leather and were securely fastened to the posts of some unfamiliar bed.  “Where am I?’  I groggily asked.  “Why you are in our quarters” I heard a familiar voice reply.  Turning to my head to face the direction of the voice, I struggled for a few seconds to bring my blurry vision into focus.  When I finally was able to do so, I wished I had not.  “So good of you to join us my dear,” said Freya.  “Yes indeed” replied Sigrid, “for a while there we were afraid that you would be unable to enjoy the little party we have prepared for you.”  “What have you done with Ingrid?’  I asked.  “Oh she is fine…for now,” replied Sigrid.  “We will deal with her in due time.”  “Yes we will” said Freya, “but for now my dear, lets you, Sigrid, and I get better aquainted.”

  The next several hours passed with agonizing slowness and proved to be the most terrible and painful of experiences.  The things that Freya and Sigrid did to me are forever burned into my memory and I fear that I will never be free of the nightmares that have plagued my dreams ever since.  As such, I hope you can find it in your heart to forgive me for not providing you with a detailed account of what occurred while I was Freya and Sigrid’s prisoner.  My inability to do so stems not from a desire to keep you in the dark my dear, but from my own fear of causing my nightmares to begin once more.  For me, the time I spent as Freya and Sigrid’s captive was perhaps the most terrifying thing I have ever had to endure.  They took great delight (and received great enjoyment I believe) from inflicting all manner of pain upon me.  Considering the flare and determination that they exhibited, I honestly believe that had the Mistress not returned when she did, I would have not survived my encounter with them.  As it was, I was bruised, bloodied, and nearly unconscious by the time the Mistress burst into Freya and Sigrid’s quarters to rescue me.  As to what occurred after her arrival, I haven’t got a clue.  This was due to the fact that Freya and Sigrid’s actions had left me so traumatized that by the time of the Mistress’s arrival, I was so far-gone that I could not even remember what my own name was.

  My next clear memory was of waking to find myself back in my quarters being held by the Mistress.  Although I had no idea how much time had passed, (twelve hours I was later told) I had the feeling that more than just a few hours had elapsed.  A quick look around the room soon convinced me that this was indeed the case.  The lights had all been dimmed and the only sounds to be heard were that of the Mistress’s soft breathing.  Evidently, she had fallen asleep while waiting for me to awake.  Reaching up, I gently shook her shoulder.  My action quickly roused her from her slumber and the look of relief that crossed her face upon seeing me awake and apparently lucid is something I will never forget.  “How are you feeling?” she softly asked.  “Sore” I replied.  Then suddenly, all that had happened came rushing back.  Pressing my face against her breasts, I began to cry.  “Oh Mistress” I sobbed, “they hurt me so badly.”  “Shhhhhh,” the Mistress replied, “everything is fine now.  I am here, and no one will ever hurt to you again.  That I promise.”  As she said this, she gently lifted me and carried me over to my bed and tucked me in.  When she had done so, she leaned down and lightly kissed me on my forehead.  “You need to rest now my dear” she softly said, “I will be here to watch over you.  The worst is over, so close your eyes and return to sleep.”  Doing as she asked, I shut my eyes and was soon once again fast asleep.  Throughout the remainder of the evening I found myself periodically waking.  Each time I did, the Mistress would squeeze my hand and tell me that things were going to be fine.

  During the next several days, the Mistress rarely left my side.  Though she never admitted it, I believe she was worried about me.  Her actions however, spoke louder than mere words ever could.  Determined to stay with me till she was satisfied that I was going to make a full recovery, she cancelled everything on her schedule.  Besides putting quite a few things on hold, her action also placed her negotiations with the British Government in jeopardy.  According to Svetlana, the Mistress’s failure to return to London set the whole deal back by a least a year.  This in turn meant that KressBlitzen stood to lose more than $200 million dollars worth of revenue during the current operating year.  That the Mistress would willingly turn her back upon such a huge sum of money merely to stay with me was perhaps the ultimate expression of just how much she really cared about me.  Deeply touched by her gesture, I resolved to make a full recovery as fast as I was able so that I could begin to repay the debt I felt I owed her.

  The Mistress however, did not see things quite this way.  To her, this whole episode was a stain upon her family’s honor.  As such, she was determined to do what ever it took to remove this stain.  Among the things she did to make amends for Freya and Sigrid’s behavior was to reward Ingrid for her devotion to me.  Though she refused to accept any reward for herself, Ingrid did ask for the Mistress’s help in obtaining a quality education for her younger sister.  Never one to do things in a small way (except for chosen ones), the Mistress soon established a rather substantial trust fund for Ingrid’s sister.  Not content to leave things there, the Mistress informed Ingrid that upon her sister’s graduation from university, she would provide suitable employment for her.  As for me, the Mistress offered to return me to my normal size and release me from my contract.  When I declined and begged to be allowed to continue to serve as her chosen one, she smiled and informed me that my request was granted.  She then told me that she was doubling my salary.  When I objected, she chuckled and told me that my raise (as well as the money for Ingrid’s sister) was being taken out of the account she used to maintain Freya and Sigrid’s opulent lifestyle.

  Satisfied that she had restored her family’s honor in the eyes of both Ingrid and myself, the Mistress next turned her attention to the task of preparing a suitable punishment for her sisters.  When she had done so, she summoned me to her study to witness what she was about to do.  As I sat upon her lap waiting for Freya and Sigrid’s arrival, memories of the last time I had been in the study began to creep into my thoughts.  Sensing my unease, the Mistress placed her arm around my small shoulders and said, “courage my little one, this will all be over soon.”  As she said this, there came a knock upon the door.  Rising from her seat, the Mistress placed me on the corner of her desk and went to answer the door.  As expected, it was Freya and Sigrid.  For a several minutes after their arrival, the Mistress said not a word.  Then suddenly, she turned to face them.  Moving to where I was sitting, she placed her arm around my shoulders once more.  She then fixed her sisters with an icy stare and said, “I believe you two owe Joan an apology.”  When such an apology was not immediately forthcoming, the Mistress reached for her riding crop.  As I had seen her do countless times before, she slammed it down hard upon the desk. “Well?” she growled, “Joan is waiting to hear what you two have to say.”  With heads hung low, first Sigrid, then Freya apologized to me for all that they had put me through.  “Now that we have that out of the way” said the Mistress, “I think its time that I inform you two what your punishment is to be.”  Moving from my side, the Mistress walked over to where her sisters were standing and handed each of them a vial filled with a familiar looking pale blue liquid.  “Since you evidently enjoy tormenting women who are to small to fight back, its only fitting that you experience what it is like to be at the mercy of someone who is much larger than yourself.”  With that, she once more fixed her icy gaze upon her sisters and said, “drink”

  The look upon both Freya and Sigrid’s face was one of stunned disbelief.  “Katrina” whined Sigrid; “you can’t be serious.”  “Oh but I am” replied the Mistress.  “I won’t do it,” shouted Freya.  “No one said that you had to my dear” replied the Mistress.  “But know this,” she growled, “if you refuse to do as I say, I will be compelled to throw your worthless asses out of my home.  In addition, I will block all further access to your accounts.”  “Damn you, Katrina,” sputtered Freya, “that’s not fair.”  “No, I don’t suppose that it is,” replied the Mistress, “but it’s the only choice you are going to get.  So what is it going to be?”  Realizing that the Mistress had presented them with a no win situation, both Freya and Sigrid quickly accepted their fate.  With no real option available to them, they opened the vials they had been given and downed the contents.

  Shortly thereafter, the Mistress’s formula began to work its unique brand of magic upon them.  With each inch of height they lost, Freya and Sigrid became increasingly nervous at the thought of what was to come.  I on the other hand, found my fear of them rapidly dissipating as I watched them dwindle.  Determined to make this as humiliating an experience as possible for them, I climbed down from the desktop and made my way over to them.  Though still a great deal taller than me, their rate of shrinkage was rapidly closing the gap between us.  Smaller now than the Mistress, their once tight clothing hung loosely about their shrinking bodies.  Soon, their jeans and panties lost their tenuous hold upon their increasingly narrow hips and slid to the floor.  Huddled together like two frightened rabbits, Freya and Sigrid simply stood there trembling.  Gone now were the two arrogant women who had tormented me.  In their place stood two very frightened little girls.

  Clad now in only their oversized T-shirts and bras, I watched with great amusement as first, Sigrid’s, then Freya’s, bra slid down their shrinking bodies to fall, still clasped, around their feet.  Anxious to begin my humiliation of them, I positioned myself in front of Freya and began to inspect her.  Much to my delight (and her fear) she was now no more than a few inches taller than I was.  Deciding to have a little fun at her expense, I stuck my hand through the arm of her oversized shirt and began to fondle her breasts.  Though still a few inches taller than me, her breasts came no where near to matching the fullness and size of mine, a fact that I took great delight in informing her of.  Frightened by my bold move, Freya attempted to back away from me.  In so doing, her feet became entangled in the pile of clothing that lay wrapped around her feet and she went tumbling to the floor.  Laughing at her futile attempt to escape me, I reached down and grabbed hold of the front of her shirt.  Easily lifting her to her feet, I quickly stripped the oversized T-shirt from her body.  As I let the garment fall to the floor, I suddenly realized that Freya was now several inches shorter than I was.  Placing my fingers beneath her chin, I tilted her head upwards.  Upon making eye contact with her, I smiled and said, “Its not so much fun to be the one who not in control is it?”

  Putting my newfound height advantage to good use, I grabbed a handful of Freya’s hair with my right hand and forced her head back even further.  As I did this, I wrapped my other arm around her waist and pulled her into a tight embrace.  The look of fear in Freya’s eyes spurred me onward and I quickly leaned forward and planted my lips upon hers.  As I kissed her, I savored the feel of her body shrinking within my grasp.  By the time I finally released her, she stood eye level with my breasts.  Smiling down at her, I slowly began to unbutton my blouse.  When the last button was undone, I opened my blouse and said, “when our roles were reversed, you seemed to enjoy playing with my breasts.  Well my dear, I’m going to give you another chance to do so.”  With that, I unclasped my bra and forced one of my nipples into her mouth.  “No biting” I warned, “you won’t like what happens if you do.”  As I held her in place, I looked over at Sigrid and said, “come here.”  Doing as I commanded, Sigrid meekly approached me.  When she was within arms reach; I quickly relieved her of her T-shirt.  I then grabbed hold of one of her wrists and pulled her closer.  Looking down at her, I said in a rather haughty tone, “I have two breasts, and there are two of you, so what are you waiting for?”

  Despite their obvious discomfort at being placed in such an undignified situation, both Freya and Sigrid proved to be quite talented at their appointed task.  Enjoying myself immensely, I reveled in my sense of newfound power over them.  For me, this was the first time since I had joined the Mistress’s household that I found myself not having to look up and I was determined to make the most of it.  Unfortunately, they soon became too small to reach my breasts.  Looking down at them, I chuckled and said, “since you two are now to small to reach my breasts, and since I really don’t feel like bending down, I suppose I’ll just have to find something closer to the ground for you two to play with.”  With that, I slowly unzipped my jeans and stepped out of them.  Now less than half my size, their lips were at just the right level so that they could pleasure me without too much trouble.  Running the fingers of my right hand along the seam of my panty covered sex, I smiled at them and said, “ok girls, get to work.”  For a brief moment, it appeared that Freya was going to refuse.  Placing my hands upon my hips, I looked straight at her and reminded her just who was calling the shots here.  “You are in no position to resist.”  I told her, “it will go much better for you if you submit and do as I say.”  Recognizing my words as being the same ones she had used to threaten me, Freya, quickly decided that she best do as I commanded.

  A short time later, my panties were lying about my feet.  Quickly stepping out of them, I leaned forward and reached for Freya.  Grabbing hold of her right wrist, I pulled her forward and pressed her face, against my pussy.  Holding her tightly in place, I laughed as she struggled to break free.  “The sooner you give me what I want,” I told her, “the sooner I will release you.”  Having no other option but to do as I instructed, Freya soon quit struggling and went to work.  After about ten minutes, I decided that she needed a rest.  Having no further use for her, I released my hold upon her and casually pushed her away.  My action caught her off guard and she went tumbling to the floor.  Ignoring her tiny squeaks of surprise, I quickly turned my attention to Sigrid.  Motioning for her to step forward, I latched onto her and shoved her into position between my thighs.  Shortly thereafter, she finished what her sister had started and I orgasmed.  Though not a particularly strong one, it was never the less very satisfying.  Finished with both of my reluctant playmates for the time being, I pushed Sigrid away and turned to get dressed.

  As I finished dressing, I heard the sound of the Mistress’s laughter.  So engrossed was I in what I had been doing, I had completely forgotten she had been in the room watching.  Blushing slightly, I turned to face her.  “I’m proud of you my dear,” she said, “you handled the situation very well.”  She then turned to where her two tiny sisters lay sprawled upon the floor and said, “as for you two, this is only the beginning of your punishment.”

  As she said this, the Mistress turned and motioned for me to come to her.  When I had done so, she placed her hand upon my shoulder and gave it a small squeeze.  “You my dear,” she softly said, “have suffered greatly at the hands of my sisters.  For that reason, it is only fitting that you should be the one to administer their punishment.”  Evidently, the thought of being handed over to me greatly terrified Freya and Sigrid.  Rushing over to where the Mistress was standing, they fell to their knees and began to plead with her not to do this.  Angered by their sudden outburst, the Mistress quickly moved to put a stop to it.  Bending down, she reached out and slapped first Freya and then Sigrid hard across the face.  “Silence!” she roared, “I do not recall giving either of you permission to speak.”  The force of her blows knocked both of the tiny women to the floor and they very quickly ceased their incessant whining.  Once things had quieted down, the Mistress turned her attention once more to me and resumed our conversation.  “As I was saying my dear, I feel that it is only right for you to be the one to decide what their punishment should be.  How you chose to deal with them,” she purred, “I leave up to you.”  She then turned to face her sisters once more and proceeded to tell them what was expected of them.  “You will obey her every command instantly,” she growled.  “Failure to do so will result in a level of punishment the likes of which you have never even in your wildest dreams imagined was possible.  Knowing better than to anger the Mistress any more than they already had, both Freya and Sigrid wasted no time in assuring the Mistress that they would follow my commands to the letter.  “See that you do” was her final warning to them.

  Having placed her sister’s fate in my hands, the Mistress then informed me that she was returning to London to pick up the shattered pieces of her business deal.  “I shall not be gone for more than a few days,” she said.  “While I am gone, you are Mistress here.  The staff have been instructed to obey your wishes just as they would mine.”  She then knelt down beside me and placed her hand alongside my face.  Gently caressing it, she looked into my eyes and softly said, “I trust you are up to this my dear.”  Glancing over at my two diminutive charges, I smiled and said, “enjoy yourself in London my Mistress.”  My response pleased her and she responded to it by leaning forward and kissing me on my forehead.  She then smiled at me and said, “I look forward to hearing all about how you and my sisters passed the time while I was away.”  With that, she stood and left the study.

  Determined to pay Freya and Sigrid back in full for each and every indignity that I had suffered at their hands, I wasted no time in starting their punishment.  Deciding that a good old fashioned over the knee spanking was a good place to start, I quickly made my way over to where Freya and Sigrid lay huddled together.  Motioning for them to follow me, I led them over to one of the large overstuffed leather chairs that dominated the area in front of the study’s fireplace.  Since they were now much to small to climb up onto the chair’s cushion by themselves, I quickly lifted them into place.  When I had done so, I climbed up and joined them.  Upon making myself comfortable, I pointed to my lap and said in a rather brusque tone, “assume the proper position.”  Knowing exactly what I meant, both Freya and Sigrid meekly placed themselves face down across my lap.  Because of their small size, there was ample room upon my lap for both of them and I soon had them lying side by side with their cute little asses exposed for my inspection.  Never have I seen two more perfect little rear ends.  Each was no larger than the palm of my hand and I simply could not resist reaching down and giving each of the cute little ass cheeks arrayed before me several pinches.  The soft yet firm flesh of their tiny bottoms yielded easily to the pressure exerted by my fingers and I spent several enjoyable minutes making Freya and Sigrid yelp repeatedly.  Eventually, I grew tired of this little game and decided it was time to take things to the next level.  Since their tiny rears were so small, I quickly found that I only needed one hand to spank the both of them.  Placing my right hand across both sets of cheeks, I slowly spread my fingers so that every inch of their supple and as yet unblemished flesh was covered.  When I was satisfied that my hand was in the proper position, I raised it and began to rain blow upon blow down upon them.

  For over ten minutes I spanked them.  By the time I finally relented, the force of my blows had transformed their pert little bottoms into two palm-sized mounds of quivering crimson colored flesh.  Having never had the opportunity to spank another woman (much less two of them) before, I was curious to inspect my handiwork.  Reaching forward, I placed a hand upon each of the tiny mounds of flesh and began to squeeze.  The heat that emanated from those rosy red cheeks was incredible and though my touch was light, both Freya and Sigrid, winced in pain as my hand made contact with their blistered flesh.  Having finished my inspection, I gave each of their abused asses one final pinch.  As I did this, I pushed them from my lap and watched with some amusement as they went tumbling to the floor.  As I had intended, both of my tiny charges landed squarely upon their diminutive bottoms.  As expected, this made them cry out in pain.  Climbing down from the chair, I stood over them and said, “If you think that this makes us even, you are sadly mistaken.”  With that, I turned and headed for the door.  “I shall return shortly” I told them, “I won’t be gone long, and I expect the both of you to be here waiting for me when I return.”

  It took me less than fifteen minutes to arrange the next part of my plan and upon completing the preparations, I returned to the study.  As expected, Freya and Sigrid were waiting for me.  Much to my delight, their tiny asses still glowed a bright red and I chuckled to myself at the thought of what lay in store for them.  “Come along girls,” I said, “we don’t want to keep everyone waiting now do we?”  With that I turned and headed out into the hallway.

  The sight that greeted Freya and Sigrid, as they meekly followed me out into the corridor was that of the entire household staff lined up along the walls of the hallway.  Upon seeing what had become of them, the corridor quickly filled with the sounds of the staff’s excited chatter.  “They’re so tiny.” I heard several exclaim.  “Serves them right after what they did to Mistress Joan” someone else chimed in.  “By the looks of their asses,” another voice laughed, “I’d say that Mistress Joan taught them a lesson or two.”  “Wish I could have spanked them” yet another voice growled.  Enjoying themselves immensely, the staff continued chatter away.  In no time at all, their many comments had both of the tiny women thoroughly embarrassed and blushing from head to toe.

  As we slowly strolled down the hallway, I happened to notice one of the staff members leaning forward to get a better look at Freya and Sigrid.  Deciding that this was a perfect opportunity to further humiliate them, I walked over to where the young woman was standing.  Smiling up at her, I chuckled and said, “I couldn’t help but notice that you seem to be quite taken with my two little girls.”  Afraid that I was about to punish her, the young woman quickly hung her head and said, “I am sorry Mistress Joan, I did not mean to stare at them.”  “That’s quite all right my dear.” I replied, “its not everyday one is treated to a sight such as this.”  Nodding in agreement, the young woman smiled and shyly began to glance at Freya and Sigrid once more.  “Would you like to take a closer look?”  I asked.  “Oh no!  I couldn’t” she squeaked.  “Go ahead my dear,” I purred, “there is nothing to be afraid of, and I promise you they won’t bite.”  Emboldened by my assurances, the young woman bent down and began to inspect Freya and Sigrid.  Embarrassed by all this attention, both Freya and Sigrid quickly attempted to cover their more intimate parts with their hands.  “Now, girls,” I chuckled, “there is no need for such modesty, lower your hands so the young lady can see all of your tiny treasures.”  When they had reluctantly done so, I had them slowly turn completely around several times so that everyone could get a better look at their tiny naked bodies.  “Why they are simply adorable!”  The young woman exclaimed.  “Yes they are” I chuckled.  “Would you like to touch them?”  Upon hearing this, her eyes lit up and she giggled, “Oh yes! I would like that very much!”  “Well then,” I replied, “go ahead and do so.”  With that, the young woman reached forward and began to gently run her fingers over Sigrid’s tiny breasts.  This proved too much for poor little Sigrid to endure and she quickly burst into tears.  Angered by what had just taken place, Freya moved forward and pushed the young woman’s hand away from her sister’s breasts.  “How dare you touch my sister,” she angrily squeaked, “when we get back to normal size, we will….”  Whatever else she might have planned to say was quickly forgotten as my hand swooped down and gave her still quite tender ass quite a hard smack.  Her high pitched yelp of pain combined with the sight of her rubbing her tiny bottom soon had the staff roaring with laughter.  Stamping her tiny feet in anger, Freya yelled out, “stop laughing at us!’  Rather than silencing the staff, her actions merely caused them to laugh harder.  Totally humiliated now, Freya ran to Sigrid and wrapped her arms around her.

  When things had quieted down enough so that I could be heard, I glared down at Freya and Sigrid and said, “both of you have behaved quite badly.”  Pulling them apart, I forced them to go and stand before the rather shaken young lady.  Gripping their small shoulders, I lowered my voice and said, “I think you owe this nice young lady an apology.”  Knowing that they had no other choice, both Freya and Sigrid lowered their heads and softly said, “we’re sorry.”

  Having accomplished all that I set out to do here, I decided to end this little show and proceed on to the next phase of my plan.  Motioning for Freya and Sigrid to follow me, I turned and headed for my quarters.  As we made our exit, the staff began to applaud.  This they continued to do until Freya, Sigrid, and myself had left hallway.

  Upon reaching my quarters, I immediately ordered the two tiny women to follow me into the bathroom.  Waiting for us there was Ingrid.  “Is everything ready?’ I asked.  “Yes” she replied, “we can start anytime you wish.”  Frightened by the sound of Ingrid’s words, Freya looked up at me and very timidly asked, “what are you going to do to us?”  “Well my dear,” I chuckled, “we thought to give you a new look, one more appropriate to your new status.”  With that, I turned to Ingrid and told her to begin.  Lifting the two women up unto the sink basin; she quickly positioned them so that they could see their tiny reflections in the large mirror that hung behind the sink.  When she had finished doing this, she produced a pair of electric hair clippers and starting with Sigrid, she proceeded to shave their heads.  In no time at all, Freya and Sigrid’s once lustrous shoulder length red hair was lying in a pile around their feet.  All that remained was prickly stubble.  “What do you think?” asked Ingrid.  “My dear,” I replied.  “You truly are an artist.”  Horrified by their new look, both Freya and Sigrid stood staring in mute silence at their reflections.  Running her hand along her newly shaven scalp, Sigrid turned to face me.  “How could you do such a horrible thing to us?” She wailed.  “Because I can my dear,” was my smug reply.

  With Freya and Sigrid now relieved of their striking manes of shoulder length hair, I turned to Ingrid and asked her to please go and fill the tub so that my little dolls and I could take a nice warm bath together.  As she did this, I began to remove my clothes.  Upon stepping out of my panties, I glanced over at Freya and Sigrid.  “Ingrid dear,” I chuckled, “we seem to have forgotten something.”  Drawing her attention to my own shaven mound, I pointed first to it, and then to Freya and Sigrid.  Nodding to me, she quickly headed back to where Freya and Sigrid stood watching us.  Reaching forward, she placed a finger against Freya’s miniscule but thick patch of flame red fur.  “Oh my!” she giggled, “what ever was I thinking?”  With that, she opened the medicine cabinet and retrieved a small tube of depilatory cream.  Soon, she was happily spreading the cream all over Freya and Sigrid’s tiny pussies.

  As Ingrid joyfully went about relieving Freya and Sigrid of their one remaining bit of hair, I climbed into the tub and waited for her to finish.  When she had completed her task, she carried Freya and Sigrid over to the tub and dropped them in.  Though not overly deep (for me), the water level proved quite a challenge to my two tiny bath mates.  Tossing each of them a sponge to hold onto, I amused myself for quite some time by vigorously splashing them.  To me, the waves I generated were not overly large, but to poor little Freya and Sigrid, they were positively huge.  In no time at all, my playful splashing had both of the tiny women clinging to the sponges I had given them and desperately trying to keep their heads above water.

  When I finally grew tired of trying to drown them, I stretched out and placed both of them upon my stomach.  As I did this, I glanced over to where Ingrid stood silently watching.  “Care to join us my dear?”  I asked.  Smiling, Ingrid chuckled and said, “I thought you would never ask.”  With that, she quickly shed her clothes and climbed into the tub with us.  Since Ingrid was the only full-sized woman present, she naturally took up more room than the rest of us.  Positioning herself so that she was facing me, Ingrid leaned back against the tub’s rim and placed her legs one on either side of my small body.  As we lay there enjoying the warm water, I decided to take advantage of my position.  Scooting forward slightly, I stretched and slowly brought my left foot into contact with the cleft of Ingrid’s beautiful blonde covered mound.  Squealing with surprise and delight, she smiled and spread her legs a bit wider so that I could continue to play “footsie” with her pussy.

  As I did this, Ingrid reached forward and lifted Sigrid into her arms.  Placing the tiny woman across her lap, she then reached up and retrieved a tube of bodywash from the shelf above the tub.  With the flip of her thumb, she opened the tube and began to let the thick gel pour onto Sigrid’s body.  When she was satisfied that she had just the right amount of bodywash, she picked Sigrid up once more and began to rub her slippery little body against her breasts.  In no time at all, both Ingrid and Sigrid were covered in a nice thick coating of suds.  Judging from the way Ingrid’s nipples proudly jutted out; I would have to say that she enjoyed using Sigrid as a bodywash applicator very much.  Sigrid however, seemed to get nothing more out of the experience other than a mouthful of soap.

  Not to be outdone, I was soon using Freya in a similar manner.  Placing the tiny woman between my legs, I poured a nice dollop of bodywash onto my pussy and began to work up a nice bit of lather by rubbing Freya’s tiny pussy along the cleft of my own much larger sex.  Like her sister, poor little Freya was soon sputtering and struggling to keep the soap out of her mouth.  Though quite pleasurable, the orgasm that I soon experienced only whetted my appetite for more.  Realizing that Freya was simply not up to the task of providing me with what I wanted, (and needed) I dropped her into the water and moved closer to Ingrid.  Wrenching Sigrid from her soapy hands, I tossed the little doll woman aside and began to feast upon Ingrid’s soap covered breasts.  Caught up in the moment, Ingrid and I soon forgot all about Freya and Sigrid.  I’m afraid that all of our thrashing about nearly proved fatal to our two forgotten dolls.  Too small to get out of our way, we nearly crushed them during our frenzied lovemaking.

  By the time we finally exited the tub, Ingrid and I were feeling quite refreshed.  Freya and Sigrid on the other hand, were simply glad to get out of the tub in one piece.  When we had all dried off, I had Ingrid carry our two exhausted little dollies into my bedroom.  Once there, I had her set them down on the bed.  As she did this, I went to my closet and retrieved several lengths of rope.  With rope in hand, I then climbed up onto the bed and proceeded to implement the next phase of my plan.

  With Ingrid’s willing assistance, I placed the two exhausted women side by side and proceeded to take a few moments to let my hands move about their small bodies.  Though my touch was light, it could not be mistaken for anything other than what it was, a demonstration of my complete and total power over them.  If either of them had put up even the slightest bit of resistance, I would not have hesitated to tie them down and then to have punished them severely.  As it was, they meekly submitted to my touch.  Call it a moment of weakness if you like, but upon seeing how thoroughly my actions had broken their spirits, I found that I simply could not make myself do to them what they had so enjoyed doing to me.

  Having decided to take pity upon them, I instructed Ingrid to get them out of my sight.  Since we were still unsure as to whether or not we could trust them, Ingrid was unwilling to let them return to their quarters.  Her solution was to toss a few pillows into my storage closet and then to lock them in for the night.  With our little problem thus taken care of, Ingrid and I were free to turn our attention to other more pleasurable matters.  Joining me in bed, we proceeded to spend the rest of the evening enjoying one another.  Judging from how sluggish Freya and Sigrid were the next morning when we finally let them out of the closet, I would have to say that our rather loud and enthusiastic evening of passion had kept them awake for most if not all of the night.

  For the remainder of their stay in my custody, I pretty much ignored Freya and Sigrid.  At night, I kept them locked in my storage closet.  During the day, I kept them on display in the great hall.  It took some effort to find birdcages large enough to fit them, but the look upon the Mistress’s face when she saw them shorn of all their hair and sitting forlornly upon those tiny little birdcage swings was almost worth all the hell they had put me through.

  Though pleased with my handling of the situation, the Mistress never the less felt the need to add a few finishing touches to Freya and Sigrid’s punishment.  Hers was perhaps the most fitting and most humiliating punishment of all.  Since Freya and Sigrid had such a great contempt of the servants, servants are what the Mistress turned them into.  For me (and the rest of the staff), the sight of little Freya and Sigrid dressed in tiny French maid outfits (no panties of course) scurrying about the castle dusting the furniture with feather dusters nearly as large as they were proved to be highly amusing.

  As for Freya and Sigrid, I doubt that they will ever disobey the Mistress again.  The only explanation that I can give to you concerning why they chose to ignore the Mistress’s warnings to leave me alone is to say that they acted as they did simply because they knew it would make the Mistress angry.  I realize that this is rather a simplistic answer my dear, but it is the only one that makes sense.  In any event, their disobedience cost them dearly.  Upon returning them to their normal size, the Mistress sent them packing.  I was not present at their final meeting, but I have no doubt that neither Freya nor Sigrid enjoyed it very much.

  With that my dear, I think I shall bring this chapter to a close.  As has been my custom, I shall now give you a small hint about what is to come.  When next you read this journal, I will describe for you what happened when the Mistress and a former lover of hers (The Countesa Del Rio) played a game of high stakes poker.  The Mistress loves to gamble, and as you will see, ownership of my contract hung in the balance.  I think you will find it quite interesting (I know I certainly did). But that my dear Ann, is as they say, another story entirely.

  Till the next chapter.

Hello dearest Ann, welcome once again to my journal.  As you already know from my previous entries, much has happened to me since that fateful evening when I entered the Mistress’s study and became her chosen one.  So much in fact, that I can scarcely believe that a mere three months have passed since my adventure began.  For your information, several weeks have now come and gone since the events described in the previous chapter.  With the exception of a few recurring nightmares, I am happy to report that my recovery is now complete and that I have resumed my duties as the Mistress’s chosen one.

It is now the middle of winter, and as you will no doubt discover for yourself, winter in the Swiss Alps is not only quite cold, but dreary as well.  Once the novelty had worn off, the non-stop snow and below zero temperatures quickly had me ready to climb the walls.  To be honest, winter around the castle was not quite so bad (or dull) when the Mistress was present, but unfortunately, she was often absent for long periods of time tending to the needs of her far-flung empire.  Combine this with the dreary weather, and you have a ready-made recipe for extreme boredom.  Sweet Ingrid did her best to help me pass the time, (and I must admit, some of what she came up with proved highly entertaining) but the fact of the matter was, when the Mistress was away on business, I had very little to do to occupy my time.  In retrospect, I guess you could say that I was suffering from a very bad case of cabin fever.

Luckily for me, the Mistress sensed my growing restlessness and decided that the best cure for what ailed me was for her and I to spend a few weeks enjoying ourselves on her private island in the Caribbean.  As fate would have it, (or perhaps the Mistress intended for this to happen) we soon found ourselves joined on our island paradise by one of the Mistress’s former lovers, the Countesa Maria Christina Francesca Alverez Del Rio.

As to just who the Countesa was and the role she played in this particular part of my story, (and it is indeed a major role my dear) I leave for you discover in the pages that follow.  So dear Ann, turn the page and step into my life once more.  I promise that you will not be disappointed.

My story now continues.

My first day in paradise could not have begun any better.  The sky was blue, the late afternoon sun bright and warm, and a gentle ocean breeze was blowing.  Though somewhat fatigued from the long trip, I was eager to get unpacked so that I could slip out of my winter attire and head down to the beach for a quick refreshing swim.  The Mistress however, had other plans.  “Is everything prepared as I instructed?” she asked as we entered her island home.  “Yes Mistress, everything is ready and waiting, exactly as you directed,” was the prompt and respectful response to her query.  “Excellent!” she exclaimed.  With that, she dismissed the gathered household staff with a wave of her hand then turned to me and said, “come with me, I have something that I wish to show you.”  As you might expect, I was somewhat curious to learn just what the Mistress had planned, but I had been in her service long enough to know not waste my time (or risk her wrath) by asking useless questions.  As such, I did as I was commanded and followed her out onto the veranda that encircled the main house.

Waiting for us there was perhaps the most lavishly appointed table that I have ever seen.  It was simply incredible Ann.  The table itself was nearly fifteen feet long and was covered by a white lace tablecloth so delicate looking that it appeared to have been spun from a single fragile snow flake.  Though impressive, the table and its covering were nothing compared to the magnificent feast that lay waiting for us along the length of the table.  There were literally dozens of exotic looking dishes just waiting to be sampled and each and every serving dish as well as all of the plates and utensils were made of solid silver.  If all of this was not enough to overwhelm me, the Mistress had arranged for the area surrounding the table to be lit by a hundred strategically placed candles whose light created a warm soft glow that grew stronger as the light from the evening sun began to fade.

The look of surprise and wonder that crossed my face upon seeing such an incredible scene evidently pleased the Mistress.  “From the look on your face,” she said,  “I take it that my dinner arrangements meet with your approval my little one.”  “Oh yes my Mistress!” was my enthusiastic reply.  “Well then,” she chuckled, “let us begin.”  With that, she gently lifted me up onto the table.

What happened next certainly surprised me.  Without saying a word, the Mistress reached out and began to undo the buttons of my jacket.  Sensing that I was about to speak, she paused and placed two fingers against my lips to silence me.  As she did this, she smiled one of her tight little smiles and said, “a meal such as the one we are about to enjoy requires the proper visual stimulus in order for it to be enjoyed to its fullest potential.”  With that, she placed her fingers beneath my chin, tilted my head upwards, and softly kissed me.  Upon finishing our kiss, she chuckled once and then resumed unbuttoning my jacket.

When she had undone the last button, the Mistress slowly lifted the garment from my shoulders and casually tossed it aside.  As it fluttered to the ground, she retrieved a small tropical flower from the table’s floral centerpiece and placed it behind my left ear.  She then gave my left cheek a gentle caress and said, “this flower is the only garment you will be needing this evening my sweet little treasure.”  She then leaned forward and inserted two of her fingers into the gap between the first and second buttons of my blouse and pulled me closer to her.  When she had positioned me to her liking, she began to unbutton my blouse.  With a deliberate slowness that threatened to send me into cardiac arrest, she undid the top button of my blouse and inserted two of her fingers beneath its collar.  With her fingers maintaining contact the whole time, she then proceeded to move her hand ever so slowly downward, lightly stroking my sensitive skin with her fingertips as she carefully undid each of the remaining buttons of my blouse.  A few moments later, my blouse and then my slacks joined my jacket in a crumpled heap upon the floor.

Now clad only in my panties and bra, I stood before my Mistress, my small body trembling in anticipation of what was to come.  I did not have long to wait, for with my outer garments now removed, the Mistress quickly turned her attention towards my silk encased breasts.  Licking her lips, she reached forward and with a flick of her fingers, easily undid the clasp securing my bra in place.  Considering my ultra petite stature, the Mistress’s ability to undo such a tiny clasp with such apparent ease is no small (no pun intended) feat of dexterity.  In any event, having unclasped my bra, the Mistress quickly brushed the now useless garment aside and cupped my small mounds of flesh within the palms of her hands.  With a skill that defies description, the Mistress spent the next several minutes massaging my breasts and toying with my nipples, pinching and tweaking them until she had them standing tall and proud.  My body’s response to her actions was not lost upon the Mistress for she stopped what she was doing long enough to ask me if I was enjoying myself.  All I could do was sigh contentedly and nod.

All that now remained of my clothing were my panties.  They however, did not remain in place for long.  Placing her hands underneath the waistband of the tiny silken garment, the Mistress slowly began to force the sides of my panties away from my small hips.  As you might expect, that small wisp of fabric proved no match for the Mistress’s strength and the air was soon filled with the sound of ripping silk.

Now that she had undressed me, the Mistress drew me into a tight embrace, kissed me once, and then moved away from me.  The look on my face must have amused her, because she laughed and said, “don’t worry my little treasure, I am only just starting, before I am done with you tonight, you will receive all the pleasure you can handle.  But for now, dinner awaits.”  With that, she seated herself at the end of the table and reached for a nearby decanter of wine.  As she poured herself a drink, she motioned for me to come closer.  When I had done so, she produced a small red velvet pillow, placed it upon the table next to her plate, and instructed me to sit upon it.

Once we were both situated, the Mistress smiled once more, then dipped her fingers into the glass of dark red wine she was holding.  For several moments, she simply sat there slowly stirring the contents of her glass with her fingers.  Then without saying a word, she removed her wine-coated fingers from within her wineglass and gently brought them into contact with my lips.  Once I had cleaned her fingers of wine, the Mistress once more dipped them into the wineglass.  This time however, she placed her wine-laden fingers upon my breasts.

I’m not sure what excited me more, the coolness of the wine upon my heated and sensitive skin, or the Mistress’s soft touch as she gently placed several nearly perfect droplets of wine upon the tips of my swollen nipples.  In any event, it was not long before the Mistress set her wineglass down and placed her lips against my tiny breasts.  The feel of her soft lips upon my swollen nipples as she sucked them clean of wine was more than I could stand and I soon found myself enjoying a mild yet still very satisfying orgasm.

As I struggled to regain control of my body, I heard the Mistress exclaim, “please forgive me my little one.  I often forget how sensitive your body has become at your reduced size.”  With that, she retrieved her glass of wine and held the oversized goblet to my small lips. “Drink a few sips of this,” she said, “it will help revitalize you.”  That it certainly did, and when I had regained my strength, we proceeded with dinner.

I wish I could describe for you all the wonderful dishes we sampled, but unfortunately I can’t.  All that I can say for certain is that I enjoyed myself immensely.  Never have I been so royally treated.  The Mistress truly made me feel like I was her tiny treasure as I sat naked upon my red velvet pillow next to her.  As to dinner itself, the Mistress fed me small tidbits of food from her own plate and between courses, she would reach down between my thighs and gently run a finger along the cleft of my increasingly moist sex.  She would then lick the light coating of my juices from her fingers (to clean the pallet she told me) before moving on to the next dish.  Needless to say, by the time dinner was finished I was quite ready for what was to come.

Never one to rush things along, the Mistress excused herself for a few moments after dinner to change into as she put it, “something more comfortable.”  As she has often said, “timing is everything,” and her reemergence onto the veranda several minutes later could not have been timed any better.  The sun was just starting to set and its crimson rays cast a reddish hue upon everything, including the Mistress as she stood in the doorway, dressed in a pale cream colored floor length dressing gown so sheer that the dying rays of the sun shown right through it.

As the last remnant of the sun’s light faded from sight, the Mistress’s hands moved to the sash that held her dressing gown closed.  Without saying a word, she untied the sash and let it drop to the floor.  Freed of the sash’s restraint, her gown gently parted to reveal just a glimpse of her magnificent body.  The dim illumination of the candles that surrounded us provided just enough light for me to catch a glimpse of her erect nipples and of her magnificent patch of flame red fur.  Evidently satisfied with the look of desire that crossed my face, she gracefully crossed the space separating us and moved to a position directly in front of me.

Thanks to the height I gained from standing on the table, I found myself looking directly into the Mistress’s mesmerizing emerald green eyes.  As we stood eye to eye for the first (and only) time, the Mistress let her dressing gown drop to the floor.  A heartbeat later, she wrapped her arms around me and drew me into a tight embrace.  One thing led to another, and I soon found myself being lifted from the table.  Not wishing to end our embrace just yet, I threw my arms around the Mistress’s neck and wrapped my small legs around her waist.

Deciding that it was now time to move things indoors, the Mistress began to carry me towards the door that led to her bedroom.  As she did this, I shamelessly began to grind my pussy into her belly button.  In an effort to help me along, the Mistress repositioned one of her hands so that it was cupping my ass.  Once her hand was in place, she began to work a finger between the cleft of my ass cheeks.  The feel of her finger pressing against the underside of my pussy quickly proved more than I could stand and I nearly let go of the Mistress as my second orgasm of the night came crashing down upon me.

When I had regained my senses somewhat, I found myself lying in bed next to the Mistress.  Smiling down at me, she brushed a few stray stands of hair from my face and said, “my turn.”  Well Ann, our session continued until the early hours of the next morning.  It only ended when neither of us was capable of continuing.

I awoke the next morning to find myself alone in bed.  Though not an unusual circumstance, (the Mistress is often an early riser) I knew from past experience not to linger in bed once I had discovered that she was up and about.  As such, I quickly set out in search of her.  Since I knew the Mistress’s routine quite well by this time, it did not take me long to locate her.  As expected, I found her in the adjoining bath area, lounging in the huge sunken tub that dominated the room, enjoying one of her favorite pastimes, a nice decadent bubble bath.

“Well just don’t stand there,” the Mistress remarked upon seeing me in the doorway, “get that cute little ass of yours into this tub right now!”  Though the tone of her voice was somewhat sharp, the look upon her face combined with the manner in which she had emphasized the words “cute little ass” quickly led me to believe that she had more on her mind this morning than just a simple bath.  Since it is not wise to make assumptions concerning what may (or may not be) on the Mistress’s mind, I decided to approach the situation somewhat cautiously.  As such, upon slipping into the deliciously warm and sudsy water, I immediately lowered my head and meekly asked, “how may I be of service to you this morning my Mistress?”  My subservient demeanor evidently struck just the right chord with the Mistress for I heard her softly murmur to herself, “yes, I truly choose well when I selected this little one.”  As she said this, she leaned forward, placed her right hand beneath my chin and began to slowly tilt my head upwards.  As our eyes made contact, she smiled down at me and said in a gentle, yet commanding tone of voice, “you may be of service to me this morning my little water nymph, by using that delicious little body of yours to bathe me.”  With that, she gave me a brief kiss, then lay back against the tub’s rim, and waited for me to carry out my instructions.

Pausing only long enough to retrieve a bottle of the Mistress’s favorite jasmine scented bath gel from the tub’s storage compartment, I quickly positioned myself between her thighs and proceeded to empty the entire contents of the bottle onto the Mistress’s luscious body.  Since an event such as this is something to be savored and not rushed, I took my time in spreading the thick aromatic gel across the Mistress’s breasts, stomach, and especially over the luxurious growth of flame red fur that lay nestled between her thighs.  Starting with her breasts, I slowly began to massage the sweet smelling gel into her skin.  Though my hands were much too small to completely coat those magnificent orbs with just one pass, I still managed in a rather short amount of time to convert their thick coating of bath gel into a decent amount of lather.

Having succeeded in covering the Mistress’s breasts with a nice coating of suds, (not to mention getting her nipples to stand proudly erect) I next turned my attention to her stomach and thighs.  Scooping a small dollop of the thick clingy gel from her lovely dimple of a belly button, I quickly coated my own clean-shaven mound with it.  Once this was accomplished, I lowered myself into position and began to work up a nice bit of lather by slowly rubbing my small pussy along the length of the Mistress’s much larger sex.  Soon, both of our bodies were covered in a thick coating of suds while the air surrounding us was filled with the smell of jasmine mingled with the scent of our arousal.

Sensing that the time had now come to take things to the next level, I slowly began to slither down the Mistress’s soapy body.  As I did this, I pressed my breasts against her ribcage so that as I continued my journey down her body, my erect nipples left two tiny furrows through the frothy lather clinging to her body.  Upon reaching my destination, I quickly burrowed through the Mistress’s delightful forest of curls and began to drag my tongue slowly along the length of her tasty lather coated pussy.  Determined to give the Mistress an orgasm worthy of her, I began to work my tongue into her soft velvety depths.  A short time later, my tongue found its target and I began my assault upon her pleasure button.  All my efforts on her behalf did not go unrewarded, for soon the Mistress tightened her legs about me, (nearly drowning me in the process), threw back her head, and loudly gasped.  A few moments later, she relaxed her grip upon me and I was finally able to get my ahead above water once again.

As you have no doubt already discovered for yourself my dear, the Mistress is a woman who values actions more than words.  Therefore, she did not bother praising my recent performance.  Instead, she silently lifted me into her arms and carried me over to the adjacent shower unit.  Upon washing the remaining lather from our bodies, she gently lifted me into her arms once more and carried me back into the bedroom.  Once there, she gently placed me in the center of the bed and then lay down beside me.  Then without saying another word, she began to lightly stroke my pussy.  In no time at all, she had me starting to feel that familiar tingle deep down inside of my pussy that signaled the impending arrival of an orgasm.  My body’s reaction was not lost upon her and as she had done to me so many times before, she slowed the pace so that my agony (but oh what pleasurable agony) was prolonged.  Several times she brought me to the edge only to stop long enough for my impending orgasm to fade once more.  As you might expect, this soon had me nearly delirious.

Judging that she now had me exactly where she wanted me, the Mistress once more began the process of nudging me towards the brink.  As her fingers slid up and down the length of my pussy, she leaned forward and said in a voice no louder than a whisper, “you, my helpless little girl, are mine.  I can do whatever I want with you.”  Knowing this to be true, I nodded to her and answered her in a voice quivering with emotion, “yes my Mistress, I am yours to do with as you please.  My response evidently pleased her because she wasted no time in granting me a most spectacular orgasm.

In case you are wondering Ann, the point of mentioning this particular episode to you is to reinforce something you should already know.  Namely, that you belong to the Mistress and that as her chosen one, you can do nothing other that to admit this and to submit to her.  That she chooses to use pleasure as her method of control, well lets just say, we both get what we want.  The Mistress, my unconditional submission, and I, a great orgasm.  Quite an equable trade if you ask me.

When I was able to finally speak once more, I looked up at the Mistress, purred and said, “thank you my Mistress.”  Raising her fingers to her lips, the Mistress slowly cleaned them of my juices.  When she had completed her task, she lay down next to me and said, “and now my little one, I think its time for us to rest a while.  With that, she turned away from me and quickly went to sleep.

Several hours passed before either of us stirred.  As you might expect, the Mistress was first to break the silence.  “Joan” she said, “wake up.  As much as I would dearly love to spend the rest of the day in bed with you, I have things that I must attend to this morning before I can truly enjoy my time with you.”  With that, she placed her left hand upon my exposed backside, gave my naked rear a small pat and said, “your tan needs work.  Go down to the beach and wait for me there.  I’ll join you in a few hours.”  When I showed no sign of moving, she chuckled, gave my rear a slightly harder but still somewhat playful smack and said, “get going you little minx.”  Knowing that I had better obey, I pushed aside the urge to nibble on her succulent breasts once more and climbed down off the bed and got ready to head down to the beach.

A short time later, I was frolicking in the warm Caribbean water and enjoying the feel of the sun upon my skin.  Since the Mistress owned the island, I had no qualms about sunbathing in the nude.  So after I had tired of playing in the surf, I found a nice spot beneath some lovely palm trees, removed my bikini, and settled down to work on my tan.  In no time at all, the warm rays of the sun had me starting to doze off.

My next clear memory was of hearing a voice say in somewhat broken English, “do you mind if I join you?”  Imagine my surprise when I opened my eyes to see an extremely beautiful woman standing over me.  Nude from the waist up, her only concession to modesty was a thin (practically see through) sarong loosely tied about her well-rounded hips.  If I had but one word to use in describing her body to you Ann, then that word would definitely have to be stunning.  She was about my height, (that is my former height of 5’6”) appeared to be in her mid to late thirties, and it was obvious from the lack of discernable tan lines that she rarely (if ever) bothered to wear a swimsuit.  As to the rest of her, she had lips that were full and pouty, a wild and untamed looking mane of thick jet-black hair, and a pair of the most delectable looking breasts that it had ever been my pleasure to see.  Like the rest of her body, her breasts were tanned a nice golden brown and seemed to me to be the size of grapefruits.  Of course, it was somewhat difficult to judge their exact dimensions, since at my reduced size, all normal sized breasts look huge to me.  In any event, they were nice and firm and were capped with the most luscious looking pair of bronzed colored nipples.

Taking my silence concerning her unexpected presence to evidently mean that I had granted her permission to join me, this alluring beauty slowly untied the knot holding her sarong in place and slowly lay down beside me.  Upon making herself comfortable, my newfound companion introduced herself.  “My name is Maria,” she cheerfully informed me, “and who might you be?”  Surprised that she would have no clue as to my identity, I quickly introduced myself.  Knowledge of who I was (and perhaps more importantly, who I belonged to) seemed to have no effect what so ever upon her, for she smiled, nodded her understanding, and then boldly reached out and placed the palm of her right hand against my left breast.  Ignoring the look of stunned surprise that crossed my face, this brazen beauty then proceeded to give my breast a gentle squeeze.  “Your skin is very pale,” she casually remarked, “it would be a shame if such cute little breasts as these got sunburned.”

Determined not to find myself in a repeat of the situation with the Mistress’s sisters, I immediately reached out slapped and her hand away.  As I did this, I made it perfectly clear to her that she was welcome to join me, but that I not interested in engaging in anything else with her.  Treating my admonishment as if it was nothing more than an inconsequential annoyance, she smiled once more, leaned forward and in a show of total disregard for my wishes, placed her right hand upon my exposed left thigh.  As she did this, she softly chuckled and said in a voice full of amusement, “you are a feisty little thing.” This was followed by; “I like that, it adds a certain spice to the situation.”

Sensing that I was about to bolt, this wanton giantess, quickly tightened her grip upon my thigh.  Having prevented me from escaping, she then proceeded to force me to the ground.  The fight between us (such as it was) did not last long for she easily overpowered me.  Utilizing her superior size and strength to maximum advantage, she quickly managed to pin me beneath her body.  Unable to move, (and barely able to breathe) I had no choice but to endure her unwanted attentions.  “All my life,” she whispered to me as she playfully nibbled upon my left ear lobe, “I have dreamed of one such as you, and now that fate has been kind enough to provide me with the opportunity to make my dreams a reality, I will not be denied.”

Luckily for me, in her haste to make her dreams come true, she shifted her position atop me just enough to allow me to slide out from beneath her.  Before she could react, I jumped to my feet and began to run as fast as I could back towards the main house.  For a brief moment, I was afraid that she was going to give pursuit.  But she did not.  Instead, she merely called out to me and said, “farewell for now my tasty little morsel.  We shall meet again soon.”

At the time, it had been my intention to find the Mistress as soon as possible and inform her of what had taken place on the beach.  Unfortunately, the Mistress was no where to be found upon my return to the main house.  Several hours passed before I finally did manage to locate her and when I did, she was not alone.  Imagine my surprise when I stepped out onto the veranda to find the Mistress and my mystery woman, casually chatting with on another as if they were old friends.  Needless to say, I was not prepared for this and everything that I had intended to tell the Mistress died on my lips.

For several moments, my presence went unnoticed.  Not sure what to do, I simply stood there trying to make sense of what I was seeing.  Under other circumstances, I would have been eager to meet this woman, but after what she had very nearly done to me, I was not sure I was ready to encounter her again.  I was just about to leave when the mystery woman noticed me standing there.  A quick hand gesture from her to the Mistress alerted the Mistress to my presence.  Upon seeing me, the Mistress smiled and motioned for me to approach.  As I did so, the Mistress said, “Joan, allow me to introduce a dear friend of mine, the Countesa Maria Christina Francesca Alverez Del Rio.

Unsure as to how much the Countesa (at least I now knew what to call her) might (or might not) have told the Mistress about our earlier encounter, I decided to be discrete and act as if this was the first time I had met her.  To this day, I’m still puzzled by my decision not to immediately tell the Mistress about what this woman had tried to do to me.  I mean, here was the very same woman that not thirty minutes earlier had tried to rape me (I don’t know what else to call it) and I was calmly acting like nothing had happened.  I knew she was dangerous, (just how dangerous remained to be seen) yet I could not bring myself to tell the Mistress what she had done.  I still am not sure why.  Perhaps I was afraid that the Mistress would not believe me.  In any event, I knew I was going to have to be extremely careful around this woman.

For her part, the Countesa seemed to be enjoying my surprised reaction to her sudden appearance at the Mistress’s side.  “So this is little Joan,” the Countesa purred.  “She certainly is a cute little thing.”  Leaning forward a bit, she motioned for me to approach.  “Come closer dear,” she said,  “I won’t bite.”  Not knowing what else to do, I cautiously did as she requested.  When I got with in arms’ length, she leaned forward and took hold of my hand.  Giving it a gentle squeeze, she looked me directly in the eyes and said, “I’ve heard so much about you.  It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”  Though her voice was charming and pleasant, the look of outright hunger that briefly crossed her face as she looked at me made me extremely nervous.  Considering her earlier attempt to have her way with me, I do not doubt for a moment that had the Mistress not been present, she would have attempted to take me right then and there.

Sensing that I was growing increasingly uncomfortable with her continued grip upon my hand, the Countesa gave it one final squeeze and let go.  Rising from her seat, she stretched and said, “I’m simply dying for a swim.  Anyone care to join me?”  I was just about to decline when the Mistress said, “I think that is an excellent idea.”  Placing her hand upon my shoulder, the Countesa smiled down at me and said, “you will of course join us won’t you little Joan?”  The way she accented the word “little” annoyed me greatly and I was just about to tell her just what I thought when the Mistress chose that moment to say, “of course she will join us.”  “Excellent!” replied the Countesa; “I know a great spot just down the beach.”  As she said this, she winked at me, then laughed and continued, “I know you will love it.  Trust me!”  Trusting her was the last thing on my mind.  Unfortunately, the Mistress seemed eager for me to accompany them, so I sighed to myself and told them I would be happy to join them.

From the moment we arrived on the beach, the Countesa had but one thing on her mind, to use the opportunity to have her way with me.  She began by asking the Mistress if we minded her sunbathing in the nude.  When no objections were forthcoming, she quickly began to remove her bikini.  No sooner had the top portion of her suit hit the sand than she turned to me and said, “Joan dear, I’m having a bit of trouble getting these damn knots on my bikini bottoms undone.”  She then giggled and continued, “since you are already down there, be a little dear and see if you can get them undone for me.”  Once again, her reference to my small size annoyed me greatly and for a brief moment, I entertained the notion of refusing her request.  I know a set up when I hear one, but she had me.  If I refused, the Mistress would want to know why.  Not wishing to cause a scene, (at least not yet) I reluctantly moved to her left side and began to undo the knots holding the lower portion of her bikini in place.

It did not take long for me to undo the ties holding the left side of her suit in place.  I was just about to release my hold upon them when the Countesa quickly reached down and removed the ties from my small hands.  Taking hold of them, she slowly began to use them to pull the garment away from her pussy.  After she had freed her womanhood from the snug confines of her bikini, she smiled down at me, then let go of the ties.  With half of its support now gone, the small triangle of fabric quickly slid from her body to fall discarded upon the sand.  Without saying a word, she then shifted her position so that her now exposed pussy was mere inches from my face.

I suppose I should have been expecting something like this.  After all, I knew she wanted me, and when you are as small as I am, finding yourself standing eye level with a normal sized woman’s pussy is an occupational hazard.  What surprised me this time however, was that the longer I stood there staring at that dark patch of coal dark fur, the more I wanted to take advantage of the opportunity to let my tongue do a little exploring.

For a several moments, I simply stood there trying to decide how to react.  On the one hand, the memory of our recent encounter was causing a portion of my mind to scream out, “get away from her now!”  Another portion of my mind however, was mesmerized by the sight of her swollen outer lips peaking out from beneath that wild untamed patch of coal black fur.  With each passing second, the hunger that dwelt deep within the recesses of my own small sex grew stronger while my resolve to end this situation before it got out of hand grew weaker and weaker.  In the end, my body’s desire proved stronger than my mind’s resolve not to let this woman have what she so obviously wanted from me.

My decision made, I boldly reached out and placed my right hand against her glistening mound.  Though I was by this time, quite used to dealing with a pussy this size, I still marveled at how small and delicate looking my hand appeared next to the Countesa’s sex.  Her thick dark mat of fur completely covered her mound, and even spreading my fingers as wide as they would go, I was still unable to completely cover her bush with my hand.  Taking full advantage of my hand’s location, I began to gently apply pressure, pushing my hand deeper into her mass of moist curly fur.  As the palm of my hand made contact with her quivering labia, I placed my index and middle fingers astride her slick opening and began to let them slowly glide up and down the length of her pussy.  As I did this, I let my thumb slide between those marvelously moist outer lips.  Due to the size difference between us, the cleft of her sex was as wide as my thumb was thick.  As expected, when I finally got around to inserting my fingers deep into her moist hot depths, my fingers barely filled her.  If not for my persistent contact with her clit, I doubt she would have even felt the presence of my small fingers moving in and out of her pussy.

As I continued to stroke and caress her pussy, the Countesa began to moan.  Placing her hand against the back of my head, she began trying to push my face into contact with her pussy.  “Your tongue,” she gasped, “please use your tongue.  I must feel your little tongue inside my pussy.”  Not quite ready to do as she requested, I quickly removed my fingers from within her, and then wrapped a ringlet of damp fur around my index finger and gave it a quick sharp tug.  My response surprised her and she immediately stopped trying to mash my face into her pussy.  Now that I had her complete attention, I smiled up at her and said, “do you want me to stop?”  “God no!”  Was her shaky reply.  “Well then” I said in my best imitation of the Mistress’s tone of command, “you must play by my rules.  Do you understand?”  For a brief moment I thought that she was going to balk, but she did not.  Instead, she moaned and said, “I will do what ever you say, just please don’t stop.  I’ve waited too long for this to let it end now.”

To this day, I am still unsure if her reaction was the result of my unrelenting attention to her clit, or to the fact that she was lost in some fantasy about having a pint-sized woman giving her pussy a workout.  Taking my hand from her dripping pussy, I smiled up at her and instructed her to lie down.  Without even questioning me, the Countesa did as I asked.  For me, the knowledge that despite being less than half her size, I was the one calling the shots added a certain spice to the encounter.

Determined now to make this an encounter that the Countesa would remember for a long time, I slid between her thighs, pressed my lips to her cleft and began to drag my tongue slowly along the length of her overheated sex.  Soon, the air surrounding me was filled with the scent of her arousal and my face was covered with a slick coating of her tart and tangy juices.  Not content to merely give this beautiful pussy a tongue lashing, I slowly began to push the fingers of my right hand into her pussy.  Due to my hand’s small size, (and the Countesa’s incredible wetness) I was able to easily insert my entire hand into her.  Once I had done this, I positioned my thumb against her pleasure button and began to grind it against her clit.

As I continued to pleasure the Countesa, I began to feel a tingling deep down in the depths of my own pussy.  Not wishing to miss out on the chance for an orgasm of my own, I quickly changed tactics.  Removing my hand from within the Countesa’s dripping sex, I stood up, pulled my now drenched bikini bottoms off, and then positioned myself so that my own small clean shaven pussy was pressing directly against the Countesa’s much larger fur clad one.

The prickly feel of her damp and wiry fur pressing against my shaven mound as I slowly rubbed my pussy along the length of her much larger sex was a new and delicious feeling for me.  Never before had I felt anything so wonderful.  Soon, the friction caused by our pussy to pussy contact had both of us dangerously near the edge.  As we continued to grind our pussies together, I took advantage of my position atop the Countesa to reach up and toy with her already rock hard nipples.  Though it was a bit of a stretch for me, I still managed to maintain our pussy to pussy contact while at the same time wrapping my lips around the plump thick nipple of her left breast.  That tasty morsel completely filled my mouth and my playful nibbling of it caused the Countesa to moan quite loudly.

As I continued to feast upon her succulent nipples, the Countesa responded by initiating a well-timed counter attack of her own.  Placing her hands astride my small ass, she deftly parted my cheeks and then began to press a finger against the tight ring of my anus.  Her action proved just the push I needed, and in no time at all, first I, then her, surrendered to the pressure and we both managed to achieve orgasm within moments of each other.

Though I had not wanted this encounter, I had to admit it had been enjoyable.  Exhausted, but proud of my performance, I rolled from between Countesa’s thighs, shakily got to my feet, turned to the Mistress, and said, “would you care to join us?” Laughing at my boldness, the Mistress, quickly removed her bikini, lay down beside her still recovering friend and motioned for me to lie between them.
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