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The first event in June proved the 
principle that you can take a mix of 
Masters, Mistresses, submissives of 
every inclination and gender, bring 
them together under the Tawsingham 
regime and it works!  

See changes below to make it 
work even better! We hope that the 
success of the first event and many 
of these changes may encourage you 
(and perhaps others) feel happier to 
come Mon.-Fri. September 26-30. 
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We’ll now give an all-in price for 

the holiday, to include everything; 
accommodation, a trip to De Ferre, 
food, free real ale for the gentry, (as 
long as the keg lasts). 

You can opt out of eg free beer, 
meals, De Ferre, etc., or bring a 
camper van instead of taking a 
cottage, or save a bit more by taking 
an active role in Tawsingham, etc. 
Ask Sir Guy for details. 
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Sir Guy will be a Landlord, 

offering beds to those who don’t 
want or need a cottage of their own, 
with workhouse inmates or his own 
staff to do chores. He will be Keeper 
Of The Pound too, to take in any 
stray ponies, dogs or cats ... 

He prefers Spinsters, (ladies of 
any kind), but as with the cottages if 
places remain available after August 
31, he will take bachelors too. 
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Mistress Agatha Prim, (Miss 
Prudence Prim's stricter, elder 
sister), will be the Workhouse 
Mistress.  

She will cook for everyone, using 
the Workhouse inmates to help her 
prepare and serve the food.  

In good weather you can eat 
together in the “Green Dragon” 
marquee, or in poor weather, or if 
you prefer it, maids will deliver and 
serve meals in your cottage, etc.  

The Green Dragon  offers 
nibbles, soft drinks, etc. supplied and 
manned from and by the Workhouse.  

We will use Groats, but maybe 
less than originally expected, and 
probably only for minor optional 
extras and gambling. 
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We may have eg gaming tables 

for roulette and backgammon, for 
gambling with Groats, plus tradi-
tional British pub games. Outdoors, 
as well as pony and puppy-play, 
weather permitting we may have a 
game of boules or skittles! There 
may be military drill or other 
activities for any surplus staff and 
volunteers. 
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Now Monday 26 Sep—Friday 30, 

only an advance guard on Sunday. 
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De Ferre Pony Farm, with The 

UK FemDom Society, are holding a 
Slave Hunt at De Ferre Pony Farm 
on Sunday 25 September.  
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Ladies or slaves going to that 
and/or also to Tawsingham please 
contact me to see if we can put you 
up that night. 

Slaves have their hands bound in 
front of them and can wear protec-
tive clothing or go unclothed.  

Three hunts; eggs, wax crayons 
and paintball rifles. Protective 
equipment is provided, the paintball 
hunt is optional. For any slave or 
Mistress, some places for ponies for 
Mistresses who wish to hunt from a 
pony cart.  
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Mistress Agatha Prim will run a 

Tawsingham maid training day on 
Sunday 25 September, in Hereford, 
working on skills bondmaids 
require, so maids can later stand for 
hire at the Fair and show they 
know enough of their craft to be 
useful.  

They stay in Hereford, travel-
ling with her on Monday, perhaps 
en-femme and in role if they wish, 
and she agrees. 

If you cannot make that, then 
there is a normal maid training day 
on July 23 and other sessions can 
be arranged to suit your timetable, 
see Academy Times. 

There will be some basic tuition 
in eg make-up, deportment, maid-
craft, etc. from Mistress Agatha, or 
her Housekeeper, etc. in the 
Monday afternoon before the 
Hiring Fair, which will be held in 
the evening.  
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Novice special girl bondmaids, 

etc. will be offered at the Hiring Fair 
at the Workhouse rate as standard.  

It was clear that special girls who 
can offer useful skills (as below) are 
likely to be hired first in preference 
to those with none.  

Prior training, eg from Miss Prim 
may enhance your chances of getting 
the best position possible. 

Some Masters may accept less 
from ‘special’ slave-girls who will 
offer extra services; other Masters 
and Mistresses won’t take them. 

If born a girl, and you will accept 
a Master, it is reasonable to expect 
him to pay you, rather than you 
paying him, particularly if you offer 
yourself as a slave-girl. (There will 
be one such slave-girl on offer in 
September!) The same may apply to 
post-operative transsexuals too.  

All in line at the Hiring Fair may 
bargain with Masters and Mistresses, 
The more you can offer, the  more 
we like to see it. We can arrange an 
auction, if necessary. 
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Initially we’ll favour households 

expecting to take on staff at the 
Hiring Fair; until 1 September.  

Of course you need not take 
anybody on if there is none suitable, 
and if they seem unsuitable you can 
trade them in at the Workhouse, or 

Mistress Agatha may be able 
to help by taking them into 
the Workhouse temporarily 
and bringing them up to 
standard for you.  

After August 31 it will be 
first-come, first-served for the 
remaining cottages. 
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No limit to the number of 
caravans, but you must have 
proper sanitary facilities. No 
tents allowed, sorry. 
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In September this will involve 
a picnic, after a tour of the 
wood in convoy to show 
everyone the layout; then a 
treasure hunt, foxhunt or 
races, or dressage, etc. Ideas 
or views 
would be 
welcome. 
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Well it all started when I decided 

that I wanted to try pony riding. 
Over the years I would like to think 
that I have sampled fairly widely 
from a smorgasbord of pervy 
pursuits but ponying was something 
that I had wanted to try for some 
time. I set Lisa, my slave, to the task 
of seeing what could be arranged and 
she came up with Tawsingham.  

In conjunction with De Ferre 
there was some ponying involved 
but Tawsingham was far more than 
that. It was (or possibly is) a whole 
community with slaves, maids, 
ponies, its own hierarchy and 
currency and dress. It was certainly 
more than I had expected but it 
seemed hugely interesting so I 
contacted Sir Guy and made some 
more enquiries.  

There was a catch… If I wanted 
my own household, which I did, I 
could only have one on the condition 
that I hired a TV maid at the Hiring 
Fair. 

My initial reaction was ‘What use 
have I for a TV maid when I have a 
perfectly good slave?’ Still, my 
interest had been sparked. I could 
have hired a motor home and stayed 
in that but frankly couldn’t be arsed.  

Tawsingham seemed not only 
something of a hoot but also an 
interesting and brave experiment, 
and one I felt deserved to succeed, so 
I signed up.  

Lisa was tasked with making a 
pony costume for her and some 
period clothes for me. I read a few 
books on maids, the deposit was sent 
and the die was cast. 

Tawsingham proper was to start 
on Monday but some ponying at De 
Ferre had been arranged for Sunday 
so it was an early start, not early 
enough as it turned out, and we 
arrived at the rendezvous 20 mins 
late by which time there was no one 
there. However I called the mobile 
number and shortly Lady Sharlotte 
arrived to escort us in, good job too, 
we would never have found the place 
in a million years.  

Some introductions were made, I 
got changed into my riding outfit and 
Lisa got changed into Pippa the 
Pony.  

We started with some dressage 
with me leading Pippa about a very 
professional looking dressage ring 
for a while getting her used to the 
reins.  

Then we just walked and trotted 
about the woods for a while before 
lunch after which time we took the 
carts out. It was great fun and the 
day ended up with a treasure hunt.  

After that we drove to the 
rendezvous pub for Tawsingham for 
a bite to eat. Sir Guy turned up at the 
allotted time and we were escorted to 
the venue, shown our cottage and 
after unpacking introduced to some 
of the people there though the maids 
were still kept under wraps.  

Next day was the Hiring Fair. In 
fact there were only two maids for 
hire and a male serf, and part time 
puppy, whom Miss Prim renamed 
‘Butch’.  

Before the Hiring Fair we 
householders had an unofficial 
meeting do decide who was going to 
bid for whom to avoid getting into a 
bidding war or giving the serfs a 
chance to divide and conquer.  

Not, I suspect, what Sir Guy had 
in mind with his market driven 
philosophy, [it is exactly what I 
expected! - Guy], but such is life.  
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The practical upshot was that 
before the Fair had even begun we 
had decided that I would hire maid 
Betty whilst Lady Jessica (the chief 
cheese at De Ferre) and Lady S 
(owner of the venue) would share 
maid Emma as Jessica was only 
staying for a day. Poor Butch would 
be returned to the workhouse.  

Although the books had 
already been cooked we 
were not going to let the 
serfs know that and went 
through the formalities of 
looking over their inden-
tures and interviewing all 
the potential hirees.  

Guy a lso wanted 
something of a promotional 
video [available on the web 
site sometime soon—Guy] 
so we got to play at being 
film stars as well. 

I took my latest acquisi-
tion, maid Betty, home and 
explained her duties to her. 
I suspect that the proper 
pecking order should have 
been Master, then maid, 
then slave but I have had 
Lisa for well over a year 
and in that time she has 
obviously got to know 
some of my foibles so it 
was made clear to the maid 
that she (Betty) was at the 
bottom of the pile, I 
suspect she would rather 
have had it no other way 
anyway.  

I explained that I wanted 
the house kept, spick and 
span, no more than two 
cigarette butts ever to be 
seen in an ashtray (which is 
not far short of a full time 
job in itself) coffee at 8.30 
on the dot in my room and 
bath run and ready for me 
when I got up.  

Lisa was in charge of the 
cooking and knowing 
where things were and I 
did not care who did the 
washing up, (as long as it 
wasn’t me obviously). 

Tuesday there was more ponying 
at De Ferre. One of Maid Betty’s 
alter egos is Frisky the pony so 
clearly she would be joining us. 
However this presented a problem.  

I had well and truly laid it on the 
line to maid Betty that under no 
circumstances did I ever want to see 
her dressed up as a man.  

The illusion would have been 
shattered, I might have accidentally 
referred to her by another name 
when she was on duty, the whole 
spell of Tawsingham could have 
been broken.  

However Betty herself came up 
with the solution, Frisky would just 
have to have a sex change, an 
excellent solution and one that I 
suspect will become permanent now 
[At least within Tawsingham!].  

I drove Betty, Lisa and Miss Prim 
(of the Muir Academy) in hot pursuit 
of Sir Guy who drives like a maniac.  

I must admit it was quite fun 
bumping Miss Prim’s head on the 
roof over the hump-back bridges 
knowing that it was Sir Guy that 
would be getting it in the neck when 
we arrived and not me.  

Lady Jessica and maid Emma had 
been there for ages when we arrived 
so we got changed for dinner and 
then out in the carts. Some excellent 
games had been organised. Posts 
with balloons on them had been set 
up and the drivers competed to drive 
past them popping them with 
swords.  

Unfortunately we were the 
victims of a mechanical failure when 
the sword fell apart so Pippa and I 
did not do very well in that.  

There was also some jousting 
practice where eight rings had been 
placed on the ground and the drivers 
had to charge up and down that track 
collecting them on a lance.  
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We did better at that but Sir Guy, 
riding the transformed Frisky, which 
he was sharing with Master Trevor, 
got the best haul. Miss Prim had 
seconded Sir Guy’s housekeeper 
Beverley and invited us to dinner 
that night after which we went on a 
tour of the dungeons where maid 
Emma seemed to be enjoying herself 
far too much on the rack. 

Wednesday it was raining. Lisa 
and I went shopping, leaving the 
maid to tidy up and then we joined 
Sir Guy and Master Trevor in the 
swim spa as Lisa’s back had been 
playing up some. It was just a lazy 
day before there was to be a 
kangaroo court followed by dinner, 
hosted by Lady S, cooked by slave 
M. I had asked the maid to lay out 
my dress suit and it was a good thing 
I did as when I saw it laid out on the 
bed it was full of creases. That maid 
would have happily let me go to a 
dinner party with my Tux jacket 
looking like a used handkerchief!  

Well I can tell you that in very 
short order she was bending over the 
ironing board with her skirt up and 
her knickers down sporting a very 
pink bottom.  

It was only later in the Green 
Dragon that I learnt from Beverley 
that that had been maid Betty’s first 
ever whacking.  

Well I would imagine that she 
will pay more attention to her 
Master’s clothes in future. Up to that 
time she had been an impeccable 
maid although she had incurred Miss 
Prim’s displeasure for some minor 
maiding misdemeanour the previous 
day and was sentenced to being 
chained to the sink at the court.  

Lisa was accused of being 
rubbish first thing in the morning 
and turning up late for the court. She 
pleaded guilty to the first charge but 
not guilty to the second on the 
grounds that she had not been 
properly dressed in time since she 
had been busy dressing me. None-
theless she was found guilty on both 
charges. I administered a summary 
paddling there and the court was 
soon basking in the glow of her very 
fetching pink behind.  

Slave M also received a whack-
ing from his mistress, Maid Emma I 
think was sentenced to being 
suspended in the onion sack, Butch 
was in the dog house for some 
reason [not standing up when his 
Master entered the room] and maid 
Michelle, Lady Sarah’s personal 
maid who in my view was ill-
trained, truculent, not a patch on 
maid Betty, and deserved to be 
whacked three times round Devon, 
got away with murder again.  

Thursday was the last day of 
Tawsingham. The plan was for the 
maids to be released from service at 
about six o clock followed by a 
party. The maids, however, did not 
want to be released. I certainly did 
not want to lose Betty so soon, so I 
arranged a dinner party of my own. 
We had banked on there being eight 
or nine people needing to be fed, 
including slaves and maids.  

In the event there was nearly 
double that so I had to do a deft 
piece of carving with a blunt carving 
knife for there to be even close 
enough for everyone.  

To her enormous credit Lisa, who 
along with Beverley had actually 
organised everything, went hungry 
that night without me knowing, slave 
M shot off to make some gravy, 
maid Emma had to shoot round to 
Lady S’s house to reinforce pudding 

but in spite of this, I rather flatter 
myself that it all went rather well.  

After dinner I got my guitar out 
and assaulted the eardrums of the 
guests with a few songs, which also 
seemed to go OK. After that I 
plugged my camera into the 
television and we had a sort of slide 
show of the pictures I had taken at 
Tawsingham and, for me at least, the 
evening was rounded off nicely by 
Lady S tying maid Betty into a rope 
dress for her to spend the night in. 
This was at maid Betty’s request and 
not any sort of punishment. 

Friday morning we were up with 
the larks to be out of our cottages at 
ten. The three marqees were taken 
down, goodbyes said, hugs hugged, 
hands shaken and email addresses 
swapped. For the last two days the 
weather had let us down a bit, I 
would like to have taken Frisky for a 
few turns around the grounds of 
Tawsingham but never really got the 
chance, although there was a cart 
there for the purpose.  

I think it might have been even 
better had there been a few more 
people there but had there been a 
dozen maids to choose from if I had 
known then what I know now I 
would still have plumped for maid 
Betty. I think I could probably have 
done with a few more days there as 
well but better to leave before you 
get fed up rather than after so 
perhaps it was for the best.  

It is ironic isn’t it that some of the 
nicest people you could ever hope to 
meet are those that behind closed 
doors enjoy belting the bejesus out 
of each other?  

Before signing off I would like to 
thank everyone there for making it 
such a wonderful time and in 
particular Sir Guy for making it all 
happen.  

Lisa has to go back to America 
soon so I probably will not make it 
to either of the other two events 
planned for this year but you never 
know…. 
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I started pony play about three 
years ago after hearing about pony 
play and finding “The other pony 
club” (TOPC) on the web. I arranged 
to meet Sir Guy at Birmingham 
Bizarre Bazaar for an interview, and 
at the same time I brought a bridle 
off of him. He suggested that I join 
De Ferre, and to attend my first pony 
event with them. I was so eager for 
my first event that I purchased a 
pony harness from Fantasy Leather, 
so that I could try some pony play at 
home before going to De Ferre.  

I also started running as I thought 
that I had better be reasonably fit. 
Needless to say, I had a good time 
and was now hooked on pony play. 

On another occasion, I was also 
one of the lucky ponies to attend Sir 
Guys “Sun And Moon Party” in 
Wales. There I was being ridden on 
the beach, on the sand and in the sea, 
and then at night by moonlight. I 
remember going up the quarry at 
night, being tethered to a fence and 
looking down at the reflection of the 
moon on the river below, completely 
naked except for my pony harness 
and bridle. “Could things get any 
better than this I thought?”  

By the way my pony name is 
“Frisky”, and this is the name I had 
chosen for myself. I would like to 
think that I am a flighty pony, and 
always keen to please my driver by 
giving my all. 

It was a shame that TOPC was 
joining Tawsingham; well that was 
my opinion anyway. No more “Sun 
And Moon Party” for starters, and so 
I thought that things would never be 
the same again.  

It was later that I noticed that 
Pony play was being performed at 
Tawsingham, in addition to Puppy 
play etc. I can’t really say why, but I 
wanted to go to Tawsingham, it was 
probably the thought of more Pony 
play that was pushing me.  

On contacting Sir Guy, he 
informed me that I could not be a 
Pony all week, but only on certain 
days. So the question was, what was 
I going to be when I was not a Pony?  

After further discussions with Sir 
Guy we came to the conclusion that I 
was going to be a Bondmaid. OK 
this did mean that I was going to be 
a girl, but I have to admit that I did 
quite like the idea. In fact I always 
did think that perhaps “Frisky” 
should be a girl pony, but I never 
had the courage to let that happen. 

So that’s it, I have now arrived at 
Tawsingham with my suitcase full 
of girly things, one of them being a 
new country maid’s dress with 
bodice that I had ordered from the 
United States.  

I was now getting nervous and at 
the same time, excited, excited and 
ready for…. to be honest I did not 
know what to expect, but I do 
remember that as soon as I had 
arrived, Sir Guy told me my name 
was now Betty, [she had offered me 
the honour of naming her—and like 
all those I have named will bear it 
with pride! - Sir Guy], and to go and 
change. Yes change into a girl; this 
was how I was going to be for the 
rest of the week.  

I did not intend to write a “Part 
2” about Tawsingham, I was quite 
happy with what I had already 
written.  

To be honest I did not want to 
disclose all my inner thoughts about 
Tawsingham, as I wanted to keep my 
memories and feelings to myself.  

I sent a copy to my Master for his 
approval and he said, “Your story is 
very well written but screams out 
INCOMPLETE”.  

Well who am I to argue, if I had 
learnt anything at Tawsingham, it 
was that you never argue with your 
Master, and Master is always right. 
And so I had better carry on.  

So lets step back a bit, it is 
Monday morning “Hiring Fair day”. 
I had got dressed, applied my 
makeup and went down stairs.  

It was arranged that Beverly, the 
Landlady of the Green Dragon, and 
House-keeper of the Workhouse, 
would do a crash course on a couple 
of new maids, Emma and myself.  

Emma was from Germany, a new 
maid like myself. We were taught 
how to apply makeup, deportment, (I 
only dropped the book once), and 
how to address our superiors along 
with how to serve at the table.  

I could tell that Beverly had a lot 
of experience at being a maid, and 
she quickly gained my respect.  
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Afterwards, Sir Guy wanted a 
maid to help him get dressed for the 
Hiring Fair, and I was chosen for 
that duty. After the bell rang, I went 
upstairs to see Sir Guy fully dressed 
except for his doublet, hat and 
sword. His doublet was a curious 
garment that had an authentic 
appearance, I had to engage hooks 
from his doublet to his trousers, and 
do up the buttons, if that is indeed 
what they are called? He put on his 
sword and hat, and really did look 
like the ‘Witchfinder General’, I just 
hope that no one was going to point 
a finger at me and shout, “Witch”. 

We gathered on the green in front 
of the Green Dragon, where we (the 
serfs), were examined, questioned, 
and our indenture books checked. 
The indenture book is a record of 
previous service (I had none), Skills 
(very little), personal preferences 
(preferred household & corporal 
punishment level etc), and additional 
items (and I’m not telling).  

A handsome Master named 
Andy, already with a slave girl 
named Lisa picked me. He asked if I 
would be interested in working for 
him at 10 Groats a day (£40), which 
I agreed to do, (I would have paid 
more to be honest). I was nervous, 
excited, and generally having fun, 
and this was only the first day. 

I was told to collect my things 
and shown to my room, my Master 
told me the house rules and the 
pecking order (I was at the bottom).  

I had decided that I would serve 
my Master the best that I could, no 
punishment for me this week, or so I 
thought. And so it began, my service 
to my new, first ever Master. I did 
the usual things, make coffee, clean 
the room and most importantly keep 
the ashtrays clean. He had informed 
me that if there were more than two 
butts in the ashtray, I would receive 
a whacking. Nearly forgot, one of 
my other main tasks was to wake 
Master at 8.30 am in the morning 
with a cup of coffee (not the instant 
stuff either), and run his bath. I had 
to be up at 7.30 am as I was a bit 
slow with my makeup, in order to be 
ready for my Master. 

We went Ponying Tuesday to De 
Ferre, where I was a girl pony, and 
that was lovely in it self. Sir Guy and 
Trevor drove me whilst my Master 
drove his girl slave.  

Heather drove Butch, and the 
other new maid Emma was helping 
Mistress Jessica. We had a couple of 
races with bursting balloons and 
picking up hoops with a lance.  

I always give my driver my all; 
combined with the fact that Sir Guy 
was a bit deft with a lance, which 
meant we won both races. I felt that I 
was betraying my Master in 
performing the best that I could, but 
that’s what ponies do don’t they? To 
be honest my Master and his slave 
girl was new to pony play. I wanted 
my Master to take me for a drive, but 
unfortunately that never happened. 
Maybe he would drive me at 
Tawsingham, I thought. 

Time to go back to Tawsingham; 
this proved a bit of a problem for 
me. I had to stay a girl and my 
Master wanted to stop at a garage for 
petrol. I put on everyday girls 
clothes, miniskirt, top & tights, and 
got in his car. I was nervous when 
we stopped at the garage, both my 
Master and slave girl went into the 
garage. I was left alone in the car.  

A white van pulled up at a petrol 
pump next to us. Three men got out. 
Who looked like builders and you 
know what builders are like, wolf 
whistles etc. Perhaps I was not their 
type as they left me alone, phew! 

If I remember correctly, that night 
my Master was invited round to Sir 
Guy’s for dinner, during that time I 
served at the table, washed the 
dishes etc. Unfortunately during the 
course of the evening, I fell foul and 
received a stern telling off from Miss 
Prim. I had attempted to serve from 
the left but it should have been from 
the right, attempted to clear up from 
the right, and it should have been 
from the left. [As a result Betty is 
attending a Maid Training course!] 

It was quite nerve racking serving 
to the gentry to be honest… must not 
forget, Beverly was also table 
waiting and guiding me, along with 
Workhouse bondman Butch. 

Wednesday, things were going 
well I thought. Master seemed happy 
with my service, and I was starting 
to get used to being a maid. “Betty”, 
my Master said, “Tonight we are 
having a meal at the owners of this 
establishment, I want you to lay out 
my clothes for tonight on the bed, 
tuxedo, bowtie, shirt trousers etc.”  
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“Yes master” I replied. Off I set to 
do as my Master had requested. Later 
that day my Master went up to his 
room and then he came down very 
unhappy. “Betty” he said, “look at my 
tux, see the creases, I want to look my 
best tonight and you would have let 
me go in a tux looking like a used 
handkerchief”.  

I just did not know what to say 
other than “Sorry Master”, well sorry 
was not enough and I was warned that 
later that day I was going to get a 
whacking. 

I had experienced many emotions 
during the course of my stay at 
Tawsingham, but now I was actually 
afraid. I had never been a girl in 
company before, never been a maid, 
never had a Master, and now I was 
going to get a whacking, and that was 
also something I had never experi-
enced before.  

We went to the Green Dragon for 
some lunch, and during that time I 
tried to avoid my Master’s glance. He 
was wearing sunglasses because it 
was quite bright, but somehow his 
look seamed to pierce through them 
and straight at me. Of course I could 
have said “no”, I could have refused.  

There was a safe word to stop 
proceedings, but I had made up my 
mind to carry on as maid Betty.  

Let’s not forget his girl slave Lisa, 
I really liked her, she mended my 
choker when it broke, and was 
supportive about my impending 
punishment, but that did not dissuade 
my Master from giving me a whack-
ing. 

After we went back inside my 
Master said, “upstairs you will find 
some toys, pick a toy so that I can 
whack you with it.” There were canes, 
whips, I chose a paddle.  

“Ok, get out the ironing board and 
bend over, knickers down!” 

I could not believe what was 
happening, I had only read stories 
about things like this, and now it was 
actually happening to me.  

I pulled my knickers down, skirt 
up, and bent over.  

My Master then started whacking 
me on the bottom, he did not say how 
many strokes, and I presumed that it 
would be the usual 6 or 12. I started 
counting them in my head, 1 … 2  … 
6 … 12 … 15 … I lost count, my 
emotions went wild.  

Then he stopped, “I think that’s 
enough for your first offence,” he 
said.  

I thanked my Master and started to 
iron his tux. My bottom now had a 
warm glow, and my emotions, I can’t 
explain…. 

That night the maids and slaves 
were ordered to face the wall before 
facing a Court, apparently we were 
going to be tried for our crimes. What 
was the crime, who knows? When it 
was my turn I was accused of serving 
from the wrong side of the table, I 
pleaded guilty and was sentenced to 
be chained to the sink. I started 
washing the plates and thinking that 
everyone had forgotten my punish-
ment, when that little minx Michelle, 
shouted out “Betty’s not chained to 
the sink, I’ll get the chains!” you 
could say that Michelle is the resident 
maid at Tawsingham.  

Well I tried to get my own back on 
her and shouted, “Put that wine down 
Michelle!” Unfortunately it did not 
get her into trouble, and while she sat 
drinking tea, I was chained to the sink 
washing up. 

After dinner we went into the 
dungeon, where I was put on the rack, 
and in an onion sack. Well I like 
bondage and I liked what was being 
done to me. The following morning I 
got another whack from my Master 
for not bringing him his 8.30 am 
coffee. My excuse was that I thought 
that he was asleep and I did not want 
to wake him, which was obviously 
not a good enough excuse.  

It was the last night at Taws-
ingham. My Master had arranged a 
meal for everyone. His slave Lisa was 
the cook, and I helped prepare the 
meal along with help from the other 
maids and slaves. Officially all the 
maids and slaves were to be released 
at 6.00 pm that night, the only slave 
that took that option was Butch.  

My Master asked me if I wanted to 
be released and I said “no”, and he 
also stated that he preferred it if I did 
stay a maid. 

After the meal, I was asked if I 
would like to sleep that night in a 
bondage dress.  

Of course I said that I was willing 
to do as my Master had wished. I 
think that was the best part of the 
week for me, I put my girly nightie on 
and at the same time, a group of 
people had assembled in to my room, 
watching me being trussed up in rope. 
I was the centre of attention, being 
tied up and put to bed … hmmm.  

My Master checked on me a 
couple of times during the night, to 
make sure that I was OK. I had 
always fantasised about being in 
bondage all night, and now it was 
happening, I felt vulnerable and 
nice……… 

In the morning, my Master untied 
me and freed me from my duties; I 
was no longer a maid. It was time to 
go, I did not want to be a man again, I 
wanted to stay a girl, I wanted to stay 
at Tawsingham with my Master, and I 
still wanted my Master to have a drive 
with Frisky, maybe that will happen 
one day………  
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