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DEDICATION

Lovingly dedicated to authoritative dominant women everywhere and to those who submit to our whip and grovel at our feet.  This is just as it should be.


PREFACE.  To My Readers

We dare not talk openly about the hidden world of sexual domination and submission that exists all around us.  Those who are submissive are often afraid to admit it lest their secret is revealed forcing them into a lifetime of sexual servitude.  Those of us who are dominant enjoy uncovering the secret desire of a submissive and using the knowledge for our own pleasure.

The game is a dominant women’s dream come true.  A submissive hasn’t the will to resist her superior powers.  How delightful to use this advantage for her own sexual pleasure.

My books are written for dominant women.  While some of us are already practicing a life of domination over our sexual submissives others are giving thought to how wonderful it might be or perhaps are just fantasizing.  Regardless of what brings you here I want to stretch your imagination while you enjoy a taste of what being a Mistress can be like.  I assure you it is pure bliss.

Yes you might say that I am delightfully sexually wicked.  I have enjoyed sexual retribution over those I deemed in need.  Now I am more powerful than ever.

Unbelievably submissives read my books too.  I suppose they imagine themselves as the object of my domination.  As they read perhaps they feel the crop on their rear as they jump to the sound of my voice.  Those who read for their submissive fantasy are welcome here as well though you must show proper respect for feminine authority when reading these pages.

This means that submissive males must wear feminine lingerie when reading my material.  Wearing anything less than panties and a brassiere isn’t sufficiently respectful of my female authority so do it and do it now before you read any further.  Those of you who put on stockings and a maid uniform earn extra points—I’ll consider you as a novice maid in training.  I hope that reading this material leaves you with a profound need to grovel at the feet of a dominant woman.  I do think it would be helpful for you to learn your place by dressing as a sissy maid then dream of tending to the needs of a dominant woman.

Dominating a submissive is one thing, but what of dominating those who also dominate?  I think it a splendid sexual charge to show my authority to them.  What could be a greater turn on to a dominate woman than to have another dominant woman grovel before her?  Does this act make a Dominatrix that much more formidable?  I should think so. 

Therefore I have only gratification for my actions which are recounted here.  I hope they inspire dominant women and cause submissive males to crawl before them pleading for mercy.  As you will read those who cross Lady Lisa Rose Farrow are all taught lessons they won’t soon forget.  Payback is great fun.  Unrequited love has a price to be paid.  So do actions of a woman who was a bit too high and mighty for her own good.

Read along with me as I recount the blissful decadence of sexual retribution.  Women who dominate should be amused while those inclined to submit should kneel and imagine themselves in my employ.


PROLOGUE.  The Maid’s Fury

Rose pedals float gently on the water giving a delightful scent to my bath.  Candles flicker safely on the tile above my feet.  What a divine feeling it is to take a long soaking bath with no cares in the world.  The servant’s bell is nearby my hand waiting to summon my maid when I’m ready to finish up.  This won’t ever grow old.  I never grow tired of having Charlene serve me!  Charlene stands out of sight just outside the entrance to my liquid heaven.  I’m so glad I made her into my bath servant!

Yes, housemaid, serving maid, laundry maid, and of course bath servant.  What better way to tease Charlene than to have her so close yet so far away.  When I chime the bell and step out I will stand with my back to her.  She knows my routine; she has performed it so many times.  She is required to bring a heated towel and carefully dry every part of my body with the softness.  Naturally she is forbidden to directly touch me.  If so much as a single finger should make contact with my flesh she knows that she will be subjected to punishments far in excess of the offense.  I chime the bell and leave the warm bath.

After I am dried Charlene will help me with either a bra or corset.  Today it is a bra as I don’t feel the need for the confinement this morning.  I stretch my hands and she slips the straps over my arms and clips it in the back.  Charlene knows that while she is dressing me her eyes are not allowed to wander, they are to be diverted at all times from any notion of sexual adventure or suggestion.  Failure to do so will result in significant regret on her part.

I step into the panties she offers knowing she is holding them for my feet while on her knees behind me.  I get satisfaction knowing that I am presenting my backside to her face as there is a certain justice in that.  She scrambles to her feet to quickly bring my favorite perfume and my deodorant.  I raise my arms for the latter and then turn to face her.  Only now can she see me face to face, with her eyes lowered she carefully sees to a spritz of perfume applied to my neck while trying hard not to gaze at my breasts.

When she finishes dressing me I am in a tight skirt showing off my stocking feet with a lacy blouse.  Charlene brushes my hair as I sit in front of the vanity mirror and then she carefully slips my heels on my feet.  She has been well trained, and she knows her place.   

I feel no guilt leading the helpless submissive around by the libido.  I’ve taunted, teased, and punished her for over a year now and I am supremely happy with the result.  She is hopelessly submissive to me and unable to refuse any order or command.  I can’t think of better retribution for her poor manners back in school.

Back then she showed me no respect.  Her attention was on Darlene a woman unworthy of my Charlene.  Today Charlene gives me nothing but the utmost admiration and respect.  As my sissy maid she is unable to do anything else.  Fate and fortune have shined on me leaving Charlene as my sexual play toy.  This is exactly where she belongs.

Charlene is still on her knees as I leave the boudoir.  I order her to clean up behind me and she stands to offer a curtsy to my decree.  Yes, I have Charlene right where I want her.

I am Lady Lisa Rose Farrow, welcome back to my world where I am in charge and those who cross me are shown my fury and put into their place.


CHAPTER 1.  Sweet Revenge

Revenge can be such a wonderful thing.  It is a delicacy that women seldom get to experience when it comes to relationships with the weaker sex.  Yes, the males are indeed the weaker sex and the very proof of it is exhibited in my household every single day.  I have two full time sissy maids Charlene and Sheila.  They are both completely at my beck and call and I have found them to be extremely satisfying when providing private service to their Mistress.

In addition to my full time maids I have male clients who apply for training as sissy maids.  These hapless males pay a great sum of money to feel my whip while they grovel at my every command.  Please don’t you dare even think that I am some sort of paid prostitute as my male clients will never get their little male clits anywhere near me.

No, they pay to grovel and serve while the sexual pleasure is all mine.  Tantalizing and teasing submissives while keeping their submissive libido restrained is a blissful game that only a true Dominatrix could revel in.  Yes they desire me but they shall never have me.

My assistant Yvonne has become quite the authoritative woman herself.  She is my senior maid and is responsible for keeping the sissies in line.  Yvonne has become an excellent protégé and with her help we keep our submissive sissy maids hard at work.

I laugh at that description because when I say hard at work, well these submissives certainly know the meaning of blue balls.  I’m not just referring to the artistry that Yvonne performed on their genitals; no I’m referring to life of chastity that they enjoy as our eager sissy maids.

There was a time in my life when I would have done anything to enjoy the feeling of Charles ravishing my body.  These days I have no interest in his male clitty other than to use it to keep him in line.  It is an absolutely marvelous way to keep his interest solely on my pleasure.  It is the blessing of a Dominatrix that the submissive male obtains pleasure from servile endeavors because as Charlene there is no servitude that I haven’t put Charles through.

Of course the usual requirements of a sissy apply.  Charlene owns only feminine clothing—she wears panties, bras, stockings, and maid uniforms at all times.  I prefer my submissives in formal maid attire so that is the uniform that they embrace for me.

I do think that there is something for all males to learn with a feminine attire requirement.  They certainly can’t appreciate the effort a woman endures to look her very best unless they have done the same themselves.  A girl can only laugh in amusement at the thought of these sissies making themselves up so that they appear feminine just for me.  I delight in having Charlene fix her lipstick regularly just for the fun of it.  She is such an obedient docile girl that she checks it every time as ordered.  I mean really what a sissy she is!

Of course a sissy can never be a real woman and that is why the maid uniform is perfect attire.  A servant’s uniform brings the sissy just close enough to womanhood to experience the blessings of womanhood.  At the same time the sissy is forced into a role that leaves her at the bottom of the social ladder.

Fortunately when that sissy maid looks up she sees a strong Mistress above her controlling her actions.  As I’ve told Yvonne a sissy left on her own will only get herself into trouble.  A sissy carefully watched under strict feminine supervision becomes a useful toy for our amusement.  That is exactly what Charlene has become for me.

For me there is far more to humiliating revenge on Charlene than simply strict feminization.  Just having Charlene sashay around my estate in her maid uniform cleaning would hardly be sufficient punishment for her earlier actions.

No I insist that Charlene be completely and totally humiliated for my amusement.  This means that her male clit is safely tucked away between her shaved legs so that it is not put to any use that I don’t intend for it.  It also requires that there are severe consequences for the slightest disobedience to my desires.

I do enjoy having Charlene paddled on her bare bottom.  Notice that I said “Having Charlene paddled”.  While I occasionally indulge myself in the practice most times I will summon Yvonne to administer the punishments for me.

It is one thing for an errant sissy maid to be taken over the knee of her Mistress for punishments but quite another for the sissy to find herself over the knee of the senior maid while her Mistress watches.

I think Yvonne enjoys this part of her job as it enhances her authority.  I dare say that she commands the same respect of our sissy maids that I do if only because it is her hand that determines precisely the weight of discipline applied to the upturned bottom of a poorly performing sissy.

There are other ways to encourage good behavior from my admiring submissives.  I’m sure that Charlene has become fond of taking her enemas like a good girl.  She seems to enjoy it so much when Yvonne slowly lubricates her willing orifice that I’m sure she sees it more as a treat than as a punishment.  Regardless I think a forced enema is a good treatment for those sissy maids who become somewhat of a royal pain with their lack of respect.

Of course the best part of a dominant woman having servants is the attention she receives in her bedroom chambers.  I am no different in that all of this activity as a superior female can work up blissful urges that must be satisfied.

If you think that I would have any of my slaves indulge in sexual activity that would leave them fulfilled then you certainly do not understand feminine authority.  My objective is always my complete fulfillment while leaving my submissives drooling for more.

Here is an example of such a typical exploit.  I have sampled the oral pleasures of both Charlene and Sheila.  While they are both extraordinary in their ability to provide exquisite orgasms through oral worship I have found through vast comparison study that Sheila is slightly superior in this regard.

For this reason I will often select Sheila to see to my pleasure.  However I do care for Charlene so I think it might be to her benefit to see for herself what a superior technique looks like.

Summoning Yvonne, Sheila, and Charlene to my chambers I will often have Yvonne secure Charlene to my bedpost.  My four poster bed is perfect for restraint use.  From her position at the foot of my bed she finds herself strapped tightly to the wooden post still in her maid uniform with her skirt pinned up, panties down and her male clitty fully in my view.  Her mouth is gagged with leather so as to keep her pleas down.

This position has many advantages.  From it she will be able to see Sheila as she pleasures me with her oral abilities.  At the same time she is unable to move or even make enough noise to draw attention.  Helpless in this position she serves as my eye candy since I can easily observe her reaction to my pleasures.

Charlene has been forced to watch me pleasured while restrained in this position on many occasions.  I enjoy the far-away look in her eyes as she strains at her bonds while I moan in orgasmic bliss.  So close yet so far away!

When I am in the mood and she is lucky I’ll have her stand guard in that position after I have climaxed while I sleep.  Most times I just send her back to her room so that Yvonne can safely secure her for the night—I wouldn’t want her to get so excited that she begins to fondle herself so we take steps to prevent that.


CHAPTER 2.  Sheila Divine

Of course I’m not quite so tantalizing when dealing with Sheila.  When a girl treats me right she is appreciated so she is rewarded in kind.  Unlike Charlene she is often allowed to express her most divine adoration to me with her tender loving tongue.  As Charlene watches from her nearby post Sheila will administer to my heavenly needs.  Her abilities are so divine I do think that she must be sent by understanding feminine Angels so there are times when I call her Sheila Divine.

Here is a description of a typical affair in this little game.  Sheila will still be wearing her maid uniform just like Charlene.  Only in her case her little clitty will be firmly secured between her legs safely encased in a strict panty girdle.  I think it important that submissives always know what their prospects for sexual gratification are and most of the time that probability is somewhat nonexistent.

No I want my submissives to always be concentrating on my lovely pleasures and that is precisely what Sheila does best.  I have Charlene watch as I recline in relaxation as Sheila removes my panties and lovingly performs the service that she does so very well.

I do enjoy the look in Charlene’s eyes as I start to moan in sexual ecstasy.  Had she only been more attentive earlier in life perhaps she would be allowed to do more than just witness the ardent passion of her divine Mistress.

Instead her eyes show a longing lustful arousal that matches the state of her denied erection.  She will drip precum in a tantalizing stimulation that will not be satisfied.  It is delightfully satisfying to see the titillated sissy denied in this fashion.

While Charlene watches in restrained passion Sheila will be denied in a different manner.  With her tongue buried in my private region she is so close yet so far from achieving her own fulfillment.

As I moan in the throes of erotic passion her only outlet for her desire is to satisfy my needs.  At the urging of her adoring lapping she encourages my yearning until it reaches a heightened frenzy that explodes in orgasm.

As my breathing returns to normal Sheila knows her place and takes it by the bedpost just like Charlene.  I ring the bedside bell for Yvonne and she straps Sheila to the post opposite Charlene putting her in the same position as the other maid.

Now as I recline and relax in fulfilled bliss I can see my two sissy maids each with their titillated urges on display in tribute to my beauty.  I will leave them there until the morning.

It is these wonderful performances that have endeared Sheila to me as my favorite sissy.  Since she is privileged she may direct Charlene in service as she sees fit.  I think it is quite amusing that Charlene is in effect the junior maid reporting to another sissy maid.

I also allow Sheila to assist with client transformations.  I know she enjoys makeup application and she has learned the craft well from Yvonne.  When a new sissy is brought in they are somewhat overcome by the two maids working in tandem to quickly feminize them.

With Yvonne applying tramp stamps and Sheila applying makeup even a new sissy can be transformed in short order.  Sheila is so good with makeup that she will typically apply two coats of nail polish to both hands and feet of a client all while Yvonne works her magic.

Once the new client has been prepared Yvonne becomes the wardrobe Mistress directing Sheila on which combination of lingerie and uniform to bring over for the client.  We have many styles to choose from so this is an important step.  Sheila will then scurry about the basement selecting the requested attire in the correct size before bringing it over and assisting the new sissy.  She can also be very informative during this process giving the new girl tips on how to pull stockings on and how to properly position her first bra.

Sheila’s servitude does not end there.  She is exceptional with restraints.  When a new girl is secured in her chastity or suspended in front of a mirror she can be sure that if Sheila applied the bondage that escape is simply not going to happen.  I pity any of the novice submissives who complain about restraints that are too tight.  This will always result in Sheila pulling the bondage even tighter so that “They get the message where their place is”.  The girl sure does understand submission.

On top of all of these lovely qualities Sheila knows her way around domestic service.  If Sheila worked on it there is no doubt that it has been left clean.  Her performance cleaning bathrooms is particularly exemplary and I often complement her on her attention to detail.  Combined with her laundry room skills I dare say that Sheila was born to be a sissy maid.


CHAPTER 3.  Nora’s Place

Nora on the other hand is entirely different than Sheila.  Her sloppy work and poor attitude reflect poorly on her as well as the training that we provide.  I had expected more out of her but then again she is a somewhat reluctant submissive so I guess I just have to cope.

One day I decided that I had enough.  The time had come to deal with the problem.  Since I had acquired Nora she had been nothing but trouble.  Lady Millicent had taught me how to deal with submissives, but really had never said anything about how to convert a dominant personality into full submission.  As a result I had to attempt to “learn by doing” which was proving to be a difficult challenge at best in this case.

Oh yes, I had tried to deal with her but nothing seemed to work.  After she was given her tramp stamp declaring her “Property of Lady Lisa Rose Farrow” I had worked diligently at trying to break her dominant spirit and turn her into a submissive serving maid.

I had Sheila paddle her nightly for months.  I kept her in chains, with cuffs on her wrists and ankles restraining her, in a collar with a leash attached that Sheila led her around with.  She was kept in a chastity so she could not pleasure herself.  I had her scrubbing floors under Yvonne’s watchful eye.  She was tied, whipped, and teased to erotic extremes yet she was still wildly trying to escape from her place as my servant.

In desperation I even tried public humiliation.  She once spent time in stocks as an ornament in my entrance foyer as sort of a live piece of art for the amusement of my guests.  Other Mistresses who visited enjoyed my creative touch and complimented me on my imagination.  While the humiliation was amusing it still failed to break her spirit.  What I wanted the most from Nora was to turn her into my submissive maid just like Charlene had become.

There is something so delightfully amusing about taking a haughty subject who has offended me and turning them into a meek submissive domestic slave.  I fear I will never tire of the pleasure of my will overcoming a reluctant adversary.  I can assure those of you who have never tasted this sweet pleasure that it is truly addictive.  Once you have brought an arrogant submissive to bow to your superior authority I can guarantee that you will want to enjoy that same blissful sensation over and over again.

So Nora was a source of frustration for me.  I so wanted to see her grovel before me like a docile submissive craving sexual release that I was not about to grant.  I swear if I would have had one I would have put the bitch into an iron maiden to accomplish her surrender.  She was the thorn in my life.  I had three sissy maids and a stream of willing clients all willing to pay significant amounts of money just to be trained for similar service.  Yet we offered Nora the same service at no charge and she was resisting!  Yes I was living the perfect life of luxury with just this one exception.

So it was that I decided to care of the problem.  Nora had to be retrained and I would have to do my best to turn her to submission.  I do believe that there is a compliant side to us all it simply needs to be brought out and nourished.

It was with this thought that I decided it was best to put her through a slow submissive indoctrination similar to the treatment we give our clients.  Few can resist the slow titillation that the process entails before ultimately leaving them completely addicted to submissive behavior.

I have never had a client indoctrinated into submission return to a life of anything other than further submission.  The behavior is extremely addictive to the subject as it titillates and arouses senses to a level that can’t otherwise be achieved. 

It can be both a gift and a curse to those afflicted.  It is a gift to those who crave the treatment on their own and it is a curse to those upon whom the addiction is bestowed against their will.  Try as they might they will never be able to release themselves from the craving for total submission.

That is the condition I wanted to impart upon Nora.  So addicted to the pleasure of submission that she could not help herself but to kneel and beg for gratification whenever the opportunity presented itself.  I wanted her to be a sexual slave more than willing to offer her bottom to any dominant who cared to demand it.  I wanted her to experience a life of humiliation, embarrassment, and servitude while craving every moment of it.

With this goal in mind I summoned Yvonne and had her bring Nora, Charlene, and Sheila to our playroom in the basement.  Nora stood before me in her restraint cuffs looking every bit the insolent wench she had remained.

Our playroom was well equipped to wear down even the most defiant.  The room had several “work stations” all equipped with restraints as well as mirrors so that the reluctant could witness their own surrender.  Many haughty clients had been turned into whimpering submissives there and Nora was simply going to be the next.

I started by ordering the rebellious woman to be stripped and taken to the tub area for an enema treatment.  I have found that an enema treatment is an excellent method of putting conceited girls into their place.  It has the advantage of being an extremely humiliating act that titillates the subject but never sufficiently enough to cause orgasm.

I had Charlene and Sheila strap Nora into position.  She was held bent over a padded bench with her legs spread wide apart.  She struggled as they spread her legs into position but with her wrists secured she had little choice but to succumb.

Once properly situated the task of creating a submissive began in earnest.  The concept is simple, allow the defiant subject to protest all she wants while slowly titillating and coaxing intense arousal.  A carnal urge is encouraged but very carefully so that no orgasmic release is allowed.  The thirst builds to a heightened lust that is not permitted to be fulfilled. 

To put it another way, the reluctant submissive is put through a cycle of tease and deny, tease and deny.  The repetitive nurturing of ardor always wears down even the haughtiest defiant subjects as I have witnessed many times.  Eventually her own defenses are defeated by her own sexual excitement.  After that it is simply a matter of creating an addiction to the blissful feeling.

Charlene was ordered to prepare our subject for insertion.  The maid obediently procured anal lubricant from a nearby cabinet before her heels clicked on the floor as she came back over to the snobby subject.  She certainly didn’t look so high and mighty with her rear up in the air seemingly begging for some treatment.  Her head was free to look around and any time she would lift it she would see herself in the mirror presented helplessly waiting to be taught her lesson in condescending arrogance.

Charlene donned some pink rubber gloves—the kind the maids used to scrub floors and clean bathrooms—before dipping a finger into the jar of lubricant.  The struggle between dominance and submission began immediately when she inserted the finger and began to slowly lubricate the orifice.

Nora let out a soft admonishment of “No” while the maid worked lubricant deeper and deeper inside of her.  At first her buttocks were tensed against the invasion but as the lubricant inevitably prepared her for the enema that was yet to come she relaxed the muscles in the first hint of an impending surrender.

While Charlene was slowly preparing the receptor Sheila was filling the enema bag in preparation for the first treatment.  Nora looked up at the exact moment to see Sheila in the mirror hanging the bag on a pole just behind her upraised bottom.  She tried to flail her arms and legs while uttering obscenities at the maids but her restraints easily held her in place.

She was screaming vengeance as Sheila slowly inserted the first application.  As the liquid flowed she seemed to lose her train of thought as her state of arousal heightened.  When Nora was filled with the fluid Sheila slowly removed the nozzle.  We let our subject hold the persuasive liquid for a while so she could further contemplate her behavior.

It didn’t take long before the purpose of the enema was accomplished.  Now the haughty girl was squirming uncomfortably trying to maintain control.  It wasn’t long before she was begging to be released so that she could expel the fluid.

I told her if she asked Yvonne very nicely perhaps she would be freed long enough for her needs.  Soon she was pleading with the senior maid to be allowed to dispel the enema.  I insisted that she apologize for her naughty tongue and that she politely ask to be further punished for her insolence before she would be released.

She began to beg and plead like the whimpering slave that she would become.  I had her beg for a second enema and then had her plead that I promise to make sure she received it.  In exchange for my assurance I then had her promise she would allow us to restrain her again after her release without any resistance. 

After she agreed to willingly accept a second enema as well as to have her mouth washed out with soap for her naughty language I decided that she had begged sufficiently for the moment.  I had the maids release her and she quickly ran to the ladies room.

I do believe in keeping my promises so it was only a few minutes later that we had Nora back in position for further treatment.  This time while Charlene was sensually applying the anal jell and Sheila was readying the fluid Yvonne was busy acquainting her potty mouth with a bar of lavender scented soap.

It all began to be a bit overwhelming for the tart as she moaned while holding the soap with her lips while at the same time beginning to gyrate her hips as she responded to the delicate lubricant being applied to her anal canal.

It is always satisfying to see a haughty tart begin to surrender to passion and I must say that watching Nora do so was particularly pleasing.  I was hoping that by the time I finished with her the sadistic tormenter would be a docile servant and I could see that she was already well on her way.

After the second treatment the girl was far more docile.  I had Charlene and Sheila escort her to the glass shower stall station to clean her up.  I casually watched while the maids carefully scrubbed every inch of her naked body using bath brushes that lathered up a scented body wash.

Immediately after the shower I had Yvonne take her over to the paddling table for additional treatment.  Now there was no resistance in her eyes as Nora was bent over the table which presented her bottom for the discipline.  There was no need to restrain her this time as she meekly complied with orders to present herself for punishment.  After a sufficient dose of attitude adjustment with the paddle which was administered by Yvonne she stood still as I ordered her body to be gently dusted with scented powder by the other maids.

I deliberately had the maids apply the powder in a slow sensual manner.  I wanted to see if I could get the reluctant underling sufficiently excited about her serving role.  Both Charlene and Sheila lazily brushed her body with the scented powder puff while Nora tried to look uninterested.

Her ploy worked for a while until Charlene reached her plump breasts while at the same time Sheila dusted her most feminine region.  With a moan she gave away her true feelings for the treatment—a sensual bit of progress but progress nonetheless.

For a moment she seemed to forget where she was.  I suppose not enjoying an orgasm for quite some time had something to do with it but for whatever reason she had those dreamy eyes that seemed to take her to another place.  I told the maids to slow down even further and make sure that every inch of her private areas was powdered several times.

Finally I had Nora where I wanted her—blissfully excited and ready to have the aroused feeling closely associated with her new role.  I knew that this association was key to creating a submissive.  Instilling that craving associated with servitude is the goal of every Dominatrix.  The only question was if I could now successfully addict a more dominant woman to the same feeling.

When I felt that the maids had titillated her long enough I ordered them to put her in her corset.  This was a particularly effeminate piece designed specifically to put the wearer in a submissive frame of mind.

It was a black underbust hourglass corset that featured white lace fringe.  Sheila slipped her into it before working on the lace up strings in back.  Now her breasts were plumped up with her erect nipples testifying to her lustfully state.  Nora seemed off in another world as the maids continued to work to dress her.

They added black seamed stockings that attached to garters on the corset.  Sheila was careful to keep the seams straight as she slowly pulled them into place while Nora stood still.  With the addition of ruffled panties and a white petticoat she was ready for her satin maid uniform. 

She slipped into the low cut French Maid uniform which fell to her shoulders and proudly displayed her breasts.  With the addition of some six inch heels the girl was about ready for service.  She was now dressed as a sinfully suggestive tart just waiting to be tasted with her cleavage enticingly beckoning for attention.

I ordered the maids to promptly make the new submissive up.  All of the maids enjoy the use of makeup as it completes the image.  It is the final polish that adds to their sense of submission as well as their dedication to the job.  A well made up woman shows care for her appearance as well as enjoyment for the task at hand.

I watched as Yvonne skillfully applied her artwork with assistance from Sheila and Charlene.  Nora seemed to become more docile as the makeup was perfectly applied to make the most of her features.  While all women like to finish their look with makeup I doubt that Nora had ever had a look like she was receiving.

She had dramatic “smokey eyes” that were liberally outlined with mascara.  Layers of blush were applied over a foundation.  Her lips were outlined in bright red before a fabulous lip gloss was added.  Normally such artistry is found only on women in a red light district but on her in her tiny uniform it looked just right.  The tarty makeup together with her humble maid attire made her appear to stand in a far more submissive light.

Nora now stood meekly staring at herself in the mirror.  She was transformed into a girl seemingly as docile as she appeared—sinfully aroused with no outlet for the lewd desires teeming just beneath the surface.  The shrew had been tamed at last.

I told the maids that I was going to my study and that Nora was to bring me tea.  With that the maids were off to the kitchen while I went to my office to contemplate Nora’s fate.

There was a timid tap on the door which I acknowledged with an order to enter.  In came Nora daintily teetering on her heels while carefully holding the tray with the tea set.  Yvonne followed closely behind her supervising every step.

I had the maids stay at attention as I took a sip before I looked at Nora.  She stood at attention with Yvonne with her eyes lowered.  She was no longer the fearsome dominant I had originally met at this point she knew her place.

I decided it was time to “lay down the law” for her.  I told her I would no longer tolerate insolence of any kind—that she was to look and act like a compliant servant at all times or there would be a severe price to be paid.

It was a charming moment as she curtsied in acknowledgement and replied “Yes my Lady”.  I smiled at the victory that I had won.


CHAPTER 4.  Stevie Dominatrix

You would think that it would be fairly easy to remodel a basement.  Not so when your basement is a dungeon left to you by your aunt who is a dominatrix.

Initially I had thought that the dungeon was quite complete but it soon became apparent that improvements needed to be made.  At a very minimum new tile needed to be put on the floor as well as some upgraded lighting was necessary.  The camera system was antiquated and a few more bondage devices would add to the joy of breaking new clients in. 

Variety is the spice of life and new equipment would give me more options.  I also wanted mirrors everywhere so that it would be impossible for a submissive to look anywhere without seeing herself humbled.  A girl can never have enough mirrors now, can she?

I’ll leave out further details of the renovation.  While I’m sure the reader would like to know more about fetish equipment such as spanking benches, stocks, crosses, and the tower of pleasure the point of interest was the crew that I hired to do the work.

One does not just Google “home renovations” when one needs her dungeon refurbished.  No, things get a bit more complicated than that.  I mean have you ever seen an ad that says “We remodel S/M Dungeons, references available upon request”?  I didn’t think so!

So when another member of The Supreme Mistress Society recommended a discreet crew I jumped at the opportunity to call them.  It was with great expectations that I awaited their arrival for an initial consultation.

The day came for an estimate on the work.  A woman drove up in a black van.  I could see her from a front window of the mansion and I have to say I was taken a bit by surprise.  While I thought I was about to see a typical home improvement estimator what I saw instead was both different and somehow appropriate.

A young leather clad woman stepped out of the vehicle.  She wore a skin tight leather one piece pantsuit that flattered her curves.  Frankly she could have easily been another Dominatrix from the Society.  She had the leather and the boots, the only thing missing was the whip.  Her blonde hair was short and neatly combed while her makeup was impeccably applied.  She obviously meant business.

She introduced herself as “Stephanie, but everyone calls me Stevie”.  My thought was that “Stevie Dominatrix” would be more appropriate.  

We surveyed the dungeon together.  She took notes as we strolled around and I discussed the equipment as well as describing the work that needed to be done.  I was somewhat flattered when she complimented me on my “Outstanding array of bondage equipment.”  She added that “You appear to be an excellent Dominatrix”.

With compliments like that how could I not hire her?  Things seemed to be in order but then became interesting when we discussed terms.  While her price was neither here nor there it was the “special terms” that were most intriguing.

She asked if I employed any maids.  I told her that I had two full time sissy maids, a senior female maid and a female maid in training.  I also had clients that would come in to be trained as sissy maids.  She gave a smile at the revelation.

A condition of her crew was that the maids would be at their disposal during the project.  She said they would be needed to “Assist the crew”, “Bring refreshment”, and to “Test equipment as well as to be used in any manner as needed or desired”.  It was her absolute requirement of employment to have total access to the maids and use of the dungeon while the crew was at work.

I could tell by the cunning glint in her eye that this would be a most interesting work crew.  I agreed and quite frankly couldn’t wait to see what the crew had in store for my maids.  I do so enjoy new ideas for humiliation and it was easy to see that this authoritative woman had plenty.

On the day the work was scheduled to begin I had the maids assemble in the foyer.  Yvonne, Charlene and Sheila were in matching French Maid uniforms while a reluctant Nora was in her rather dowdy cleaning uniform.

I could hear a couple of trucks pull up outside as well as some noisier engines.  It was time for the fun to begin!

When Yvonne answered the doorbell I could have laughed uproariously.  Instead I suppressed a giggle as I knew immediately what was in store for the maids.

There in her skin tight leather was the supervisor and behind her an all-female construction crew.  It was their appearance that I found amusing.

Parked next to the trucks was a group of motorcycles, and yes the crew was made up entirely of what could only be described as leather clad “biker babes”.  They paraded into the foyer milling around the maids looking at them as though they were sweet desserts about to be devoured.

Even with all of the bondage sessions I had attended with other Mistresses I have to admit I don’t believe I had ever seen such an array of leather, chains, and sadistic looking women all in one place at one time.  It was a beautiful demonstration of female power and authority.  I was sure that both Charlene and Sheila were coming in their panties at the provocative sight.

While most of the women were trim one worker was somewhat more full figured than the others.  She had several diamond studded earrings as well as a diamond stud in her tongue.  She leered at Nora as though she were ready to tear her uniform off of her at any moment.  Later I learned that her nickname was “Ropes” for reasons that would become obvious later.

Before I continue I just want to say that the work that was accomplished by these leather clad women was impeccable.  I have never been as pleased with finished work as I have been with the absolute perfect renovation that these angels performed in my basement.  What a talented group they turned out to be!  It was of course the process that was the most stimulating and of interest to the reader.

It started innocently enough.  After the women took to the basement and began working Stevie came over to me and asked me to send Charlene downstairs.

I saw Charlene return to the dungeon several times carrying drinks and snacks.  She was waiting on the women like a waitress in a diner with seemingly no end to the requests they made for her service during the work day.  She delivered beverages and sandwiches on a tray and then brought up the dirty serving dishes afterwards.

The scene repeated itself for several days until on one trip back downstairs Charlene spoke to Nora—she had also been summoned to the basement as well.  When Nora descended the stairway abruptly all of the noise coming from down there came to an odd silence.

Suddenly there was an earsplitting scream that I recognized as Nora.  I couldn’t help myself so I immediately went down to see what had happened.  I expect some sort of serious accident or injury but instead found something entirely different.

The workers had formed a circle and were watching something on the floor.  As I drew closer the circle parted just enough for me to see what was going on.

There on the floor was Nora completely stripped naked with Ropes holding her face down while sitting on her buttocks.  She was in the process of hogtieing the maid and Nora was resisting with all of her might.  She was no match in size or strength for Ropes who was gleefully tying her wrists together.

Charlene was obediently standing at attention watching the activity.  She held a tray with a penis gag on it as though she was about to serve a drink.  Nora continued to scream as her legs were brought up and secured to her wrists.

Ropes motioned to Charlene and with a few steps and a curtsy before the brawny woman she delivered her order.  Finally the verbal protests ended when Ropes stuffed the leather penis gag into the mouth of the reticent wild eyed Nora before securing it tightly into place.

Nora was then completely immobile.  She lay helplessly on the floor as the workers went back to their construction project.  Ropes smiled at me before she too went back to work leaving Nora to contemplate her fate.

Stevie later explained to me that the workers had been looking for an initial test subject for some of the equipment that they were installing.  She said that Charlene had been far too polite and courteous to them to be subjected to the humiliation that they had in mind but they found Nora to be sufficiently reluctant.  So it was that she had been hogtied that day as an initial step in her role as “demonstrator” in the renovated dungeon.  

Every day from that day until the end of the project Nora was summoned to the dungeon and subdued by a gleeful Ropes.  They showed no mercy on the haughty maid as she was humiliated in every way imaginable.  All the while Charlene served drinks and snacks to the crew.

On the day they installed my new “Bondage Wheel” Stevie wanted me to come in and see if it met my approval.  Nora was blindfolded and gagged with her arms and legs tied spread apart to the giant wooden wheel.  As Stevie showed off the device she gave a stroke to Nora’s intimate sex before giving the wheel a spin to demonstrate the advantage a Dominatrix had when a submissive was placed in the position.

Another time they had Nora tied spread eagle on a bench and they took turns force masturbating her with a vibrator.  I talked with Stevie as several of the women calmly took turns bringing Nora to a shuddering climax.  For this adventure they blindfolded her but left her mouth free so that they could listen to her beg for mercy before  screaming in orgasmic relief.

Each time she shuddered with a climax they applauded and laughed before passing the vibrator to the next tormentor.  At the end of that day Nora was left still trussed up in exhausted orgasmic relief with barely enough energy to stand up once we released her from her tethering.

The women were delightful.  They had wonderful dispositions, they were playful, and they had a sense of humor.  This was best demonstrated the day I found Sheila suspended from the ceiling by a leather harness.  Apparently she got in the way while they were installing mirrors up on the ceiling.  To remedy the problem they hoisted the terrified girl up to the ceiling and fastened her there by a single cord.

The fact that she hung helplessly slowly swaying with every breath was humorous enough all by itself.  But the crew had far more imagination than that.  They decided to dress her for the occasion so she spent the day looking down on the workers while dressed as a pink fairy princess fully made up complete with pink tights, frilly pink dress adorned with silver wings and holding a wand with a sparkled star at the end.  The irony was just too much—the pink fairy princess suspended in mid-air dangling by a thread.  I couldn’t help myself and burst into laughter at the sight of her clinging to her perch.

At the end of each day it was usually Sheila and Charlene who cleaned up the worksite while the crew watched and barked orders to the submissive maids.  When the crew was ready to leave they instructed the maids to carefully dust and polish their leather attire for them before they made their way out the door.

There appeared to be no end to the imagination of the naughty crew of dominatrix workers.  They toyed playfully with the submissives without mercy teasing, binding, and spanking them at will.

When the project was completed Stevie and her crew seemed despondent that the fun had ended.  My submissive maids on the other hand appeared relieved that they had successfully endured the ordeal.  They stood at attention and curtsied for Stevie as she left with her check after a job well done.


CHAPTER 5.  A Female Client

Those looking at a submissive personality from the outside don’t always “get it”.  It can be difficult to understand how a person can possibly allow themselves to be sexually humiliated by another.  The reason that sexual submission works is really quite simple—there is an extremely addictive element to it.  Those who are prone to submission are easily overcome with even the slightest situation in which their sexuality is exploited.

The addictive element can work even on those not predisposed to submission.  An excellent case in point was a client of mine who most certainly was anything but submissive.  I was approached by a gentleman inquiring of my service.  It seemed that he was going to turn his company over to his niece Becky as he was getting ready to retire.  There was a problem however.  She was just out of college and had yet to learn much about the world.

His niece was a thin statuesque redhead who certainly lived up to the reputation of the fiery image commonly associated with red hair.  He met with me and gave me a substantial amount of money to do just a couple of things.  He wanted his young niece to be taught a lesson in humiliation.  Specifically he requested sexual humiliation and do it without, shall we say, causing an orgasmic experience.  In other words, we were free to do whatever we wanted with the stipulation that there was to be no sexual release or penetration.

He wanted a tough lesson to be learned but did not want to risk the impregnation of his niece.  He offered to double my fee if we could keep her the entire time of her stay—a full week--without allowing her an orgasm of any sort.  It seemed that the spoiled heiress had always gotten everything she wanted and that he wanted to be sure that she learned the lesson that some things just required some patience.

So that was our challenge—to teach the spoiled brat a lesson through sexual humiliation with the use of excessive titillation.  Just the sort of thing that I felt we were well suited to provide to our exclusive clientele.  Though not our standard fare it was good business nonetheless and if nothing else it provided an amusing change of pace.  I accepted the task thinking that it would be fun to give it a try.

He was quite concerned with the fiery woman.  She was known to scold employees, had standards that were so high that they were impossible to achieve, and just had that “high and mighty” air about her.  Executives with such an attitude rarely get an opportunity to be brought down a few notches so he wanted to make sure that she had that experience before taking charge of the business.

We received a taste of her high and mighty attitude when her secretary sent us a letter in advance of her scheduled arrival.  We were notified that “Miss Rebecca Nelson would be attending the seminar.  Employees are reminded that she should be addressed as Miss Nelson”.  Included with the letter were dietary requirements that detailed which dishes were to be served and how they were to be served.

I laughed at the pompous cavalier attitude.  It was not like we were expecting royalty or anything like that.  I couldn’t wait to give the girl some of my own corporate discipline with a taste of my riding crop.  Yvonne and I both laughed hysterically at the letter before dispatching it to the waste basket. 

Unbelievably he lured her to our house of games with the promise that she was attending an exclusive corporate retreat.  He told her that it was part of her training for becoming the lead executive.  So when she was dropped off on my door step by her chauffer she haughtily sashayed into the entrance foyer thinking that she was going to some kind of resort that would feature some exclusive supervisory instruction.

We had her cool her heels waiting in the foyer until the limousine was safely down the drive before we began to do our thing.  I did feel at least a little bit sorry for the poor girl as she obviously had no idea what was going to happen to her.  I knew that initially there would be resistance to our treatment method so I had all of my maids converge on her in the foyer.

I watched from the balcony overlooking the scene as all three maids curtsied and welcomed “Miss Nelson”.  She was a vision of pompous self-importance in her Giorgio Armani heels, Prada suit, Gianni Versace accessories and her Gucci hand bag.  Yvonne complimented her on her Dior fragrance.  With that combination I half expected a Neiman Marcus sales clerk to follow in tow behind her.

Miss Nelson paid no attention to the perfume compliment as though it was expected instead offering her suitcases to Yvonne before looking past the maids for some kind of reception committee.  Perhaps showing excellent good sense Yvonne was quick to order Charlene to remove the suitcases from view before turning to our new guest.  I have no idea what the snobbish bore brought with her for her stay.  The suitcases would never be opened on this stay and would only reappear days later as she was shown the front door. 

In a nice touch Yvonne played to her ego and bid her to follow her to the “presidential suite”.  As the maid led the arrogant woman into the mansion Charlene and Sheila followed behind.  I’m sure that the egotistical executive had no clue even as she descended the stairway into our “Executive Training Chamber”.

I didn’t see what transpired after they disappeared down the stairs.  I do know that Yvonne said that the girl was a “hellcat” and that it took all three of them to restrain her.  When I went down to see how things went I found the wildcat seated in a chair positioned on a pedestal in front of our full length mirrors.  This was where we often took submissives for humiliation.  The raised platform was a way of making them feel like they were on display and the mirrors that surrounded it gave the subject a full view of the treatment that they were receiving.

We had given her the executive treatment.  Our executive guest was tied to the chair with her hands in leather cuffs clasped together behind her back.  The maids had unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her bra before winding rope around her breasts.  The result was that her bare breasts were held pertly up while in full view.  She had been silenced with a leather penis gag—our usual accessory for initiating submissives.

Even after being restrained for at least an hour Becky was still furiously struggling to free herself.  Her hair which had been professionally styled was now a bit mussed giving more of a half windblown appearance.  Cleverly the maids had left her legs free to flail about.  Her struggles caused her skirt to ride up and at this point her white panties were visible through her pantyhose.  Charlene and Sheila stood nearby and were certainly admiring the view.

When she saw me enter she tried to attempt to scream through the gag of course to no effect.  I knew that any effort to speak while wearing the penis gag would only result in mimicking the motion of performing oral sex.  I doubt that the poor dear realized that her lesson in humility was only just beginning.

I picked up a riding crop and stood in front of her for a moment before tracing tiny circles around her nipples with the leather tip.  They responded immediately by erectly firming up as she squirmed uneasily on her chair.

I thought it best to just let the girl know what was to become of her.  So I welcomed her to our seminar on executive humiliation and explained that we had been hired to “show her the ropes” so to speak.  As I explained she stopped struggling and looked at me with disbelief.  “Yes”, I smiled, “Your uncle is a good friend and he has asked me to provide you with an education”.

Now she started struggling again as I flicked her right nipple again with the crop.  I have found that it is always best with reluctant slaves to allow them to struggle until they exhaust their energy.  The exertion takes the aggression out of them.  At one point they realize the futility of resisting and their determination yields to sexual desire.  In other words all the thrashing about takes the fight out of them leaving them with reluctant submission.

While some Mistresses will blindfold their prey for this step I like mine to be able to watch themselves in the mirrors as they yield to submission.  I do think that it reinforces in their mind what is happening to them and who is now in charge of them.

So we left our captive alone for a few hours to tussle with her bonds.  When we returned that afternoon she was still seated in the same position only now her head sagged down and her skirt was fully up around her waist—finally her strength had been sapped and now she would be far easier to control.

I thought the spent girl would be a tasty treat for my two sissy maids so I decided to allow Charlene and Sheila to handle our guest.  After all, they had their privates tucked nicely away and at best would be able to ogle our guest without risk of intimate contact.

For them it was a reward for good service.  It is not often that a sissy maid is honored to fondle and humiliate a woman so it was indeed an indulgence.  I would have them tend to all of her needs during her stay.  That would include accompanying her to the ladies room, bathing her, teasing, titillation and supervision as necessary.  I knew that with that extra latitude for the maids that Becky was in for an unforgettable lesson.

I had the maids reposition our reticent visitor.  She offered no resistance as she was raised from her chair and her arms were fastened above her head to a chain that dangled from the ceiling.  Held tightly in this position the girl was helpless so when I ordered Sheila to take the girls’ clothes off there was nothing that she could have done to resist the inevitable.

I watched as the maids gleefully went about their work.  The tight skirt that had so attractively concealed her shapely hips upon her arrival was unbuttoned and unzipped before it was pulled down until it fell to the floor.  She had a white slip beneath it that Sheila slowly pulled down over her shapely hips.  Now Becky tried to keep some modesty by spreading her legs to keep her pantyhose from being removed.  Unfortunately for her she was held up so tightly that she could only spread her legs slightly without applying pressure to her wrists.  Charlene watched enviously as Sheila pulled the silken hose slowly down before removing the pair from the feet of our captive.

The next step was pulling down her soft white nylon panties.  I can always tell how well off my female clients are by their panties.  These were elaborately detailed—the fine panties of a wealthy woman.  Exhausted as she was I was surprised when Becky started trying to move her hips away from Sheila.  I thought that she understood the futility of protest but I could still see Becky trying to yell in objection as the panties revealed her womanhood.  Her frantic screams came out as a tiny muffled sound barely audible as she sucked on the penis gag.

In a few quick motions Charlene took a pair of scissors to the expensive blouse and her bra and Becky was topless.  She now hung naked by the chain with her body in full view.

I thought it might be a good time to calm our guest down a bit so I ordered Sheila to give her labia a good long French kiss.  The maid kneeled before Becky and lapped away at her lips while Becky first tried to move away but then stood feebly as her intimate area was explored by an eager tongue.

Now that she was responding more to our treatment I thought it was time to dress her for her humiliating stay.  First I had Charlene bring out an under-bust black leather corset.  I had her remove the ropes surrounding those virgin breasts and bring the corset around her waist.  When it was fastened tightly Becky had a wonderful hourglass look with her free breasts proudly exhibited for all of us to see.

It’s not that Becky was not well rounded to begin with.  It was simply the wonderful effect a good corset has on a woman.  The garment tends to bring out the best in a girl's assets.  In this case the haughty executive now featured a womanly look that she had probably never experienced before.  Her breasts were full and were seductively displayed like those of a showgirl.

Since she was so high and mighty I thought a nice posture collar would help her keep her head up high while she was our guest.  So Yvonne fastened on what could only be called an extreme collar.  The restrictive leather collar was emblazoned with the word “Slut” across the front in rhinestones.  It would be the only nametag our dear would get at this educational seminar.  It forced Becky to keep her chin pointed slightly up while rendering her unable to turn her head.  All she managed to muster was a feeble moan as the collar was buckled into place.

Next I had Charlene attach a garter belt and pull stockings up her legs.  Some six inch stilettos completed her wardrobe.  Now, she was “clothed” for her training but all of her attributes were readily accessible and just waiting for a titillating lesson in humility. 

She was really quite a beautiful woman.  Our prize had disheveled long red hair, an hourglass figure, and legs that were quite attractive.  I’ve always felt that clean shaved genitalia are a must for sexual slaves.  Shaving the intimate areas draws attention to the instrument of sex making the genitals more pronounced and easily viewed.  She had way too much hair for a slave girl so I gave instruction to Yvonne to shave her loins while I took a break.

When I returned Becky was right where I had left her but now her private area was completely bare and glistened from some moisturizing lotion that Yvonne had applied.

Her new look now belied her status as a fine woman executive.  She appeared more as a harlot, a sexual slave ready and willing for steamy sex at any moment.  Soon we would have her purring like a kitten begging for that wonderful taste of orgasm.

Now that our haughty apprentice was dressed appropriately we amused ourselves with her by introducing her to her first lessons in submission.  Essentially we spent our introduction with Becky placing her in bondage in a series of humiliating and sexually provocative poses.  We took photos of her in each position to add to her embarrassment.  All the while we were careful to keep her gently aroused but nowhere near enough to cause an inadvertent orgasm.

As the week progressed we continued to tease the girl in every way imaginable.  The maids tied her upright with her arms behind her back and her legs spread apart.  I teased her with the tip of my crop gently caressing her most intimate areas.

Perhaps the most useful lesson was applied to her bottom.  I had her bent over a paddling bench and strapped into place.  This left her with her arms and legs securely fastened with her bottom raised up in a most vulnerable position.  She was held in place impaled by a lubricated dildo which penetrated her nicely.  When Yvonne paddled the dear she couldn’t move much accept to slightly flinch against the dildo.

This sort of play works very well on submissives.  Just like Becky did they quickly associate the paddle with the erotic sensation provided by the dildo.  Our prim executive responded very well and was soon moaning in arousal despite the stinging sensation from the paddling.  The lovely contrast plays havoc with the mind causing a series of pain-pleasure-pain-pleasure sensations.  Soon the subject can’t tell the difference between the two.

In this case Yvonne skillfully paddled her captive until a slow titillating arousal was building.  Then just as the excitement was nearing a climax Yvonne would stop the treatment and leave her in position to slowly cool off.  Yvonne repeated this process several times touching her subject only with the paddle on her upraised bottom yet driving the girl erotically crazy.

She became addicted to this erotic pleasure so quickly that when Yvonne was ready to repeat the daily treatment she would place herself over the paddling bench without even being instructed to do so.

Of course this was not the only position we used to discipline our reluctant student.  We also used the classic “armbinder” pose.  This involved securing her arms together behind her back in the armbinder before we bent her over by chaining her wrists to the ceiling.  Then we opened her up with a spreader bar attached to her ankles that forced her legs apart.

In this pose her bottom was ready for strict application of the paddle while her genitals were nicely exposed.  It was a favorite of Yvonne’s and she gleefully paddled the girl many times during the course of her training. 

After just a few days of degradation our slut was quite defeated and amenable to any form of humiliation that we might decide upon.  The whole adventure was recorded by Sheila’s photography so that all of the most memorable moments could easily be shared.

We were not through with our slut just yet.  When her uncle called to inquire as to our progress we advised that she had been a splendid schoolgirl while learning her lesson well.  I added that I thought it would be far more educational for her if we were allowed to penetrate her with various implements and bring her to orgasm.  After a short discussion it was agreed that we would keep our student for another week and we could employ “our discretion” in applying whatever treatment that we found acceptable. However coital sex was strictly prohibited.

So with this approval we took a different direction with our executive trainee.  Instead of teasing and denying her, we took her through the same series of humiliations only this time forced her to orgasm several times in each shameful position.

Yvonne enjoyed the play immensely and would laugh and tease the poor girl as she screamed in ecstasy and begged for more attention to her privates.  After the week of teasing there seemed to be no end to her appetite for orgasm.  At one point Yvonne had her down on her knees begging for both the paddle and “another naughty orgasm for a naughty schoolgirl”.  It was so precious to see her put in her place!

After requiring the slut to beg Yvonne would slowly induce orgasms with careful titillation.  The maids would gather around for each lustful climax as Becky would wildly buck and beg before bursting into orgasm.  Then after each lesson in forced orgasm was completed as Becky would slump in exhaustion the maids would move her to the next humiliating position so that slow arousal could begin again.  It was one of the benefits of having such a young subject to work with –her taste for repeated arousal seemingly had no end.


CHAPTER 6.  Naughty Girl Caught

Yvonne and I had so much fun with Becky that I think that perhaps it led me to being too lenient with the rest of my staff.  I thought that both Charlene and Sheila were well disciplined.  I found out in a very difficult way how wrong I was.

We had been tying Becky spread-eagle to her four poster bed at night so that she could not bring herself to orgasm.  After several days of teasing the girl it was Yvonne who heard noises coming from Becky’s room one evening and so she went to investigate.  When she related the story to me later I was appalled at the behavior that she had discovered.

There in the room with her nightgown raised and panties lowered was Sheila—the sissy maid was getting ready to mount Becky to satisfy her own lusty desires.  Becky was squirming and moaning though in her condition it was impossible to determine if this was an objection or encouragement on her part.  This behavior of course was forbidden by the maids and was intolerable insolence. 

To her credit Yvonne responded correctly to her discovery.  When I entered Becky’s room in the morning after Yvonne relayed the story I found Becky safely right where we left her.  Yvonne had taken Sheila and tied her to one of the posters of the bed.  She was blindfolded and completely secured and unable to move.  Her panties were off and her nightgown was up exposing her genitals to Becky.

It was the perfect tease for them both.  Becky could see the desire of Sheila but was helpless to act.  Sheila was in close proximity to the object of her desire but she could neither see Becky nor act on her impulse.  As pleased as I was with Yvonne for handling the situation I was furious at my sissy maid for her lack of discipline and I knew at once that something had to be done. 

It was a betrayal of trust and of her commitment to adoring me.  It stirred angry emotions within me that I had not felt since high school when I was betrayed by Charlene.  Now I wanted more revenge.  My desire for retribution was fueled by the way I had been ignored in high school but now it was for this betrayal right here in my home.

I decided to ponder her fate but also to administer immediate punishment.  I ordered Yvonne to have Sheila dressed in her maid uniform and have her meet me in the basement for further instruction.

The paddling benches that had been left behind by Lady Millicent were deviously clever devices.  We had several each with a different use.  As mentioned earlier we had a special dildo fitting on one of our female benches for use on female clients but we also had male benches that were just as cunning.

I had more use for the male benches due to my clientele.  The most used of the set was identical to the model I had demonstrated on Becky with a wonderful modification.  Instead of a large dildo to impale the subject it was equipped with a male clit restraining device that was used on the sissies.

The device was both simple and brilliant in design.  It had a tight rubber grommet opening imbedded in a wooden plank that was perfect for insertion of the male clit.  The opening would be lubricated before the sissy was bent over the bench with her male clit positioned inside the opening.  Once strapped into place by the waist the sissy was pegged in place by the orifice and unable to pull out.

Adding to a superior woman’s delight was that the male clit would protrude out from the bottom of the bench.  This made it both easily observable and easy to fondle during chastisement.  Much like the tease that the feminine version provided the friction from the lubricated orifice was insufficient for the underling to cause orgasm without some extra outside help.

It was possible to use the device to either tantalize the subject into submission or with some extra prodding of the extended clit literally spank the sperm right out of the protruding member.  Either effort could drive a sub wild with arousal to the amusement of the female tormentor.

One thing I learned about the male clitty is that it never lies.  More than one submissive has struggled mightily for escape on my bench all the while oozing precum and dripping semen.  For sure when the male clit is responding like that a girl should just ignore all struggles and pleas as they are all lies.  The struggle is simply the hidden submissive trying to overcome the strength of modesty that the subject holds.

Sometimes I will silence a subject with a penis gag and other times I like to listen to pleas for mercy depending upon my mood.  Both experiences can give a girl that supreme feeling of both power and control.

I knew that Yvonne had enjoyed putting Becky through her paces on the paddling bench so I decided to allow her do the same with Sheila.  To add to her humiliation we brought Becky in to help fasten Sheila into place. 

Yvonne ordered Becky to lower the maid’s panties and lubricate the rubber opening.  She then had the maid bend over the bench while carefully inserting her member into the rubber orifice.  After buckling her in place Sheila found herself in the exact same position that Becky had been teased in the day before only now Becky was standing right in front of the bench giving the naughty maid a view of her stocking clad legs.

With the maid suitably restrained Yvonne went to work.  This time instead of the paddle that she had used on Becky she decided upon using a different instrument.  After looking over our many available options she chose a leather strap.

After a few practice swings the belt swooshed through the air and landed across the upturned bare buttocks of the naughty maid.  Unable to move due to the tight restraints the maid could only clench her rear cheeks as she remained pinned in place by her male clit.

Yvonne reveled in the thrashing that she provided the naughty servant.  Just as she had accomplished with Becky she brought the maid near orgasm with the whipping but stopped just short of allowing it.  The generous lubricant in the orifice allowed the male clit to gorge in arousal but did not provide enough friction for orgasmic relief.

Like I stated earlier the male clit never lies.  In proof of her true submission Sheila shamefully dripped precum as Yvonne practiced her craft.

Finally with the buttocks of the maid shamefully red Yvonne stopped.  Her pause was more that she had tired herself out than it was as pity for poor Sheila.  But in a most wonderful gesture she offered Becky the option of continuing the punishment as a payback for almost being a victim of the maid’s lust.

Perhaps this rekindled a bit of the haughty executive.  Becky jumped at the generous offer.  Taking the strap in hand they reversed positions with Yvonne now providing a view of her heeled legs and Becky standing in her corset with her chin upraised ready to apply the strap.  By bowing slightly she could see her target.  She then proceeded to take out all of her frustration on the wayward maid.

Just as the poor dear started to become highly aroused again Yvonne told Becky to take a short break.  In this manner the maid was teased, denied, and whipped by Becky as well as Yvonne providing an elegant lesson for her naughty behavior.

When both of the women were too exhausted to apply any further punishment they left the chastised maid in place to further contemplate her behavior.  While I praised Becky for her handling of the situation I also told her that I expected her to continue in her role as student learning her own submissive lesson.  With that we returned her to her own humiliation by tethering her collar to the wall and securing her hands behind her back.

Yvonne and I left the two in this position.  Sheila with her burning upturned bottom still looking at Becky’s legs with Becky lashed to the wall her chin upraised like the condescending girl that she was.


CHAPTER 7.  Yes You May Beg

Charlene came into my office and after a respectful curtsy she announced that Lady Camilla was downstairs and had requested that I meet with her.  Charlene accompanied me a few steps behind as I made my descent to the entrance foyer where I found the Mistress patiently waiting to see me.

Lady Camilla always looked so tense.  She wore the same tight black nylon skirt with white blouse that was our trademark but somehow it always looked more severe than strict on her.  She had a stern appearance about her that she conveyed no only to her submissives but to everyone around her.  Even her heels clicked harshly across the foyer tile as she moved closer to greet me.

I offered for her to come into the sitting room.  She followed and we sat in comfortable chairs while I ordered Charlene to fix us tea.  We exchanged pleasantries and just as Charlene poured tea from a fresh pot we got down to business.  Lady Camilla crossed her legs and looked straight at me.  “What do I need to do to get Nora and Sheila back from you?  I miss them both and need them back in my home.  Things just aren’t the same without them”.

She spoke with a certain plea in her voice which was quite an unusual tone for the arrogant Mistress.  I had not seen this side of the Dominatrix and it was actually quite heady to think that I had done this to her.  I thought for a moment that I should have her get down on her hands and knees and beg for their return but then I thought of how she had treated me as her “guest” and knew immediately that I would require much more than that. 

The discussion continued quite amicably as Lady Camilla offered first a ridiculously large sum of money followed by an offer of my private use of her winter estate.  It really didn’t matter what she offered, I wasn’t going to take it, but I did enjoy seeing her grovel in her futile attempts.  A voice inside my head urged me to hold firm but also encouraged her actions.  “Yes you may beg” it said, “But it won’t do you any good”.

Finally I told her that I simply couldn’t part with Sheila that her oral skills were far too delightful to let her go.  She seemed to understand, no doubt from her own experience, and then she turned her attention to the fate of Nora.

I told her that I would consider doing something with the girl.  After all, she had been nothing but trouble to me since she had arrived and if I could profit from returning her it would be good riddance.  I didn’t want Lady Camilla to get off too easy so I told her that I would think about getting her back together with Nora and that I would get in touch with her when I was ready to make a decision.

We both acknowledged how good a bond can be between a Mistress and her senior maid and I told her that I had no desire to keep them apart.  Smiling, Lady Camilla took a last sip of tea and was on her way no doubt feeling much better about her situation.

One thing that I have learned as a Dominatrix is to always take advantage of a situation when the right circumstance presents itself.  Most of us rarely get opportunities like those that had come my way since I had been fortunate enough to find myself in the employ of Lady Millicent.

As a result there was no way in this world that I could let Lady Camilla off easily.  Do you really think that a Mistress who turned a reluctant beau into her sissy maid could simply give in to the request of a woman who had totally humiliated her?  No, this demanded something special and I was just the one to teach an arrogant woman a lesson that she would never forget.


CHAPTER 8.  Lady Sonja

It is always nice to have friends with like interests.  I met Lady Sonja by accident—our paths crossed at a resort where we both were taking a vacation.  Eventually we began to discuss our careers and even though I normally don’t share much about my special “career” once I found out about her work I was comfortable in doing so.

If ever there was a reluctant Mistress it would have to be Lady Sonja.  She is certainly not what I would call the prototypical Dominatrix.  She is somewhat shy and reserved, you might even say soft spoken.  She is quick to laugh, yet warm and compassionate.  She seems to have boundless energy and enthusiasm which I always admire.

She is attractive but at the same time she is not exactly “stunningly attractive” though she can easily turn heads in a crowd.  She does carry herself well and she has an excellent taste of fashion.  All in all she is simply a wonderful woman who I envy for her stylish charm.

My initial interest was drawn to her when she said that she owned a cleaning company that provided domestic maid service for well to do women customers.  Her typical clientele is a professional woman in a large home with little time or little care to do her own cleaning.  Lady Sonja sends in a team of two maids to clean these homes on a regular schedule.

Since I have so many submissive maids of my own I think of those who employ real domestic maids as sort of partners in a sister business.  Most of my clients aspire to be like actual maids so it is in my best interest to know as much as I can about the industry.

From time to time Lady Sonja and I would meet together for lunch and share stories of our businesses.  I found Lady Sonja to be a kindred spirit.  Similar to my own experience she had started out quite by accident and had become somewhat the strict Mistress.  While I will detail her experience in my next book Sonja Says I will summarize here some pertinent information. 

Lady Sonja has found it difficult to keep staff employed in her housekeeping business.  As a result she developed shall we say a unique staffing approach.  Lady Sonja discovered the wonder of the submissive male and she decided to pair a submissive male maid with a strict female supervisor for each customer.  As a result of her novel approach Lady Sonja has a particularly unique cleaning service.

Supervisory maids will tend to the needs of the lady of the house while the submissive does the bulk of the cleaning.  The supervisor then becomes the final inspector when the work of the day is completed.

Supervisors are given complete autonomy to train, discipline, and employ behavior modification techniques on their charge.  It is not at all unusual for the submissive maids to be disciplined for failure to follow instructions or for poor performance.

Her unusual situation draws a distinct type of female supervisor.  They tend to be strict dominant women with little patience for sloppy performance from their charge.  She has had particular success with recent divorcees, the more bitter the divorce the better the supervisor. 

As the ultimate perk supervisors are allowed to take their underlings home with them at the end of the day where they are employed in similar domestic service for their supervisors.  As you might imagine Lady Sonja no longer has difficulty employing maids as there is both a long list of excited dominant ladies ready to take charge and a waiting list of potential submissive underlings.

Her hiring standards are strict.  Female supervisors must be aggressive and willing to take charge.  In fact as part of her interview process potential female recruits are required to apply an over the knee paddling to a submissive maid in order to make sure that they have the ”right supervisory stuff”.  Like Lady Sonja often says, “Show me a sadistic supervisor and I’ll show you a clean house”.

Prospective submissives must present themselves for an interview dressed in a maid uniform.  They must be perfectly passable in public as female as well as totally submissive.  Successful candidates can expect maid training as well as submissive behavior modification.

Needless to say Lady Sonja no longer has staffing issues.  Supervisors rarely leave the company and submissives simply are not allowed to.  For Lady Sonja good help is no longer hard to find.

This is the background on the visitor I invited over to my home.


CHAPTER 9.  Heartfelt Lesson

Lady Sonja arrived in her chauffeured limousine and made her way into the entrance foyer.  As usual she was dressed in her office attire—a power pinstriped skirt suit that fell just above the knee.  I greeted her with a hug.  Standing just behind me Sheila bobbed a respectful curtsy.  The poor dear had no idea what was in store for her on that day.

I dismissed Sheila and we moved into the sitting room to discuss business.  Lady Sonja watched as Sheila moved out of sight commenting that “The darling does have some attributes but still will definitely need some work”. 

I do think of myself as a benevolent Mistress.  Fair minded and willing to work with submissives as need be.  I often provide strict lessons when attitude adjustments are required but only when they have been earned with improper behavior.  I found however that the transgression made by Sheila could not be forgiven.

Trust is imperative for my clients.  They want discretion and they expect to be treated within predetermined limits.  In the case of Becky those limits had been defined well in advance and my reputation was at stake in staying within those limits.

Had Sheila violated Becky she would have betrayed the trust of a valued client and severely damaged my reputation.  I simply could not afford the luxury of trusting her to obey my orders again when there was so much at risk.

If I could not trust the girl when I wasn’t looking how could she ever stay in service to me?  For all I knew the girl was masturbating behind my back, a situation that was totally unacceptable.  One thing that I knew for sure was that this sissy now needed constant supervision.

So as much as I would miss her oral ministrations I knew that the best place for Sheila would be in the employ of Lady Sonja.  There she would be under strict feminine supervision where she could develop better sissy habits.  One thing was certain she would never find herself in a situation where she intended to take advantage of my clientele ever again.

It was forgone that Sheila would be leaving with Lady Sonja the only question was what would be given in exchange.  After much thought we came to an agreement.  Sheila would become one of Lady Sonja’s maids and in exchange she would take Nora for a few weeks and see to it that she received “the very best in submissive maid training”.

I summoned the maids with the servant’s bell and Charlene, Sheila, and Nora all lined up for inspection in front of Lady Nora.  Upon her satisfactory approval I instructed Charlene to restrain the other two with wrist cuffs, blindfold, gag, and collar with leash.  We watched as Charlene made the packages ready for delivery.

Lady Sonja was quite pleased with her new acquisitions.  She held the leashes as we continued to talk about the benefits of submissive personalities.  She made the comment that she was happy that both of these girls were so submissive as she intended to put them to work immediately.

Looking at Nora she commented, “I’ll be sure to work this one extra hard.  I’ve heard that Nora can be rebellious and I expect that I will have to beat that out of her”.

I had warned her that Nora was still a work in progress so I do think that the comment was meant to provoke a response.  Indeed it did.  The reticent maid started shaking her head violently “no” in defiance of her stature as a submissive servant.  Obviously she still needed additional training in submission.  Finally I assured her that if she were to do just this one more thing for me and cooperated fully that I would see to it that when she returned that she would be leaving the mansion.

With that the untamed girl settled down and stood once again at attention.  Lady Sonja however was not to be quite so forgiving.  Commenting that girls in her employ needed to understand who was in charge she sat back down and drew Nora over her knee by pulling on her leash.

Unable to offer much of a struggle in her restrained condition the defiant servant found herself presenting her bottom for discipline by her new employer.  Obviously no stranger to applying discipline Lady Sonja calmly asked for a paddling instrument as she drew the maids’ panties down.

While Charlene went to fetch a suitable paddle Nora made a vain attempt to free herself.  Lady Sonja held her firmly in place so the only result of the escape effort was to a bit of kicking of her nylon clad legs.

Charlene was not particularly fond of Nora so it was no surprise to find that she had selected a large wooden paddle with a small heart shape cut out of the middle.  The instrument was particularly painful as those familiar with it would attest as the cutout caused a pinch of the buttocks when applied leaving behind a heart shaped welt everywhere it touched.

Lady Sonja complimented Charlene on her choice of paddles resulting in a submissive bow from the servant and a moan barely audible from the subdued maid.

Lady Sonja made no effort to “warm up” the naughty bottom of the unfortunate maid.  The paddle struck its’ target with a loud smack that made both Nora and Sheila jump.  Sheila was surprised by the sound while Nora felt it’s’ sting on her bare bottom.  Restrained as she was she was helpless to do anything but wait patiently for the next dose of correction.

She didn’t have to wait long as Lady Sonja took just a moment of pause before continuing.  Charlene and I watched with interest as Nora was taught a lesson in obedience by her new Mistress.  Sheila shuddered with each stroke no doubt concerned that she would be the next to feel the wrath of Lady Sonja.

I do have to say that Lady Sonja put on quite an impressive display of spanking acumen.  Clearly she was a shrewd disciplinarian.  Her abilities made me that much more confident that her employ was a good choice for Sheila.

When the thrashing ended there was no fight left in the errant maid.  The heart shaped welts on her upturned bottom attested to her full surrender.

Satisfied with her results Lady Sonja let the girl up and bid her goodbye to me.  As she led the two out the front door by the leash I reminded Nora that if I received a good report from Lady Sonja then she would leave the mansion upon her return.

A few weeks later Nora was returned to me.  I found her fully restrained on my front porch in stiletto heels chained to a porch railing wearing only a bra and a garter belt with stockings.  Her bottom was scarlet red and she had a note around her neck that read “I’ve been an extremely bad girl”.

While I often see Lady Sonja I have never seen Sheila again.  I suppose that someday I should inquire as to how she is doing in her new career.  In my mind I imagine her working diligently at her maid chores with her bottom in the same condition as the naughty Nora.  I find it refreshing to think of her learning at the hem of a superior extremely strict female supervisor while striving to please a demanding woman.


CHAPTER 10.  Secret Files

I had made my promise to Nora to let her leave the mansion and to be honest I was eager to be rid of her.  After all she had been nothing but trouble and by her condition upon her return I could see that even Lady Sonja had her hands full with the shrew.  A bad influence is best dealt with by removing it and that was what I intended to do in this case.

As had happened so many times in my life fate intervened with a solution to my problem.

It was an innocent enough undertaking.  All I wanted to do was clear out a drawer in my office desk—I hadn’t had the time to do so since Lady Millicent had left me the mansion.  There in a file folder in the very back of the bottom drawer was a folded diagram of a portion of the mansion grounds.

I hadn’t spent any time walking around the vast grounds of the estate.  After all I had been plenty busy with clients and with my own servants to see after.  I really hadn’t had much time to wander around.  I looked over the folder very carefully and found a curious portion of the estate that I never knew existed.

Apparently Lady Millicent had been a lover of horses and had plans for building a stable and workout track on the grounds.  There were pictures of a stable, beautiful landscaping and a track that simply begged to be seen.  It appeared that the track was more of a natural trail that meandered about the estate so that one could enjoy a ride through the woods.  It seemed so enticing that I simply had to go to the back of the grounds to see if this vision had ever been brought into reality.

It was such a beautiful day that I thought I would take a stroll to see for myself what secrets were held at the intended site.  Fortunately for me a cobblestone path led into the wooded area behind my home so I enjoyed the fresh air, sunshine, and chirping birds as I ventured away from the mansion.

I don’t know how long it took me to arrive at a clearing but I found myself wishing that I had brought water to refresh myself.  But it was worth the effort as I reached a grassy pasture that had been obscured by the woods completely out of sight from the home.

I felt like a girl in wonderland who had discovered a whole new world.  There was the entire scene right from the secret drawings.  There were remnants of a trail that meandered into more wooded area, a horse stable from another era, and finally a large cottage that appeared to be for use by stable hands.

The little girl inside of me was intrigued and I just had to see more.  One does not get many opportunities to explore hidden worlds and ancient ruins particularly on your own property.  I headed straight for the stables to see what secrets were kept inside.

The door creaked open and light pierced the darkness illuminating a strange scene.  I’m not sure what I was expecting from an abandoned stable but this certainly was not it.

I took careful steps on the cobblestone floor.  On the left there were tiny stalls more suitable for miniature horses then for the grand steeds I had envisioned.  On the right were what appeared to be several work stations.  These were also rather strange.  A glass shower stall, a large bath tub, what appeared to be a hair salon chair, as well as a large display of tack were all in perfect order along the wall.

In fact even the walls themselves were odd.  While the outside of the stable had a typical rough-hewn barn appearance inside the stable the walls were mostly all mirrors.  It was impossible to stand anywhere without seeing yourself.  It was a disorienting effect and I laughed that Lady Millicent had been so fond of her appearance as to have had the mirrors installed.

The stable looked well-kept with hardly a trace of dust or dirt.  I thought perhaps my staff had been maintaining this hidden secret unknown to myself.

Somewhat confused by what I had found I went over to the cottage to investigate.  Inside was an office that featured a large waiting area.  It had all the comforts of home including a kitchen and bath—the cottage was more of an elaborate administrative building than simple quarters for a caretaker.  There was also living space in the rear complete with bedroom and a sitting room.

I sat at the front desk to rest a moment then opened the drawers out of curiosity.  They were still filled with files and papers as though they had been left for the return of some unknown caretaker.

I suppose the joke was on me when the secret of the stables came to light.  There in the top drawer I found a brochure that brought the picture into focus.  I suppose that a woman who trains submissive males to be sissy maids should not be surprised by anything she might find but nonetheless I was taken with astonishment at what I saw.

In grand print on the front of the brochure was the inscription:

Wicked Wanda’s Pony Training For Errant Girls

Beneath the elaborate script was a picture of what could only be described as a “Pony Girl” being led by a chain by a woman holding a riding crop.  I gaped at the picture in disbelief.

The dazzling woman holding the chain was dressed in a tight black leather pantsuit with a black corset highlighting her perfect curves.  Her red hair glistened in the light of the sunshine that made her face glow.  With her riding crop in one hand and a leash in the other she was quite an imposing Dominatrix that I would think could command immediate respect from any submissive.

But it was what was on the other end of the leash that I found the most stunning.  Perhaps I was still naïve of sexual tastes and preferences but I had never seen nor heard of a pony girl until that very moment. 

There was absolutely no doubt about it the other woman in the picture had been transformed to look like a pony!  There she stood behind her trainer in black thigh high boots with generous heels.  While her legs were free her hands were tied behind her back.  Her “tack” included a black leather body harness that went around her neck, circled her breasts causing them to lewdly protrude, then circled her waist, and then finally it was clipped between her legs.

The ensemble left little to the imagination.  The leather piece between her legs was the only modesty accorded to the pony.  Yet even this was devious in its’ own way.  It only partially covered her shaved mound and was pulled so tightly that I thought it would be impossible to move without feeling the leather against sensitive skin.  Her lips protruded on either side of the strap attesting to the firmness of fit.  I crossed my legs just thinking of how uncomfortable that must have felt.  I could only imagine if that strap included vaginal and butt plugs but I concluded that given the impressive humiliation of the girl it most probably did.

All of the straps from the breasts to the waist to the vaginal restraint had tiny bells which no doubt would ring with every movement.  Clearly the pony was meant to draw as much attention as possible. 

Her bridle did not disappoint either.  Her flaming red hair flowed to her waist from beneath a leather cap complete with silver studs and several large red feathers that pointed straight up.  She had a red bit in her mouth that matched the feathers.  She was led by the leash attached to the bit.  This pony had no choice but to obey the orders of her handler.  No doubt the riding crop took care of any attempt to do otherwise.

Clearly every attempt had been made to turn the girl into a representation of an obedient show pony.  The elaborate creation was both stunning and alluring.  As a Dominatrix myself I had to admire the effort that had been made to instill total submission.

The pony girl betrayed her own feelings with eyes that spoke of aroused lust.  Much like my submissive maids this girl was enjoying every moment of her embarrassing humiliation.  I thought she probably was even turned on by the photo despite knowing that she would be gracing the cover of the stable brochure that would be viewed by many strangers.

The leaflet went on to describe the services provided.  It boasted of an idyllic retreat for the submissive and behavior modification for the untamed.  Vixens could be “broken” and submissives could be nurtured so that they were made completely docile.  Inside the brochure was a brief history of the “cover pony”.

As the brochure boasted, “Fury” was a red haired beauty who had come to the stable after her husband had caught her flirting with another male.  Her fiery demeanor needed to be tamed and her husband found the right combination of discipline and instruction at the stable.  He was very pleased with the resulting well trained wife who was now obedient and compliant to his wishes.

The grounds pictured were different from where I was seated.  The picture was definitely not taken at Lady Millicent’s stable.  What I had stumbled upon was a kindred spirit.  Wanda was in the same business as myself except she worked with submissive women.  While I turned submissive males into sissy maids her expertise was in turning submissive women into docile ponies.

It was the word “vixen” in the pamphlet that caught my attention.  I decided that I would have to pay a visit to Wicked Wanda and inquire as to her services.


CHAPTER 11.  Pony Ranch

It wasn’t very difficult to locate the pony ranch—the leaflet had a phone number printed on it and encouraged interested parties to call for more information.  It assured “discretion would accompany any and all inquiries”.  After a brief phone call I couldn’t wait to meet Wicked Wanda.

It turned out that the pony ranch was relatively close to the estate just a few miles down the road.  It was nestled in a wooded area that you could easily pass without a thought.  A mailbox at the driveway was the only indicator that somewhere in the dense forest there was human activity.  In the Dominatrix profession discretion is critical and it appeared that Wicked Wanda understood precisely what that meant.

I admired the lovely grounds as Yvonne brought the car down the drive through the heavily wooded grounds to a clearing in front of a huge home.  Obviously training submissive women was as lucrative as training submissive males.  I was greeted by a familiar sight—a finely dressed French maid was at the door.  I guess that authoritative women simply like to surround themselves with submissives.  I suppose we can agree that it is somewhat of a heady experience so why not indulge ourselves?

I instructed Yvonne to wait outside in the car while I tended to business.  I was shown inside by the cordial maid before I was introduced to Wanda, the same woman I had seen in the photo.  She was tall, thin, had long red hair and was quick to smile.  What a bounty of energy she was!  She spoke quickly with authority but charmed with her laugh and smile.  We immediately became good friends.

Notice that I say “Wanda” and not “Wicked Wanda”.  I hesitate to refer to “Wicked Wanda” as wicked because I found her to be so very pleasant and not at all cruel.  More appropriately she is Lady Wanda or Mistress Wanda as I found her to be quite friendly and good-natured.  She was not at all the terrifying Dominatrix illustrated in the flier.  I’m sure that her clients might say otherwise.  Of course the same could be said of me so her disposition didn’t surprise me all that much.  There is after all a bit of theatre involved in both of our professions. 

She was obviously proud of her facility and I was delighted when she gracefully offered me a tour.  We spent a lovely morning strolling about the grounds while we shared thoughts on being dominant and on our submissive clients.

As it turned out Lady Wanda was a good friend of Lady Millicent.  She had been somewhat of a protégé as her work was a spin-off of a similar service that Lady Millicent had offered at one time.

Originally Lady Wanda was a trainer for Lady Millicent.  Things expanded due to her success so eventually Lady Millicent had discontinued the service and conveyed the clients to Wanda.  This explained the abandonment of the pony facility on my estate.

While Aunt Millicent had always preferred working with sissy maids, Lady Wanda enjoyed bringing beautiful women to heel.  The process made her feel feminine and quite superior to those whom she trained.

The relationship also explained the similarity between the tour and what I had witnessed back home.  The larger and more elaborate the stables of Lady Wanda were capable of housing many pony girls at one time.  It was quite an operation worthy of a woman of means.

We walked down a cart path and entered the stable.  Inside I saw several brightly polished pony carts ready for use.  Lady Wanda explained that these were used in training and that ponies would be hitched to them and then would pull trainers around the facility as part of their training.  The usual riding crops, whips, tack and bridle adorned the mirrored walls of the stable.

I was expecting these items as my own stable had hints of the same.  More of interest to me were the pony girls themselves.  Unlike my abandoned facility her stable was teaming with submissive sexuality as many of the stalls were occupied by submissive pony girls.

We stopped at a stall for a brief explanation of services which were provided to clients.  An engraved metal plate affixed at eye level proclaimed in large letters the name of the pony in this case “Sassy”.  In tiny letters beneath the pony name was engraved “Susan D.” the actual name of the client.  As Lady Wanda explained this added to the humiliation of the submissive—the pony would be anonymous without the further description so the facility wanted to make sure that anyone who entered would know the identity of the client as well as her submissive inclination.

This assured that there would be no hidden truths to what was going on here.  The pony girls craved the treatment that they were receiving.  They were sexually submissive and not afraid to be shown as enjoying their pony behavior.  It reminded me a bit of my submissive sissy maids all proud of their serving uniforms and not afraid to be of service to whoever might take authority over them.

The stall itself was somewhat plain —all wood floor and ceiling with mirrored walls.  Of course I was most interested in the boarders--in this case “Sassy”.

The pony girl was restrained in the stall by chains.  She stood in the middle of the stall totally constrained by an array of chains.  A tight silver metal collar was fastened around her neck with several chains connected to it.  The other ends of the chains were attached to the wall.  The complete restraint array served to hold her upright in place.  Her arms were laced together in a leather armbinder behind her back.  Her thigh high boots were clipped together with a short chain so she couldn’t move her feet.

Notwithstanding the restraints the pony girl made quite an impression.  Her skin shined with a lotion that had been liberally applied everywhere and her hair was neatly brushed.  Adding to the contrast of the scene were her bedroom eyes and her effort to grind her hips in a sexually pleading manner—undoubtedly this pony was highly aroused by the presentation that she was making to us and no secret was made of her burning desire. 

The dark haired pony was “dressed” in a leather body harness with bridle similar to the brochure I had seen.  The leather harness accentuated her breasts each of which had a tiny ornamental bell dangling from a nipple clip.

The leather between her legs featured a cutout which exposed her private area.  This not only would serve to arouse the pony but as Lady Wanda explained her clitoris was accessible for use in training.  To demonstrate she picked up a riding crop and flicked it at the exposed flesh causing Sassy to let out a muffled lewd moan from beneath her bridle.

The pony did not seem to have an objection to displaying her intimate areas to our casual gaze.  She seemed far more interested in somehow gaining sexual satisfaction.  In her restrained position that was not likely to happen any time soon.

The restrained pony tried to move her hips toward the crop for more attention.  Clearly the desires of the pony were irrelevant to Lady Wanda.  Paying her no mind at all Lady Wanda went on to explain that Sassy was at rest.  This meant she was restrained in her stall without her corset which would be added later before she was brought out for training.

The chains were necessary to keep the pony girl from attempting to masturbate herself as the pony girls were likely to do if left unrestrained.  Lady Wanda explained that a high level of sexual arousal was desired in order to ingrain proper submissive attitude.

She continued to explain that orgasms were only delivered by the trainers if the pony girl was particularly cooperative.  On those occasions the pony would be restrained in the same position that Sassy was demonstrating.  Her trainer would then apply a vibrator to her erogenous zones slowly teasing all of her sensitive areas until an orgasm was administered.

The very best behaved ponies could look forward to multiple orgasms at the whim of the instructor.  Occasionally instructors would decide to “Masturbate a pony to exhaustion”.  This meant that the pony would receive several orgasms to the point of nearly collapsing from the effort.  This special treatment was used to “Explore the limits” of the pony girls and it was useful information in the event the ponies were offered for sale.

Lady Wanda finished her discussion of the masturbation process with a knowing laugh.  She explained that it was quite amusing to watch the frustrated pony girls attempting to thrust their hips when they were restrained by the chains.  They put on quite a show when doing so and it was not unusual for several trainers to gather around to watch when some of the more defiant pony girls were brought to orgasm.

In the next stall over “Clitty” was similarly attired but held by the shoulders instead of by the neck.  A trainer was offering her a bucket of cereal and the pony had her head inside of it for her morning meal.  The tiny bells dangling from her breasts jingled as she lapped up the treat.  Lady Wanda explained that all of the ponies received food and drink only in this manner during their stay at the ranch.

Clitty paid no attention to us as we strolled by.  For just a moment I was embarrassed for her to be treated this way then I thought better of it.  After all the controlled portions of food would help her keep an attractive figure and she was submissive—this was the treatment that she craved.  For the sexually submissive this could almost be considered therapy that helped them deal with those deeply hidden inner feelings.

In the next stall over was “Brat”.  She was restrained by the neck just like Sassy but she featured white leather with bells attached all around the harness with black stockings and extremely high heels on her feet.  Unlike the other ponies Brat was not at all content with her situation.  She was wildly struggling to free herself from her captivity.  Her face flushed red as she wiggled while attempting to scream through her bit.  Her eyes flashed at us in defiance as we approached.  She continued to thrash against the chains with bells ringing loudly even as we spoke.

I asked Lady Wanda what her story was since she was so much different than the other ponies.  The question received a smile as we stood in front of Brat and discussed how she came to be a client.

Brat was a new acquisition.  The new ponies wore white leather instead of black so that they could be watched more carefully.  Stockings were optional depending upon the whim of the trainer.  If the trainer thought she showed better with them then they would require them as part of the pony ensemble.  In this case the trainer felt that her legs were an especially alluring feature so they were displayed in black stockings.

Apparently Brat was the wife of a well-to-do gentleman who felt she had not appreciated him enough.  The poor girl was caught in a passionate embrace with another gentleman at a social gathering and her husband felt that some appreciation training was in order.

Brat had arrived just that morning.  She had been brought to the ranch under the guise of buying some real estate and had immediately been restrained and held for appropriate training.  Her husband had watched as she had been stripped and put into her pony gear and then left her with Lady Wanda for “As much treatment as necessary to make the brat appreciative”.

As we talked one of the trainers entered her stall and ordered the defiant pony to settle down.  Of course this had no effect—that is until with a swish the trainer brought her riding crop across the bare buttocks of the pony.  Brat stopped for a moment then continued her struggle.  As we walked away I could hear the crack of the crop continuing across the buttocks of the defiant pony.

We toured the remaining ponies slowly strolling past them as Lady Wanda proudly talked about her instructors.  The trainers were coming in and working with their ponies as we talked.  Without a doubt by the way they held themselves all of these trainers were extremely confident dominant women.

Most were dressed in typical riding apparel with Jodhpurs, nylon blouse, and riding boots.  Each trainer carried a riding crop which I witnessed in use by many of them.  I saw at least one trainer dressed in all black leather.  As a group they made quite an impression and I could only imagine the severe discipline that might await an errant pony should they decide to resist their training.  It was a delightfully authoritative look and the appearance of the women trainers made me feel quite at home.

I had no further questions and the tour probably would have ended at the last stall had I not noticed the client name beneath the final pony named Slut.  I’m not sure why it found my eye but the name “Darlene D.” caught my attention.


CHAPTER 12.  The Wedding Present

I did not think it was probable let alone possible.  I looked at the nameplate again to confirm that I was not imagining things.  Darlene D. was plainly engraved beneath “Slut”.  I looked carefully at the pony.

She was dressed and presented just a bit differently than the others.  She had a black leather corset that squeezed her tummy in and left her breasts bare.  Leather straps kept her legs tightly together and allowed a large vibrator to be held between them up against her shaved privates.

She was strapped to a pole and leaned back against it in total submission.  Her arms were strapped behind the pole to prevent movement though it appeared no effort would be made to do so.  She had a ball gag in her mouth instead of the usual bridle and her head leaned back against the pole.  She stood in strappy high heeled sandals that displayed her red painted toenails.  In an appearance of pure bliss her eyes were closed as she seemed to be basking in the moment.

This pony was extremely docile standing in her stall quite content.  This was a beautiful woman, quite shapely with long black hair that flowed to her shoulders.  Her skin glistened from the same oil I had seen on the other ponies. 

I had seen this woman before—there was no doubt in my mind that this was Darlene--the girl that Charles had dated back in high school.

“What is the story behind this slut?” I asked Lady Wanda, purposely using the term “slut” in a manner I intended.

“Oh, this is an interesting case.  Her beau brought her here as a pre-wedding present.  I guess that they were both submissive and they both appreciated the pleasure that only surrender can bring.  He had quite a bit of money and he prepaid for several months of training.  The dear never came back for her though so she is still here.  She is totally addicted to submission and is definitely a fine example of what pony training can do to a girl predisposed to it”. 

“What will become of her?” I asked coyly.

“We do have a clause in our contract for unclaimed ponies.  There is quite a market for them-- they are sold as concubines--they become sex slaves to wealthy men.  We recoup our costs plus a tidy profit that way.  This one is just a month away from being sold.”

I had to say I had the most wonderful vision in my mind.  I imagined Darlene as part of some harem engaging in repeated forced sex with some boorish owner.  At the same time I had Charlene to myself dressed as a sissy maid at my beck and call serving my every need.  This is what I call poetic justice and I could barely contain my glee at the thought.  But was this blissful picture truly enough or was there more to be had from this situation?

I have to say that revenge can be such a trite thing.  Those who engage in the practice are vindictive.  I dare say it is not becoming of a Lady such as I to engage in these things even if it brings sublime satisfaction that cannot be achieved by any other means.  Normally I would say that certainly revenge would be an action far beneath my dignity.

I do consider myself a true Lady.  After all I have sissy maids who wait on me and tend to all of my needs.  I think I am attractive and dignified.  At the same time revenge is such a tasty morsel so why shouldn’t I indulge myself in it when the opportunity presents itself?  What good is power if you can’t put it to good use?

So naturally I just couldn’t resist.  As I looked at Slut my imagination went wild and I knew that I had to act.

“Lady Wanda dear, do you have a bridle ensemble that can obscure the identity of the pony?”

“Oh absolutely”.  With that she called a trainer over and ordered that a “bridle mask” be brought over immediately.

The trainer did as instructed and entered the stall.  Slut made no movement at all standing blissfully as the hood was placed over her head and buckled tightly into place from behind.

Now the pony was unidentifiable.  She wore a leather bridle that covered her head entirely providing only a cutout for her nose to breathe.  She was silenced with a bit in her mouth.  Like the other ponies she now had a plumage of fancy feathers and a series of fancy silver studs ornately displayed on the bridle.

“How long can she stay like that”?  When Lady Wanda replied “Indefinitely” I knew that a proposition was in order. 

“I have a proposal”, I began, “Let me know what you think”.  I had her attention so I continued.

“I have a maid that I would like to be rid of.  She is definitely a handful and in need of serious training much like “Brat” over there”.  I pointed in the direction of the thrashing pony who was still furiously trying to escape as her bells attested to her futile struggle.

“I have no need of her and she is mine to do with as I please.  You can have her to train and then sell for a profit if you will simply lend me Slut here for a few weeks accompanied by a trainer.  I want to put her through her paces and see how well she is trained”.

Lady Wanda gave the idea a thought.  “I am in need of another pony to be sold at auction.  There is such high demand yet so few available.  Excellent, let’s do it!”

I gave Slut another look while I gathered my thoughts. 


CHAPTER 13.  Training Nora

When I returned home I summoned Yvonne and had her bring Nora before me.  By this point Nora had become quite the submissive.  She had taken well to her training and now was a tame servant fearful of the whip, humble and unquestionably compliant.

While I had exacted my revenge with her by changing her into a weak servant I was not finished with her just yet.  I felt that it would be far more suitable punishment to leave her in a condition even more humiliated than being turned into an obedient maid in my mansion.

So it was with great amusement that I let Nora know that she would be leaving the mansion in the morning.  She seemed somewhat astonished by the pronouncement.  She stood in disbelief before bowing her head and curtsying in a submissive gesture that now came with little difficulty for her.

The poor dear had no idea of what I had in mind for her.  I gave orders to Yvonne on how I wanted them both dressed the next morning and that they were to meet me in the foyer in the morning so that we could send her away.  I suppose that Nora thought that meant a return to Mistress Camilla.  I let her think whatever she wanted.

That next morning Yvonne and Nora were waiting for me in the foyer.  Yvonne was wearing a riding outfit—complete with Jodhpur pants, sheer white blouse, boots, and a riding cap.  She held a whip in her hand ready for discipline at a moment’s notice.

Next to her stood Nora.  She was wearing a sheer black mini dress with nothing at all underneath.  The attire showed her assets nicely and I could see her womanhood right through the sheer fabric.  Her tattoos were also visible and I smiled when I caught a glimpse.  While she had used temporary ink when adorning her servants, I had not been so benevolent.  Nora would forever be labeled “Property of Lisa Rose Farrow” whether she liked it or not.

Important to the outfit were the sky high stiletto sandals that were locked onto her feet.  Footwear like that would assure that Nora would not be going anywhere fast—they were a way of effectively keeping her feet shackled without so much as a single chain.

I had Yvonne place a hood over Nora’s head.  The girl willingly allowed it thinking no doubt that she would soon be free.  Yvonne added a couple of leather wrist cuffs clipped together behind her back to restrain her arms.

Then as promised I allowed Nora to leave the mansion.  The three of us sat silently in the car as Yvonne drove us back to the pony ranch.

As we slowly approached the main house I could see the trainers waiting for us.  The group of women was impressive with each standing in her riding attire and holding various leather devices for restraining and disciplining the new pony.  Clearly they had experience with reluctant recruits as they appeared ready for just about anything.

As Nora stepped outside the limousine I decided to stay safely in comfort watching the delightful scene from inside.  I lowered a window just a bit so as to hear things as they happened.

One of the trainers walked up to Nora and in one quick motion took hold of her dress and ripped it right off her body.  There was a gasp beneath the hood as the girl stood naked in the sunshine.  Quickly the trainers worked as a team on the startled pony to be.

While one trainer fastened the white leather body-harness around her pert breasts another pulled a leather strap between the legs of the harlot.  The device was interesting with a front cutout for access to her clit with a rear dildo featuring a pony tail attachment.  In a blink of an eye her rear was lubricated and the garment was tightly secured.

Feeling the penetration Nora became an unwilling participant.  Standing in the sandals still hooded and restrained she was unable to put up much of a struggle but she started to scream from beneath her dark prison in protest.  The trainers paid no heed as one picked up a leg and after discarding the stiletto secured a locking pony shoe on the foot.  The procedure was repeated on the other as Nora now stood higher than even the stilettos had provided as she now featured pony hoofs on each foot.

Trying to move Nora stomped a foot causing a loud clop noise usually only heard from a passing pony.  Perhaps realizing her fate now she was screaming “No, no, no!” as bells were clipped onto her breast nipples.  Her weak resistance was amusing.  I knew that the submissive girl couldn’t resist.  She was now destined to be a tame pony girl.

Two trainers took hold of her arms from behind.  The cuffs were removed from her wrist and her arms were quickly inserted into a leather armbinder.  As the leather was laced tightly I felt a wonderful sensation of dominance.  This was the woman who had humiliated me following the orders of Lady Camilla and now I was having my sweetest retribution.  I have to say that the final step was the very best and it was appropriately saved for last.

I savored the moment as a trainer pulled the hood off the transformed harlot.  The bright sunshine caught her eyes and they remained closed as the bridle hood was placed over her head.  This bridle was similar to the one I had seen on Darlene.  It covered her eyes with leather and sported large decorative feathers that were fashionable for a show pony.  Still stunned and now standing motionless when she opened her mouth to scream again a bit was placed into her mouth and locked into place.  Leather leads were attached to the bit and to a leather collar that was around her neck now holding her head up high.

In just those few moments Nora had been transformed from a trashy looking street walker into a pony girl identical to any of the ponies I had seen just the day before in the stable.  I imagined that she would fit in quite nicely back in her stall.  The trainers stood back for a moment to admire their work.

Rearing up for a just a moment the bewildered pony was brought to heel with a few flicks of a trainers riding crop on her bare buttocks.  She stood dazed as they calmly explained to her that she should cooperate and allow her training or she could be encouraged with further stinging applications of the crop.  Another trainer applied an exclamation to the speech with a few more wicked flicks of her own riding crop.

My arrangement with Lady Wanda was quite simple.  Nora was to become a pony girl named “Bitch” and would be trained to be a submissive at the hand of her strict trainers.  When she was sufficiently obedient she would be sold at auction to become the harlot of a demanding master.

In exchange Darlene and a trainer would be mine for a short time.  As I watched Darlene was being led towards the car while they were leading Bitch away by the leash prodding her along with a crop.  All I could hear from my position was the clip clop of the hoofs and the thwack of the crop hitting its mark.  The scene was simply orgasmic—I would never have to deal with the Bitch ever again!

Of course more fun was still to come.  Darlene was put into the trunk of my car and her trainer sat down with me.  We slowly pulled away and headed back to the mansion where the stable awaited a new occupant.


CHAPTER 14.  Prom Queen

As gleeful as I was to be rid of Nora I was even more joyous at the thought of paying back Darlene for coming between Charlene and I while we were in high school.  It is the dream of every girl outside of the “in crowd” to enjoy retribution on those snooty girls from their school years and my dream was about to come true.

I never liked how those girls in the “in crowd” behaved.  So confident of themselves while strutting around the halls as a unit with their noses pointed upward.  They weren’t really any better than any of the rest of us they just thought that they were.  Who knows what ever became of them and their admirers?  Do we really care at all?  I would never give another thought to the group except for this cherished opportunity to take out my frustrations on the submissive pony girl now under my control.

Darlene would definitely not be so high and mighty when I finished with her.  If only I could parade her down the hallway of the school then everyone could see what it meant to belong to the “in” group.  Perhaps I could have the other condescending girls join her—I imagine in my mind all of those stuck-up girls prancing in unison down the hallway in their pony attire with their bare breasts and their sex in plain view.  I would whip their buttocks for show so that everybody knew exactly who was in charge.

I think that they were harlots—all of them—certainly this would prove it to the world.  Perhaps for homecoming I would even have them hitched to a chariot so that they could take me for a spin around the football field.  It would be so grand and glorious!

For certain nobody ever would have expected to see the prom queen dressed up like a pony.  Yes, not only did she have Charles but Darlene had been the prom queen too.  Had I only known how submissive she could be back then things would have been so different!

Back to reality I do have to say that Darlene was so submissively obedient that I momentarily thought I might take pity on her.  Just for a tiny moment though.  When we arrived at the estate she was released from the trunk she offered absolutely no protest.  We paraded her across the grounds towards the woods to the stable with her bare breasts and clit on view openly in the bright sunshine.

Anna Mae was the trainer that Lady Wanda had provided to oversee Darlene.  She was well suited for the role.  With stylish looks, a sharp tongue and a dominant personality any submissive would be helpless before her.  She had such a strict look about her that I had no doubt that those who were dumb enough to challenge her authority would soon regret it.

Working in the riding attire I had come to expect from those in Mistress Wanda’s employ Anna Mae was expertly in control of the pony.  Having been superbly conditioned in total submission Slut was no match for the authority of the trainer.  She simply followed instructions precisely as we headed in the direction of the stable.

Lady Millicent had conveniently put in a paving stone walkway that had since been overgrown with brush.  When I had decided to use the stable again I had instructed the groundskeepers clear the path from the mansion back to the stable.  I talked with Anna Mae as the pony clip clopped her way on the stone slowly towards her new home.

I underestimated the feelings I would get from dominating Slut.  As she made her way down the pathway I realized my victory was complete.  When she slowed down a bit and Anna Mae encouraged her with a flick of her riding crop I have to admit to a sensual rush that I had never experienced before.  A deliciously wicked delight this revenge was and I was intent to enjoy every wonderful moment.

Anna Mae approved of the stable and the cottage quarters that were provided for her stay.  After she boarded Slut we sat down in the office and I shared my plan with her.


CHAPTER 15.  Pony Girl

That next morning I stood outside the mansion with Charlene at my side as my new toy approached.  Charlene was in her usual maid uniform with her white cap and apron.  First we could hear the faint clip clop of the hooves until finally Slut came into view pulling a cart with Anna Mae triumphantly seated in it.  The pony still had her full hood on and as they came nearer I glanced at Charlene to be sure no recognition was evident.

Charlene stayed at attention in her maid uniform as ordered.  Her eyes did widen as she took in the attributes of the beautiful woman pulling the cart but there was absolutely no clue that she had any idea who the pony really was.  My well-conceived plan was going to work perfectly.

Anna Mae had the pony stop right in front of me then stand at attention as she came over to Charlene.  She had brought with her an assortment of bondage apparatus and in moments Charlene had been expertly restrained by the savvy trainer.

The maid now sported a leather collar with a leash that was held by Anna Mae.  Her arms were held behind her back by wrist cuffs that were locked together.  Her ankles were similarly cuffed and a short chain between them assured that the maid would be taking dainty little steps in her heels.

Anna Mae led her by the leash behind the cart before attaching the lead to a hook on the back of the cart.  She had deliberately allowed the maid to see her situation before a leather blindfold and a leather ball gag were added to the submissive ensemble.

What a slavish pair they made!  The subdued sissy maid chained to the cart drawn by the pony girl!  Now there is a picture I would love to have seen in the high school yearbook.  I certainly would have voted Darlene most likely to be whipped and Charlene most likely to serve a Mistress as her maid.

Anna Mae bid me to be seated in the cart before she sat next to me.  With a flick of her crop Slut began to slowly pull us back down the cart path.  What a triumphant trip it was.

At one point I turned to see how Charlene was doing behind us.  She was a laughable sight trying with great difficulty to keep up even at such a slow pace as she could only take teeny petite steps in her restraints.  As a result she was working hard to take four or five steps for what would typically be a single stride.

For Slut it was quite a workout.  Not only did she pull the cart with the two of us but occasionally the chain would tighten and she would get a yank from Charlene as she lagged behind.  By the time we arrived back at the stable any possible fight that had been left in the pony was gone.  Now it was time for the fun to begin.

Anna Mae unhooked Charlene from the carriage and after removing her hood and freeing her hands instructed her to go into the trainer’s quarters and prepare lemonade for us.  While she was doing that we took Slut into a stall.  There with her arms still in an arm binder behind her she was bent over then attached by the wrists to a chain that was dangling from the ceiling.  Anna Mae attached a spreader bar to her ankles and then fastened it to the floor.  This forced her to hold a bent over position while displaying her bottom in a most helpless position.  Her neck was then chained to a hook in the floor to hold her in place.  Anna Mae had thought of everything—there were even two chairs in the stall for us to sit down and watch the festivities.

Still taking mincing little steps Charlene returned with our lemonade.  On such a warm day the cool drink was particularly refreshing.  We sat together sipping our drinks while Anna Mae ordered Charlene to take one of the riding crops that was hanging on the wall.  Somewhat puzzled the maid did as she was told.

Then came the best part—what I had been waiting to see.  I had thought it would be great sport to have Charlene whip the pony girl.  Sort of a nice gesture of parting with an old beau.  Quite a novel idea I thought as I commended myself on the brilliance of the plan.

Anna Mae ordered Charlene to begin to whip the pony girl on her bare bottom.  Charlene complied, first with just a tiny flick to the white bottom but then at the insistence of Anna Mae she continued to strike harder and harder.

Soon Charlene was flailing away at the helpless pony girl.  With the bit in her mouth she couldn’t speak but she could manage to make muffled noises with each whip of the crop.  Quite honestly I couldn’t tell if the dear was aroused by the thrashing or in pain.  It hardly mattered to me because either way I was enjoying the show.

The irony of Charlene punishing Darlene in this manner was simply delicious.  I implored her to strike harder or there would be repercussions.  Now the vision of Charles making out with Darlene in high school was erased from my memory.  When I thought of the two of them together the vision of sissy maid Charlene whipping the bottom of Slut would forever be ingrained in my mind.

The whipping continued until Anna Mae was satisfied that the bare behind of the pony was sufficiently crimson.  Indeed it was a bright heated red when she ordered Charlene to stop.  Anna Mae went over to Slut and felt her cunt to see if the pony was aroused.  As we suspected the pony moaned in ecstasy at the hand placed on her sex.

Anna Mae was finished with the pony for the moment and left her bent over in position to ponder her flaming hind quarters while teased in an unfulfilled aroused state.  Next it was Charlene’s turn.

Anna Mae ordered the maid to turn around before placing her arms into an armbinder and buckling it closed.  She had the most surprised look on her as the trainer added a bridle identical to the one Slut was wearing rendering the maid silent.

She was put into position next to the other pony girl before her panties were lowered and a spreader bar was attached to her ankles.

Finally I watched as the maid was bent over and fastened in identical position to the pony girl that she had just whipped.

Anna Mae paused to give the girl time to consider what was about to happen.  As submissive as she was she had hardly put up a struggle while she was secured into position but now she realized the consequences and was attempting to beg for mercy.  Of course the bit in her mouth prevented any more than garbled murmurs which we completely ignored.

I pointed out to the trainer that the two girls looked similar except that one had a white bottom while the other was red.  I suggested that perhaps she should even the color out a bit.  Anna Mae laughed wickedly before picking up the same riding crop that had just been used on Slut.  With an expert swish the crop landed across the bottom of the maid.

Anna Mae was a lovely woman.  We talked together about various things as she administered the whipping to the restrained maid.

“Would you like maid service of your own?”  Swish, whack!

“Oh I think maids are so charming”.  Swish, whack!

“Perhaps I can lend you Charlene someday”.  Swish, whack! 

In this manner we exchanged pleasantries as though we were sitting in a French café while Charlene had her color brought to a shade of red consistent with the pony girl.

It was a marvelous ordeal.  Anna Mae matched their color exactly and stopped only after she was certain they were identical.  Then we had them both remain in place while we took a stroll about the grounds.

We repeated the routine every day for the entire time that Slut was boarded with us.  Charlene never realized that she was whipping her old flame and Darlene never had an inkling of who was applying the crop.  The treatment was erotic yet unfulfilling to them both.  Suitable punishment I thought for what they had put me through back in school.

We played various other pony girl games during the time Slut was at the stable.  One of the very best was when Anna Mae took her for a trot around the track.  Lady Millicent had no doubt envisioned the use of the track precisely as Anna Mae used it.  Anna Mae prepared Slut for her workout right after she received her daily whipping.

Still with a red bottom and sweating from the heat of the day Slut would be attached to a cart and Anna Mae would guide her out to the track.  With a crack of her whip Anna Mae would have the pony trotting around the track pulling the cart behind her.  It was a lovely sight to see the slut humiliated in such fashion.

Anna Mae would urge the pony girl along with the whip while shouting orders.  “Head up, step higher!” as the pony pulled the cart.

As they would pull back into the stable after the performance Slut was panting and dripping from sweat.  It was no matter though as Anna Mae took out a hose and sprayed her with cold water to “Cool her down just a bit.”

Slut was treated just like a common pony during her entire stay.  As she was prepared to leave I thought that I would miss the familiar clip clop of her hooves during her daily trot.

When Slut was loaded up to be returned to Lady Wanda I was finally satisfied that I had made things right.  While she had been kept fully aroused during the stay she never once orgasmed which I thought was a testament to the expertise of Anna Mae.

Just few weeks later I learned that Slut had been sold to a sadistic lesbian Mistress.  Apparently her new owner liked to play pony games and wanted a pony girl she could routinely whip with a riding crop.  I thought Slut was a good choice for the job.  I still envision the pony girl prancing about with her Mistress whipping away at her bare bottom.  What a delightful outcome for a deserving Slut!

While I could now forgive Charlene for her high school misadventures I would of course keep her as my own sissy maid.  After all, I had invested quite a bit in her training and there was no need to let it go to waste.  It will forever be my joyful secret that Charlene had whipped her previous girlfriend in front of me for my entertainment.


CHAPTER 16.  Sweetest Revenge

You would think that revenge couldn’t possibly get any sweeter than that but that would not be the case.  It was a while later that I received an angry call from Lady Camilla demanding the immediate return of Nora.  Her patience had run out and this time she was furious and in no mood to bargain.

Apparently while she had continued to entertain numerous clients she had been unable to procure any help.  A Mistress in a large mansion without an assistant is definitely at a disadvantage so I could understand her plight.  Now she was both desperate and demanding.  Apparently for Lady Camilla good submissive help was hard to find.

Far be it for me to keep a Mistress from her assistant so I decided to accommodate Lady Camilla.  I even offered to drop by with my limousine to pick her up which she quickly agreed to.  She was thankful for the offer—something she said about no longer having a driver.

Anyway Yvonne and I arrived at her mansion to pick her up.  She was looking as dominant as usual in a white blouse and short leather skirt with black boots.  She was so grateful for the lift that her disposition changed immediately.  Realizing what a favor it was that I was returning Nora to her she could not have been thankful enough.

Perhaps she should have thought a bit further before showering me with accolades.  After all I still had a faded “Property of Lady Camilla” insignia on my body and I am such an advocate of evening out the score.

We arrived at Lady Wanda’s ranch still exchanging pleasantries.  A trainer led us together back to the stable.  Lady Camilla didn’t seem particularly impressed with the pony girls she saw there perhaps having seen such before.  I do think she thought Nora was working as a trainer because I’m not sure that she was ready for what she saw when she arrived at the stall marked “Bitch”.

She gasped and then yelled, “What have you done!”  There was Bitch in her stall in full pony girl regalia.  Looking nothing like the dominant woman that Lady Camilla remembered the restrained pony had her arms behind her secured by an arm binder with several chains from her metal collar clipped to the wall.  Her feet were secured in thigh high boots with hooves for heels.

She wore the leather body harness just like the other pony girls which accentuated her breasts and left her shaved womanhood fully exposed.  While I could not see her bare bottom I could tell by her docile demeanor that the trainers had given it quite a workout.

With her bridle on her head with a leather bit in her mouth the pony stood silently subdued.  When she heard Lady Camilla she raised her head and for a fleeting moment I thought she may have imagined that she was about to be rescued.

Had Lady Camilla not been so startled by the appearance of her protégé perhaps she would have noticed that the trainers were coming up behind her.  I have to say that she put up quite a struggle as it took several trainers a fair amount of time to subdue her.

Nevertheless after a passionate tussle Camilla found herself on her back on the floor of the stable.  With a group of experienced trainers around her holding her in place it wasn’t long before they had pulled her boots and skirt off.  Since she continued to flail away trying to escape they decided not to scuffle with her clothing any further.

Anna Mae brought a pair of shears and with a few snips Camilla lost her fine blouse, then her bra, and finally her pantyhose and panties.  Perhaps realizing the futility of the situation or maybe out of pure exhaustion Camilla lay for a moment motionless on the ground.

I find that watching a dominant woman brought to total submission is rather erotic particularly when it is a form of the sweetest revenge imaginable.  As they brought the naked woman to her feet I thought of how she had treated me and thought her fate was only fair.

I think she was still somewhat dazed by what was happening as she stood quietly while the trainers fastened her white body harness on complete with decorative bells.  It wasn’t until they secured the crotch strap that left her womanhood exposed and one of the trainers commented that they would be shaving her there a little bit later that her futile struggle started again.

This time the trainers wasted little time in pulling her arms behind her back and slipping them into a leather arm binder.  With her arms secured and her bare breasts and clitoris exposed she was hardly in a position to offer much more in the way of resistance.

She started to form an obscenity directed at me when the bit was forced into her mouth and the bridle secured on her head.  With the addition of the thigh high hoofed boots Lady Camilla was no longer, now she was a pony girl identical to the others in the stable.  A trainer attached a leash to her collar and when the pony tried to protest the first crop swished across her bare bottom.

This seemed to infuriate her even more and now she was trying frantically to escape.  The scene was simply hilarious—trussed up as she was there was no way she could possibly escape yet she was so intent on trying.  They led her into a stall whipping her bottom all the way as she pulled against the leash.

She was finally restrained by the collar to chains exactly like Bitch in the adjacent stall.  Her nameplate was already on the front announcing the occupant as Tramp in bold letters above the word Camilla W. in tiny print.  As I walked away I could still hear the whip being applied to her rear as her training began.

I was quite pleased with the thought of Bitch and Tramp being trained as tame pony girls.  In my mind I could see them being whipped by the strict trainers as they were made to parade around the grounds in their very suitable pony regalia.  I suppose that they had both were going to learn a lesson about both domination and submission that they would never forget.

I had become good friends with Lady Wanda.  After I thanked Lady Wanda for her favor she said that she was extremely grateful for the latest addition to her harem.  The statuesque Tramp was sure to bring a tidy sum once she had been disciplined into submission.

Lady Wanda said she knew of several sadists looking for additions to their households.  All were pony advocates in need of submissives with good oral skills.  She promised me that both Bitch and Tramp would spend years in submissive sexual service and that as a bonus I would never need to see nor hear from them ever again.


CHAPTER 17.  The Auction

I suppose I could have left things at that but I wasn’t ready to let go of the fun just yet.  I had asked Lady Wanda to let me know when the ponies where to be auctioned so it was no surprise when a letter arrived announcing the “Sale of Well Trained Pony Girls”.  It had been some time since I had dropped Bitch and Tramp off so I was curious enough about how they had been trained to want to see for myself.

I have to admit that I was somewhat excited to attend the event.  After all it’s not every day that you get a chance to see your adversaries sold at auction as submissive pony girls.  To make the opportunity particular special there were three ponies on the block at the festivities—Bitch and Tramp were listed as the “well-trained premium ponies” while the third was listed as “Well-trained”.  Yes the tarts were indeed special even when sold as ponies!

The invitation was quite explicit as to proper attire to be worn by bidders.  Riding attire with Jodhpurs was recommended so both Yvonne and myself matched them to a lacy black blouse complete with riding boots, riding hat with ribbon, and riding crop.  I felt like I was a high fashion rider at the Kentucky Derby—it made me feel supremely dominant.

When we arrived we were ushered into the show arena by a couple of male servants attired with leather collars, chastity belts, and nothing else.  They turned out to be the valet service as once we were seated our order for drinks was taken and served by a couple of sissy maids dressed in delightful matching red French maid uniforms.  The sissies attended to us throughout the affair offering snacks as well as beverages.  One thing was for sure Lady Wanda sure knew how to throw a party.

As you might expect the crowd was exclusive.  There were a dozen of us all together each arriving in pairs.  All but two of the other pairs were a woman and a man, there was a pair of women and the last couple was a man accompanied by what appeared to be a young teenage son.

With a sound of trumpets Lady Wanda appeared in full riding gear in the middle of the arena.  She was in a spotlight with a microphone as she announced the beginning of the proceedings with her voice echoing throughout the show arena.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Lady Wanda’s Pony Ranch.  Today for your pleasure we have three young fillies for your inspection and purchase.  “

With that all of the lights came up on the arena and the ponies came out one at a time.  Each pony girl was pulling a cart with a trainer proudly seated at the reins.  All the ponies high stepped around the arena in thigh high hoofed boots all in time with music that played on the audio system.

Each pony was elaborately dressed for the occasion prancing with brightly colored feathered bridle and leather harness adorned with round bells that jingled with every movement.  The leather bridles had straps that crisscrossed the face holding a leather cap on their head.  The ponies could see where they were going as well as the crowd that was watching even though they were so well disciplined that they mostly looked only straight ahead.

Each had their arms tied behind them in an arm binder causing their breasts to be fashionably displayed.  As the ponies trotted their breasts bounced enticingly with each step.  The ponies had been groomed and oiled for the occasion with their skin shining from the lotion that had been applied all over.  They came to a stop right in front of the gallery to a round of applause and they then stood waiting for commands from the trainers.

There were pedestals near each cart and after the ponies were unhitched from the carts they each took their position on a pedestal facing the gallery.  It was quite a sight with the obedient girls sheepishly standing upright.  I marveled at the training that must have occurred to cause such profound subservience as the women meekly stood bare breasted with their shaved clitty exposed to the crowd of strangers.

Lady Wanda took center stage again to give an introduction to each of the ponies.  After introducing “Clip-Clop” as a “Submissive pony longing for a strict home” she moved on to Nora or “Bitch” as she was now called.

Lady Wanda was quite the saleswoman.  Bitch was introduced as a “Former Dominatrix in training who had found her calling in life as a submissive pony girl.”

“She is fully trained and ready to serve with every orifice of her body.  She enjoys oral servitude and is capable of multiple orgasms.  Feel free to whip this wild one as much as you like as she enjoys the attention of the crop.  Her fine breeding shows by her Rose branding”.  With that she flicked her riding crop against the right breast of the pony girl which seemed to elicit a slight moan behind the bit that silenced her.

Then Lady Wanda moved over to Camilla, or “Tramp” as she was now named.  Watching the crowd clearly this was the pony that was going to garner the most interest.  The statuesque pony girl stood at attention as Lady Wanda continued.

“This filly is a former Dominatrix sold into submission.  In spite of her strong will and temper we have turned her into a fine submissive specimen.”  She then ordered Tramp to turn around.  Pointing to her milky white buttocks, Lady Wanda continued.

“Note that there is no brand on this filly—she is pure and ready for your very own markings.”  Now she had the filly turn again and face the audience.

“Tramp has been trained in oral servitude and penetration servitude both front and rear.  This one also craves the whip but be careful because if you overdo it she will orgasm.”

With that she flicked her crop against the bottom of the filly which elicited a sensual moan.  The crowd laughed at the involuntary response.

“If you enjoy a bit of tart in your submissive then Tramp is certainly the one for you.”

With that she invited the guests to come down to the auction floor and “Inspect the merchandise”.  All of us got up and walked down to the showroom floor for a close up look.

I was a bit concerned over what reaction might occur should the pony girls see me in the crowd.  Either they didn’t see me or they had no fight left in them as I confidently strode by the subdued tarts with no discernible reaction from either of them.

The ponies looked so delightfully submissive that I had to resist the temptation to bid myself.  I momentarily dreamed of stringent games of wicked retribution before deciding that I had already seen enough of the pair.

As the ponies stood perfectly still with eyes lowered each potential buyer made a close inspection of the merchandise.  Clearly this was a dominant group with sadistic overtones.  One perspective buyer inserted a finger inside of Bitch to “See if she was turned on by this experience”.  Another took the opportunity to fondle Tramp’s nipples for no apparent reason.

The young teen was infatuated with “Clip-Clop”.  The pony was the youngest of the group and no doubt the teen envisioned himself riding her into ecstasy for years to come.  He stood in front of the filly leering at her curves before whispering something to his father.  The older male smiled and nodded his head “Yes”.

The women seemed to have different ideas for the submissive ponies.  These ladies were certainly of “dominant ilk”.  One lady dressed in blue riding attire walked up to Tramp and flicked her nipples with her nails.  Then she fondled the genitalia on the pony before administering a few flicks of her riding crop to the buttocks.  The pony stayed at attention much to the satisfaction of the potential buyer.  I heard her comment to her companion that the “Filly will make a satisfying toy for us to play with.”

So the inspections went with each guest carefully looking over every intimate detail of the pony girls before deciding upon their bid.  Even the young teenage boy eventually overcame his shyness enough to stroke both Bitch and Tramp on their clitoris.  I wanted to break out laughing at the absolute humiliation of the fillies but instead managed to keep my amusement in check long enough for the inspection period to end.  Besides these former authoritative women had clearly been disciplined into total submission and now were enjoying the embarrassment as though it were a fine wine.  It all made for good merriment indeed!

We were all back in our seats when Lady Wanda began the auction.  She started with Clip-Clop who passively stood as the gentleman with the teen bid against a couple for her services.  As the price reached a rather large sum the couple bowed out leaving the teenage boy as the proud new owner of a pony girl.

Wanda then announced that the remaining two ponies were to be sold as a set.  I thought it was a nice touch—they would go together and each would have to watch the other bask in total unyielding obedience.  A clever way I thought to ensure years of embarrassing humiliation for them both.

I heard the feminine couple talking—they just had to add the two to their stable.  I couldn’t help but ask them about their stable and was delighted to learn that they ran a brothel in Nevada that featured a complimentary pony girl stable that guests could use for taking out their sadistic frustrations.  They called this special feature “The Whipping Post” for some rather obvious reasons.  I thought it the perfect end for the tamed ponies.

A bidding match ensued with all the couples participating while the gentleman with his son watched.  I could see the ponies blushing beneath their bridles at the enthusiasm for their services.  Finally the bidding slowed to a crawl then finished with the two authoritative women taking charge of the pony girls.

Upon leaving the arena I was taken aback by the vehicles that had joined my limo in the parking lot.  The bidders had come in pickup trucks that each pulled a horse trailer.

Wanda’s trainers were leading the pony girls by leather reins over to the trailers.  I watched in amusement as Bitch and Tramp were loaded into the back of a trailer by their two new owners and the door was closed behind them.

Right next to the trailer Bitch and Tramp had been loaded into the young teenage boy was encouraging Clip-Clop into a similar hauler using a riding crop on her naked rear to prompt her movements.  I smiled thinking about the similar treatment that was just waiting for the pony girls that I had brought to the ranch.

I thanked Wanda for her marvelous work as the pickup hauling Bitch and Tramp slowly drove away down the driveway with the trailer in tow.

As Yvonne drove us back to the mansion I felt justification for all of my actions.  As Sheila, Darleen, Nora, and Camilla all had learned, no one, but no one defies Lady Lisa Rose Farrow.
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