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DEDICATION

This book is dedicated to my friend Jennifer and to all female teachers that are patiently putting up with their male students.


PREFACE.  For Jennifer

My good friend Jennifer is a junior high school teacher.  Recently she was lamenting the actions of students in her classrooms.

She was not speaking about all of her students.  Her female students are generally well behaved.  Or at least they are as well behaved as junior high students can be.  No in particular she was annoyed by the conduct of the young boys that she had been employed to instruct.

“I can’t believe these boys.  They stare at my boobs all of the time.  I want to scream at them to look up here—I’m up here!  But they never look at my face.  Instead their eyes are always glued to my breasts.  Is it any wonder that they don’t learn anything?”

Jennifer is nicely proportioned—though I would not say that she is overly endowed by any means.  She is certainly attractive.  Her flowing blonde hair compliments her firm youthful body.

Her comments speak to the relationship between Women and men and even young immature boys.  Do we always have to be objectified even when we are teaching?  If you ask Jennifer she’ll tell you that would seem to be the case.

I have always admired teachers.  There is something special about the notion of taking young students and teaching them important concepts that they can put to good use for the rest of their lives.

Can you just imagine what would happen if Women teachers were allowed to deal with male students any way they wanted to?


PROLOGUE.  Miss Jennifer Banks

The submissive male remains of great interest to the modern Woman.  How do we come upon these sissy boys that are so willing to serve and entertain us?

Of similar interest is the mystery of how these males became submissive.  Are they born or are they taught?  Can we simply create submissive sissy maids for our own use at will or do we have to wait until we come across such a male?

The questions remain unanswered.  Or do they?

As Women we often wonder how to dominate the male.  Wouldn’t it be delightful if there was a place we could go to learn the important skills of domination?  Wouldn’t it be even better if there was a place where we could bring our males to be trained to be submissive?

With this in mind I introduce the reader to Miss Jennifer Banks.  In The Legend of Connie Swisher she applies for a teaching job at a private Women’s college.  She quickly finds that she is in for far more than she had bargained for.

I hope that by reading about Miss Jennifer Banks Women can learn something about dominating their males.  At the same time Miss Banks teaches submissive males important lessons in how to properly bow to the will of a Woman.  She even shows us how to deal with other snooty female professors as well.

Both dominant Women and submissive males are invited to attend Chardin College for Women and to be taught a thing or two about the relationship between Women and men.


CHAPTER 1.  Chardin College For Women

The text message was a welcome sight.  It was basic and simple enough.

“We have a position open.  Are you available for an immediate interview?”

You might say I was available.  Hey I was more than available.  I had been unemployed since the previous spring.  That was when the incident had occurred with a male student while I was teaching English at my previous position at Bingham State University.

In spite of my frantic efforts to land another teaching job I was having absolutely no success.  There was certainly no question here—I was extremely available.  At every interview when that inevitable question came up—“Just why did you leave your previous position?”--the interview would immediately end and I would be sent on my way in shameful disgrace.

It appeared that my reputation was now permanently soiled.  I was beginning to think that now I was black listed and would never be able to teach again.

Now it was September.  The time of year when it feels like summer, starts to look like fall and students return to school.  After looking for work all summer I was still unemployed.

As the final days of summer were dwindling down I had lost all hope of working that fall. That was when the text message arrived from the Dean—a Miss Hattie Rochelle-- at Chardin College for Women.

At the time I didn’t know much about Chardin College for Women and I knew even less about Dean Rochelle.  About all I knew about Chardin College was that it was an exclusive small private college established before the Civil War.  It was neatly tucked away in a remote setting somewhere in the general vicinity of Gettysburg, Pennsylvania.

It is best known as a college where “difficult ladies” of families of means are sent.  Chardin College has an impeccable reputation for straightening out these sorts of Women and putting them on the path to life-long success.

I could rattle off a long list of successful graduates of the college if it was not forbidden to do so.  Suffice to say that you routinely see the female alumni in the news, on television, in the movies and on the Internet all of the time.  Chardin grads are successful Women of power and wealth.

I was desperate on that Friday as I sat in the back of a limousine riding through rural Pennsylvania towards the campus.  I really didn’t have much hope for landing a position.  After all with my discharge from my prior position I felt that I was probably too much trouble for such a renowned institution of higher learning.

I thought that I would do just about anything to become employed again.  Desperation does that to even the best of us.

I had started the day with an early flight from the coast.  I had picked up a bus at the airport.  Finally when I arrived at the bus terminal I found that the venerable College had arranged a limousine to take me from the bus terminal to the campus.  It was a nice touch.

While I had reservations about my qualifications to teach at Chardin College I found myself lost in the beautiful scenery that was drifting by the limousine.

As I rolled through the stunning early autumn tinted countryside I felt that I was on my way to heaven.  The closer I came to Chardin College the narrower the roads became.

The roads went from four lane paved, to two lanes paved, then to two lanes gravel.  Finally at mid-afternoon the car came to a bumpy crawl on a tiny path through a heavily wooded area that seemed more suited for a horse drawn carriage than for an automobile.

Just when I thought that the driver had gotten lost he turned into another pathway.  This narrow private road was paved much to the relief of my back.  At last we approached the stately buildings of Chardin College.  The car pulled up right in front of the Dean’s house and came to a halt.

I had a few moments to take in my surroundings as the young female chauffeur—definitely not a graduate of the college—unloaded my overnight bag from the trunk of the car.

From where I was sitting I could see parts of the campus.  Immediately in front of me was the Dean’s house.  It was very impressive to me—an authentic large Civil War era mansion.  It was a two story brick home that had four large white columns at the front of a grand entrance.  There was a brick walkway from the road I arrived on right up to the imposing front door.

The Mansion was built at the center of a cul-de-sac hub with all of the other buildings arrayed out from it like spokes on a wheel.  On my right and further up the circle was what had to be a dormitory.  It was also a brick two story with six white columns and a white cupola on the roof.

To the left was the classroom building.  A mammoth three story building that was by far the largest building on campus.  The third story was a clock tower--an old fashion clock that rose above the other campus buildings.

I could see hints of other buildings around the bend of the circular road.

The classic architecture and the aged condition of the buildings all screamed Civil War era.  I felt as though I had drifted back in time.  I half expected gray and blue troops to arrive in full battle gear at any moment and begin to clash.  The Civil War was long over but it appeared as if the news hadn’t quite reached Chardin just yet.

I’ve always felt that the only way to truly get to know a place is to take a walk on the grounds.  A car moves far too quickly and is not nearly close enough to things to get a good look at anything.  I found myself wondering if I would ever get the opportunity to stroll these charming grounds.

My moment of observation was interrupted by the chauffeur opening up the door.  As I stepped out of the car and smoothed my dress a Woman came out of the front door of the Dean’s mansion.  I presumed that this was the Dean was coming out to welcome me.

I was already rethinking my outfit.  I was overdressed in my black business suit.  My jacket had long sleeves and my ruffled red blouse had long sleeves as well.  My tight black pencil skirt came well below my knees.  I had gone for the highly polished professional look without allowing for the heat of this late summer day.

The Woman that was approaching was wearing a vintage sheer white silk blouse and a short black miniskirt with a wide black belt that highlighted her narrow waist.  The blouse was positively sinful.  The ruffles that cascaded from the collar barely hid the view of her lacy bra underneath.

With her black heels, black rimmed glasses and her hair in a tight bun she exuded a conflicting appearance of both hot sexuality and strict business.  I suppose you could say that she was the inappropriate picture of a college administrator more intent on staying cool on a warm day than on portraying a prim and proper Dean.


CHAPTER 2.  Hattie Rochelle

The Woman extended her hand.

“Hi, I’m Dean Hattie Rochelle.  You can call me Dean Hattie or just Hattie if you prefer.  Welcome to Chardin College for Women.”

“Hi I’m Jennifer Banks.  Nice to meet you too.”

I shook her hand as she continued.

“Did you have a nice trip?”

In truth I was exhausted but I wasn’t about to admit it.  A young Woman isn’t supposed to have travel fatigue.  The Dean was also a young Woman and I was sure that it would be a mistake to admit to her that I was tired.  Nobody wants to hire a teacher with low energy.  Youth never rests because it doesn’t need to—unless of course it just traveled across the country for an interview.  I was way too eager to impress the Dean.

“The trip was lovely!  The Pennsylvania countryside is stunning.  I can’t wait to get started!”

“Great!  We can begin the interview right away.  Follow me.”

I was already wishing I had just told the truth.  I promised myself that no matter what happened during the rest of my stay I would be completely honest.  At least more or less honest.

I carried my overnight bag as we walked up to the mansion.  It was so quiet—all I could hear was the sound of birds chirping in the trees and the sound of our heels on the brick walkway.

When we reached the front door a maid opened the door and without saying a word she took my overnight bag from me.

The maid was dressed in a period Victorian maid uniform.  I thought it odd given the warmth of the late summer day.

Her long black dress was trimmed in white frill and ended at her ankles where I could see just a glimpse of her footwear.  She was wearing black boots with a generous heel.  I thought that the poor girl would have trouble working in those heels but they didn’t seem to bother her.

She had a white pinafore apron as well as an old fashioned white bonnet on her head.  The hat covered her head and had flaps that covered her ears that ended in laces that tied around her neck.  Her hair flowed from underneath the bonnet.  I had only seen such headwear in the movies in period pieces with nineteenth century Women.  Very feminine I noted but not too practical on a warm day. 

Unlike the Dean her look was very formal.  She seemed at home dressed that way given the surroundings but the poor girl had to be sweltering in the heat of the day.  She didn’t seem to mind.

I had worn a conservative pencil skirt that ended well below my knees as an attempt to look like a typical teacher.  Now I definitely was lamenting having done so.  I envied the Dean in her short skirt and sheer blouse.  She looked stylish if not a bit too sexy for a Dean but at least she was cool.  I was not.  The interview hadn’t even started yet and I was already sweating.  Not a good sign.

If I thought that the grounds appeared antiquated they had nothing on the inside of the Dean’s home.  Inside there was a musty smell that only an old home could provide and creaky floors that moaned with every step we took.  To my dismay the place lacked air-conditioning.

The mansion was enormous and featured a huge sweeping grand staircase that looked like it had been imported from the set of Gone With The Wind.  When I first saw it I half expected Scarlet to make an appearance at any moment.

Hattie pointed to a room off to the left of the foyer at the front of the house that was probably a sitting parlor in its day but now it was masquerading as a conference room.  Inside there was a large table with eight conference chairs.  Hattie sat at the head of the table and I sat down next to her.

“Chardin College for Women is a trusted institution where we turn young challenging girls into strong willed Women.  We look for only the finest Women to be employed here because the parents of our students expect only the best.

We always hire strong-willed Women with impeccable virtue capable of displaying strict authority.  It is the long standing tradition here at Chardin to bring in Women of superior ilk.

Let me tell you a little about the position.  The Dean of Chardin is the leader of our team.  She is completely in charge of our campus.  While she may be advised by our six member board of Regents her word is unquestioned on campus.”

I thought that I heard her incorrectly.

“Wait a minute.  Did you say Dean of Chardin?”

“Why yes Miss Banks, we are hiring a new Dean.  I am interviewing you as a replacement for myself.  I thought that I had made that quite clear.”

There had been no mention in the text message of which position I was applying for.  I had just presumed it was for a position as an English instructor.  But Dean!  I could hardly believe my ears.

I knew that I was only a long shot to be hired as an English instructor but I had absolutely no chance to be hired as Dean.  For a fleeting moment I wanted to leave but I decided I was already on campus and I had nothing to lose.  So instead I tried not to look too surprised or too flustered.

“Yes of course I knew that.  I just didn’t hear what you said.  Please continue.”

The interview continued for hours.  Dean Hattie gave me all of the details on the duties and responsibilities of the Dean.  As the sun dipped low Hattie said we would finish the interview in the morning and that she would show me to my room.

We ascended the grand staircase of the mansion to the second floor where the bedrooms were located.  I realized that Dean Hattie was trying to impress me when we walked into what was obviously the master bedroom.  She smiled at me as she spoke.


“Should you take the position as Dean this will be your bedroom.  I’ve already moved my things to another room so that you can use it while you are here.  That way you can get the feel of being Dean.  You can see it’s fit for a Queen.”

She was right about that.  I could get lost in a bedroom that size.  It was more of a suite of rooms that she modestly referred to as a bedroom.  There was a bedchamber for sleeping, a separate dressing room and an enormous private bathroom.  It was an elegant reminder of a period that was long gone.

It featured a beautiful canopy bed, several dressers, a charming vanity, large bookcases and a couple of large closets.  There was even a sofa and two chairs for sitting comfortably in the evening.

My overnight bag had been emptied out and was left open on top of one of the dressers.  Apparently the maid had seen to it to hang up tomorrow’s outfit for me.  I could see that my makeup had been removed from my travel kit and was now arrayed out nicely on the vanity.

When I peered into the bathroom I could see a huge bathtub that beckoned for a soak.  It appeared perfect to melt away a long travel day.  I decided to make a little joke because as near as I could tell there was only one thing this grand suite was missing.

“No shower Dean Hattie?”

“There are no showers on campus.  Real Women take baths don’t you think?”

I smiled.  “Agreed.”

I noticed all of the rest of my personal items neatly arranged on the large sink countertop.  Clearly the maid had been busy while I was talking downstairs with Hattie.

I thought it nice that the maid had been so thoughtful.  I wondered if I should thank her the next time I saw her.

“Dean Hattie what is the maid’s name?”

“Oh that’s Darlene.  She’s been my maid for quite a while.”

“Nice name for a maid.”

She smiled.

“Agreed.  I couldn’t have picked a better name for her myself.”

We stepped back into the dressing room.  What caught my eye though was a large life-sized painting that hung on the wall between two built in bookcases that were there.  Two chairs faced the painting.  I walked right up to the painting to get a closer look.

The painting was that of a Civil War era Woman.  She wore a long red dress that was typical of the times.  Her blonde hair was tied back in a strict bun similar to the style that the Dean wore.  Her eyes seemed to penetrate me and she had a stern look on her face.  I thought it unusual for a Woman to pose for a painting with that expression.  She was in the seated position with one hand in her lap and the other holding a black riding crop.

The picture was positively mesmerizing.  I knew that there had to be an interesting story behind it.  As I examined it closely I looked down and read the metal plate at the bottom of the portrait.

“Miss Connie Swisher 1866”

I looked over at Hattie.

“Who was Miss Connie Swisher?”

Hattie smiled at me.

“Jennifer you’ve come across one of the secrets of Chardin College.”

“Secrets?  I love secrets.  When a college has been around since the Civil War I’m sure it has a whole lot of secrets.  Probably a few ghosts too!”

We laughed together at the mention of ghosts.  Hattie walked up next to me as we looked at the picture together.

“Chardin College for Women was founded in 1859 by Miss Connie Chardin daughter of real estate magnate Alfred S. Chardin III.  She was his only child and heir to the substantial Chardin fortune.  It was old money even then.

Everything that we do here is based upon her teachings and her principles that have been handed down through the years.  Miss Connie Chardin was a Woman well ahead of her time.

The great secret of Chardin College is that nobody from that era called Miss Chardin by her real name.  Here on campus she was privately known as Miss Connie Swisher.”


CHAPTER 3.  The Legend Of Connie Swisher

“What a strange name.  How did she go from Connie Chardin to Connie Swisher?  Why did they call her that?”

“Well it’s quite a story and if you don’t mind now is as good a time as any to tell it to you.  Let’s sit down because this may take a while.”

We sat down in the chairs directly facing the painting of Connie Swisher.  Her eyes seemed to be looking down on us as I listened to Hattie.

“I call these the contemplation chairs.  I can’t help but feel like I know Connie personally when I sit here and admire her picture.”

As we made ourselves comfortable the maid came in pushing a Victorian tea cart.  There was a small table between the chairs and the maid set about pouring us iced tea.  What a wonderful idea after a long hot day!

When she finished serving us iced tea she stood at attention.

“Miss Rochelle will there be anything else tonight?"

I was surprised by both the formality of her question and the formality of Dean Hattie’s response.

“Nothing more for this evening.  Leave us Darlene.  You are dismissed.”

The maid bowed her head and gave us a cute little curtsy before she walked out of the room.  She carefully closed the door giving us privacy as Hattie continued the story.

“When the college opened in 1859 it was a coed college.  Our maximum enrollment at the time was 200 students--twice what it is today.

Things began in a typical enough fashion.  The female students occupied the upper floor of the dormitory and the male students were on the main floor.

The male students originated a tradition almost as soon as they arrived.  You have to remember that these were students from wealthy families and there wasn’t much to occupy them when classes ended for the week.  So Friday night became a rowdy occasion as the boys had beer parties celebrating the start of the weekend.

The boys were extremely unruly and the girls resented the fact that they weren’t allowed to drink.  Back in that era nice girls didn’t usually imbibe and the College forbid them to drink even if they wanted to.

After enduring weeks of being left out of the beer parties the girls decided to join in regardless of the rules.  It didn’t take the girls long to get engrossed in the festivities—after all they were not exactly the most prissy Women to begin with so they wanted to party too.

One Friday one of the boys passed out early and the girls thought they would have a bit of fun.  So they stripped him and dressed him up in Women’s clothing to make him look like a maid.

When he awoke the next morning the lad was completely humiliated.  The girls had brought him up to the second floor and they gathered around him to poke fun at him and tease him for being a sissy.

From there things escalated.  It became tradition for the first guy to pass out at the Friday beer party to be dressed up like a maid.  Soon the sissy maid was required to work as a maid for the weekend for the girls on the second floor of the dormitory.

Of course there was too much work for just one maid so the girls began to dress more than one boy up.  It became a favorite campus game for the girls—by dressing the boys as maids they didn’t have to do any chores so naturally the practice continued.”

Hattie stopped there and looked for my reaction.

“It sounds to me like a typical college campus. Every college campus has a tradition of pranks.  You know, girls will be girls!”

We both laughed.  Hattie went on.

“You can just imagine the fun that the girls had.  The teasing the boys received was topped only by the humiliation of working as maids up on the Women’s floor.

I can hardly blame the girls.  I mean who wants to clean a dormitory room?  With so many disruptive boys about it only made sense to put them in their place.  I should think that we would all do the same if given the opportunity to do so.”

As the sun faded the room began to darken.  I thought I would make a suggestion.

“Perhaps we should turn on the lights.”

I glanced around for a switch but didn’t see any.  Hattie laughed.

“Oh I forgot—you don’t know do you?  There is essentially no electricity here at Chardin College.  Only a few select things are powered by electricity—refrigerators, certain special lights in poorly ventilated areas and the like.  There are no wall outlets.  The Regents forbid it as an unnecessary diversion for the girls.

You know, first there was radio, and then there was television and finally along came the Internet.  Don’t even get me started on cell phones.  All of these modern intrusions violate the strict tradition of Chardin.  Girls brought here were meant to be disciplined not encouraged by outside temptations.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  It was like arriving in the dark ages.  No cell phones, no computers and no Internet!  I wondered what they did for entertainment around here.

Hattie stood up and using a match she lit a gas light fixture that was up on the wall.  It gave an eerie glow to the painting of Connie Swisher.  I couldn’t help myself.

“No electricity?  Is there running water?”

I giggled as Hattie smiled back.

“Gas lines and water lines come in from a town a few miles away so we can cook, have heat, light and of course running water.  The general lack of electricity keeps the cell phones and computers away providing the perfect environment for our girls to learn their lessons.  It is a very unique situation and it is one of the reasons that parents trust us with their daughters.

The isolation keeps them from getting into trouble.  Consider that we receive the most rambunctious Women here yet in well over one hundred years not a single Woman has ever been sent home pregnant.

Absolutely no boys are allowed to appear here and there is no way to communicate outside with them.  It is perfection for an all-female college.”

I thought about it for a moment and smiled.  I imagined a classroom filled with young Women eager and willing to learn with absolutely no outside distractions.  I suppose that Dean Hattie was right.  Chardin College was perfect.


CHAPTER 4.  Men Behaving Badly

Hattie took a sip of tea before she continued on.

“Just two years after the college opened the Civil War broke out.  At the time Connie referred to the war as “A perfect example of men behaving badly.”

As the war raged on business went on as usual here at Chardin.  The college was remote and only students with wealthy parents attended.

In December of 1862 Connie was betrothed to a young man named Warren Scottmore.  They were to be married in the fall of 1863.

By the summer of 1863 the war began to encroach on Chardin College.  As the armies of the North and South converged on nearby Gettysburg both General Grant and General Lee began to conscript soldiers from the neighboring towns.

Casualties were high in the Civil War.  Soldiers that returned alive from the fighting were mutilated and dismembered.  Connie was terrified that her Warren would be sacrificed to the war effort.

When she heard that General Grant himself had dispatched soldiers to take all of the young men from Chardin College off to war she had to act quickly to protect Warren from becoming a recruit.

With only hours to come up with an idea she made a fateful decision that would spare Warren but would change her life forever.

In order to save Warren from the fight she quickly dressed him up as her serving maid.  As the soldiers arrived at Chardin College Connie was busy putting Warren into stockings and a boned corset.

While the male students were being rounded up Connie was dressing Warren in petticoats and a black serving dress.  She quickly tied an apron on him and put a large bonnet on his head to hide his male hair.  She did everything in her power to make Warren look like a Woman.

When the soldiers entered her home looking for men she wanted them to see that her home was empty except for her ladies maid.  So she called for Warren using the female name of Mabel to do it.  Naturally the soldiers weren’t interested in recruiting a maid named Mabel so they left with the other male students leaving Mabel behind.

Connie was proud of herself for saving Mabel but she was still concerned that the soldiers would return.  So instead of turning Mabel back into Warren she decided to keep him dressed up as her maid.  She had Mabel gather up all of the male clothing on campus and burn it so that there would be no evidence that there was a male present on the grounds.

Well after that Mabel looked rather silly just standing around in her maid uniform so to make things appear more natural Connie started training Mabel how to do the same Women’s chores that any serving maid might be required to do.

Soon Mabel was cooking, cleaning and doing laundry for Connie.  In those days laundry was dried outside on a line and Mabel could regularly be seen by all of the female students in the yard of the mansion dressed up like a Woman doing ladies chores.

Later in the war Union soldiers did return to Chardin.  This time they weren’t recruiting and they simply ignored Mabel the maid.  They decided to house Confederate prisoners in the basement of the dormitory.

To keep them there they converted dorm rooms into jail cells.  Prisoners that were brought there were routinely interrogated and they stayed as prisoners for the duration of the war.

Union soldiers were stationed at Chardin for the rest of the war to guard the prisoners.  As a result Mabel was forced to keep up the ruse so she remained in her maid uniform working as Connie’s domestic maid.

Realizing the predicament Mabel was in it didn’t take long before the students began to tease Mabel and take advantage of the situation.  They happily ordered her about like a common servant girl.  Soon they had her doing their laundry and cleaning rooms in their dormitory.  Connie didn’t mind—she felt that if Mabel was seen doing chores she would be that much more inconspicuous.

The more the girls ridiculed Mabel the more demanding they became of her domestic service.  By the end of the war Mabel had been totally humiliated by the female students.  Mabel knew that she could never appear again on campus as Warren because she knew that the students would never let her forget her time that she had toiled away as a female servant.

None of the male students taken off to war ever returned to Chardin College.  Those that weren’t lost on the battlefield simply returned to their home after the fighting concluded.  From that point on Chardin College would forever be a College only for Women.

As soon as the war ended the Confederate prisoners were released and the Union soldiers left Chardin.  They left behind the jail cells in the basement of the Women’s dormitory.

With the war over and the soldiers gone Connie wanted to immediately marry Warren.  Mabel however knew she would be forever regarded as a maid as long as she remained on campus.  Connie refused to give up her position as Dean of the College and insisted that they marry and remain at Chardin.

In perhaps her final manly act Mabel—still dressed in her maid uniform--attempted to escape Chardin College under cover of darkness.  The escape attempt failed when a group of students saw her trying to hitch a horse up to a buggy back in the stables.

No doubt emboldened by years of dominating Mabel the girls decided to have a measure of fun with her.  So they took Mabel into the basement of the dormitory and imprisoned her in one of the jail cells.”


CHAPTER 5.  War Of Wills

Hattie stopped there and looked again for my reaction.  At this point it was difficult to think that her story was anything but a complete fabrication.  I hardly believed a word that she was saying but she seemed to enjoy telling the story.  So I urged her to continue.

“You can’t stop there Hattie—I need to know how it ends!”

She bought my feigned interest and continued right on.

“Well the girls decided that they wanted Mabel to stay on and continue providing maid service at the dormitory.  So the next morning they went to Connie and told her about the futile getaway attempt.

As you can imagine Connie was furious when she heard of the escape effort.  She was so angry that she went out to the stable and picked up a riding crop and then went down to the basement of the dormitory to confront Mabel.

Mabel demanded to be set free.  Connie refused to allow it and instead decided to whip the maid into submission so that she could keep her at Chardin.

With the aid of four female students Mabel was tied down in a bent over position.  Connie lifted up Mabel’s dress and pulled her drawers down.  She then proceeded to whip her bottom with the riding crop.

This only caused Mabel to become furious.  She began to scream at Connie calling her a “haughty bitch”.  Well that only served to infuriate Connie even more-- so she continued to crop his bottom.

It then became a war of wills between them.  Connie kept Mabel in the jail cell in Women’s servant clothing and she would return every evening to crop her bare bottom while the students held her in position bent over.

After several weeks went by Mabel was finally beat into submission.  She agreed to become Warren again and marry Connie and stay on campus.  Still furious over his stubbornness Connie now refused to marry him.  Instead she agreed to let him out of the cell if and only if he agreed to stay at Chardin as her ladies maid dressed in her maid uniform.

With no other option available Mabel agreed.  So Warren lived out his days here as Mabel the housemaid.  Connie continued to lock Mabel in the jail cell every night and then let her out during the day to engage in domestic chores.  If Mabel disappointed Connie in any way then Connie would apply the riding crop to her servant’s bottom at the end of the day.

That is the legend of Connie Swisher the great founder of our ladies College.”

I smiled with glee.

“That was quite a story Hattie!  Of course I’m not a young Woman fresh on campus.  As much fun as that story sounds I don’t believe a word of it!”

We laughed together.  Now Hattie whispered.

“Legend has it that the soldiers dug a tunnel connecting the dormitory building on campus to this mansion.  Supposedly the commanding officer used the tunnel to go from building to building in the winter to go over to the jail cells to interrogate prisoners.

The previous Dean told me that sometimes at night you can still hear the sound echoing through the tunnel of Mabel being whipped by Connie—although I’ve never heard any such thing.”

She paused for dramatic effect.

“Sleep well tonight Miss Banks!”

I laughed again as Hattie stood up and moved to the doorway.

“I knew there would be a ghost in that story somewhere!”

Hattie turned back to look at me and I could see her laughing.

“We’ll meet with the Regents in the morning.  I’ll see you then!”


CHAPTER 6.  In A Fantasy

You would have thought that after such a long day I would have slept well.  Instead I didn’t sleep much at all.  At this point after what I had seen and heard the thought of being Dean at Chardin appealed to me.  I also knew that if the Regents knew how I had been dismissed from my last position that I wouldn’t be hired. 

I tossed and turned in my bed.  The thought of all of the Deans that had slept in the room—including Connie Swisher herself—played on my imagination.  At one point I even thought I heard the faint sound of a person being whipped with a riding crop.  If there were any ghosts at Chardin College I certainly didn’t want them to visit me while I was sleeping.

The campus was completely silent that night.  I thought that this was odd for a Friday night on a college campus.  I kept expecting to hear students outside.  When I believed that I heard a faint noise I went to the window to check if there were students out.  Looking down from the second story of the mansion I could see most of the campus.  The streets and sidewalks were empty.

The gas lit streets had an eerie glow.  There was a hint of a swirling early autumn mist but nothing else was moving outside.  It was almost dawn when I finally was comfortable enough to fall asleep.

It seemed as though I had just a moment of rest when I heard a light tapping on the door.  When I opened my eyes the room was bright with an early morning sun that was streaming in through the open window.  Still half asleep I could only manage one sleepy word.

“Yes?”

“Miss Banks it is I—the maid.  I’ve brought you your breakfast.  My I enter Miss?”

I realized how hungry I was.  I had been talking with Dean Hattie since I arrived and we had never stopped for dinner.  The thought of food was hopelessly tempting.  Now I was wide awake.

“Please do!”

The door opened and the maid in her Victorian uniform rolled in the same serving cart that she had used the previous evening to serve us tea.  This time it carried eggs, sausage, toast and fresh squeezed orange juice neatly arranged on a serving tray.

She smiled as she brought the tray right to my bed.  I sat up and she set the tray down in front of me.

“Wow this looks great!  Thank you.”

“My pleasure Miss Banks.”

She stood to the side of the bed at attention.

“Are you to stay and watch me eat?”

I wasn’t accustomed to this sort of treatment and I wondered if this was typical for maids at Chardin.

“Why yes Miss Banks.  I’m here to see to your needs.  I’m to clear the dishes when you’re through.  I’ve been instructed to bring you something to wear and assist with dressing you.

“Something to wear?”

“Yes Miss Banks.  Dean Hattie thought you looked warm in your outfit yesterday so she told me to provide you with something more appropriate.  I think you’ll be pleased.”

I liked the idea of cooler attire but I wasn’t so sure about assistance dressing.  One thing was for sure the service here was outstanding.  I was particularly impressed with the formality of the maid right down to her authentic Victorian uniform.  I could easily get used to it all.

The maid continued to stand at attention as I ate my breakfast.  The eggs were heavenly—testament to how hungry I had been.  As soon as I finished the last drop of orange juice the maid took the tray away.

Before she could return I took a refreshing bath.  It was only a quick splash—not the long soak that my body yearned for.  It was enough to refresh me from the heat of the previous day.  Just as I was finishing up I could see the maid standing at the doorway of the bathroom holding a towel.

As I stepped out of the tub the maid carefully extended the towel so that I could wrap myself in it.  She then moved around behind me and used the towel to dry me from head to toe.

I found myself drifting away in a heavenly fantasy.  I stood still as she finished toweling me off.

“Miss Banks please raise your arms.”

An odd request but I did as she asked.  She took my deodorant from the counter and lightly applied it for me.  I closed my eyes as she used my powder puff to touch me intimately with scented body powder.

There was a brief pause then I felt a garment being placed around my waist.  I opened my eyes.  The maid had wrapped a white corset around my waist and she was about to clasp it closed in front.

“What are you doing?  I don’t wear a corset!”

The maid fastened the hooks on the corset as she spoke.

“Miss Banks All of the Women here wear them.  Miss Hattie thought that you would like to try one on for yourself so she instructed me to put you into one.”

Now the girl was behind me pulling the strings tight.

“It’s a Chardin tradition.  A corset makes a girl feel special don’t you think?”

She tightened the strings pulling my waist in and lifting my breasts.  I couldn’t help it—the underbust garment was sensual so I felt rather sexy.

“Yes I suppose it does.  I’m just not used to such a confining garment.”

She finished with the strings.  Now she was kneeling at my feet holding out a pair of panties.

“Miss Banks please step in.”

She carefully pulled the panties up for me.

“Dear why do you refer to the Dean as Miss Hattie or Dean Hattie but you call me Miss Banks?”

“Miss Banks I’ve been given permission by Miss Hattie to refer to her that way.  I’ve been told that you are a guest and I’m to refer to you as Miss Banks.”

“I see.”

I thought for a moment about giving the maid permission to address me as Miss Jennifer but I thought better of it.  After just a moment of consideration I decided that it was best to keep things formal at this point.

The maid was still kneeling as she presented a pair of pantyhose for me to step into.  I must admit it was odd to have such intimate assistance as I was receiving but it was empowering in a delightful sort of way.

A form fitting sheer blouse followed.  I was a bit embarrassed as I was not offered a bra and I knew that my nipples would be visible through the fabric.  I decided not to say anything.

The maid pulled a tight black nylon skirt up for me.  She added a wide belt around my waist.  Then she kneeled in front of me and put my feet into a pair of black pumps.  When she finished dressing me I was dressed exactly like Dean Hattie had appeared the day before.

“Miss Banks please sit at the vanity for a moment.”

We moved over to the vanity and I sat down.  I could see the maid in the mirror working behind me as she fashioned my hair into a tight bun.

“Do all the Women here wear their hair this way too?”

The maid smiled.

“Why yes Miss Banks.  Everyone here wears their hair that way except for the maids.  We call it the Chardin Bun after our founding Headmistress.  It speaks to the tradition of strict discipline that Cardin College is known for.  Do you like it?”

I looked at myself in the mirror.  Yesterday I thought Dean Hattie had looked casual in her attire.  Now that I was dressed the same way I felt like a strict and priggish schoolmarm ready to take charge of a room of unruly college students all by myself.  Now I understood why the Dean dressed this way.

“Why yes—it gives me a sense of attitude.”

“It suits you well Miss Banks.”

The maid helped me with my makeup gently brushing my cheeks with blush before she tenderly applied eyeshadow for me.  Then she delicately touched a luscious coat of lipstick to my lips.

“You look lovely Miss Banks.  I’m sure that the Regents will be impressed.”


CHAPTER 7.  Regents

“Miss Banks I was told that as soon as you are dressed I was to let you know that the Regents are expecting you down in the parlor.  I’m to bring you down there when you are ready.”

I had been enjoying the attention of the maid while paying no mind to the time that had gone by.  I hoped that I hadn’t kept the Regents waiting too long—that was no way to start the most important interview of my life.

“We had better go right away.  I don’t want to keep them waiting.”

As we walked down the stairs to the main floor I was pleased with how much cooler my outfit was than the formal attire I had worn the previous day.  Interviews can be stressful enough without the added heat of the wrong outfit.  The maid dutifully walked behind me most of the way then she moved ahead of me as we approached the parlor in order to open the door for me.

The Regents—all Women-- were already seated around the table with Dean Hattie sitting at the head of the table.  I had expected a much older dowdy group of Women but that was definitely not the case.

I was surprised by their appearance.  The Regents were all young attractive Women.  I couldn’t help but notice that they were all dressed the same way that I was—sheer white blouses with black nylon skirts.  All of them had their hair in the Chardin Bun.

It seemed odd to me that they would all dress the same but the uniformity helped me feel as though I was already part of the group.  I reasoned that the attire had to be some sort of career apparel.

They stood and introduced themselves.  I met Regents Kathy, Carol, Amelia, Karen, Anna and Elaine.   

I sat nearest to the door directly opposite Dean Hattie.  Regent Amelia began the interview process.

“Well dear I see that you’ve been introduced to our career apparel.  It suits you well.”

“Thank you, I thought so too!”

“Let’s get right to it shall we?  This is an important part of the hiring process.  Dean Hattie has briefed us on her portion of the interview that she conducted with you yesterday.  You should be proud my dear since she has spoken well of you.

I must warn you that we will be asking you very personal intimate questions today and we expect that you will be completely honest with us at all times.  Do you understand?”

She said it with a strict tone to her voice.  It seemed to me that it was more of a demand than it was a request.  For a moment I felt as though I was back in school as a student and I was about to be lectured.  It occurred to me that I wasn’t the only one feeling domineering in the outfits that we were wearing.

I remembered what had happened the previous day when I wasn’t completely honest.  I decided that it shouldn’t be too difficult to stay truthful—what kind of questions could they possibly ask that would make me want to lie?

Then I thought about Bingham State University.  Did they know about that?  I wasn’t sure.  Oh if only it hadn’t happened!

The rest of the Women observed the discussion each with a notebook in front of them to make useful notations as Regent Amelia spoke.

“Typically we fill staff positions at Chardin from within.  You should know that all of the current staff was chosen from graduating students here on this very campus.

This time we decided to go outside and get a touch of fresh blood.  We felt that perhaps we didn’t have a quality candidate among our current group of instructresses—we didn’t think any of them had enough experience to be ready for a promotion to Dean.

We are pleased with your credentials Miss Banks.  We are very impressed by your record of achievement.  You have been highly recommended to us by a Woman of means.  You would appear to be exactly the Woman that we are looking for.

You should keep in mind that we are a well-disciplined campus and we expect our Dean to be a strong-willed Woman capable of acting on her own in this unique environment.”

I was a bit puzzled but I wasn’t about to argue with her.  My previous position had been as an English professor.  I thought my work there was not particularly out of the ordinary and I certainly had no experience as an administrator.  I did have a second degree in business administration so I thought perhaps that was the qualification that they were referring to.

“Now then we know that you are single.  Do you have a male acquaintance?”

I thought it to be an odd opening question.  But then I thought that she was just trying to warm me up with a personal inquiry.

“Yes I do—Brad…”

She cut me off.

“Where does he live?”

“Back on the coast he…”

Again she cut me off.

“Are you engaged?”

“Not yet but I’m hoping…”

“You are aware that no male may appear on this campus aren’t you?  Men are forbidden to appear at Chardin.  We are quite fond of this tradition.  It gives our female students a special unique environment that no other college can offer.  The Dean is forbidden by contract to marry.  Is that a problem for you?”

I thought for just a moment.  We weren’t engaged yet.  Brad hadn’t given me any indication that a betrothal was imminent.  Even if he became my fiancé I was sure that a long engagement would follow.

At this point he had only promised to move here if I landed the job.  When I left him behind he said that he would follow me wherever I went.  It was an easy commitment for him to make.  Brad works as a freelance photographer.  Since he uploads his pictures to the Internet and sells them there he can work anywhere he chooses to work.

This didn’t have to be a big problem.  I decided that we could always move off campus if need be.

“No problem at all.”

Regent Amelia smiled.

“Very good.  Have you had sex with—what was his name—Brad?”

I was taken by surprise by the bluntness of the intimate question.  My mouth opened to speak but Regent Anna interrupted.

“We mean sex in the form of intercourse.  Staff and students are forbidden from engaging in intercourse while on campus.  We are proud that none of our students have ever become pregnant while enrolled here and we expect our staff to set an exemplary example for them.”

I felt that the question was out of line.

“You are aware that there are laws…”

Regent Amelia interrupted me.

“Just answer the question honestly dear.  It is integral to the position so we may ask any question we like.  If you don’t wish to answer you may leave now—the door is right behind you.”

I certainly wasn’t prepared to leave so I decided to answer her.

“No.  We haven’t had intercourse.  I’m saving myself for marriage.”

The Regents all smiled and each of them made a notation.  Regent Amelia continued.

“Very good.  We were hoping that you were a virgin.  We want our Dean to give our girls a fine example of Womanhood.”

I had never considered virginity to be an asset in a job interview before but strangely today it was.  I wondered what would have happened if I had not been a virgin.  How would they know?  Would they hire a well-fucked candidate?  I suppressed my own giggle at the thought.  Regent Amelia was still asking questions.

“Yet you’ve dated and expect to soon be proposed to.  I presume then that you’ve been serviced orally.  Have you?”

My face flushed.  She was right—her questions were extremely personal.

“Yes I…”

“On many occasions?”

I couldn’t help myself.  I felt intimidated.  So I lied.  So much for my promise of honesty.

“Why yes…”

“Did you enjoy it?”

I thought it impossible to be humiliated further than I already was but now my face burned from embarrassment.  Brad had only serviced me once because he didn’t like to do so.  Even that one time he had done so only with significant prodding.  He thought that it was “unmanly” to service a Woman in that way.  Regardless I had thought it was pure bliss.

“Yes of course…”

“Very good dear.  Right answer.”

Again the Regents took note.


CHAPTER 8.  The Incident

“Now Miss Banks we come to the critical moment of this interview.  I sense that you’ve been telling us the truth up to this point.  I stress again that your complete honesty is necessary.  Consider your answer carefully because it will determine whether or not you are still under further consideration.

We see that you were dismissed from your previous employment due to an incident that occurred there.  We want you to please describe the incident for us in full detail.”

This answered my earlier question.  They did know about Bingham State.  I had feared this inquiry the most.  I wasn’t sure if I should just leave and go home or if I should try to explain what had happen.  They kept stressing honesty so against my better judgment I thought that I would give it a try.  Perhaps if I was vague I could get away with it.

“It was rather personal.  I would really rather not…”

“Yes I suppose that it was.  It was important enough for you to be discharged for it so we must know exactly what transpired.  Now I’m getting impatient with you--please tell us Miss Banks.”

“I had trouble with a student.”

“A male student?”

“Yes—a male student.  He stayed after class and made inappropriate advances…”

“Please don’t obscure your answer like some sort of an attorney or politician Miss Banks.  Exactly what sort of advances were made Miss Banks?”

I was beginning to become annoyed.  This wasn’t an interview-- it was an inquisition.  I felt as though the wrong answer would cause them to burn me at the stake.  Did they do that to Women during the Civil War?  They probably still did that here.  I didn’t know for sure.

I decided to just tell them everything and get it over with.  I knew that if I answered honestly I would no longer have any possibility of getting the position but at least it would end this snooty interview.  Bingham State was an old wound that I didn’t really want to open up again.

“The boy was overcome with passion for me.  I suppose that my attire was too much for him.”

“What were you wearing?”

“A short skirt and a low cut blouse.  It was warm and I wanted to stay cool while I lectured.  I admit now that it was probably too provocative…”

“Do you routinely have that effect on male students?”

“I’m not positive but I suppose it happens.  It’s not my fault they find me attractive…”

“We have the picture.  Please proceed.”

“Well he approached me after class when we were alone and before I knew it he had his tongue halfway down my throat.  I tried to push him away but at first I couldn’t get away from him.”

All of the Regents put down their pens.  I took that as a bad sign.  At least now I knew that I had their full attention.  Regent Karen urged me on.

“Did you enjoy his ardent passion or were you turned off by it?”

“It’s not that I don’t like a good French kiss but he was far too bold.  I was already seeing Brad so I didn’t want his attentions.  I broke free for a moment but he was persistent.  He took me by the hand and forced me to the ground.”

Regent Elaine spoke next.

“Did you think that you were going to be raped?”

“Absolutely.  I could see rape in his wild eyes.  He even prepared himself to advance on me by lowering his trousers.  Somehow I fought him off and stood back up.  I don’t’ know exactly how I accomplished it—perhaps it was the adrenaline.  We struggled for a few moments then by some miracle I managed to get him over my knees…”

Regent Amelia looked intrigued.

“You managed to take a would-be rapist over your knees?”

“Yes—he struggled but with his pants down I was able to get him in position…”

“Then what did you do?”

“I had a wooden ruler on my desk and I took it and smacked him on his bottom.”

Regent Amelia gave me a stern look.

“Now Miss Banks I implored you to tell us the full truth.  Do not embellish your accomplishment.  Please provide us with complete details here.  Was the errant boy fully clothed when you swatted him with the ruler?”

I was mentally reliving the experience.  I could see the boy in my mind with his bottom raised up for his punishment.

“No.  No.  I, I, I took his underwear down then I swatted his bottom with the ruler.”

“You gave him an over-the-knee bare bottom spanking right there in the classroom?”

“Yes!  Yes I did.  He deserved it too.  I’m glad that I did it.  I would do it again if I had to.  Had another teacher not heard him sobbing I wouldn’t have lost my job either.  He earned that spanking with his conduct.  He even left a semen stain on my skirt so I know precisely what his intentions were.”

“Did spanking the boy arouse you Miss Banks?”

“Oh my!  Why yes!  I was dripping wet by the time I finished with him…”

“One last question Miss Banks.  You said the boy was sobbing.  How hard did you hit him?”

“His bottom was almost completely red when I was interrupted.  I suppose had I had a few more moments he would have had a totally red bottom.  I doubt that he comfortably sat for at least a week after.  Like I said he deserved it.”

I crossed my legs after my recollection of events.  The image still aroused me.  Those feminine muscles deep down inside me were quickly becoming far too excited for me to concentrate any further. 

Regent Amelia had a strict unsympathetic expression on her face.  I felt like she could sense my arousal and she disapproved.  I knew that I had blown the interview.  What kind of interview was this anyway?  I knew it would be a long frustrating trip back home after this performance.  For the moment she seemed to be holding back her comments.

“Step outside the conference room Miss Banks and please wait there.”


CHAPTER 9.  Grand Tour

When I left the conference room and the door closed behind me I knew that I had lost the position.  I didn’t see the maid that had brought me downstairs before the meeting and I just presumed that she was upstairs packing up my things for my inevitable trip home.  I nervously waited for the door to open so that they could announce their verdict and send me on my way.

While I stood there waiting I wondered if they would want my outfit back.  It was still warm out and the thought of the long ride home in the heavier attire that I had brought was unappealing.  Another thought occurred to me.  If they sent me home in the Chardin uniform I wondered how I would manage to get the corset off by myself.

It seemed like forever but finally my contemplation was interrupted when the door to the conference room slowly swung open and Dean Hattie stepped outside.  She carefully closed the door behind herself before she spoke to me in a whisper so that the Regents wouldn’t hear her.

“Miss Banks you have dutifully impressed the Regents.  They like you.  They have asked me to give you a quick tour of the grounds.  If everything meets your approval I believe that they will be offering you the position of Dean of Chardin College.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  I wanted to shout for joy but I managed to keep from humiliating myself.  I kept my voice as professional as possible.

“That sounds wonderful.  A tour would be nice.  I so wanted to see what Chardin really looks like and there is no better way than a walking tour.”

I could hardly contain myself.  We stepped outside the Mansion together and began the tour.  The campus was deserted—typical of a college campus early on a Saturday morning.

The Dean appeared to be having difficulty walking—as though she was in pain.

“Are you okay today Dean Hattie?  You seem to be walking gingerly this morning.”

She smiled at me and changed her gait to something more similar to how she had moved about the previous day.

“I’m fine—just a little stiff today.  I must have slept wrong.”

Dean Hattie prattled away as we walked past the stately buildings.  I had a wide smile as I imagined what it was going to be like to be in charge of this historic campus.  As we strolled outside I was so absorbed in my own thoughts that I don’t think I heard more than a few words that Dean Hattie said.

Aside from the Civil war architecture the campus was typical of most colleges only on a smaller scale.  There was a dining hall, a library, a residence hall for instructors, a residence hall for students and of course a classroom building. 

The buildings were arrayed in a circle around the Dean’s mansion—clearly they had been added after the stately home had been built.  I supposed that Connie had wanted to be the center of attention and it showed in the campus layout.

Dean Hattie joked when she pointed to the old stable back behind the instructor residence.

“They say that you can still see the ghost of Connie Swisher go into the stable at night.”

We laughed together at her attempt at humor.

When we completed the outside tour we walked into the instructor residence hall where the professors were waiting for us in the parlor room.  

The professors were seated around a conference table—all were dressed exactly the same way that I was dressed only with a sheer black blouse instead of the white blouse that I had on.  I surmised that their attire was just another part of the career apparel rules on the campus. Each had their hair up in the Chardin Bun.

Dean Hattie did the introductions.

“Ladies I would like you to meet Miss Jennifer Banks—she is our Dean apparent.  Jennifer let me introduce you to the staff.”

The ladies each nodded as they were introduced.

“First we have Miss Forrester.  She is our Financial Instructress.  All of our girls arrive here wealthy and we want to make sure that they remain that way.

Next we have Miss Nelson.  She is our Cooking instructress.  We teach our students how to prepare wholesome nutritious meals and even how to can fresh produce and prepare baked goods from scratch.

Next we have Miss Robinson.  She is our Cleaning instructress.  Our students learn everything there is to know about suitable housekeeping services from her.

Then we have Miss Woods.  She teaches our students proper Laundry services.

Miss Hall teaches Sewing.  The students all learn how to make their own uniforms and we are very proud of that.

Miss Trisha teaches Charm and Beauty Class.  That includes correct deportment as well as instructing students on cosmetics, fashion and grooming.

We are especially proud of the discipline we instill in our students.  Miss Whitemore is our Discipline instructress.

Finally there is Miss Suzie Tuckerly.  She specializes in teaching our students Oral Disciplines.”

My heart sank as the Women were introduced.  I suppose that I should have done more research before I applied for the position.  I hadn’t realized that this was an old fashioned home economics college.  I didn’t think such places even existed anymore.  Clearly Women’s liberation still hadn’t arrived at Chardin.

I guess for Women from wealthy families taking care of the home is about all they will ever need to know.  I always thought that home economics lessons were a part of a male conspiracy to keep Women in the kitchen.  Perhaps that was exactly the future that was intended for the wayward Women of Chardin.


CHAPTER 10.  Put To The Test

I suppose to an administrator it doesn’t really matter what is taught so long as there are students on campus willing to pay to learn.  I kept that thought in my mind as consolation.

The tour continued as we strolled through the classroom building and finally over to the student dormitory.

I was delighted to get my first look at the students of Chardin College.  My first encounter was on the ground floor of the dorm where four students had gathered around a maid that was dutifully cleaning the floor.

The students were dressed the same way that we were only they had sheer blue blouses with their short nylon skirts.  With their hair in the Chardin Bun they could have been Regents or Teachers if not for the color coding of their blouses.

The girls were casually observing the maid that was hard at work down on her hands and knees scrubbing the floor.  The maid was dressed just like the maid at the Dean’s house in a long Victorian dress fringed in white complete with white apron and white bonnet.

The maid’s attire was terribly impractical for the task that she was performing.  She struggled to position her dress as she worked at the feet of the girls that were watching her.  I thought it was mean-spirited of the girls to be watching the maid so closely but they seemed to be enjoying the show and the maid didn’t appear to mind the audience.

The girls stopped talking as we walked by but the maid continued to work without looking up.  Dean Hattie spoke as we passed them by.

“I’m sure that you’ve noticed our girls are all in uniform.  We find that it adds to the discipline that we instill here at the college.

Our dormitories are cleaned by our staff of maids.  You’ll be seeing them all around campus performing various duties.”

The use of maids certainly explained why everything I had seen had looked so sharp.  The maid staff was obviously quite proficient.

As we walked down the long corridor past the dorm rooms a few of the girls were coming out of their rooms.  By this time it was mid-day and for college students on a Saturday that is about time to get up.

When we finally came to the end of the corridor we stopped and Dean Hattie continued speaking.

“There is a second floor above us that is identical to this floor.  The maids are busy up there with their cleaning chores.  There’s really no need to see it at this time so we’ll skip it.  This brings us to the clandestine part of the tour.”

I gave her an inquisitive look.

“Clandestine?”

“You should know that from this point on you will be witness to a part of Chardin only shown to insiders.  Your discretion is required.  I think that you will find that there is no turning back from here.  Are you sure that you still want the position of Dean?”

She seemed to be awfully dramatic.  To this point nothing had seemed all that out of the ordinary.  Chardin was just another college campus albeit one without much of a curriculum, little to no electricity and with a certain affinity to uniforms.

“Absolutely.”

“Once you go through this door there is no going back. If you are totally certain then you may follow me.” 

She opened a door that I had thought was only a maintenance closet.  It revealed a narrow staircase that descended to a lower level of the dormitory.

Dean Hattie went ahead of me to lead the way.  We began to carefully step down into the basement.  The staircase was lit with gas lamps that gave off a creepy yellow glow.

“Remember the story I told you about the jail cells?”

“Yes of course.”  When I recalled her story from the night before about the Civil War lore of Chardin I laughed.

The Dean sounded quite serious.

“Well the jail cells are still here.”

We reached the bottom of the stairwell and when we turned a corner I could see a long line of jail cells extending most of the length of the building.  The doors to the cells were all open with the bars reaching out into the hallway.  This hallway was lit with electric lamps and the musty smell of over a hundred years filled my nostrils.  I couldn’t believe my eyes as we walked past the cells.

Each cell was a tiny room that contained a bed, an armoire and a small vanity.  Each room was clean and orderly with a neatly made up bed.  Surprisingly they certainly didn’t look like they had been unused since the Civil War—they looked more like they had been used just last night.

It was a strange feeling passing empty cell after empty cell.  I could imagine those prisoners all lined up hopelessly jailed in the drab basement until after the war.  It wouldn’t surprise me at all if ghosts did haunt this bleak corridor and I certainly wouldn’t want to be caught in it alone at night.

As we walked along the dimly lit hallway I could hear voices up ahead.  Dean Hattie didn’t say a word until we reached the end of the corridor where I could see a group of Women standing in the faint light with their backs turned to us.  As we approached them Hattie continued.

“I’ve been asked to put you to the test.  This is the last stop on our tour Miss Banks.”


CHAPTER 11.  Boys Will Be Boys

The Women parted as we approached them.  I recognized faces as we joined the group.  All of the Instructresses had assembled there as well as the Regents and a group of students that I hadn’t met.  I couldn’t believe my eyes.

The group of Women were surrounding a padded wooden contraption—a sort of A-frame bench--that was similar but much larger than a sawhorse.  But that was not what surprised me.

Standing in the middle of the group being held in place next to the bench with one Woman on each arm was a young man.  At first I did not recognize him as such.  He was naked except for a pair of black boots that came all the way up to his knees with high heels like all the maids were wearing, a maid’s bonnet and a lacy corset that was tightly constricting his stomach.

I presumed that this was similar to the attire that the all of the maid staff was wearing though this was the first time I had seen the ensemble that was hidden beneath the uniform.

The Women must have shaved his hair off.  I couldn’t see a single hair on him other than the hair that I could see flowing from underneath his maid’s bonnet.

He was—and there is no delicate way to put this—clearly excited by the situation.  His male organ was straight up to his navel in a lusty salute to the beautiful Women that were around him holding him in place.  That was perhaps the only way that I was able to identify him as a male.

Even stranger was that Regent Amelia was standing right next to him holding a riding crop in her hand.  She looked at me as I approached her and she smiled at me.

“I see that Miss Banks has joined us.  Now we can begin.

This male came onto our campus with intent to pleasure his loins at our expense.  As you can see his intentions are quite evident.”

My mouth gaped opened but no words came out as she casually pointed to his offending sex organ with her riding crop.  His rod remained gorged in the fully upright position.

“At Chardin we are known for our discipline.  This male has broken our rules and must be punished and then expelled from our presence.”

The young man spoke in a voice easily mistaken as feminine.

“Please don’t, I didn’t mean to…I beg you…”

The Regent ignored his girlish plea.

“Miss Brown please silence the boy so that we may make an example of him.”

One of the girls came forward.  She was holding what appeared to be a large round black rubber cork that had black leather straps dangling from it.  The two other girls continued to hold the boy by the arms while yet another girl pinched his nose with one hand and took his chin and forced his mouth open with the other.  Miss Brown pushed the large cork into his mouth and secured it behind his head with the leather straps.

The gag was so large that his mouth remained wide open with the rubber cork secured in it effectively muzzling him from any further protest.

Some of the girls giggled at his predicament.  Regent Amelia kept her smile as she continued speaking.

“There is no place for this on our campus.”

With that she swished her crop onto his erect penis and he doubled over in pain with the muzzle effectively muffling his anguish at the blow.  Some of the girls gasped at the quick movement while others openly laughed at his chastisement.  Neither the Regents nor the teachers changed expression—they simply looked on with casual interest.

The girls holding his arms straightened him back up and I could see that his erection was now reduced to a harmless little limp nub.  He moved his feet up and down in a futile attempt to reduce his agony.

“Secure him to the punishment stock.”

The two girls led him over to the padded sawhorse and bent him over it.  The four legs of the A-frame bench each had metal cuffs that they placed his wrists and ankles into then locked closed successfully immobilizing him.  In this position he was secured with his bare bottom up in the air in the perfect position to be struck by the crop.

The group of ladies closed in on the boy.  In the pose that he was in he was effectively forced to look at the legs and heels of the girls that now stood in front of him.

With the young boy secured she looked over at me.

“Now Miss Banks I put you to the test.  This young boy has broken our rules and he must be punished and then be sent away from us never to return.

As you can see he has been put in the traditional punishment garb of Chardin.  Dressed in a maid’s bonnet, boots and corset he will know his place of servitude.  When we send him away he will be dressed in a maid’s uniform to prove it.  As you can see in his predicament he can only conclude that Women are far superior to him.

His punishment will be meted out by a Woman with him in this humiliating position so that he will remember it for the rest of his life.  As you saw he intended to violate one of us and would certainly have done so had we not intervened.  His punishment should meet the crime.  Would you care to do the honors?”

She extended her hand offering the riding crop to me.


CHAPTER 12.  Tradition

I wasn’t sure what I should do.  Surely this actually had to be some sort of a hazing test for me—but was I to apply the crop to his behind or was I to grant leniency?  I knew that the position of Dean likely rested on my actions but I didn’t have a clue as to what they expected me to do.

If only the scene hadn’t been so erotic!  While I watched the young boy struggle in vain to free himself I felt a twinge of erotic arousal just like I had felt during my interview.  Indeed I was turned on by the sight and the thought of this errant lad being punished for arriving on campus with the intent to rape a student.  It was only justice that punishment should be administered!

My eyes feasted on the boy’s upturned bottom.  It was just so round and so plump.  The kind of bottom that a girl would like to fondle, pinch or in this case whip into submission with her crop.  The boy’s cheeks were literally pleading for a spanking the way they were displayed in the vulnerable upturned position.  Why wouldn’t I take advantage of such a situation?  I decided it was right for such a bad boy to be punished with a good whipping.  This one certainly had earned one.

I hardly know what came over me.  My thoughts flashed back to Bingham State University and the student that had tried to rape me.  I had not finished applying his punishment when I was interrupted there and I suppose that in my mind that justified applying punishment to this errant boy.

I took the riding crop from Regent Amelia as she grinned her approval.  Then with a flash of anger I lashed out at the white flesh of the offender with a wicked flick of the crop.

The girls laughed with glee and derided the poor boy as I whipped his bottom into a red badge of indignity that he would be wearing for days if not for weeks to come.

Tied down like he was he could not resist me.  Gagged like he was he could not protest.  He could only willingly accept his punishment at my hand while a group of authoritative female staff members and young female students watched his humiliation in total merriment.

Regent Amelia made no attempt to stop me while I took out all of my frustrations from my past failed job applications on the boy.  I only ceased the whipping when my arm became too tired to continue.  The ladies applauded my performance as Regent Amelia took the riding crop back from me.

I hoped that none of them noticed my flushed face.  I was breathing hard and dripping with lust at the reality of applying such degradation to the boy.  My nipples were firm against my blouse—taut reminder of the hunger I was feeling by participating in this lewd exhibition.

But I was not ashamed of myself but rather I was fulfilled at finally allowing myself to let my inner frustration out.  Finally I had put Bingham State University behind me for good.  Doing so had been sinfully erotic.

Now I was no longer a potential victim.  Now I was strong and powerful.  Regent Amelia took me by the hand.

“Come with me dear.”  

We walked along a corridor leaving the group of Women behind to further deal with the victim of my discipline session.  I could hear their giggling fading into the background as we left the exotic scene behind us.  Eventually we came to another door.  When Regent Amelia opened the door it revealed a long tunnel also lit by electric lamps.

“This is the tunnel that connects to the Dean’s house.  It’s your home now so you may as well know that this tunnel is here.”

“Wow, that was an unusual hazing tradition that you have here Regent Amelia.”

We walked into the tunnel and she looked straight ahead down the tunnel as she responded to me.

“What are you referring to?”

“Why whipping that boy of course.  I’m still hot from that experience.  His round bottom just begged for attention.  The feminine attire was a nice touch.  I always wanted to petticoat errant boys.  I have to say that was extremely exhilarating!”

“Tradition.  Oh yes of course.  Tradition.  Yes that’s it.  I’m glad that you enjoyed yourself.  I knew that you were Chardin material right from the start.”

We walked for several minutes before finally emerging in the basement of the Dean’s mansion.  We went back upstairs to the conference room.

The room was empty except for a large binder and a piece of paper that was next to it.

“The binder contains everything that you need to know about your position as Dean of Chardin College.  You can read it or simply enjoy the fun of exploring Chardin without it.  Once you sign this paper acknowledging receipt of the book you will officially become Dean and you will be subject to our rules.”

I didn’t even ask about monetary compensation for the position.  Instead I quickly signed the paper.  She picked it up and took it with her when she walked out of the room.  I accompanied her to the front door where she gave me a few final words.

“I’ll be back when your probationary period ends.  In the meantime enjoy yourself!”

With that I watched as she walked out of the house and slid into a limousine that was waiting at the street to take her away.

Right behind her car was a second limousine that I could see Dean Hattie was standing by.  As I looked maid Darlene walked up and began to carefully load her luggage into the trunk.  I decided to go out and say goodbye to her.


CHAPTER 13.  Dean Hattie

“Were you going to leave without saying goodbye?”

She smiled at me.

“I don’t have much else to say.  You look like you’ll fit in here just fine.”

“Can I at least have a hug?”

I gave her a tight hug but she pulled away.

“Ouch!”

“Did I hurt you?”

I looked carefully at her wondering how I had hurt her.  She put her hand to her breast and rubbed just a little.

I hadn’t squeezed her very hard.  I realized that apparently her breasts must be sensitive.  Suddenly I understood what was happening.

“Hattie I meant to ask you.  Why did you decide to leave Chardin College?"

“I would have thought that an intelligent Woman such as you would have figured it out by now.”

“What do you mean?”

The maid opened the back seat passenger door and waited for Dean Hattie.  She continued.

“I’m leaving for the only reason that a Woman would possibly leave this lovely place.  Miss Banks I’m pregnant--of course—and I wish to be married.”

With that she gingerly sat down in the back seat of the limousine.  The maid closed her door and moved over to the driver’s side.  I watched as the maid carefully—almost painfully—sat down in the driver’s seat.  Hattie gave a wave to me as the car pulled away.

I stood watching the car drive off trying to make sense out of what I had just seen.  Miss Whitemore came briskly walking up the street gesturing to get my attention.  A maid was following behind her but was having trouble keeping up—her heels were higher than Miss Whitemore’s so she couldn’t move nearly as quickly.  Miss Whitemore seemed oblivious to the struggle the girl was having in trying to keep pace.

I waited for Miss Whitemore by the street.  As our conversation began we walked slowly towards the door of the mansion.  The maid finally caught up and walked behind us while we talked.

“I see you’re already on your own Dean Banks.  Dean Hattie wanted me to assign a maid to you so that you had domestic help until you can select a maid of your own.”

“Why thank you Miss Whitemore.”

“Let’s leave the formality to the girls and the students.  You can call me Sandy.”

I gave a laugh.  “A disciplinarian that wants to be informal?  Who would think!  You can call me Jennifer and drop the Dean thing.  I don’t mind either.”

She smiled back at me as we reached the front door and moved inside.

“We can’t keep our hair in a Chardin Bun all of the time.  Sometimes it feels good to let it down.”

She looked over at the maid and her tone changed back to a much more formal sound.

“Bring iced tea to Dean Banks’s office.  Be quick about it girl.”

The maid scurried off towards the kitchen.  I hadn’t noticed that my new office was right across the foyer from the parlor room.  We walked in together and I sat down behind the large mahogany desk while Sandy made herself comfortable by sitting opposite me in a chair on the other side of the desk.

She had brought a small box with her that she placed on the desk in front of her.

“I’m so glad that you’re here.  I know that Dean Hattie was concerned about finding a replacement with the right credentials.”

“Is it that difficult to find a Dean?”

“One with your unique qualifications, yes it is.”

“Are you referring to my degrees in English and Business Administration?”

She laughed.  Just then the maid returned with two glasses of ice tea.  Sandy took a sip and put her glass down on my desk.

“Maid, you are dismissed.  You may want to see to the kitchen.”

“Yes Miss Whitemore.  Thank you Miss Whitemore.”

The maid gave a curtsy then left us alone.

“No I’m not talking about those qualifications.”

She smiled at me.  I was a bit confused because there wasn’t much else that was unique about my credentials.  Then it hit me.

“Are you referring to…my experience at Bingham State University?”

“Yes, of course.  There are just not that many Women with a teaching degree and a business degree with that sort of thing on their resume.”

“That makes me special?”

“It makes every Woman on staff here special. We all have had similar experiences.  But the business degree makes you uniquely qualified to be Dean.  Frankly if they wouldn’t have hired you they wouldn’t have had a second Woman to interview.”

“I suppose I should feel honored.  But something is very strange about this place.  I don’t understand what is going on here.”

She briefly looked around on my desk.

“You have read the book haven’t you?”

“Not exactly.”

I was embarrassed.  I really had no plans to read the thing.  It looked bulky and boring—not a good combination for anything other than a remedy for a sleepless night.

“So you don’t know?”

“Just what is it that I don’t know about?  I had planned on finding things out for myself but maybe you can help me out.”

“I thought that might be the case.  That’s why I stopped by.” 


CHAPTER 14.  Miss Whitemore

She looked at me with eyes of innocence that I just knew had to be a front.  She was definitely hiding something of consequence.

“What would you like to know about first?”

“There’s so much to ask about I hardly know where to start.  Maybe we should begin with the uniforms.  Why are all the girls in uniforms and how in the world did you ever get them to wear them?”

“That’s an easy question.  The Chardin uniforms are the result of extensive research conducted by our Regents.  They were looking for a uniform that conveyed feminine power—a uniform with enough sex appeal to assert control over all the boys.

The result was the tight blouse we wear that shows plenty of cleavage and the tiny nylon skirts.  You have to admit that they are quite sexy.”

I nodded my head yes.  “You could even say slutty if you ask me.”

“Research showed that this combination garners the most attention from the greatest number of males.”

“I suppose tits and ass always get attention.  It’s a wonder all of the girls here aren’t pregnant.”

She smiled at my snide remark.

“Chardin College is all about discipline.  Our research also showed that the Chardin Bun is an important part of the uniform.  Males respect a Woman wearing their hair in a bun and they are more inclined to take direction from her.  Our founder wore a bun for good reason.”

“But there are no males on campus so what is the point?”

“The point is that we are teaching Women how to take charge of their sexuality.  Here they learn how to control and manipulate males rather than to be left at their mercy.  A Chardin Woman is in control of her life, in control of her household and in control of her male.”

“And with these corsets she is in control of her waist too!”  I laughed at my own joke.

“The corsets serve a purpose Dean Banks.  They present our cleavage in a most attractive manner.  Research shows that males can’t resist the firm uplifted breasts of a Woman.”

“A little bit more support would help too—like say an overbust corset.”

“You didn’t notice?”

I had no idea what she was talking about.

“Notice what?”

“You didn’t notice that you were the only Woman on campus without an overbust corset?”

“Why no…”

“It was part of the interview process.  The Regents wanted to see your reaction to the scene in the basement of the dorm.”

“What are you talking about?”

“If the titties harden then she belongs at Chardin!”

She couldn’t resist laughing at her own rhyme.

“Do you mean to say that I was hired because they thought that my nipples hardened when I whipped that poor interloper?  If that’s the case then they made a mistake because I wasn’t aroused in the slightest.”

I lied.  I was embarrassed to admit that I had indeed been turned on by the whole scene.  My nipples had been shamefully hardened throughout the whole episode.  Sandy gave me a knowing smile.

“There was more to it than just that but that was one of the final tests.  You don’t lie very well do you?  Everyone down there could see that you were turned on.  Heck, look at you now—I can see those nipples are firm and erect—even this discussion is turning you on!”

She was right about that.  I blushed like one of the first year girls on campus.

“Why, I…”

“No need to explain.  Don’t worry--the underbust corset was only for the interview.  Tomorrow your maid will furnish you with an overbust so you’ll have a bit more modesty in those situations.

If you don’t mind I’m sorry but I do have duties to attend to.  I’ll be back tomorrow after classes to help you out again.  Before I go I have something for you.”

She pushed the box that she had brought in with her across the desk.  I smiled—a welcoming gift—how thoughtful!

I carefully opened the box.  Inside was a delicate necklace with a gold key on it.  Sandy smiled.

“That is the ceremonial key to all of the locks on Campus.  The Dean wears it as a symbol of her absolute authority.  You should wear it around your neck at all times—you’ll find that you garner more respect that way.”

I carefully clasped the chain around my neck.  The key dangled almost to my cleavage.  Somehow I felt more powerful wearing it.

Sandy stood up and started to leave.  As she reached the door to the office she turned around.

“You really are clueless about Chardin College aren’t you?”  She gave a laugh.  “It’s charming to meet such a naïve Woman!”

With that she left me alone in my office.


CHAPTER 15.  The Book

By the end of the day I was exhausted.  I hadn’t slept the night before and I had spent the rest of the day after Sandy left me attempting to organize my office.

When the maid poured me a bath and helped me out of my corset it was a welcome relief.  I leisurely soaked for a full hour in the tub and now I was in bed opening up the famous Chardin rule book for some nighttime reading.  I had dismissed the maid for the evening and now the house was quiet.

I opened the book to the first chapter.  This wasn’t exactly exciting material.  The first chapter was titled “The history of Chardin College”.

I was immediately transported back to my own time in college and not in a good way.  I didn’t read very much when I was there.  Does anyone actually read that stuff?

When I was in college mostly I just listened to the lectures and went to parties.  Perhaps that explained my 2.1 grade point average.  Nevertheless I graduated on schedule and had no trouble landing a job so I guess it really didn’t matter much in the end.

I laughed at myself.  Thank goodness the Regents hadn’t asked me for my college transcript!  I don’t think that a measly 2.1 average would have qualified me to be Dean.  Thank goodness my nipples were erect!

Again I laughed.  Sandy had to be kidding me with that remark—I can’t imagine that the condition of my breasts had anything to do with their hiring decision.  That would just be silliness!

When the maid tapped at my door the next morning the book was on my bed still open to page one.  I hadn’t read a word.

On the other hand I was quickly getting used to the service.  The maid service was impeccable—she brought me breakfast in bed.  She followed that up with personal assistance getting me dressed.

This time much to my relief I was laced into an overbust corset.  Regardless of the nonsense that Sandy had spread at least now I felt more modest.  There are things that should remain private and a Woman’s sexual excitement is one of them.  Or at least her arousal should stay private when she is punishing a boy for his poor behavior.

I had the maid put my necklace on me just as Sandy had suggested.  There was something about it that made me feel like I was indeed a strong Woman.

The day went by quickly as each instructor stopped by my office for a more extensive greeting than I had received the day before.  When I looked out of my office window I could see both students and maids walking about the campus no doubt both tending to their duties.

I couldn’t wait for Sandy to stop by my office.  I still had many questions and I decided that I wasn’t going to ever even look at the Chardin rule book again.  Boring!  Instead I would explore Chardin College myself and rely on her to guide me along the way.

It was past dinner time when Sandy came by.  We sat together up in my bedroom in front of the portrait of Connie Swisher—she had insisted upon talking up there.  The maid brought us iced tea and she waited dutifully outside the room in case we needed anything else.

“What can I help you with today Dean Banks?”

“Please, call me Jennifer!”

“Sorry I forgot.  What can I help you with today Jennifer!”

“I’m bothered by the curriculum here.  It seems so outdated for the special students that we have attending the college.  The more I look at it the more it almost seems to me like a 1950’s housewife primer.  What’s the story?”

“By special students I presume that you are referring to our somewhat rebellious girls.  Families with a certain level of wealth send their daughters here specifically to keep them from getting pregnant while they learn about the skills needed out in the real world.

Most of our girls are daughters of our previous graduates.  They appreciate what Chardin has to offer.  We teach their daughters all about financial matters to make sure that they are savvy when it comes to managing money.

Women that leave here know how to run a household with a firm hand.  They are assured a lifetime of blissful leisure and they won’t ever be taken advantage of.”

“Your description confuses me even more.  What does classroom instruction on laundry, cooking and cleaning have to do with blissful leisure?”

“You didn’t read the book did you?”

“No and I don’t intend to!”

“Okay I understand.  You don’t like to do homework.  I don’t really like homework either.  Let me start closer to the beginning.”


CHAPTER 16.  The Girls Of Chardin

“You should understand that when I say the girls of Chardin I am referring to the daughters that have been sent here to our college.

These are often Women that have been engaging in sexual relationships that their parents feel they are too young and immature to engage in.  They are sent here to gain maturity.

Our role is teaching them that maturity while keeping them sheltered from potential abuse at the hands of an ill-disciplined male.  When the Women learn that and when they complete the financial class they are awarded their degree and they leave us.

Our average girl graduates in six years and we are very proud of that.  No precious daughter has ever left here pregnant and we are very proud of that too.”

“Wait a minute—are you saying that the girls only complete one class to graduate and it takes them six years?”

“The class doesn’t take that long—just a few short weeks.  It is the maturity process that takes time.”

“Then why offer the other classes?”

“Those other classes are for the students of Chardin.”

“Now I’m really confused.  Are you saying that the girls aren’t the students?”

“That’s correct.  The girls are typically daughters of previous graduates.  We currently have fifty seven girls on campus.

The students are here to be trained to assist the girls.  We currently have seventy four of them on campus.  They attend the other classes and they are taught all of the discipline necessary to be outstanding domestic servants.”

Now I was really confused.

“Why would a girl want to come here to learn how to be a domestic servant?  That sounds even more bizarre to me.”

“Not really.  It’s time to let you in on another little secret about Chardin College for Women.  The students work as the maids on campus.  The maids are the adoring little boys that followed their lusty sexual appetite to Chardin.  They are the boyfriends that the parents wanted to shield the girls from.”

I thought that this was preposterous.  I laughed out loud at her attempt at humor.

“How gullible do you think I am?  That couldn’t possibly be true!  Those maids appear to be very feminine.  There is no way that those young ladies are men!”

Sandy looked at me with a stoic expression.  She wasn’t kidding!

“The boys follow the girls here and we train them to be their maids.  I’m not kidding you.  This is serious business.  They are feminized and taught how to perform domestic services for the benefit of Women.  We call them sissy maids because they are effeminate domestic servants.

When the girls leave Chardin they take their trained maid with them and begin their life of leisure.  The girls are happy to have learned how to take their place at the head of their household and the maids are proud to be compliant graduates of Chardin.”

“I can’t imagine that any male would ever allow that to happen.  I don’t believe you.  I thought that males weren’t even allowed on campus.”

“Males can’t appear on campus.  This is an important nuance.  The maids all appear to be Women.  In fact there are males on campus but all of the males on campus appear to be Women.

When they arrive many of them do try and resist.  That’s why we have discipline classes.  We whip them into submission.  Remember though that these males adore, admire and even worship the Women that they follow so it doesn’t take much incentive to persuade them to serve our girls.

I might add that whipping them is a joyful task.  There are times I wish that they would better resist their subjugation because it would be much more fun that way for us.  Nevertheless one way or another they all submit to our charms. 

The maid uniform appears to change these males.  For most of them it seems that every time they put a maid cap on their head that they change into a hardworking, obedient and respectful little girl that just wants to please us.  They seem to like to be told what to do and they like to be punished if they don’t please us.

Our uniforms help them out too.  Most males can’t resist a Woman dressed up like the Women are dressed here on campus.  We also put them in chastity to help get them in the proper frame of mind.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“You put them in chastity?”

“Of course.  How else would we keep the girls from getting pregnant?  Not only that it only takes a few weeks in chastity for a male to become completely subservient.  A male denied orgasm is a male completely at the mercy of a Woman.”

“So you are telling me that all of the maids on this campus are males kept in chastity that came here to follow their girlfriends?”

“Not all of them were boyfriends.  We do get the occasional intruder that can’t resist the lure of the beautiful wealthy Women of Chardin.  Sometimes they hear about us and try to sneak on campus.  We train them too.”

“Like that boy I whipped with the crop the other day?”

She smiled and shook her head “no”.

“Not exactly.”


CHAPTER 17.  Girls Will Be Girls

It seemed like every time I thought I understood what Sandy was saying she would go off in another direction.  The more questions she answered the more confused I became.

“They said he was being banished. If he wasn’t a gatecrasher then what was he?  Just who was it that I whipped with the riding crop?”

“That was maid Darlene—Dean Hattie’s maid.  That’s what happens when the rules are violated.  Remember I said that no daughter ever became pregnant here.  Dean Hattie was the first member of the staff to become pregnant.”

“How could that happen, I thought you said that the sissy maids were kept in chastity?”

“They are.  But the key around your neck is the Headmistress Key that fits all of the chastity locks.  Dean Hattie let her sexual urges get the best of her and she used her key in private to take the chastity restraint off of her maid.  They both had to be punished and removed from Chardin for their transgression.”

“Dean Hattie was punished?”

“Absolutely.  I used the crop on Dean Hattie myself in the morning right before you had your interview with the Regents.  You didn’t notice how gingerly she was walking?  Now she has a sore bottom to go with her sore tits.  I’ll bet that she can’t sit comfortably for a week!”

She seemed so pleased with herself.  It was difficult for me to understand her satisfaction.

“You should know that it is my job to maintain discipline here.  If you should succumb to temptation I’ll be forced to do the same to you and I’ll delight in every minute of it.”

She gave me a strange look as though she was mentally whipping my bottom.  I vowed to myself that I would never let that happen. I would never give her the pleasure.

“I must say I thoroughly enjoyed whipping her snooty ass.  She had it coming.  It was a great feeling—I felt as though I was in charge of her and that she was my subordinate.

Applying punishment always sets up a mental hierarchy.  Once a person—Dean or otherwise—has been humiliated with a good thrashing she is forever mentally subservient to the person that applied the whipping.  After punishment is administered there is never any doubt whatsoever who is in charge.

My only regret with regard to reprimanding Hattie was that I didn’t put her over my knee to do it.  I think it would have been much more humiliating for her that way.  I probably should have had her kiss my ass too just for fun.  Yes, I should have done that too!

I’m warning you right now that you must follow the rules or be prepared to have your bare bottom cropped too!  Or maybe I’ll even take you over my knee!”

She looked at me with a glimmer in her eye.  I decided she really liked the idea of making me subservient to her with a scolding and a paddling.  Perhaps she was far too upset that she didn’t get the position of Dean of Chardin.

It was no matter.  She was being way too brash.  I would never allow her to discipline me even if she was the school disciplinarian.

“I would never break the rules!  I can’t even imagine how that happened to Dean Hattie.”

“You’d be surprised.  With all of these dominant Women and all of these submissive sissy maids a Woman can find herself wanting.  That’s why we teach Oral Discipline.”

“Speech class?”

“My you are a naïve girl aren’t you?  You can’t conceivably expect all of these young Women to refrain from sexual gratification while they are on campus can you?”

She giggled as though that was a ridiculous notion that was out of the realm of possibility.  She composed herself and continued.

“You might say that the first Oral Discipline class is Cunnilingus 101.  It is followed naturally by Cunnilingus 201, 301 and 401.  As part of their training the maids are all instructed on how to properly service a Woman with their lips and tongue.

It’s also one of the fringe benefits of being a staff member here.  Any time you feel the need you can have any of the maids on campus orally service you.”

“I couldn’t possibly!”

“Oh yes you can and yes you will.  Girls will be girls.  With all of the close erotic contact here and all of the suggestive actions that go on you’ll be tempted just like the rest of us.  If you were turned on by whipping Darlene just think how you’ll feel after you’ve witness a dozen or so of those whippings.

Why a few weeks from now you’ll be dripping wet at the thought of a tongue lapping at your Womanhood.  You might not believe me now but you’ll be spreading your legs before you know it.  We all do it.”

“Are you saying that you whip the maids on a regular basis?”

“Only if service is not up to the Chardin standard.  Oh and there is also milking day.”

“Do I want to know?”

“Every sissy maid is assigned a milking day.  The maid is taken to the milking parlor and with their chastity removed they are strapped to the milking stand.  The girls gather around and tease the maid making sure the subject gets a good titillating look at their legs in the process.  So close to the Women that they adore yet so far!

Then they have the maid beg for release.  If she has been a good sissy maid then one of the girls or one of the other sissy maids is assigned to milk her to several orgasms.

Of course bad behavior results in extensive teasing and denial of orgasm.  Then the maid has to wait another month for an opportunity to be milked again.

We find this treatment makes them vary obedient.  Even as it is we have a campus filled with blue balls at all times.  It helps keep us in control of things.”

“All of this sounds incredible but it is still difficult to believe.  Are you telling me that my maid—the girl that saw me in the nude and helped me dress this morning—is really a sissy maid?  What’s her name anyway?”

“Yes—all of the serving girls are sissy maids.  Your maid is named Charlotte by the way.  We give them all new names when they are ready to go to work.  Let me prove it to you.”

She turned towards the door and raised her voice.  “Charlotte come in.”

The maid entered the room and stood in front of us.

“Maid raise your dress and lower your drawers.  Miss Banks would like to inspect your chastity.”

To my surprise the maid complied without hesitation.  It was a bit humorous watching the maid struggle lifting her dress and petticoats.  Her authentic attire included lavish petticoats, a chemise, garter belt, stockings and finally her drawers.  I could only imagine what the sissy maid must go through to use the ladies powder room.

I smiled when I realized that with that much lingerie she would have to sit when using the bathroom—no other method would be possible.  I was sure that was by design.

Though I shouldn’t have been surprised I still was when the maid lowered her drawers revealing a metal belt that held a clear plastic tube in place over restrained male genitalia.  The tube was tightly fitted and bent down so the male phallus could not possibly achieve an erection.  Instead the organ was held fixed in one position—pointing harmlessly down and slightly back between her legs.

The girl couldn’t have been neutered better had she been castrated. For just a few moments we both gazed at the caged penis like we were virgin teenagers on our first date before Sandy ordered the sissy maid to put her undergarments back in order.  The girl obeyed and with a wave of Sandy’s hand she left us alone to further discuss the girls and the maids of Chardin.

I was slightly embarrassed when I thought about how the maid had seen me naked.  I had been completely fooled by her behavior.  She had casually dressed me just like a Woman might have.  She had not acted at all like I might expect a typical male to act under those same conditions.

“As you can see we have things well under control here don’t you think?”

I giggled as I thought about the maids scurrying about with their male bits tucked away trying desperately to please the girls of Chardin.

“That certainly explains why none of our girls have ever gotten pregnant.  What a brilliant idea!  Who came up with it?”

Sandy looked up at the portrait on the wall.

“Connie was just ahead of her time.”

“I should say so.  I’d really like to see Milking Day demonstrated—that sounds like fun.  Can you show me tomorrow?”

“No problem.  I’ll come by in the morning.  I believe two maids are scheduled tomorrow so you’ll get a good introduction.

Well Dean that should give you plenty to think about tonight.  I’ll see you in the morning.”


CHAPTER 18.  Milking Day

I felt strange that evening as Charlotte assisted me out of my clothes.  All this time I hadn’t realized that Charlotte was a sissy maid.  Now that I knew the truth it seemed awkward to me to have her tending to me in such an intimate manner.

Aside from the embarrassing feeling that a strange male was undressing me it was erotic in a platonic sort of way.  The maid was so close to me and she was touching me and seeing me in a very intimate way.  Yet with her chastity in place she had no hope of ever getting the satisfaction of penetrating me.  The thought made me feel confident and even powerful.

As I closely observed her I could see something different now in Charlotte’s eyes.  No it wasn’t lust.  It appeared to be more of a reverence as she went about her duties. 

I kept thinking about what Sandy had said.  She had said that these sissy maids “adore and worship” Women.  I don’t believe that I had ever been venerated before by a male.  I liked the feeling of being admired and revered.

I wondered if that was what had happened at Bingham State University.  Did the eager student there adore me or was he just overcome with lust?  Or maybe it was both.

The thought of being adored and revered gave me those exciting butterflies deep down inside that I hadn’t felt in a long time.  The sensation reminded me of my first date when I was so excited and unsure of what was going to happen next.

I decided I liked the feeling.  On this campus Jennifer Banks was going to be adored and revered like a superior Woman.  Yes, I liked the sound of it.

I decided that I shouldn’t worry about her carnal thoughts and that I should simply enjoy the attention.  She conveyed a certain respect for me that was entertaining for me as she went about her task.  It made me feel special.  I decided that Charlotte was no threat to me and that she was simply my servant and that I would treat her that way.

As I settled into bed I decided that it was going to be much more fun to have a sissy maid than to have a female maid.  After all I was being provided ladies maid services by a sissy maid that no doubt was aroused by her proximity to me yet she was so respectful of me that she didn’t dare make a sexual move towards me.

I had never experienced such adoration from a male before.  Imagine a sissy willing to wait on me as though I was a Queen!  I wore my necklace with the key on it to bed.  I fingered the key as I imagined the possibilities.  The thought of the power I now had over these sissy males was intoxicating.

As I drifted off to sleep I felt an excitement that I had never felt before.  It was more than actual butterflies in the stomach excitement—now it was a lusty wet feeling between my legs that went along with it.  My fingers found their way down there and lightly encouraged the carnal hunger.  I couldn’t wait until the morning to see what the next day would bring.

That morning after I had breakfast in bed and Charlotte helped me to get dressed I waited in my office for Sandy to come by.  It didn’t take long and soon Sandy stopped in and we were on our way to the classroom building.


CHAPTER 19.  Hard To Believe

As we walked into the classroom building several maids passed us by on their way to class.  Now I was looking much more closely at the sissy maids as they moved about.

Even though I now knew differently it was hard to believe that these sissy girls were anything other than ordinary Women.  They were so feminized that it was far more difficult to imagine them as males.

They worked on campus in their Victorian uniforms and walked about in feminine boots that had a nice heel.  Their heels clicked on the floor in a most feminine way as they went about their duties.  With their white apron and matching white bonnet they were a picture of Civil War era girls that were put to work as helpful maids.

To me they all appeared to be Women.  In my mind they were all typical working domestic maids.  Just like all of the Women on campus I found it much easier to refer to the sissy maids in the female.  I always used “she”, “her” and “girl” when referring to the sissy maids and I will continue to do so here.

As we passed by a classroom I took a quick glance inside.  What a strange sight!  The room was equipped with single beds and each one of the group of maids was assigned to one.  Each bed had a life-sized rubber doll on it—the type one might see in a sex toy shop.

These dolls were dress up in the same Chardin uniform that the girls wore—tight blue nylon blouse with a tight black nylon miniskirt.  Very appropriately the mannequins all had the same color of hair I had seen in the Connie Swisher painting—put up in a Chardin Bun of course.

I couldn’t help myself—I just had to know the story behind what I was seeing.

“Sandy wait a minute!  What’s going on in here?” 

We stopped just outside the classroom and peered in through the window of the closed door.

“That’s Miss Tuckerly teaching her Oral Discipline 101 class.”

I could see Miss Tuckerly at the front of the room lecturing.  She was pointing with her riding crop to a large diagram titled “Female Erogenous Zones” that featured a picture of a voluptuous naked Woman.

Several titillating areas on the illustration were shaded in red and at the moment Miss Tuckerly was pointing to the earlobes.  The students were completely engrossed with her lecture.  They carefully watched every movement she made and seemed to hang on every word that she said.  They paid no attention whatsoever to the two of us witnessing the activity.

Miss Tuckerly pointed her riding crop at the students and after she said a few words that we couldn’t hear from outside the room all of the students began to slowly lick the left ear on the model mannequin Woman that was in front of them.

Miss Tuckerly continued speaking as the students lapped patiently at the ear of their mannequin.  It was a sensual image that caused my throat to go dry and the butterflies to stir again deep inside.  Sandy broke into my thoughts.

“Any questions Jennifer?”

I could only think of one.  I found myself licking my lips before I spoke.

“Are the mannequins anatomically correct?”

Sandy didn’t do a good job of suppressing her laughter.

“I guess you truly are a fast learner.  This is Chardin College dear—of course the mannequins are anatomically correct!”

My mind raced with the possibilities.  I could envision the maids being fully instructed in all sorts of steamy pleasurable movements.  Again Sandy interrupted me.

“If we stay around long enough you’ll see Miss Tuckerly put the students through all of their lessons but we’ll miss the milking session.  Come on Jennifer.  We’re already going to be late for the start of the milking class.”

We passed more maids in the hallway.  They seemed to be everywhere.  When I looked at them now I wondered how many of them had taken the Oral Discipline class.  Even better I pleasantly mused how many of them had completed Cunnilingus 401.  Now that would be worth investigating.

If I understood things correctly I could order any one of them to see to my pleasure at any time.  I definitely wanted to experience Cunnilingus 401.  What a delightful thought!

“Sandy how many of the maids have taken the Oral Discipline class?”

“Like all of our domestic education classes Oral Discipline is a required course.  All of the maids have taken it.”

“Even up to 401?”

“Many of them have.  Others are still learning.  Just as you would expect the newer maids take a while to learn everything.”

Possibilities continued to flow through my head.  We passed another maid that was walking quickly while carrying a bucket of water in one hand and a brush like the one I had seen maids working on the floor with in the other.  I found myself dreaming that the girl was practicing her oral disciplines on me.

As Sandy opened a door to the Milking session my mind came back to reality.  The room was filled with girls—all were seemingly amused by the festivities that had started well before we had arrived.

There were two maid uniforms neatly hung on the wall.

Looking around I saw one maid was at the back of the classroom.  She was standing with her nose in the corner like a naughty child.  She still had her black boots on and her white bonnet on but other than that she was standing in just her underwear.

Her petticoats were pinned up and her drawers were pulled down exposing her bare bottom.  Her bottom had obviously felt the crop as it was a deep dark red.  I could see that she was wearing her chastity belt as the steel around her waist and the chains around the top of her legs that held it in place were clearly visible.  Sandy whispered in my ear.

“Had her behavior been satisfactory she would have been allowed to orgasm and she would already be on her way to her chores.  Unsatisfactory behavior is rewarded with a tease and denial session followed by time in the corner.  That one will have to wait until next month for any hope of satisfaction.

Jennifer take a look at the front of the classroom—that’s where the real action is now.”

I could hardly divert my eyes away from the sight of the chastised maid but the loud laughter from the front of the room drew my attention.

Through the group of amused Women I could see a second maid.  She was also in her underwear with her petticoats pulled up and her drawers down around her ankles.

This maid was bent over and strapped onto a paddling horse similar to the one that I had witnessed Hattie’s maid being disciplined on.  However there were differences.

This device was all wooden with no padding.  In a devious touch there was an opening in the middle where the pelvis of the maid was positioned and the penis and testicles of the sissy maid were pushed through it.

The erect penis was unrestrained and was lewdly dangling and dripping precum onto a glass dish that was positioned on the floor below the lusty organ.  I could tell that the bare bottom of the maid had only been swished a few times since it had only a couple of red marks on it.

One of the girls was standing with a riding crop while the rest of the girls were watching with amusement.  The girl holding the crop stopped when she saw Sandy in the room.

It occurred to me that this was Sandy’s classroom and that the girls had started their studies without her.  I do admire such enthusiasm in young ladies.  Sandy quickly put the girls back to work.

“Please continue girls—you seem to have things well under control.”

Sandy whispered to me.

“The girl with the crop is Mariana.  She’s one of my best girls.”

Mariana smiled and turned her attention back to the restrained sissy maid.  She touched the tip of her riding crop to the tip of the aroused penis as she spoke.

“Did Rebecca want to have an orgasm today?”

“Yes please Miss Mariana.”

“I don’t think you’ve earned it.  I didn’t like the way you looked at me when you were dressing me this morning.  I didn’t feel special enough.”

“I’m so sorry Miss Mariana.  I love you and I adore you.  You are very special to me.  Please let me come for you Miss Mariana.”

She brushed the excited penis and it reacted with a libidinous twitch.

“No not today my sweet maid.  Today you will be punished.  To start with from now on I want you to call me Precious Mademoiselle—that will make me feel extra special.”

“Yes my Precious Mademoiselle.”

“And you will call every Woman on this campus by the same name.”

“Yes my Precious Mademoiselle.”

The girls watching roared with amusing approval.  Mariana took her riding crop and delivered a few quick slashes to the maid’s bottom.  I could immediately see the result on the stiff rod as it shrank down to a small knob.

Mariana touched the tiny organ again with the crop and brought it back to life.

“Now then do you want to have sex with me maid?”

“Yes please my Precious Mademoiselle.”

“Beg me.”

“Oh please I’ll do anything for you if you let me have sex with you.  Please, anything my Precious Mademoiselle!”

“I think you’ll be doing anything for me whether I let you have sex with me or not.  You are but a domestic servant that is duty bound to do my bidding aren’t you?”

“Yes my Precious Mademoiselle.  I am but a maid servant.  I know my place.”

“Do you?”

Now she lashed at the sissy bottom again.  Once more the penis shriveled as the whipping went on.

Mariana expertly flicked her crop at the head of the penis and it stiffened back up.  A drop of semen formed and a long thin string of it dripped onto the plate.

“You know that sex is not allowed here.  You are not to ever speak of it yet you begged me to have sex with me didn’t you?”

There was silence from the maid.

“Answer me girl!”

Impatiently she swatted the bare bottom again.

“I’m so sorry my Precious Mademoiselle!  I didn’t mean to…”

The sissy didn’t finish the sentence.  Mariana whipped her bottom in a flurry of strokes with the riding crop.  Again the sex organ shriveled before Mariana made it stiff again.

Sandy whispered in my ear.

“The maid has no control over her sex—Mariana is in complete control. See how she even orchestrates the erection?  She’ll be doing this for another half hour or so or until she tires of the game.  Have you seen enough?”

My eyes were glued to the scene.  I didn’t want to leave—my heart was pounding in lustful response to what I was witnessing.  I reminded myself that I was the Dean and somehow I felt that the Dean should be above this sort of amusement.

“Yes I think I have the picture.  I’ve seen enough for now.”


CHAPTER 20.  Hand Washed

When we stepped back into the hallway we could still hear the girls laughing inside the classroom.  Sandy smiled as she looked at me.

“Some might find that scene erotic.  I’m surprised that you could pull yourself away.  I know that I couldn’t the first time I took it in.”

“It wasn’t all that difficult.  I do want to see a few of the other classes.”

Sandy made no effort to conceal her sarcasm.

“Yes I could tell that you had no interest whatsoever.  You still aren’t a very good liar Jennifer.”

She was right about that.  She didn’t need the added sarcasm to make her point.  I had feared that I might orgasm right there in the classroom had we remained to watch the lewd spectacle.  By leaving I had spared myself the embarrassment.

I was difficult to get the erotic scene out of my head.  I didn’t want to say anything more about it.  I thought that instead of implicating myself any further I would try changing the subject.

“Is the laundry class nearby?  I’d like to see that while I’m here.”

As we walked down the hallway I could feel my heart slow back down to a normal beat and the rosy color leave my cheeks.  I was hoping that the laundry room wouldn’t be nearly so sensual.

I was certainly right about that.  When we entered the laundry classroom what I saw was anything but sensual.

On the perimeter of the room there were maids wearing pink rubber gloves standing by wash sinks working diligently on laundry.  The center of the room was filled with wooden drying racks where clothing was hung to dry.  As I took in the scene Sandy explained.

“All of the clothing at Chardin is hand washed in this room and then hung to dry.  Our students learn to clean clothing the good old-fashioned way just like Women originally did when Chardin College was founded.

We think the work puts them in touch with what domestic service is all about.  Don’t you agree?”

I watched while a maid pulled a garment from her sink.  It was a nylon skirt like all of the girls wore.  She carefully wrung it out and placed it on a drying rack that was behind her.

“It certainly looks like a lot of work.”

“Of course it is—that’s what our maids are for.”

I watched for a few more minutes while more clothing was gently squeezed and neatly hung on a drying rack.

“How do they keep all of the garments straight?  With all of the Women on campus to serve there must be confusion identifying which clothing belongs to which Woman.”

“Good question.  Of course the laundry comes from the dorms in labeled laundry bags and each bag is hand washed separately.  We also have a fail-safe system to keep from making a mistake.”

“Fail safe?”

“Yes.  Come with me and I’ll show you.”

We walked further down the hallway until we came to another classroom.  Sandy opened the door then she explained.

“This is our sewing class where our students are taught to sew.”


CHAPTER 21.  Sew Good

I looked around the classroom.  Here the maids were busy at work sitting at sewing machines sewing various garments.  The whirring noise from the machines filled the air so none of the students noticed that we had entered.  Sandy continued playing tour guide.

“Just like I said before there is essentially no electricity here at Chardin so all of our sewing machines are powered by the treadle—a foot pedal that is used to run the machine.  This method was widely used by Women in the late 1800’s.  The maids learn to use the pedal with their feet while they guide the cloth through the machine.

They sew virtually all of the garments that you see on campus right in this room.  Even corsets, panties and petticoats are made here.  Only the shoes, boots and stockings are brought in from outside.”

That explained why they were able to provide me with a wardrobe so quickly when I was being interviewed—the students had made the garments especially for me.

“What is the fail safe system that you were talking about?”

“You may not have even noticed the garment tag on your clothes.  Don’t worry it’s easy to miss it when you are tended to by a maid in the boudoir.

Each garment that was made for you has your name stitched on the tag.  It not only personalizes the garment for you it keeps the maids from misidentifying the clothing.

The students in the laundry class keep the clothes together that way and your maid is supposed to double check the tag before she helps you into a garment.  We’ve found the system to be very effective.”

“Do the students even sew their own uniforms?”

“Absolutely yes.  Everything from their pretty bonnets all the way down to their frilly drawers and everything in between are made right here in this classroom.  The students are actually very talented that way and we are proud of that.”

We stayed for a few minutes watching the maids at work.  The scene was mesmerizing with all of them working so diligently on what others might regard as Women’s work.  Here at Chardin College apparently there was no such thing—only sissy maid work.

Finally Sandy pulled me away and we continued down the hallway to the next classroom on the tour.


CHAPTER 22.  Charm And Beauty School

A smiling Miss Trisha nodded to us as we quietly entered her classroom.  Immediately I could tell that this was a sophisticated Woman well qualified for the position she held.  She radiated an inner glow that was simply enchanting.  She wore the Chardin uniform well—it seemed to suit her much better than it did for the others.  I thought to myself that this was a Woman I could trust and that I would like to get to know better.

Miss Trisha was lecturing a room filled with maids on the proper deportment of servitude.  She had a student next to her at the front of the class that stood with her hands folded in front of her with her eyes lowered in a pose of total obedience.

As Sandy whispered in my ear Miss Trisha had the student repeatedly demonstrating a curtsy.  It seemed that Miss Trisha was a perfectionist as well as a lovely image of what a charm instructress should be.

“Charm and beauty classes teach the finer points of feminine servitude.  Here students learn proper submissive manner.  We like to say that if the student is not a sissy maid when she enters this classroom she most certainly will be when she leaves it.”

Being careful not to disturb the class she quietly laughed at her own description.

“In addition to the proper demeanor students are taught how to apply their own cosmetics and how to take care of hygiene.  So the lessons here include sessions on makeup application as well as how to keep the sissy body bathed and shaved.

The students practice on each other when it comes to denuding unwanted hair.  It is just hilarious to watch them when they learn the basics.  I think of it as sort of a sissy maid Karate lesson—you know, wax on wax off!”

Even I had to laugh at that one.  It painted a silly picture in my mind of the maids learning another basic feminine skill.

“They also practice makeup application on each other so that their feminine appearance is suitable for servitude to our girls.

Miss Trisha has been with us for years and while I think that she is not nearly strict enough with our students she is indeed capable when it comes to teaching them.  However I do think she would be more successful if she applied her crop more frequently.”

The student at the front of the class took her seat as she changed places with another maid.  The new maid assumed the submissive posture and then began to curtsy.  This time she spoke demurely while she curtsied.

“Yes Miss Trisha.”

Then she curtsied.

“Thank you Miss Trisha.”

She curtsied again.  We turned to leave the classroom and I looked back one more time.  Now the student had repositioned herself and was looking directly at me.

“Have a nice day Dean Banks.”

She curtsied again.  I smiled at her grace and complimented her.

“Very well done dear.”

“Thank you Dean Banks.”

The maid curtsied again.


CHAPTER 23.  The Maid

By the end of my second week at Chardin I was not only becoming acquainted with campus customs I also found myself turned on by the constant bombardment of submissive sexual images.

It was difficult to concentrate on my work with all of the excitement building up inside me.  Sleeping was even more difficult than before.  In the quiet of the evening there wasn’t anything else to think about other than the thought of sissy maid servitude.

Assistance getting dressed and bathed, breakfast in bed and a maid doting on my every whim made for a heady experience.  I wondered if it would always feel like this.

I hadn’t even reached the start of the third week and here I was wide awake at night again in my bed with nothing but lustful thoughts. Damn that Sandy--she was right!

A Woman has wants.  She has needs that can’t be easily denied.  Is it right that the Dean of an esteemed college should do without?  I think not!

As I tossed and turned in bed I was only too aware of the feeling that radiated from between my legs.  The nylon nightgown that Chardin provided me with didn’t help either.  The fine fabric lightly teased me with every movement while titillating me and taunting that special place deep inside of me.

I tried to divert my attention.  I thought about how smart I had been when I had left for the Chardin interview.  The rent at my apartment had been overdue when I came here.  I had made the decision to try to find work in this area even if I hadn’t landed the Chardin position.  I certainly wasn’t having any luck finding a position back home.

Because of that decision I had sent all of my things into storage so there was no need to worry about anything back there since there was really nothing left there to worry about.  Even this thinking proved to be sensual.  The thought reminded me that I had packed my trusty butterfly vibrator with my other things so if I wanted clitoral bliss it would have to be by other means.

I decided to walk around the mansion and maybe the movement would help me to get to sleep.  I hadn’t really seen much of the house that I was living in so it seemed like a good idea.

It was pitch black in the hallway outside my room.  In most homes this would not be a problem—a flick of the light switch would suffice to light the way.  At Chardin a midnight stroll around the homestead meant cautiously carrying a candle and being extra careful not to take a misstep.

My candle lit the way down the hallway.  These old mansions were built to house many people—not only the owner and the owner’s family but also a large staff of servants.  The servants were needed to tend to the wood burning fireplaces and the cooking stoves as well as other domestic duties.

After a few turns I could tell by the number of rooms in the hallway that I was in the servant’s wing.  In this part of the mansion rooms were smaller as evidenced by the shorter distance between doorways.  Now the rooms were empty.  I suppose that once the natural gas had been brought in to Chardin that had mitigated the need for a large staff. 

I found it interesting that all of the doors had been removed from these rooms.  The Regents seemed to have given great thought to putting servants in their place.  The lack of privacy would be one more way of humbling a haughty girl.

I peered into one of the tiny bedrooms.  My candle glowed on a small single bed, a nightstand and a vanity.  There was a closet and little else of note.  These were Spartan accommodations—four or more of these rooms could easily be put inside of my own generous bedroom suite with plenty of room to spare.

As the candle flickered I imagined what it must have been like to have these rooms filled with sissy maids all waiting at the beck and call of the Dean of Chardin.  It must have been exhilarating to have so many sissy maids all ready to serve you.

As I went down the hallway I wondered which room belonged to Charlotte.  Just when my eyes were starting to feel heavy I noticed a flickering glow coming from the end of the hallway.

I reasoned that Charlotte must still be up and that this was my opportunity to see her living quarters for myself.  There is nothing like an impromptu visit to keep the help on their toes so I went down the hallway to pay her a visit.

To my when I approached to my surprise I could hear water running in a bathtub.  The light wasn’t coming from a bedroom it was coming from a bathroom.  The door had also been removed from the bathroom—another attempt to put the resident sissy maid in her place. 

When I looked inside I saw Charlotte standing with her back to me taking her robe off.  I waited until she was standing naked before I spoke.

“My, my, what do we have here?”

She turned to face me but she didn’t say a word.  For just a second I thought I may have made a mistake.  I only had my nightgown on and it occurred to me that I was standing in a dimly lit room with a male that could easily take advantage of the situation.

Then the toilet caught my eye.  The seat was down on the toilet and I remembered with an inner chuckle that Charlotte was a sissy maid.  For crying out loud with her chastity on she had to sit to pee—she certainly couldn’t do anything to me restrained like she was.  The thought caused me to smile and my gaze went to her chastity device.

Perhaps realizing I was checking her out Charlotte lowered her eyes in a submissive gesture.  I took a second long look at her chastity.  A steel waistband, a clear tube that pointed her rod down between her legs with chains that held it in place.  I couldn’t be safer.

The maid stood meekly at attention waiting for me to give her an order.  Her timid posture caused a moist stirring in my Womanhood.

I wondered—could it be that I now had this kind of authority—that I was now that powerful to this humble servant?  She was standing naked but still she couldn’t even look me in the eye!  I couldn’t help myself--I decided to take advantage of the situation.

I walked up to her and looked carefully at her body.  I slowly walked around her observing every detail.

The maids were not permitted to wear their hair in a bun.  Aside from her shoulder length hair and thin eyebrows there was not a single hair on her body.

She wore a necklace snugly around her neck that I hadn’t noticed before.  It was a thick gold chain that smartly identified her by position and name with the words “Maid” and “Charlotte” one above the other attached to and divided by little golden hearts.

When I moved behind her I noticed that the clasp on the chain had been fused closed.  The jewelry would have to remain in place at all times and she would have no choice in the matter.

“Charlotte do all of the maids wear an identification necklace?”

“Yes Dean Banks.  It is given to us immediately when training begins and we are not allowed to remove it.”

It was such a meaningful gesture.  I hadn’t noticed the necklaces on the maids before but it made good sense.  It served as a constant reminder to them that the maids were feminized servants.

As I further looked her over there was no doubt about it.  She had been thoroughly feminized.  She had pink polish on her toenails that matched her fingernails.  Her slim figure was perfect for a young girl waiting to blossom into a Woman.  Clearly they had controlled her diet exceedingly well.

Her willowy form was quite a contrast to the buxom maid that had been serving me.  The feminine bustline that all the maids featured was one of the reasons that I was initially fooled as to their true identity.  Ample breast forms can do that to even the most slender of figures.  

Perhaps deep down inside for the first time I understood what a sissy maid really was.

“Charlotte when was the last time you attended Charm and Beauty Class?”

“Just this morning Dean Banks.”

I enjoyed her timid response.  I basked in the realization of the power that I had over a naked male in such a humbled state.  I could hardly imagine it.  The awareness coupled with my arousal emboldened me.

The tub was now filled dangerously high.  Charlotte glanced over at it.  I hadn’t noticed the bubbles and the delightful scent of the bath beads.  It explained why the maids were all scented like charming ladies.  I decided I liked the fact that there were no showers and only bathtubs on campus.

“Turn it off dear.”

She quickly went to the tub and bending over she presented her bottom to me while she reached for the faucet.  I immediately regretted that I had not brought my riding crop with me.  Her bare bottom begged for my attention.  With the water turned off she stood up and folded her hands in front of her chastity.

I wanted her hands at her side but I let it go.  I had a better idea instead. 

“Have you completed your Oral Discipline Classes?”

“Yes Miss Banks.  All four classes.”

“Did you receive good grades?”

“Yes, I…”

“Don’t prattle dear I have no time for it.  Take your bath and report to my boudoir when you are finished.  Be quick about it.  I want you to practice your oral discipline skills.”

“Yes Dean Banks.”

Having given my order I abruptly turned like a confident head school mistress should and walked out of the room.  I couldn’t believe what I had done.  Was it possible it could be this easy?

In my bedroom I waited impatiently in bed for Charlotte to arrive.  At first I wanted to take my panties off but then I decided I would receive more pleasure if I had her do it.  I fantasized about the indulgence that was about to come my way.


CHAPTER 24.  The Bet

I was awakened from a deep sleep by the sound of the maid tapping on my door.  I hadn’t slept so soundly in months.  I allowed her to enter and she presented me with my breakfast.

She seemed so professional this morning—apparently oblivious to the condition she had left me in after my lusty romp the night before.  I had never in my life experienced such intense multiple orgasms and they had left me in a delightful place that I already couldn’t wait to return to. 

As she dressed me I was still reliving one libidinous treat after another.  Charlotte had displayed incredible oral skills.  Her lips had caressed me here and her tongue had probed me there.  I didn’t know that my body could do the things that she had made it do.

Then a terrible thought occurred to me.  I was hoping that nobody on campus had heard my screams of ecstasy.  I wasn’t sure that the Dean was allowed to participate in such debauchery let alone make sufficient noise to share her bawdy adventure with the girls on campus.

I suppose if I had read that stupid book I would know for sure.  But the feeling was so wonderful and the orgasms so intense that at this point I didn’t really care what the book said.

One thing was certain after last night.  This was one maid servant that had her position serving me guaranteed for life.

As I was lazily reminiscing over my heavenly nighttime adventure I suddenly remembered that I had an early appointment with Sandy Whitemore.  She was to meet me in my office to go over a silly thing that I couldn’t even remember.  As soon as the maid finished with my hair I immediately went downstairs to meet with Sandy.

She was waiting for me in my office.  She gave me a strange look while I took my seat behind my desk.

“Why just look at you this morning Jennifer!  You must have slept well last night you look absolutely radiant!  I’ve never seen you like this—you’re positively glowing!  Did you get good news?  Did something happen?”

I immediately felt awkward at her questions.  Did she have to say that?  Did it show that blatantly?  I stammered out a response.

“No…no…nothing special…at all.”

“Like I said before Jennifer you’re the world’s worst liar!  Something did happen!  Tell me about it.”

“No I can’t.  It’s so private…”

“Oh my God you’ve discovered oral discipline!”

My mouth gaped open.  How could she possibly know?  Was it that obvious?  I hardly knew what to say. 

“This is great Jennifer!  I knew you would.  I could see it.  There isn’t a Woman alive that can resist trying out Cunnilingus 401 graduates for herself.  I can’t wait to tell Suzie Tuckerly that I won.  I’m going to enjoy this…”

“Wait a minute Sandy.  What do you mean that you won?  What did you win?”

“Why the bet of course!”

“Bet?”

“Yes the bet.”

“What did you bet on?”

“Well I said you wouldn’t last three weeks before you succumbed to your passions and ordered Charlotte to pleasure you.  Suzie thought that you were far too prudish for that so she said it would take you more than three weeks to surrender to your lusty desires.  You haven’t been here three weeks yet so I win!”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  The thought that they would bet on something like that seemed so brazen and disrespectful.  Yet not only had they done so my friend Sandy was bragging out loud about it!

“So Sandy what did you win?”

“Oh that’s the best part.  The loser has to come to you and admit that she made the bet and that it was naughty of her to do so.  Then she has to ask to be disciplined for her misbehavior!”

“Disciplined?  Like with the riding crop?”

“No, not like that.  The riding crop is for the students.  We discipline the girls and the staff with the paddle.  I’ll show you.”

At this point I hadn’t totally explored my office.  She went over to a closet that I hadn’t been into yet and opened it up.  I stared in disbelief at the assorted array of discipline items that were hanging neatly inside.

I had never seen such a collection of metal and leather cuffs, chains, whips, floggers, gags and paddles.  She continued to talk while she reached in and took out a large mahogany wooden paddle.

“This is the Dean’s discipline closet.  Clearly you can see that you are fully prepared to mete out discipline with only a moment of notice.”

Sandy held the paddle up so I could see it.  I was at least a little confused.

“I knew that the students were submissive but I presumed that all of the girls and all of the staff were made up of dominant personalities.  Is Suzie dominant or is she submissive?”

Sandy smiled.

“That’s the best part.  She is both.  Many of us are.  She enjoys both giving and receiving.  She’ll be turned on for days after she receives her spanking.  Be sure to give her a good one.”

“I see.  Give me time to give this thought about how I should deal with this.  Let’s schedule a little time in a few days so that I can think about it and get something ready.  Then you can bring her in and I’ll deal with this.  Is that satisfactory to you?”

Sandy gave a victorious laugh.  “That’s perfect!  I was going to ask you if I could watch.  Having a witness will make it even that much more humiliating for Suzie!  To think that we both thought that you might not go for this because you were too prim and proper.  We feared that you weren’t a strong enough Dean!”

“Oh really?”

“Well you seemed pretty soft when you first got here—not nearly strong and capable like we are.  I for one thought that you would never be able to bring yourself to swing a riding crop.  You proved me wrong though.

When you are deciding what to do don’t be afraid to improvise because it makes the punishment so much better!”

With that she laughed again then turned and went out of my office.  She was so excited that we never did talk about whatever it was that we were supposed to discuss at the previously scheduled meeting.


CHAPTER 25.  Maids Dormitory

There was one area of the campus I wanted to see again—the basement of the girl’s dormitory where the maids were kept.  Previously I had seen the area when it was empty.  Now that I was being intimately serviced by Charlotte I wanted to see the maid’s quarters when they were occupied by the other maids.

It occurred to me that the maid’s quarters may house other interesting treats that an inquisitive Dean may be interested in.  If nothing else in my position I was responsible for that part of the campus so I needed to know everything that was going on there.

When I asked Sandy to show me the area when fully occupied she was downright gleeful.  By this time I was beginning to grow impatient with her high and mighty attitude as well as with her condescending manner towards not only the maids but also towards me.

It was late in the evening when Sandy led me through the tunnel from the mansion to the dormitory.  While we walked she prattled on about how few Women had actually used the tunnel since it was generally reserved for use only by the Headmistress of Chardin. 

She boasted that she had used it herself numerous times but that Dean Hattie had not been aware of it.  It was her own little private joke on the Dean.  She said that using the tunnel was one of many things that she had done behind the Dean’s back.  Clearly she had little respect for the office of Dean and I worried that she probably had no respect for me either.

When we arrived at the dormitory it was a bizarre scene.  There were many girls closing the cell doors with the maids inside.  I could hear the clank of the doors as they closed as well as the sound of the girls laughing and giggling as they went about locking the maids in for the evening.

Some of the cells had bathtubs and several maids were already soaking after a long day of chores.  Sandy explained that not every cell had full facilities and that the junior maids used community bathrooms that were located near the ends of the rows of cells.

There was absolutely no privacy so with a glance I could see maids in various stages of undress, bathing or wearing their bedtime nightgown.

All of the sissy maids had their necklace on just like I had first noticed on Charlotte.  When I mentioned to Sandy that it was a nice touch she gave a haughty laugh.

“Those necklaces won’t ever come off.  For a trained servant it is once a maid always a maid.  One thing for sure there is never ascent to a higher status for maids here at Chardin!”

Down at the community bathrooms there were girls supervising the students while they took their baths.  The girls stood proudly with their arms crossed intently watching the sissies wash themselves.

Sandy snickered as she gleefully pointed out this was to keep the junior maids from getting any ideas about attempting to pleasure themselves as they bathed.  It was also an opportunity for the girls to see the maids naked and enjoy the view.  She boasted that she often came by herself in the evening just to take in the image of the young maids while they bathed.


CHAPTER 26.  The Lore Of Connie Swisher

I was sitting by myself in my room in front of the picture of Connie Swisher.  Her gaze was mesmerizing and I found it intriguing to spend a few quiet moments there every evening just looking at the picture of this authoritative Woman.

I had to admire her.  Decades had passed since she had founded Chardin College for Women yet her presence was still felt even today.  Not every Woman gets to achieve that level of notoriety.  I’m sure that she would be proud if she knew how her legacy had endured.

My eyes wandered about the room taking in the charm of the Victorian era.  Just to the right of the portrait there was a bookcase filled with vintage books.  For whatever reason my eyes went to an elaborately bound book on the very bottom shelf—one easily missed unless you were looking at that shelf in particular.

I went over to the bookcase and pulled out the book.  Sitting back down in front of the painting in the better light I could plainly read the title:  “The Lore of Connie Swisher”.  It had a certain ring to it.  I opened it up and began to read.

It had been years since a book captivated me like this one did.  I didn’t sleep at all that night.  Instead I became engrossed in the true story and teachings of the original stern Headmistress of Chardin College.  The book had similarities to what was currently going on at the college but things had changed perhaps more than the Regents or the authoritative staff were willing to admit.

Of particular note was the chapter on keeping Women celibate in the remote coed environment.  For Connie the reputation for pure virginal Women was paramount to the success of Chardin.  She clearly understood that wealthy parents would be willing to pay huge sums of money to keep their daughters from getting into sexual trouble.

It was not by chance that Connie’s true love found himself in chastity thereby setting the tone for all of the males that followed him onto the campus.  It was no accident because before the war the Women on campus were required to wear chastity belts as part of the requirement to be accepted for enrollment at Chardin.

The practice had continued until well after the war.  With her beau the only male on campus Connie had been rightly concerned about having all of the female students displaying their charms near her love.  Later when troops were stationed at Chardin she was even more worried about possible indiscretions.

She was so concerned about infidelity that all the while that Connie was Dean all female students were required to be kept in a chaste state while on campus.  The practice continued until she finally left her position in her old age.

It was only years later after the sissy maid staff had expanded even more when the new Dean changed the requirement and allowed the Women the freedom that they continued to enjoy to this day.

The book was riveting.  It revealed a strict lovesick Headmistress intent on teaching her students and her lost love the ways of the world by using her riding crop as her main instrument of correction.

Interestingly enough though Miss Swisher was noted for her use of the riding crop she had advocated two types of discipline.  She favored the riding crop for use on males because she felt that it applied sufficient discipline with a minimum of erotic effect.

Over the years she had changed her approach to male discipline.  At one point she would strip down to just her underwear and with her long flowing blonde hair down she would whip the bottom of unruly males.

At that time in her life she felt that the added titillation would enable the male to endure more intense punishment.  She later changed her mind and went with the traditional Victorian look with the Chardin Bun when administering punishments.

It was a different story when it came to disciplining Women.  Rather than applying the crop she had advocated and used the paddle on Women.

She knew that the paddle produced a different sensation that transmitted sensual stimulation from the buttocks directly to a Woman’s libido.  It was her way of making disruptive Women capable of enduring a prolonged paddling.  If they enjoyed the spanking she reasoned they wouldn’t be able to resist her.  She felt that the unrelenting spankings would encourage Women to adopt proper manners and to be obedient.

Poor young Warren Scottmore was saved from the ravages of war but he paid for his rescue with regular whippings on his bare bottom.  As time went by the Headmistress had turned bitter and her love was replaced with vengeance wreaked upon the male that had spirited her love away.

The original staff at Chardin was hand-picked by Connie.  They were a prim and proper group that would be just as suited to work as prissy librarians as they were qualified to be an educational staff.  They were authoritarian Woman from a different era when prudish straitlaced Women were admired and seen as virtuous.

Due to the remoteness of the College her authority was never challenged.  Once the Women of Chardin were freed from chastity the College became a place that well-to-do girls came to live out an adolescent fantasy of dominating males and having all of their needs tended to by the sissy maids.

I wondered if Connie could see her institution today if she would approve of it.  Originally she was all about discipline for her female students.  Today the girls were spoiled and engrossed in a libidinous education of Female domination.

As the sun rose on the next morning at Chardin I was halfway through the book and I already had a whole new perspective on things at the College.  I promised myself that I would finish reading it at the earliest possible time.


CHAPTER 27.  Suzie Tuckerly

What a great place Chardin was turning out to be.  After a few more days of being serviced by Charlotte and with the upcoming opportunity to reprimand an instructress I was really starting to feel like I was in charge.  Now it was time to exercise my authority.

I gave quite a bit of thought to how I was going to deal with Suzie Tuckerly.  After much consideration I decided it might be best to make an example of her.  I reasoned that a new Dean should establish her supreme authority as soon as possible.  So I spent some time carefully preparing everything for the day when Sandy was to bring her to me for her punishment.

Sandy was right about many of the things that she had said regarding Suzie’s punishment.  Using the same logic that Connie Swisher had used I realized that an over the knee spanking would be much more humiliating and sexually addictive to her than a mere cropping would be.

I also agreed that onlookers would make the event much more meaningful.  Sandy’s thoughtful comments helped me to formulate a plan.  I changed the location of the meeting from my office to the conference room where there was plenty of room to accommodate observers.

I had our Charm and Beauty Instructress Miss Trisha assist me with my idea.  On the day that Suzie was to be taught her lesson Miss Trisha arrived a few minutes before Sandy and Suzie came in.

I had Miss Trisha bring two of our most promising girls with her.  Miss Brown and Miss Pendergrass accompanied her to the conference room and sat down while we waited for Sandy to arrive with Suzie.  In addition I had maid Charlotte in the room standing at attention.

I asked Miss Trisha about Miss Brown and Miss Pendergrass.  She was raving about their excellent performance at Chardin when Sandy arrived with Suzie.

Suzie knew that she was there to apologize because after all she had lost the bet.  She sheepishly looked at the bystanders as she began to speak in somewhat less than a remorseful tone.

“I’m so sorry Dean Banks for making a bet with Sandy.  It was unkind of me and I deserve to be punished for it.”

She stood there like a conceited child.  She was clearly unrepentant and was simply fulfilling her end of the bet.  I suppose she thought that I would verbally reprimand her and send her on her way.  She was wrong about that.

I stared at her for a few minutes to allow her to ponder her fate.  Perhaps realizing I had something in store for her she stood nervously waiting for my verdict.  She kept moving her hands as though she were uncertain what to do with them.  Finally she folded them together in front of her skirt.  At one point she couldn’t meet my eye contact and she lowered her eyes staring at the floor while we all waited in silence.  Finally I decided to proceed.

“I have to say that I’m disappointed in you Suzie.  I question your ability to teach discipline when you are so undisciplined yourself.  I would have expected you to be more capable of practicing what you preach.  You do realize that you must be punished for your rude behavior--do you not?”

“Yes Dean Banks.”

Now she sounded tentative.  Her tone was a bit more like a little girl that had been sent to the Headmistress’s office.  I thought it very appropriate for the situation.  Sandy snickered at her response.  I continued.

“Very well then.”

I stood up and moved my chair away from the conference table so that I had ample room to apply discipline.  I sat back down smoothing my skirt as I did so.  I looked over at maid Charlotte.

“Maid bring me the instrument please.”

With a quick curtsy Charlotte was off.  She returned in just a few moments with the wooden paddle that she had brought from my office closet.

Sandy beamed her approval of the proceedings.  Realizing the gravity of the situation Miss Trisha, Miss Brown and Miss Pendergrass wore strict solemn expressions.  I held the paddle in my hand while I looked at Suzie.

“Now then I have considered your actions and have deemed appropriate punishment.  Stand next to me please.”

I’m not sure what she was expecting me to do.  Still looking confident Suzie stepped over and stood next to me before I continued.

“Maid Charlotte please strip her down.”

“Yes Dean Banks.”

Suzie gave a puzzled expression as the maid came over to her and began to unbutton Suzie’s blouse.  She remained in position as the maid lowered her skirt and had her step out of it.

As the maid put her hands on the waistband of Suzie’s pantyhose the instructress started to form a word but thought better of it.  Finally with her panties removed Suzie stood next to me wearing just her corset.

Miss Trisha, Miss Brown, and Miss Pendergrass sat calmly taking in the scene.  Sandy could hardly contain her laughter and had to put her hand over her mouth to keep from hysterically showing her approval.  I tapped the paddle on my lap.

“Suzie you have not been up to the high standards of Chardin College for Women.  Please come over my knee and accept the consequences of your actions.”

The Woman carefully situated herself over my lap with her nude bottom positioned nicely within easy reach of my paddle.

“Miss Brown I’ve been told that there are members of our staff that are turned on by the thought of submissive acts.  Would you please check Suzie and see if we have excited her with our actions.”

Miss Brown came over to Suzie and gently slid her finger inside Suzie’s vagina.  The instructress gave a lewd moan when she was penetrated.

“Dean Banks Suzie is quite wet.  I think that she is turned on by her predicament.”

“Thank you Miss Brown.  You may stand here and observe.”

Now both the maid and Miss Brown were standing next to me closely observing the fix Suzie had put herself into.


CHAPTER 28.  Much More Contrite

While Miss Trisha, Miss Brown, Miss Pendergrass and Sandy calmly observed I gave Suzie a paddling that she would never forget.  Mid way through the assault she had begged me to stop and promised to do whatever it took to please me.

By the time I had finished her bottom was a scarlet read and she was crying like a little girl.  I looked over at Miss Brown.

“Check her again.  I want to know if she enjoyed her humiliation.”

Miss Brown slid her finger inside Suzie again and smiled.

“Her juices are flowing.  I even felt a contraction there.  I would say that she was definitely turned on by her situation.”

“I thought that might be the case.  Suzie you may get up now.”

Now appearing much more contrite than the haughty Woman that had come into the conference room the reprimanded girl stood up.  Tears had streaked her makeup and she was pouting like a chastened little girl.  She didn’t know it but her punishment had only begun.

“Maid Charlotte please change Suzie’s corset for her.  If she is so turned on by her reprimand I think we should all like to see if her nipples are hardened.”

As Suzie waited for her further degradation the maid left the room and returned with an underbust corset.  We all silently watched while the maid unlaced and then removed Suzie’s overbust corset before lacing her tightly into the underbust corset.

To her mortification Suzie’s nipples proudly announced her arousal.  They appeared firmly hardened above her corset fully engorged by her humiliation.

“Stand in the corner facing the wall Suzie until I have further time for you.”

She did what she was told to do.  The way she positioned herself in the corner we had a plain view of her reddened bottom.  Sandy spoke up at this point.

“Very well done Dean Banks!  You are quite the disciplinarian.  I would have never thought!”

I turned my attention to Sandy.

“I’m glad that you approve because you are next dear.  Please come here and stand next to me.”

Sandy was puzzled by my remark.

“But I…I didn’t…”

“How dare you question my authority!  Come here right this instant!”

Realizing the anger in my voice she quickly came and stood next to me in the same position previously occupied by Suzie.

“You participated with Suzie and are complicit in her actions.  Not only that but I’ve had enough of your haughty insolence.  I think I’ll be putting you in your place too.  Maid Charlotte undress her!”

Sandy tried to squirm away from the maid.

“No, no!  I won’t let you!”

Charlotte looked at me for guidance.  I glanced over at Miss Pendergrass.

“This one will need to be subdued.  Please bring your things.”

“Yes Dean Banks.”

Smiling Miss Pendergrass jumped up and left the room.  She returned in minutes carrying a bag of restraints.  Sandy just didn’t know when to quit.

“Now what does she think she’s doing?  She is just a student here—she has no authority…”

“Miss Pendergrass please bind her hands.”

With the help of Miss Brown and the maid Miss Pendergrass soon had Sandy standing with her hands in front of her held together by metal cuffs.  Sandy remained indignant.

“You must stop this now!  If you stop now I won’t hold it against any of you.”

I was not in the mood to hear her threats.  If there is anything I don’t like it is a haughty instructress giving a childlike tantrum.


CHAPTER 29.  Please Proceed

She put up quite a struggle so I didn’t feel at all sorry for the girl.  In the end Charlotte cut Sandy’s clothing off with scissors and put her into an underbust corset.  Miss Brown stuffed a rubber gag into the errant girl’s mouth while Miss Trisha and Miss Pendergrass assisted in subduing her.

Sandy was no match for the four Women.  Her valiant struggle only began to subside after she had been paddled so hard that her bottom was a deep red and was hot to the touch.

All during the struggle Suzie stayed put in the corner with her red bottom on display.  She was clearly too fearful of reprisal to do anything else.

Miss Brown had confirmed that Sandy was aroused by her humiliating experience just like with her cohort by checking for her vaginal nectar.  Now Suzie was posed in one corner of the conference room with her red bottom exposed and Sandy was in another corner similarly positioned facing the wall.

Miss Trisha, Miss Brown, Miss Pendergrass and I sat at the conference table while maid Charlotte stood keeping an eye on the two reprimanded Women.  I spoke to Miss Brown and Miss Pendergrass at the table while Miss Trisha observed.

“Ladies you performed well today in the true tradition of Chardin College for Women.  You have learned your lessons well and passed the test.”

Now I looked directly at Miss Brown.

“Miss Brown I would like for you to stay on with us here at Chardin.  If you would be so gracious as to accept my proposal I would be proud if you would take up the position of Discipline Instructress.”

Sandy was attempting to protest but with her mouth gagged all she could do was make unintelligible noises.  Perhaps out of fear of reprisal she stayed in the corner facing the wall where I had ordered her.

The young girl was surprised by the offer but took no time in making up her mind.  She glanced over at Sandy and then smiled.

“I would be honored to take the position.  I accept your offer Dean Banks and I will do my very best.”

“Wonderful Miss Brown!  Welcome to our staff.”

I nodded at maid Charlotte and she presented Miss Brown with a new riding crop she had brought from my office.  Now I looked over at Miss Pendergrass.

“Miss Pendergrass I would also like for you to stay with us here at Chardin.  If you too would be so gracious as to accept my proposal I would be proud if you would take up the position of Oral Disciplines Instructress.”

Beaming at the offer Miss Pendergrass smiled and quickly agreed to take the position.  I nodded again at maid Charlotte and she also presented Miss Pendergrass with her new riding crop.

Suzie began to attempt to mount a protest from her position in the corner.

“You can’t do that!  I’ll talk to the Regents and you’ll be fired!”

I looked over at Miss Pendergrass.

“Would you please silence the girl?”

“Gladly Dean Banks.”

Obviously thrilled with her new position Miss Pendergrass quickly had Suzie muzzled.  She also took the initiative to restrain Suzie’s wrists behind her back with metal cuffs.  She then added metal cuffs connected by chains to Suzie’s ankles so that she would only be able to take tiny little steps.

Suzie attempting to scream beneath the gag but her muted sounds were hardly noticed.  Taking even more initiative Miss Brown went over to Sandy and secured her legs in the identical position with ankle chains.  Sandy also attempted muffled protest without success.  She then repositioned Sandy’s hands behind her back and cuffed them together again.

Pleased with the job my new Instructresses had done I now ordered the former Instructresses out of the corner and to stand in front of me.  They shuffled over with their ankle chains clinking until they stood in front of me.

Both of them had eyes that were ablaze with anger but they were certainly not in any position to do anything about it.  All they could do was stand there and listen to me as I spoke.

Before I talked to them I looked over at maid Charlotte.

“You know what do to.  Please proceed.”

Charlotte gave a curtsy and went over to Suzie.  She began to take pins out of her hair as I spoke.

“As Dean and ultimate authority on campus I hereby relieve Sandy and Suzie of your positions as Instructresses here at Chardin College for Women.  I have been extremely disappointed in both of you.  Your conduct has been unbecoming of the high standards that we expect.”

As I finished the sentence Charlotte unraveled the Suzie’s hair bun and her hair fell to her shoulders.  Charlotte then moved over to Sandy and began to remove the pins from her hair.

“While I am inclined to expel both of you from campus I realize that you have been on staff for years.  After working in this highly charged sexual environment I doubt either of you are capable enough to return to work outside of this campus.  I think it best to make an example of both of you.  Therefore I’m giving you both another chance and I’m keeping you here.”

Charlotte unraveled Sandy’s hair bun and her hair also fell to her shoulders.  Now they both appeared disheveled as though they had just had a night-long romp in bed.

“Of course you can no longer teach here so I am assigning you both to the position of junior maid in training.  Both of you will work in the student’s dormitory and you will report to one of the girls there.

So as to have no confusion as to your positions or status I am assigning you both new names.  Sandy you will now be Maid Tawnie.”

Maid Charlotte took a necklace from her pocket and placed it around Sandy’s neck.  The necklace proudly proclaimed her “Maid Tawnie”.

“Suzie you will be maid Priscilla”.

Similarly Charlotte placed a necklace around her neck that read “Maid Priscilla”.

Now then I’m sure that there are toilets to be cleaned somewhere on campus so our new Instructresses will now lead you over to the classroom building where you will be fitted for your chastity belts and given your uniforms so that you can get to work.

Oh, and did I mention that we have called all of the girls over to meet our new Instructresses?  I believe that they are gathered outside the mansion even now.  Enjoy yourselves ladies!”

Both maid Priscilla and maid Tawnie tried to protest but they couldn’t with their large rubber gags in place.  Finally to move them quickly along Miss Brown swished their bottoms with her riding crop.  The two new maids shuffled out of the conference room towards the front door of the mansion.

I didn’t get up to take in the view but when the front door opened I could hear cheers from the girls that were gathered outside.  After the cheers subsided I could hear taunting of the new maids as they passed through the crowd on their way to begin their new careers.


CHAPTER 30.  A Visitor

Another blissful month passed with my Charlotte taking care of my every need.  I only saw the two new maids once when I had passed through the dorm while inspecting the cells.  I couldn’t believe the irony of the timing of my visit.  They were in full maid uniforms busy at work cleaning toilets under the close supervision of a couple of strict looking girls so they didn’t even look up to see me pass by.

Later I asked Miss Trisha about them and she assured me that since they had been put in chastity belts they had become quite compliant.  I have to say that from what I saw I was pleased with the results.

It was later that same day when Maid Charlotte came into my office and announced that Miss Brown had stopped by to see me while I was out.  Miss Brown had reported that a male visitor had come onto campus and that he was being restrained in the usual place in the basement of the dormitory.

Remembering the treatment that Dean Hattie’s maid received when I thought the maid was a trespasser I was interested to see what might occur so I went through the tunnel to investigate.  When I emerged in the basement of the dormitory I immediately saw a male draped over the punishment stock.

He was stripped naked and secured in position with his bottom in perfect position for a whipping.  He had a white hood over his head.  From the muted sound of his mutterings I could tell that he also had a rubber gag in place.

Miss Brown had already begun administering punishments to the lad.  His bottom was striped red and there was a group of girls in a circle taking in the festivities.  They were laughing and carrying on the way the Chardin girls always did under these circumstances.

Miss Brown stopped her ministrations and looked up when she noticed that I had entered.  I smiled at her with my approval.

“Very well done Miss Brown.  What’s the story here?”

“We found him outside the dormitory carrying a camera.  He claimed that he was here to visit but we didn’t believe him.  We think he’s a peeping Tom.”

She glanced over at one of the girls.  The girl had his camera and she was busy taking pictures of his humiliation at the hands of the gleeful Women.

“Dean Banks would you care to crop him a few times yourself?”

Under similar circumstances with errant maids I had found that it was good for morale if I participated.  It made the girls feel good about what they were doing when I added my approval in the form of the crop.

“Absolutely!”

I took her riding crop in my hand and after a practice swing I whipped it across the buttocks of the subdued intruder as I lectured him for his behavior.

“You should know better than to peep on this campus dearie.”

Swish, crack!

“I’ll teach you to sneak around here.”

Swish, crack!

“These girls will be teaching you a thing or two about servitude.”

Swish, crack!

I handed the crop back to Miss Brown.

“Did he say which of our girls he came on campus to visit?”

“No Dean Banks.  He said that he was here to see an Instructress.”

“Really?  Which one?”

“He didn’t say which one so that’s why we didn’t believe him.  We thought it was just a cover story he used to hide his real intent.  We brought him straight here to get him ready to be enrolled.”

I liked the enthusiasm that the girls displayed but I thought a little investigation might be in order before we set the boy into maid service.  After all occasionally an innocent delivery driver or even a meter reader had been known to drift onto the campus.

“Remove the hood and gag.  Let’s see what he has to say for himself now that we’ve warmed him up.”

Miss Brown nodded to one of the girls.  With the boy still strapped in place over the punishment stock the girl gently removed his hood.  As she leisurely unstrapped the gag I took the opportunity to look at his fully erect rod that was lewdly dangling through the gap in the bench.

As red as his bottom was he was certainly enjoying himself.  His penis was engorged and dripping precum.

“Miss Brown did you whip his penis before you had him strapped down?”

“Yes but as soon as we started whipping his bottom he became erect again.  We thought that made him a good candidate for the program.”

We both gave a laugh.  The girl removed the gag from the boy’s mouth.  I decided to find out his story myself.

“So honey what brings you here to the campus of Chardin College for Girls?  Do you want to be a girl?”

The girls laughed at my tease.  The boy started speaking as they continued to laugh and taunt him for his “girlie leanings”.

“Jennifer is that you?  Is that you Jennifer?  Save me from these bitches!”

The laughing stopped and the room was silent.  No boy ever calls a Chardin girl a bitch without living to regret it.

Miss Brown used her riding crop to land ten quick lashes to his bottom.  His penis twitched in involuntary lewd approval with each swish of the crop.

“You will never address Women on this campus in that manner boy.  Do you understand?”

He murmured a “Yes Ma’am”.

His voice sounded so familiar.  I had been distracted by his poor manner so I hadn’t paid much attention when he had used my name.  Then it suddenly came to mind what I had heard.

“Brad?  Brad?  Is that you?”

“Yes it’s me!  Get me off of this!  These bitches are whipping me!”

Miss Brown looked at me for guidance.  I didn’t delay for a moment.

“He used the “B” word again.  You know the rules.  Go ahead.”

She smiled.  With her attention back on Brad she hissed into him with another twenty swipes of her crop.  When she stopped the girls were laughing at his red bottom and his helpless predicament.  His penis continued to twitch a libidinous approval of the humiliation.  Through his tears he was barely able to still speak.

“Please stop.  Oh please…”

I looked back at Miss Brown.

“Have him gagged again.”

While he feebly attempted to protest the rubber gagged was forced back into his mouth by one of the girls.  Once it was buckled into place he could only make muted whimpering sounds.

“Miss Brown I need another sissy maid up at the mansion.  I’ve always wanted a maid named Mabel.  Put this one through the program and make sure that extra efforts are put into Oral Discipline class.  I want him schooled all the way up to 401.  Let me know when she is sufficiently trained.”

She gave me a sly smile then she turned her attention back to maid Mabel.  She took her riding crop and flicked the tip of the gorged penis.  Precum continued to drip as she started lashing her bottom again.

As I went back through the tunnel to the mansion I could hear the lovely sound of Miss Brown’s riding crop striking naked flesh.  It was the sweet sound of supreme feminine authority.  It was the delightful sound of total male submission.

I knew that when Miss Brown was finished maid Mabel would be well disciplined with a bright red bottom to prove it.  Yes at that point Mabel would be excited to begin her training.  I pictured her in her new maid uniform ready to serve me.  Soon she would be eager to pleasure me in my bedroom chambers.

I thought what a wonderful day this was.  There are so many perks to being the Dean of Chardin College that I can’t even list them all.

I decided to take the rest of the day off.  Instead of working I went up to my bedroom and sat down in front of the portrait of Miss Connie Swisher. 

While I sat there I imagined myself in my stockings, panties and bra with my blonde hair flowing freely as I began whipping Mabel until she agreed to service me with her tongue.  Then I imagined myself doing the same with my hair in a Chardin Bun.  I concluded that it would be exciting to me either way.

I decided that it was a great day to finish reading the remainder of the book: “The Lore of Connie Swisher.” 
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