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Cancelled

The automatic breaking system of the Porsche brought the convertible to a dead stop with a jolt.

“What the…”

Tabitha frowned. The gates were supposed to open systematically as the Boxter approached. There was a transponder in the car so that the vehicle was recognized.

She waited, but nothing happened. Cursing, she climbed out of the car, smoothing down her leather miniskirt that had ridden up while she had been driving. She walked to the intercom fixed to the post at the side of the gate and pressed the call button, raising her sunglasses to sit on top of her head so that she could see the little video screen clearly.

Once again she waited, rapping her fingernails impatiently on the post, fidgeting, expecting the face of their maid Trinny to appear, but the screen remained dead. She pressed the button again, holding it down this time. Still nothing.

Hearing the door of the Porsche slam shut, she spun around. There was a guy sitting in the driver’s seat of her car!

“Hey!”

She ran back to the convertible. It was a sunny May day and she had the roof down.

“What the fuck!”

“Your car is being repossessed.”

The guy was burly, his hair buzzcut. He remained calm and relaxed. He flashed her an identity badge like he was a cop, then handed her an envelope.

“There’s been some mistake! You can’t just take it!”

The guy’s smug smile said he could.

“I’ll call the police!”

“Doesn’t matter! It’s all legal. Read the documents.”

He nodded at the envelope in her hand, then put the car into reverse and started backing down the driveway.

Tabitha screamed and ran after her beloved dream machine.

“What about my stuff! My bag!”

The guy did at least stop. He picked up her Bottega Veneta handbag from the passenger seat and opened it, searching through the contents. Tabitha was outraged.

“Hey! What the fuck!”

His hand emerged holding the key fob for the car.

“I have to have this!”

He threw the bag to her. Each of her stiletto-heeled boots followed. She caught the first, but hands now full, she missed the second and it landed on the tarmac. The heels of the boots were too high for her to be able to operate the pedals, so she wore her driving shoes once in the car – she was still wearing them now. As she stared in horror, the Porsche reversed out into the road and roared off.

As she stood there in shock, she saw another guy getting out of a car directly across the road and walking toward her. He was much less imposing – a skinny young man in a cheap suit. He was also carrying an envelope, but this one was bigger and thicker.

“Tabitha Peters?”

Peters was Tabitha’s maiden name. No one had called her that in years. She stared blankly at the guy. He shrugged and placed the envelope into her arms, on top of her bag.

“This is final notice of your divorce. You have been served.”

He turned around and walked back to his car. Drove off.

Tabitha just stood there for a couple of minutes, eyes glazed.

Eventually, she walked back to the intercom and buzzed Trinny again. Again, there was no answer. She waved in vain at the security camera. Finally, she sat down on the tarmac, her back resting against the gate and opened the big envelope.

In accordance with the terms of the enclosed pre-nuptial agreement, signed by Tabitha Peters, the court grants a Decree Absolute (copy enclosed) to formally dissolve the marriage of Tabitha West (née Peters) and Garth West, as of the date above.

That date was today.

As per the terms of the agreement, Tabitha Peters has relinquished all claims to the property and estate of Garth West on the grounds of adultery as evidenced by the enclosed documents…

As Tabitha read on, the words ceased to register. Then, as the tears filled her eyes and spilled onto her cheeks, she lost the ability to read altogether. Her heart was thumping in her chest, her fingers trembling. She felt a tingling sensation in her hands.

At the bottom of the pile of documents were several photographs printed on large glossy paper. Photos of her laying on a bed, legs wide apart. There was a man between them, clearly fucking her. Only the back of his head and an ear were visible, and a pale, hairy arse, not enough to identify him. But there was no doubt as to her identity. The last photo was a close-up of her face, eyes staring brightly into the face of the man, an expression of bliss on her features.

But this had never happened! She had never cheated on Garth in the whole five and a half years of their marriage. She didn’t understand what she was seeing. But as she looked closer, she recognized the counterpane that she was lying on. It was very distinctive, made up of broad rainbow stripes. She remembered that, alright.

There had been a party three weeks ago at Ethan and Jayne’s. She had too much to drink and couldn’t remember the last part of the evening at all. She had woken up the following morning lying on that bed, with that counterpane.

She had been so embarrassed. It was completely out of character for her to do something like that. Ethan and Jayne had been good about it, just letting her sleep it off in one of their spare bedrooms. She had such a hangover in the morning, a headache like none she had ever had before. But that was unquestionably the bed she had woken up on.

What had happened? What had she done!

She had ruined her marriage. Ruined her life! How was this possible? She was beyond distraught.

She got out her phone. Garth travelled a lot for business. The week of the party he had been in Shanghai. This week he was in New York. She dialled his number.

No Network Available

She tried again, with the same result. Had he cancelled her phone contract as well? She was blocked from the house Wi-F, too. It was asking for a different password. She screamed and started sobbing. She couldn’t believe this was happening. She couldn’t believe she had done it.

“Stupid, fucking bitch!”

She pulled at her own hair. She had never thought seriously about cheating on Garth, never! But she had the evidence. One stupid, drunken night! Who the hell had photographed it? Who the hell had given the photos to Garth? She needed to speak to him, to explain.

But he had made it clear that he would not tolerate her cheating. Garth was twenty two years older than Tabitha and the marriage had never been true love, more an arrangement that suited both of them. She was very fond of him and he had treated her well, but she was his third wife. Work was his true love and the centre of his world, his driver. She was sure he was fond of her too, liked her company, but he needed a trophy to display on occasions to keep up his image. She was more, but she was an appendage to enhance his prestige and power, his self-esteem – and of course there was the sex.

In return, she had everything she could ever want. Living in luxury, a generous expense account, freedom to do pretty much whatever she wanted when he wasn’t around (which was more than half the time) and neither were interested in kids (he had two from his previous marriages.) The only red line was to not fool around, not to embarrass and belittle him to his peers. She had been very happy. But she had blown it.

Still in shock, she got back onto her feet. She didn’t know what to do. She couldn’t even call a taxi – and where would it take her? Virtually all her friends were Garth’s first and foremost, or had come from those connections. They were bound to side with him. And the humiliation of having to beg them for help, she couldn’t face it after what she had done.

Should she climb over the gate or the wall and try to get into the house? There was all her stuff still in there, Garth wasn’t entitled to that and would have no use for it. Even as she was thinking it, a van pulled up on the driveway, stopping in front of the gate. The vehicle belonged to the security company that maintained the alarm system for the house and provided regular patrols to check on the property. Another burly guy got out of the van, this one wearing a security guard uniform.

“Tabitha Peters?”

“Yes.”

“We’ve been ordered to remove you from the property. There is a restraining order. You are not permitted within two hundred metres of Mr West’s land.

Tabitha just stared at him. This had to be a joke!

“We don’t want any trouble. It’s best if you just leave now.”

Tabitha didn’t speak. She slung her handbag over her shoulder, tucked the envelope under her arm. With one of her knee-high boots in one hand, she bent down to pick up the other off the tarmac. At the moment, they were the only possessions she had in the world. She walked down the driveway and onto the road. With no particular thought, she turned left. The lane had no pavement, only grass verges. Large, expensive houses were widely spaced apart, whichever direction she took. Either way, it was a twenty minute walk to a main road.

No way was she demeaning herself by asking a neighbour for help.

She glanced back once. The van was still parked on the driveway, the security guard still watching her. She was glad when she rounded the bend and he could no longer see her. She was kind of numb, unable to think. She just walked.

Hearing a car coming down the road, she stepped onto the verge. She heard it slowing down, the engine a powerful growl, and glanced up as it passed. It came to a halt a few yards ahead of her. It was a red Ferrari, so sleek and shiny. As she moved alongside, the passenger window lowered.

“Tabitha! I thought it was you!”

Tabitha had to bend over to see inside the low-slung car. She was conscious that she must look a sight. Surely her make-up must have run after all that crying and she was carrying the tall boots – she must look really odd. The passenger seat was empty, the driver leaning across to peer through the open window.

“Lucrezia… Oh… Hi.”

Lucrezia Lucci was an acquaintance Tabitha had met several times in the last year. Her husband, Luca, did some business with Garth occasionally. Garth had said she was batshit crazy, into some serious BDSM and Tabitha should avoid her, if she could. The flamboyant Italian was not someone Tabitha wanted to be talking to at this exact moment.

“What’s happened, pulcina? You look terrible!”

Tabitha didn’t know what to say. In the end, she didn’t say anything, but began sobbing again. She stood back upright and continued walking.

The car made a short burst forward so that it was ahead of her again and the passenger door opened wide, blocking Tabitha’s path.

“Get in, darling! Tell me what’s wrong!” Tabitha had always found Lucrezia’s accent attractive and bewitching.

Tabitha hesitated.

“Get in!” Lucrezia’s tone was firmer this time and Tabitha found herself obeying.

It wasn’t so easy to achieve with her arms full, the seat was so low down and tight-fitting.

“Shut the door!”

Again, Tabitha found herself obeying.

“Garth’s kicked me out. He’s divorced me.” Tabitha began crying again.

“Dada, I’m so sorry!”

Lucrezia reached across and wrapped her hand around Tabitha’s head, pulling it toward her so that she could kiss Tabitha on the cheek. She hugged the weeping woman.

“Come back to my place and tell me all about it!”

The car was moving again. Knowing Lucrezia’s proclivities, Tabitha was very conscious of her appearance. Her leather miniskirt had ridden up high on her legs as she had struggled to get into the bucket seat, revealing the tops of her smoky stockings. She was wearing a matching leather jacket – Garth liked her in leather – and it did make her feel sexy. But with the fetishistic boots in her arms as well… She didn’t want Lucrezia to get the wrong idea about her!

Tabitha knew that Lucrezia and Luca lived nearby, though she had never actually been to their house. It was virtually in the next road, no more than a mile from Tabitha’s home – former home. It was a modern building, with an expensive zinc metal roof and exotic wooden cladding on most of the walls, set well back from the road and sheltered behind trees to offer maximum privacy. As they approached the gates, they automatically opened for the Ferrari. The irony wasn’t lost on Tabitha.

“Nothing is ever quite as bad as it seems, Tabitha!”

It didn’t appear that way to Tabitha.
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Monogamy

“Oh, Tabitha! What were you thinking?”

Lucrezia was looking at the photographs of Tabitha’s guilt. Tabitha was just looking at the floor in front of her. Lucrezia’s lounge had a glass wall that looked out onto an immaculately kept garden, which let a huge amount of natural light into the room. They were seated side by side on a long leather sofa. Lucrezia’s arm had been around Tabitha, but that had been withdrawn. There had been a noticeable change in the Italian’s attitude since studying the photos.

“Who is he?”

“That’s just it! I don’t know! I don’t remember a thing about it. I must have drunk more than I thought... Too much… But I never do that! I just don’t understand how it could have happened!”

Lucrezia made a loud noise of exclamation, almost a derisive sound.

“You are kidding yourself! Making excuses!”

“No, really!” Tabitha could feel her tears about to erupt once more. “I’m not… I don’t know.” The last words were spoken very quietly. “Do you recognize him?”

Another loud noise and gesture from Lucrezia, this one entirely derisive.

“Well, it’s not Luca. I can tell you that! This arse is too big!”

Lucrezia and Luca had been at the same party.

“I didn’t mean to imply that, Lucrezia, please believe me!”

“I know that, pulcina. Not that Luca wouldn’t fuck you given half a chance. He can’t keep his eyes off you!”

Tabitha felt herself blushing. Did she need to know that? Was that an appropriate thing to say?

Lucrezia was skipping through the other documents.

“You definitely signed this pre-nup, did you?”

“Yes.” Tabitha started to cry again.

“I can’t see that you have a leg to stand on! You’ve clearly broken the agreement and Garth is fully within his rights to throw you out. You can’t really blame him if your fidelity was so important to him. He will see it as a betrayal, not to mention an embarrassment if you did it so publicly at the party that other people saw it happening – people he probably knows!”

“I know.”

Tabitha squirmed in embarrassment herself, blushing even harder.

“You must have been very conspicuous to get caught on a camera, and for Garth to get to hear about it! What a silly girl!”

Now Tabitha squirmed in humiliation.

“But you never know, it might be for the best in the long run. Monogamy is obviously not the right thing for you. Now you are free to play the field, satisfy those desires you have. In a way, you are liberated from its yoke!”

But that wasn’t true, was it? Tabitha had never been promiscuous, never cheated on her partners before. Or had she just been suppressing those desires and a little too much drink had lowered her inhibitions, exposing her true self. She was so confused.

Looking at her hands in her lap, she saw her bare ring finger. She took off her wedding ring when she showered (it was old and delicate, passed down through Garth’s family) and this morning she couldn’t find it again. She had asked Trinny to look for it while she was out, thinking it must have fallen behind the bedstand or under the bed. Its disappearance now took on a whole new meaning. Trinny was the only other person in the house, had Garth told her to take the ring to ensure Tabitha didn’t have it today?

Lucrezia’s maid entered the room carrying a tray, which she placed on the coffee table in front of the two women. She walked with a very rigid, upright posture and bent forward in a similar manner, from the hips. Tabitha heard a distinct creaking sound as the maid bent over.

She was wearing a very formal uniform, like something from a bygone age. It was made of a stiff, shiny material, possibly taffeta, that rustled with her movements and had an exotic iridescent shimmer as it flexed. It was very tight fitting above the waist, the thickness of the material and its starched quality making it look like an unforgiving thing to be dressed in. It had full-length sleeves and a high collar wrapping her throat to right underneath her chin, the white of the collar and cuffs a monochrome contrast to the black dress. They were made from an even less flexible material, maybe plastic.

The maid had an absolutely tiny waist, and a very large bust, which gave her a quite dramatic shape, she was a striking figure. The skirt, in contrast, was full and just short of knee length, swaying attractively and noisily as it moved. There was an underskirt of white ruffles that extended a couple of inches below the dress.

Over the dress, she was wearing an apron with straps over her shoulders. It had a modest frilled edge. Her hands were clad in white lace gloves that had the fingers cut off just below her fingernails, revealing long coffin-tipped nails painted glossy black that seemed completely impractical for the job.

She lifted up a small, Italian-sized coffee cup and offered it to Tabitha, who took it gratefully. She was feeling very thirsty. The second cup was offered to Lucrezia. There was also a plate with a collection of savoury and sweet biscuits, some slices of apple and some red grapes.

“Thank you, Bitzy, that will be all for the moment.”

The maid bobbed a slight curtsy.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She was wearing very high heels, which somewhat disguised a slight, short frame, but she was a very pretty woman. She had large, expressive green eyes that she kept deferentially low. Tabitha guessed she was about her own age. As she turned and left the room, her upper body remained very upright and still, while her hips rolled back and forth, setting her skirts swirling alluringly and audibly.

The wide strings of the apron met in the small of her back, the shoulder straps crossing over her spine, where they were formed into an elaborate bow. She really did look like something from the 1950s, except that her hair was really short, shaved up the back to reveal the cords where her neck merged into her skull. A black and white headpiece covered the top of her head, a white ribbon attached that trailed behind her as she strutted away.

The whole scene was so different from Tabitha’s relationship with Trinny. Their maid didn’t wear a uniform at all and called Garth and Tabitha by their first names. It had been very informal.

“Please help yourself!”

Lucrezia indicated the plate of nibbles. She leaned forward herself to take a handful of grapes. The Italian woman was beautiful and classically elegant, long black hair spilling over her shoulders and down her back. With a long, straight nose and cheekbones as sharp as a razor, her face had the shape of a slightly elongated heart, dark eyes direct and a little intimidating, Tabitha found.

Tall and thin, she was dressed in wet-look leggings and stiletto pumps, a baggy silk top in a swirling bright blue and yellow pattern was loud, emphasizing her extrovert nature. She exuded confidence and a strong personality.

Tabitha was reminded again about Garth’s comments that Lucrezia was crazy and sexually wild. She could quite believe it. Maybe she shouldn’t have gotten into Lucrezia’s car and come here, but given the situation she found herself in, she didn’t have many options.

“Do you have any independent banking accounts of your own, Tabitha?”

“Umm… No, I don’t.”

“I’m sure Garth will have put a stop on all your bank and credit cards. Does your phone still work?”

“No.”

“You are in a pickle, aren’t you! That wayward cunt of yours has really got you into trouble this time!”

Tabitha had to rerun what Lucrezia had just said through her brain. She couldn’t believe the woman had spoken to her like that. She didn’t know what to say.

“Do you have family, Tabitha?”

“Umm… No. My mother died two years ago.”

“I’m very sorry to hear that. What about your father?”

“I haven’t seen him since I was a little kid.”

“Oh dear! You really have nowhere to go?”

Tabitha didn’t reply. In the silence, they both sipped their coffee and picked at the food. The coffee was gorgeous, black and bitter and full of flavour, though no more than you would expect from an affluent Italian.

“And you don’t work?”

“No.”

“So you have no independent income at all?”

“No.”

“What did you do before you were married?”

“I was a flight attendant. That was how I met Garth, on a flight back from Chicago.”

“Interesting. I bet you look great in a uniform! The airline industry has suffered badly in recent years, though, competition is tough now for cabin crew places and you are no spring chicken.”

Again, Tabitha was completely taken aback by Lucrezia’s words.

“How old actually are you?”

“Twenty nine.”

Indignant, Tabitha wanted to ask Lucrezia’s age in return, but she bit her tongue. She couldn’t risk upsetting the woman and being thrown back out onto the street.

“How many years have you been twenty nine?” the Italian tossed her head, flicking her hair back, smiling mischievously.

“No! I really am! Do I look older?” Tabitha was mortified.

“Relax, I’m only teasing, pulcina!”

Lucrezia turned and studied Tabitha, her eyes running up and down the blonde’s leather clad form lasciviously. Tabitha felt herself blushing under the scrutiny. The woman was making no attempt to conceal her sexual interest. Tabitha felt a stab of panic. If Lucrezia was into women… It made her feel even more vulnerable…

“I buy that you really are twenty nine. You are gorgeous, Tabitha, delightful to look at – especially in that leather!”

Lucrezia put her hand over Tabitha’s and squeezed it. Tabitha was torn between snatching her hand away and leaving it in place to feel the warmth and comfort of another’s touch – something she was craving right now. She left it there.

“Garth liked to see me in leather.” She said quietly.

“A man after my own heart!”

The hand left Tabitha’s to rub her leather clad thigh, then lifted up, the fingers caressing the upper arm of Tabitha’s jacket.

“Was he kinky?”

Lucrezia leaned in close to Tabitha and Tabitha breathed in the Italian’s lovely perfume. She felt herself blushing furiously under the woman’s intrusion into her personal space, combined with such a personal question from someone she really didn’t know that well.

“Kinky?”

“The leather. The boots.” Lucrezia nodded toward them. Tabitha had placed them neatly beside the sofa. “Did he like you to wear them in the bedroom?”

Tabitha squirmed in discomfort at the intimate grilling of her sex life.

“Occasionally.”

“Did he like to tie you up?”

“I really don’t feel comfortable-.”

“Answer me!” Lucrezia said firmly.

“Occasionally.” Tabitha repeated.

“BDSM?”

“A little bit… Sometimes… Not most of the time, just once in a while.” Tabitha wanted to make it clear that they weren’t raving perverts.

“Did it make you feel good?”

Tabitha was reluctant to answer, but she wasn’t good at lying.

“I enjoyed it, yes.”

“Did you know that I’m into BDSM in a big way?”

“Garth did mention it.”

“What did he say?”

“Only that you did it seriously, way beyond the little games that we played.” Tabitha decided to leave out the bit about Lucrezia being batshit crazy.

“Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it!” Lucrezia spoke very quietly, her voice barely above a whisper.

She ran her fingers through Tabitha’s hair. Tabitha shifted in her seat but didn’t have the courage to pull away.

“Some people are made to be in control. Some people need to be controlled. It’s the way of the world. It’s nothing to be ashamed of if you enjoy giving up control to another. You already have an inkling of how pleasurable and rewarding it can be. Imagine how intense those feeling can get if you explore those ideas even further!”

Lucrezia sat back, pulling away from Tabitha. She lifted Tabitha’s hair, her fingers running through the locks until they reached the bottom and they dropped back onto Tabitha’s shoulder. She sipped at her coffee.

“Have you ever made love to another woman, Tabby?”

Tabitha squirmed again. She hated being called that, didn’t usually allow it, correcting anyone who used that abbreviation.

“Not really. I did some kissing and fondling when I was a teenager, while I was trying to work out what I liked. I found I preferred boys.”

“I’m not sure that adolescent fumblings count. I recommend spending some time with an accomplished lover before making that judgement. I know there is nothing quite like a big, hard cock inside you, but no one understands your body better than another woman. You should try it.”

“So, you are not monogamous to Luca?”

“Lord no! Neither of us could tolerate that. We fuck whoever we want and often share partners. There are so many beautiful, sexy people in the world, why restrict yourself to just one. Such a wasted opportunity, it makes no sense to me. We have only one life and it passes so quickly.”

Lucrezia’s comment earlier about Luca wanting to fuck Tabitha suddenly took on a different meaning. It wasn’t a throwaway line. Luca really did want to fuck Tabitha!

“Don’t you think that most people live unhappy lives, full of regrets, in jaded monogamous relationships? Natural, normal desires are kept repressed. And sometimes they find their own way out, as has just happened to you. Clearly monogamy is not for you, Tabby, either.”

“Actually, Lucrezia, I prefer to be called Tabitha.”

“Really! What is the problem with Tabby?” Lucrezia made a gesture with her hand, as if Tabitha’s request was perplexing and unreasonable.

“It makes me uncomfortable… I find it demeaning. I’m not a cat or a bimbo.”

“But by your own admission you have submissive tendencies, and Tabby seems entirely appropriate for a submissive personality, it suits you perfectly! It’s like my maid. Her name is Elizabeth, but that isn’t an appropriate name for a maid, so I call her Bitzy. It serves to reinforce her position and the power dynamic between us. I see you as a Tabby, not a Tabitha.”

Tabitha’s lips pushed out in a pout. She was too scared to challenge Lucrezia further – it had taken enough courage to object in the first place. She should leave, get away from this strange woman and her mind games, but something was making her stay put, and it wasn’t just the fact that she had nowhere else to go.

“Just because I accommodated some of Garth’s desires doesn’t make me submissive.”

Lucrezia laughed loudly.

“You were a trophy wife, Tabby! They fall into two categories. Cynical, money grabbing whores who trade their role for the wealth and luxury they receive. Those types are very unlikely to sign the kind of pre-nup that you did and allow themselves to be left destitute.

“Then there are the submissives, or repressed submissives who don’t even appreciate their own personality type, sometimes. They are attracted to the powerful, happy to be pretty and passive, cede to their partner’s desires. They welcome the security of someone else being in charge. They often had jobs where they served people – flight attendant being a classic example – or careers where they objectified themselves, such as being a model.

“They dress to please their partner, rather than themselves. They accommodate their partner’s wants and picadilloes, even allow themselves to be shaped physically and psychologically to their partner’s desires. I bet those tits were his idea, not yours?”

Tabitha pulled the two sides of her jacket across her chest in an effort to hide her breasts, blushing once more. She had got the boob job to please Garth, though he had not pressured her into it. She had always felt a little self-conscious about their size, so it hadn’t taken much encouragement from her husband and she certainly didn’t regret it. He could afford the best surgeons and they looked great.

“Don’t do that!” Lucrezia snapped. “They look good, nothing to be ashamed of! Open the jacket up so that I can see them.”

While she was indignant, Tabitha nevertheless found herself obeying the order, pulling the leather apart, tucking the bottom of the jacket behind her hips. She was wearing a low-cut red top and a push-up bra, displaying plenty of cleavage.

“It’s interesting that you dressed to please Garth even when he wasn’t around to see it. I can’t think of a better example of submissive behaviour – flaunting yourself to the world for the sake of his prestige and image. Admit it, you liked to be his trophy wife, a symbol of his power and virility. You liked pleasing him.”

Tabitha remained silent.

“Answer me, Tabby!”

“Yes, I did.” Tabitha felt tears forming in her eyes again.

“I think you should show me some more respect and address me as Ma’am from now on.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Tabitha felt her crotch growing warm. This was turning her on! What was happening to her!

“Turn toward me.”

Tabitha obeyed. She gasped as Lucrezia cupped her breasts and jiggled them.

“Lovely! Could do with being a bit bigger, a bit more in your face for a slut like you.”

Tabitha stared wide-eyed at Lucrezia, shocked again by her language and her tone. The Italian adjusted Tabitha’s top, pulling the shoulders wider apart, stretching the fabric to reveal more of her boobs. She squeezed each tit and it felt good.

“Now you’ve lost your dom, you need to find another one. I can help you with that, if you want?”

“I don’t know… Ma’am… I’m so confused at the moment.”

The thing was, what Lucrezia had said made sense to Tabitha and that terrified her. She had tried so hard to please Garth, to be what he wanted her to be, to get his approval. That look in his eyes when she had made him happy was something she had craved. She had dressed the way he wanted her to, had her hair done the way he liked, changed her appearance for him, all for him and not for herself, and it had been so satisfying . She had been a good, obedient little girl… Until three weeks ago, when she had blown it.

What had really hit home was the comment about the pre-nup. What kind of person signed a pre-nup that could leave them destitute? She had signed away her life and her future to him, past over so much of her autonomy to him and had been happy to do so. Did she need someone else to be in control? Did she get off on it, sexually and emotionally?

“Take off those horrible shoes and put your boots on for me.”

Tabitha found herself obeying again. They were a pair of old slip-on plimsoles. She never normally took them out of the car, changing in and out of them while seated (she just wasn’t able to drive safely in the heels that Garth liked her to wear.) Removing the plimsoles forced her to confront the humiliation of having the car taken away from her all over again. Just like that, it had been gone, just like her old life.

First one, then the other stockinged foot slipped down into the steeply-raked shoe of each boot. She drew the zips up from the ankle right to the top of the boots, just under her knees. The needle-thin stilettos were not actually her highest, the heels four and a half inches in height. But it was enough to change her sitting position on the sofa, lifting her thighs up from the seat.

“Much better!” Lucrezia ran her hand up and down the nearest boot, caressing the leather almost in adoration. “You must feel much more feminine now?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“We need to calm you down a little bit, get you to relax. What’s done is done. You need to look forward now. There’s no point in crying over spilt milk.”

From the coffee table, beside the tray with the now empty coffee cups, Lucrezia picked up a little black plastic box with buttons on it, a remote control device. She pressed the biggest button and Tabitha saw a red light blink for a couple of seconds.

“Stand up, Tabby!”

Lucrezia placed a hand on Tabitha’s bottom, gently stroking the hide-covered cheeks. It was the kind of thing Garth would do when they were in a crowded lift surrounded by people, making sure that Tabitha herself and those all around them knew who she belonged to. Now Tabitha could see that behaviour for what it was, a statement of possession.

“How tall are you, Tabby?”

“Five seven, Ma’am.”

“You have a great arse!”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

At that moment, the maid reappeared in the room, dropping a little curtsy.

“Your services are required, Bitzy. Tabby requires a little stress relief.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

The maid walked right up to Tabitha. Though her heels were higher than Tabitha’s, she was still at least two inches shorter. The rustle of her uniform skirt accompanied her every movement.

“Kiss Tabby, Bitzy!” As she spoke, Lucrezia’s hand rose higher, from Tabitha’s bottom to the small of her back, anticipating that Tabitha would try to step back, preventing the instinctive reaction.

“Just go with it, Tabby! Let us make you feel better. Open your mind! Or you can leave if you want to?” Lucrezia continued.

Tabitha looked directly into the maid’s eyes. They were guileless, but she could see the sparkle of excitement in them. The maid had a very distinctive perfume of lavender.

“You can be obedient, or you can go. What is it to be?” The Italian’s tone remained gentle.

Tabitha was in a panic. How had she got into this situation? How had she lost control so quickly? She should go, but she didn’t want to go. She was genuinely aroused. She was completely torn.

“I would like to stay, Ma’am.” Her voice was barely above a whisper.

“Good girl!”

The maid lifted her lace-gloved hands to cup Tabitha’s cheeks. She leaned forward and put her mouth against Tabitha’s. She had lush, bee-stung lips and they felt great, so soft and pillowy, so different from Garth’s hard, masculine mouth.

Bitzy was a great kisser, it took Tabitha’s breath away. Her initial reticence and nervousness soon evaporated and she opened her mouth and responded eagerly, allowing the maid’s tongue to probe deeply. The tongue was pierced not once, but twice. First, close to the tip, then further back, right in the centre. It felt amazing, so exciting.

Tabitha started suddenly as she felt hands on her skirt, lifting it up. But when she tried to pull back from the maid, Bitzy held her tighter, pulling their mouths even closer and Tabitha stopped hesitating, kissing back. Her hands instinctively tried to stop the upward travel of the leather, but they were smacked away. The skirt was lifted above her waist and she could feel the air on her bared buttocks and thighs.

Then she felt the strings of her thong being tugged down, the scrap of material falling away to expose her sex.

“Spread your legs apart, Tabby… Further!”

It was difficult in the high heels, putting a strain on her ankles.

“Hold your skirt up for me!”

Tabitha grabbed the leather bunched around her waist. She heard Lucrezia snap her fingers and immediately Bitzy pulled out of the kiss and dropped to her knees between Tabitha’s feet.

“I see Garth liked you nice and smooth. That’s good!”

That was one thing Garth had been firm about. Tabitha needed to keep her crotch shaved. He didn’t like body hair at all.

Tabitha looked down at the top of Bitzy’s head. The headpiece of her uniform covered most of her hair, a band laying across the top of her forehead, tapering back to a raised point in the centre of her scalp. Tabitha gasped as the maid parted her labia with her long-nailed fingers and then dropped her head down, pressing her mouth against Tabitha’s sex. Tabitha was so turned-on her hips jerked helplessly, her sex spasming. A little squeak of delight escaped her mouth that could still taste the maid from the kiss moments before.

Lucrezia had got to her feet. She was standing over Bitzy, in front of Tabitha, a smile of satisfaction on her face. She reached a hand out and grabbed Tabitha’s chin.

“See what you’ve been missing out on all these years with your monogamy, pulcina! With limiting yourself to just one sex!”

Tabitha’s eyes grew wide and she gasped again, squirming. The maid’s mouth was amazing, knowing exactly where and how to touch Tabitha, so much more subtle than Garth’s forceful, crude jabs of the tongue. And the way she used the stud of her piercing! Tabitha moaned, hips writhing.

“Look at me, Tabby!”

Tabitha stared into Lucrezia’s dark eyes, fighting an impulse to lower her gaze.

“Wonderful, isn’t it! The silver tongue of an expert muff-muncher. A trip straight to heaven!”

Tabitha groaned. Her ankles were hurting and she was finding it hard to keep her balance as she became ever more animated, unable to control the response of her body.

“Yes, Ma’am.” She breathed the words.

“Do you want to cum, Tabby?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“You had better ask Bitzy nicely, then.”

“Please make me cum, Bitzy!” Tabitha gasped.

The maid’s hands moved behind Tabitha to grab her buttocks and pull her sex harder against the energetic mouth. The maid’s tongue attacked Tabitha’s clitoris. Tabitha shuddered and squealed.

“Keep your eyes on mine!” Lucrezia snapped, squeezing her fingers and thumb painfully into Tabitha’s cheeks, not letting her move her head at all.

It was so hard to maintain the contact, Lucrezia’s gaze was so intimidating.

“Look at you! Squirming on the mouth of someone you have just met, on the day you have got divorced. You look like a promiscuous slut, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Tabitha was panting.

“Say it! Tell me what you are!”

“I’m a promiscuous slut, Ma’am!”

“Yes, you most certainly are!”

Tabitha was so turned on she could feel her orgasm about to erupt already. She just couldn’t control it. Her mouth opened wide and she moaned, still looking into Lucrezia’s eyes. And then the climax hit her, one of the most powerful she had ever experienced. She jerked and writhed, still moaning, twisting and shuddering.

Then she was falling, having lost her balance, landing on the sofa behind her, wriggling like a hooked fish. Fireworks exploded throughout her consciousness, ecstasy consuming her.
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Going Down

The latex was polished to a mirror finish. It looked like glass, flashing under the overhead spotlight, reflecting endless depth, conforming to every curve of the sleek, tightly-bound body it wrapped. Enraptured, Tabitha reached out a hand, pressed her fingers to the soft, smooth – yet strangely resistant membrane. It was so warm to the touch, heated by the living, breathing form enclosed within. As she caressed the rubber, rippling the flesh of the thigh underneath, a shiver of erotic delight passed through her. she was so excited and aroused.

Tabitha woke up and tried to blink the sleep out of her eyes. She was so horny, her hand had been rubbing her sex while she dreamt. She was very wet, her nipples were hard and aching. She lay still, in a half-doze, a finger wiggling about inside herself, reflecting on the events of yesterday. So unreal, so life-changing. But she felt strangely calm at the moment.

Lucrezia had allowed her to stay the night. She had been fed a meal in the kitchen, permitted to sleep in the servants’ quarters. They were right at the top of the house, in the eves, with sharply sloping ceilings and bare floorboards. There were two bunks, one each side of the room, tucked in right where the roof was at its lowest. Each bunk was like a wooden chest, with drawers and cupboards underneath and no more than a thin mattress laid on the flat top. Tabitha had not found it very comfortable to sleep on.

The bed clothes were all made of black latex, polished to a shine. A sheet wrapped the mattress and there was a cover for the thin quilt, as well as a pillowcase. While the material was wonderfully soft and smooth, very tactile (she could see the attraction) it was not particularly practical. Where her body lay got sweaty and wet and warm, but whenever she moved, the rubber would be cold, bringing her out in goosebumps until it warmed up. It was also so slippery she had trouble keeping the quilt covering her upper body.

Physically and emotionally tired, Tabitha had been in bed and asleep before Bitzy came up, only to be woken up when the maid had climbed into the same bunk as her. The bunk was narrow, not three feet wide, so two bodies was a squeeze. Bitzy had a slight figure (except for her large breasts) and Tabitha was slim, but to fit they were pressed against each other.

Bitzy had kissed Tabitha again, picking up right where they had left off in the lounge earlier. Her arms wrapped around Tabitha, pulling their bodies hard together, breasts merging, stimulating Tabitha’s nipples wonderfully. The maid’s mouth tasted of toothpaste and mouthwash, her kissing quite forceful and urgent. She pushed a leg between Tabitha’s, squirming, wrapping her other leg around the blonde, manoeuvring until her sex was pressed against Tabitha’s.

Tabitha had moaned as their crotches merged together, labia squeezed and shifting against each other. It felt so good. Tabitha swung her leg around Bitzy to enhance the contact even further. They began to hump. The caress of the latex underneath them added even more sensation, it was so sensual and erotic.

They both became so breathless they had to break their lips apart, bodies moving with ever greater vigour and need. Once again, Lucrezia’s words came back into Tabitha’s consciousness.

“See what you’ve been missing out on all these years with your monogamy, pulcina! With limiting yourself to just one sex!”

The Italian was so right! This was fantastic!

After they had both cum, Tabitha had dozed off, still entwined with the maid. She was awoken again, unsure how long she had been asleep. Bitzy had taken Tabitha’s hand and placed it on the maid’s sex, her own hand on top. She rubbed Tabitha’s fingers against her slick labia, her meaning clear. Tabitha slipped her fingers inside the hot, wet interior and Bitzy gasped, squirming and jerking. Tabitha couldn’t believe the maid could be so aroused again already.

Then it was Tabitha’s turn to sigh as the maid’s hand found her sex, rubbing gently, fingers sliding inside to caress her exquisitely. Bitzy was nuzzling Tabitha, rubbing her face in Tabitha’s hair. She gyrated, moving their breasts against each other.

As Tabitha fingered the maid, she quickly became aware of the size of Bitzy’s clitoris, it was almost forcing itself out from between her outer labia, and it was so sensitive, the slightest touch causing her hips to spasm. It was so swollen, no wonder she was desperate for more attention. The hood of the clit was also pierced, a little curved bar with a ball at each end. The clit was so big that the piercing was pressed tight against it, perpetually stimulating it.

But Tabitha had discovered even more metal. There was a ring around the base of the clit – not too tight, just enough to contribute in part to the swelling. Bitzy squealed and squirmed as Tabitha pressed her fingertip against it. The clit was too big for the ring to be slipped off, by some margin. The torment it must induce surely kept the maid in permanent need of relief.

Bitzy’s skilled fingers inside Tabitha soon had her twitching and gasping herself, her arousal surging again. The maid was a magician. She knew exactly where and how to touch Tabitha, who had never encountered such an accomplished lover.

She felt self-conscious about her own fumbling fingers, not wanting to disappoint Bitzy, who was in such urgent need, and resorted to blatant copying of the maid’s techniques. It seemed to work. They had both writhed animatedly, lips finding each other again to kiss. It was a longer coupling the second time around and they had climaxed together, hugging each other as they thrashed about, gasping and moaning.

Completely sated and exhausted, Tabitha had dropped off again. At some point she was awoken as Bitzy extracted herself from both Tabitha and the bed. She had not spoken a word the whole time. Tabitha missed the warmth and softness of her body, the intimacy, despite the fact she didn’t know this woman at all. She had felt a little alone and scared for a while, but soon fell asleep again.

Now it was daylight. There were two skylights in the roof, the only windows, leaving the room gloomily lit. Still casually wanking herself and aroused, she lifted her head, glancing around the servants’ quarters. Bitzy wasn’t there. It was a small room, spartan and drab, a stark contrast to the size and opulence of the rest of the house. Tabitha thought it was pretty mean to offer the staff such basic and cramped accommodation.

There was a digital clock high on the wall over the doorway into the room (there was no door at all, no privacy allowed, in that sense.) The time was 08:43.

Tabitha was disappointed that Bitzy wasn’t there. She wanted to make love to her again. She considered diddling herself off to get relief, but knew that wouldn’t be satisfying after Bitzy’s magical ministrations. She sat up. There was a large mirror at the end of the room – it must have been six feet square – and she looked at her dishevelled appearance. Her long blonde hair looked frightful. She had got pretty sweaty in the night, didn’t smell good and there was a mess left between her thighs. Her stomach was growling, as well.

There was a bathroom across the landing, opposite the bedroom. It, too, had no door. She took a long shower. She had nothing to wear except the clothes from yesterday. It was a stark reminder of her situation, the trouble she was still in – something that had been somewhat lost in the sexual excesses of last night. While it seemed that everything had changed, it was also true that nothing had changed.

She had hung her clothes in a wardrobe last night, but strangely her red top was missing (she had never gotten her thong back, either.) She had put it on a hanger, but that was empty now. What could she do? She had to dress without it. There was also a new pack of stockings lying on her boots. These turned out to be fishnet, something she had never worn before (there was sexy and there was trashy. She considered fishnets trashy, and Garth had liked her dressed sexy, but never trashy – that wasn’t his style.)

She hesitated, but in the end she put them on. She zipped her leather jacket three-quarters way closed, but with the stockings and a bare crotch, feeling the jacket against her naked skin, she felt distinctly uncomfortable, more vulnerable and sexualized. The small changes to her dress had altered how she perceived herself quite significantly. Despite that, she could feel her sex tingling with excitement, with anticipation. What was happening to her?

Access to the servants’ quarters was via a spiral staircase from the laundry room at the back of the house. It passed right through the upstairs floor and into the attic, separated from the sumptuous luxury of the rest of the house. Like the maid’s uniform and formal demeanour, it was a strange arrangement, like something from early in the last century, anachronistic.

Negotiating so many tight, spiralling steps in stilettos required great care. The laundry room adjoined the kitchen and Tabitha found Bitzy there, loading up the dishwashing machine. The maid was back in her uniform, looking absolutely immaculate, but once more moving very stiffly and upright, her heels rapping loudly on the polished floor with every step.

Tabitha was allowed to help herself to a breakfast of cereal and fruit. Afterward, Bitzy escorted her through the downstairs of the house. Tabitha assumed Lucrezia’s husband, Luca, must be away. She hadn’t seen anyone else in the house. The maid left Tabitha outside a closed door, asking her to wait for Ms Lucci.

She was waiting a long time, getting more anxious by the minute. She was still destitute, broke and entirely dependent on the mercy of Lucrezia Lucci. That was seeming less and less a great place to be.

The door opened suddenly, causing Tabitha to jump, and then Lucrezia was in front of her, eyeing her lasciviously, a slight smile on her lips.

“There you are, pulcina! Feeling better today?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Lucrezia ran her hand down Tabitha’s hip, stroking the leather of her skirt. Her fingers continued downward to brush against her fishnet-clad thigh.

“Good, you wore them! Much more suitable for a slut like you. You mustn’t be afraid to advertise what you are. We call a spade a spade here!

Lucrezia’s language and tone was still shocking Tabitha. She was having difficulty coming to terms with it.

The Italian pressed her hand against Tabitha’s chest.

“And we certainly don’t allow false modesty here!”

She clasped the zip of the jacket and slowly drew it down, right to the bottom, though she didn’t actually unfasten it. The jacket was quite form-fitting and peeled apart as the zip lowered, revealing Tabitha’s red push-up bra, the ample swell of her breasts and the valley between them. She then pulled the jacket further apart to show even more of Tabitha’s blatantly presented cleavage.

“If you’ve got it, flaunt it, Tabby! Don’t be afraid to show your sexual availability, now that you are sexually available. That looks much better. Come with me!”

Lucrezia took Tabitha’s hand and walked off, yanking the blonde behind her.

Although Garth had told Tabitha about Lucrezia’s kink, the Italian had never made it obvious in the way that she dressed. Tabitha might have seen her wearing some leather, but no more than any other woman on the affluent party circuit they had both moved in. That was not the case this morning.

She was wearing black leather pants that fit like a glove, hugging her apple-shaped bottom and slim thighs, matching thigh-high boots with shiny metal, needle heels. Her top was also of black leather, something between a corset and a bustier, with boning that pulled her waist into an hourglass curve, cupping and pushing forward her breasts provocatively and leaving her beautiful, dusky-complexioned shoulders bare.

Today, her hair was drawn back into a ponytail, swinging back and forth behind her as she strode confidently through the house, Tabitha in tow.

It wasn’t until she stopped before a black door, turning toward Tabitha as she opened it, that Tabitha noticed the large, phallic-shaped bulge tenting the leather pants from her crotch up toward her left hip.

Lucrezia saw Tabitha’s eyes on it and pressed the blonde’s hand against it.

“You like my strap-on! Don’t worry, you can have it inside you in a while!” Her eyes flashed with humour, and also anticipation.

That hadn’t been what Tabitha had been thinking at all. She had been trying to work out what she was looking at.

Lucrezia laughed at the expression on Tabitha’s face and pulled her through the door. A pair of lights came on automatically to reveal a wide staircase heading down into the ground. Their stilettos rapped noisily as they descended. To the right, at the bottom, was another closed door. It was made of iron and coarse planks of wood. It looked like something out of a castle, completely at odds to everything else Tabitha had seen so far in the stylish and contemporary home.

Also incongruous was the combination keypad fixed to the wall beside the door. Tabitha was a little frightened at what she was seeing. This was getting decidedly creepy. Lucrezia must have felt Tabitha instinctively pulling back.

“It’s OK, There’s nothing to worry about. You’ll be interested to see this, I promise!”

She tapped a four-digit code into the key pad. There was a loud clanging sound. Lucrezia pushed the door open.

“Everything that happens here is consensual, Tabby. I’ll leave the door open so you can leave whenever you want.”

Still holding Tabitha’s hand, Lucrezia led her through the doorway. Tabitha stared in shock. Piercing the pitch black were two spotlights, both directed on the same place, highlighting a figure suspended on chains horizontally, about three feet above the floor. The body was heavily bound, entirely encased in gleaming, skin-tight black latex, the only thing visible in the stygian darkness.

It was a stunning sight, disquieting but eye-catching. Tabitha’s heart was thumping in her chest, both scared and fascinated by what she was looking at. Lucrezia led her forward through the blackness, right up close to the form.

The figure – clearly female – was suspended in a harness with thick, broad rubber straps that connected to the chains hanging down from the ceiling. Her arms were pulled behind her, forearms strapped to her lower legs, which were encased in knee-high en-pointe ballet boots with ludicrously long needle heels. The legs were folded at the knee, the back of the heels pressing against her buttocks. It was a kind of hogtie, curving her body like a bow, lifting her large breasts forward prominently.

There were little circular holes in the catsuit through which her nipples poked, they were tumid and hard. Both were pierced, the rings through them thick and heavy. Attached to each ring was a chain with a teardrop weight at the end. They were swinging gently, as the body itself was swaying noticeably, the stretched nipples moved under the force of the weights. Tabitha found herself covering her own breasts with her arms in sympathy with what the woman must be suffering.

Lucrezia led Tabitha slowly around the figure, which was brutally corseted. Her waist looked tiny and it exaggerated the undulation of her chest and breasts as she was forced to breathe against the unyielding restriction it imposed.

There were two distinct noises discernible in the silence, other than the slight creek of the chains holding the woman suspended. The first was a buzzing coming from her groin. She had a vibrator inside her. It was the movement the device was inducing that caused her to sway, as she twitched and squirmed helplessly, unable to control her response to the stimulation. The more she moved, the harder the weights hanging from her nipples would swing, increasing her pain and discomfort.

She desperately needed to move to enhance her pleasure, and desperately needed to stay still to reduce her pain. What a perfidious position to be in!

The way her arms were bound to her legs forced her knees quite far apart. As she passed behind the anonymous woman, Tabitha could see that the crotch zip of the catsuit was mostly closed, covering the sex up, holding the vibrator in place. The latex was flexing to the uncontrolled spasms of the body. A little part of the zip remained undone, allowing the entry of a shiny metal anal hook to curve out of the bumhole and up between the buttocks.

There was a rope attached to the hook, the other end of which was tied to the woman’s braided blonde hair, pulling her head up and back, so that what should have been her face would have been looking straight ahead into the darkness. But nothing of her face could be seen.

She was wearing a latex helmet that fitted tight to her skull. On the crown of her head a little tube projected up a couple of inches from which her hair protruded, other than that, no other apertures were apparent. Where her eyes should be was just smooth rubber. Strapped over her nose and mouth was a mask, fitted really tightly. It was from here that the second distinct noise emanated. Each breath of the woman came rasping loudly out from the mask, she sounded like Darth Vader. The noise only added to the sinister, scary atmosphere of the place.

Tabitha, the hair standing up on her neck, glanced over to the door to reassure herself that Lucrezia had spoken the truth. It was still wide open, light spilling a few feet in through the doorway. But even as she was looking, the lights for the stairs went out, automatically switching off, and the doorway disappeared. Only the suspended, bound figure was visible, shining under the spotlights. Despite her fear, Tabitha didn’t want to leave. This was so seductive and titillating. Her eyes were inevitably drawn back to the woman hanging suspended in front of her.

The latex was polished to a mirror finish. It looked like black glass, flashing under the overhead spotlights, reflecting endless depth, conforming to every curve of the sleek, tightly-bound body it wrapped. Enraptured, Tabitha reached out a hand, pressed her fingers to the soft, smooth – yet strangely resistant membrane. It was so warm to the touch, heated by the living, breathing form enclosed within. As she caressed the rubber, rippling the flesh of the thigh underneath, a shiver of erotic delight passed through her. she was so excited and aroused.

“Who is she?”
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Symbiosis

“She’s my pet. She’s called Farfalla. That means butterfly in Italian.”

Lying on Farfalla’s back, amongst the laces of her corset, was a little black plastic box with buttons, a small remote control unit. Lucrezia picked it up and pressed the biggest button, holding it down. The buzzing emanating from Farfalla’s crotch increased significantly in both volume and speed. The latex wrapped body begun to struggle and writhe immediately, increasing the swaying movement, causing the chains to groan louder.

“She’s utterly devoted to pleasing me. She lets me do anything I want to her!”

“Anything?” Tabitha said breathlessly.

“Anything.” Lucrezia confirmed.

Her hand came down hard on Farfalla’s buttock, the contact reverberating into the darkness like a pistol shot. Replacing the remote control into the small of the hanging woman’s back, she led Tabitha between the spaced, bound legs. Now her hand moved to the anal hook, first pushing it deeper into Farfalla’s bowels, then tugging it, briefly taking some of the tension out of the rope to her hair. Extra noises came from the mask covering the pet’s mouth and nose. She squirmed and fought her bonds even harder.

Slowly, Lucrezia lowered the crotch zip of the catsuit and Farfalla’s pink labia burst out. Tabitha’s eyes grew wide. Both the sex lips had been enlarged, were swollen and pouty, like the plump lips of a mouth, bulbous and shiny. In addition, three metal balls were embedded in each labium, each ball a quarter-inch in diameter, sunk deeply into the distended pinkness. The lips were parted by the base of the vibrator, which was oscillating dynamically, causing the whole sex to tremble and spasm repeatedly, uncontrollably.

This revealed the smaller balls embedded in the inside of the labia, the reverse side of the genital piercings. These too were sunk deeply into the flesh. The rod connecting the large and small balls appeared too short, squeezing the lips between them. It looked uncomfortable.

What was even more eye-catching was Farfalla’s clitoris. It was huge, sticking out more than an inch, swollen and enflamed. Bitzy’s clit had been big, but this was twice the size of the maid’s. It looked like it was about to burst. It too was pierced, a sturdy metal ring passing right through the meat of it. The ring stood upright, trembling from the vibrations, thrust out by the erectness of the clit.

Lucrezia’s fingers pinched the labia, pulling them closed over the vibrator, though the clit still pushed out between the bulging lips. Farfalla’s hips bucked against their restraints. Tabitha could see her rubber covered hands tugging desperately to free themselves.

“I had her labia remodelled to look more pleasing, so that she looks like the slut she truly is. It also makes them more sensitive, though not to the extent of her clit.”

Letting the labia spring open again, Lucrezia’s fingers closed in on the clitoris. There was a little silicone prong attached to the vibrator that had been slid underneath the clit, helping to lift it up so prominently. It was quivering like it was about to explode, the oscillations of the vibrator transferring directly on to it. No wonder the woman was writhing so furiously!

“I like a nice, large, sensitive clit. Farfalla has received a double dose of the treatment to enlarge it. See how successful it was! It is so…so…hyper-sensitive now.”

Lucrezia pinched the clit between her thumb and forefinger, not hard at all, but gently twisting it back and forth. Farfalla climaxed instantly, for a moment freezing still, a loud noise coming from within her mask as her body became rigid. Then her whole body was jerking and spasming violently, swinging on the chains that suspended her, shuddering. The latex enveloping her so tightly shimmered amazingly under the spotlights.

“Imagine the constant, unrelenting state of arousal she experiences. Always in desperate need. But no matter how many times she cums, she can’t get satisfaction. She always needs more. I love that idea!”

Tabitha instinctively stepped back as fluid began to eject from the orgasming sex, landing on the floor just in front of her boots.

“It’s also made her quite a squirter now, such a messy slut!”

Lucrezia continued to finger the clit, milking the climax to the very end.

“The secret is to add some Asian hornet venom to the DHP, injected directly into the clit. Hurts like hell at the time, but the rewards afterward are worth it, keeps the clit permanently erect. Makes the woman a prisoner of her clitoris, literally insatiable!”

Farfalla’s movements slowed until she hung still in the harness, though her hips continued to jerk mildly, her sex still spasming to the relentless hum of the vibrator. She was breathing really heavily, rasping loudly through the mask, such a disturbing sound in the eerie setting.

Tabitha felt the hair rising on her neck again at the shocking plight of the pet, at the surreal scenario she was witnessing. She watched in hypnotic fascination as Lucrezia switched off the vibrator and eased it out of Farfalla’s sex with a squelching sound, excess fluid splashing down onto the floor.

The vibrator was about five inches long, shaped like a missile, about two inches wide at its base. It was covered in a black silicone skin that had dozens of little raised nodules all over the surface. It glistened with its heavy coating of vaginal fluid. Lucrezia held it up in front of Tabatha’s face, tip first, smiling mischievously.

“Open wide!”

Tabitha found herself obeying, but not quite sure why. Lucrezia fed the vibrator between her teeth until a few inches of the device lay on her tongue. The distinctive tang of Farfalla’s taste was surprisingly pleasant to Tabitha.

“Close. Seal your lips on it.”

Again Tabitha obeyed. Lucrezia began to fuck Tabitha’s mouth with the device, pushing it deeper, but not enough to trigger the gag reflex. The nodules tickled her tongue, lips and the roof of her mouth, the thick fluid mingling with her saliva. The taste and smell of Farfalla’s sex overwhelming her senses. She felt so dirty, but she was so turned-on.

Lucrezia still had that smile on her face when she withdrew the vibrator. She turned it upside down and pressed the tip into Tabatha’s exposed cleavage, sliding it right down between her tits, leaving the base pressed against her chest just above them. Using the remote control, she turned the device on to a low setting. The device hummed and vacillated gently, causing each breast to quiver like ripples in water. It felt distinctly odd, but only added to the growing heat in Tabitha’s sex.

“Come!”

Lucrezia led Tabitha around the bound, suspended woman, who was still breathing heavily, the chilling sound still filling the darkness that surrounded them all. They stopped right in front of Farfalla’s hidden face, lifted high by the rope connecting her hair to the anal hook. Her neck must have ached abominably.

“She is an entirely sexual being, existing only to please me, to offer complete submission to my every whim. That is her identity, now. The totality of her life is unimaginable pleasure and unimaginable pain at my discretion, at my caprice!”

Lucrezia stroked the polished latex wrapping  Farfalla’s scalp, a look of genuine affection on her face.

“Can you imagine that, Tabby? The courage it takes to give yourself to another human being without limits, the trust she had placed in me!”

“It’s incredible, Ma’am.” Tabitha whispered.

“Yes, it is. And so is the responsibility I have not to betray that trust. What a delicate balance!”

Lucrezia’s thumb pressed into Farfalla’s left cheek, sinking deep, stretching the gleaming latex. It must have hurt but the pet showed no reaction.

“She needs me to fulfil her most heartfelt desires, to satisfy her true nature. And I have her to fulfil mine. We are symbiotic. My pleasure comes at her expense, but also at her own pleasure. We are exploring the limits of what is possible.”

The straps fastening the mask to Farfalla’s face were fitted so tightly, indenting the rubber. Lucrezia began to unbuckle them. She peeled the mask away from her pet’s face. Farfalla’s latex helmet covered her face entirely except for two holes for her nostrils and a cut-out for her mouth.

The reinforcement around the cut-out squeezed the rubber tight around the mouth, pushing her lips out in an exaggerated fashion. In addition, a red ball gag was strapped between her teeth, which were white and small and perfect. Her lips had been augmented like her labia, but not to such an extreme degree, but they were too plump and shapely to be real. The gag had caused her to dribble profusely, her lower lip slick and shiny with drool.

Lucrezia wrapped the straps of the mask around one of the chains attached to Farfalla’s nipples, letting the mask drop. Its weight was significant and it stretched the nipple dramatically. Tabitha shuddered at the sight. Farfalla gasped and whimpered and continued to murmur as the mask swung back and forth underneath her. A lot of her drool had collected in the cup and was seeping out onto the floor. She must have been wearing it for a long time.

The ball gag was then removed. The pet flexed her jaw, still moaning at the strain on her nipple. Tabitha saw the flash of metal on her tongue before the full, jutting lips pursed closed, their size and the restriction of the helmet surrounding them pushed them forward in a provocative pout.

“Lift your skirt up above your waist, Tabby.”

Tabitha didn’t hesitate. She was already imagining that mouth on her sex.

“Hold it there until I tell you otherwise.”

The exposure only made Tabitha even more excited. Lucrezia had moved behind Tabitha. She grabbed a bare buttock firmly, squeezing.

“Such a beautiful arse! I just can’t wait to beat it! Do you practice yoga, Tabby?”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Tabitha’s voice was cracked and hoarse.

“I can always tell. It keeps a backside so tight! Step forward.”

Tabitha needed no second bidding, but a hand in her back assisted. Farfalla’s lips were placed at just the right height and Tabitha widened her stance, shuffling forward until she felt the mouth against her sex. It immediately locked onto her. She gasped as Farfalla’s tongue shot straight out, pushing between her labia, actively exploring. She groaned, so aroused, so desperate, pushing harder against the soft pillowy lips.

“Doesn’t that feel great?”

“Yes, Ma’am!”

“Such delights can be available to you, should you decide to stay here.”

For a fleeting second, Tabitha wondered what Lucrezia meant by that, but any attempt at cogent thought evaporated as the tongue in her sex animatedly and skilfully applied itself. Hips twitching, Tabitha moaned, tilting her head back, mouth hanging open. She was completely unprepared for the ball gag to be squeezed between her jaws. It was in her mouth before she realized what was happening.

“Shush!” Lucrezia stroked Tabitha’s cheek as she instinctively tried to resist. “Just relax. Go with it. Trust me.”

While panic lapped around her consciousness, Tabitha was so stoked, so exhilarated, she didn’t want whatever was happening to stop.

Lucrezia drew the straps of the gag around Tabitha’s head and buckled them shut, pulling hard, dragging back the corners of her mouth uncomfortably. The ball between her teeth had a little give, but not much. It was slimy with Farfalla’s saliva and Tabitha could taste it.

She shuddered and squirmed as Farfalla’s tongue pushed deep into her vaginal tunnel, finding her G-spot. She felt the metal of the tongue piercings dragging across her sensitive flesh. How many did the pet have? The contrast of the soft tongue and hard metal was wonderfully stimulating. But then Tabitha was distracted again as her eyes focused on the mask that Farfalla had been wearing as it descended onto her own face. She experienced another moment of panic.

“Shh!.. Stay still.”

Lucrezia began fastening the straps to clamp the mask over Tabitha’s nose and mouth, drawing it ever tighter in place. The rim was lined with soft rubber that could conform to every curve of her face, creating an airtight seal so that the only air was coming directly through the filters of the mask. Tabitha found she had to take a deeper breath to get a regular amount of air. The mask was hot and humid, wet from the breath and drool of the previous wearer.

The straps continued to be pulled even tighter, digging into her skin. It fitted so closely, so claustrophobically, and now it was Tabitha whose every breath was a sinister Darth Vader rasp. The most overriding sensation of all was the thick, heavy odour of rubber that assaulted her with every breath, she could taste it in her mouth, mixing with the taste of Farfalla. There was no way to escape it.

Still standing behind her, Lucrezia cupped Tabitha’s breasts through the leather of her jacket and began to manipulate them, pushing them together against the vibrator stuck between them, increasing the reach and intensity of the vibrations. Tabitha moaned in delight. It felt so good.

At the same time, Farfalla’s tongue homed in on Tabitha’s clit, attacking it forcefully. Tabitha had been so horny since she had woken up and her arrival in this chamber had only sent it stratospheric. She was so turned on she just couldn’t control it. She needed to cum already – the sight of the bound, latex-sheathed woman in front of her who had her magical mouth in Tabitha’s sex, the feel of Lucrezia’s body pressed against her, hands fondling her tits. The vibrator. The gag. The mask. The pummelling of her clit. It was all too much. Tabitha screeched into the mask as the most powerful orgasm of her life hit her.

She thrashed, pushing back against Lucrezia, feeling the strap-on against her bottom. The Italian  squeezed Tabitha’s breasts harder. Tabitha writhed in ecstasy, grinding her sex on Farfalla’s mouth. The climax went on and on, her shrill cries turned into an alien sound by the mask on her face.

When awareness returned, she was breathless, her lungs aching. Her chest heaved as she sucked the rubber-infused air through the filters of the mask, the scent so strong. The harsh sound of her breathing was so loud. Inside the mask she could feel the drool seeping out of her mouth around the ball gag. Lucrezia smacked her bottom hard, making her jump.

“Stay there, pulcina!”

As Lucrezia pulled away from her, Tabitha’s legs nearly gave way. She had been relying on the Italian to keep her upright. She steadied herself, watching Lucrezia walk around her suspended, hogtied pet, who still had her mouth locked on Tabitha’s sex, tongue still roving, though more languidly now.

After her fantastic climax, Tabitha felt so calm and relaxed, sated. What had seemed so scary just a short while before had lost its menace. She wanted more of this.

Lucrezia placed herself back between Farfalla’s spread legs. Tabitha watched the Italian unzip her pants and ease out the strap-on that had tented the leather so provocatively. She looked straight at Tabitha, smiling, but her eyes were fierce with passion as she inserted the large dildo into her pet. It produced an immediate response, the shiny, rubber-encased body twitching and shivering. Tabitha felt the mouth on her sex sigh. Then the tongue started to work urgently again and it was Tabitha who was sighing.

“You’ll need to hold her head to keep her mouth on your cunt. This will get quite lively!”

Tabitha let go of her skirt, which slipped down to lie against Farfalla’s face right where her eyes were hidden under the mirrored latex, and wrapped her fingers around the rubber-encased skull. She caressed the membrane, it was so tactile.

Lucrezia grabbed Farfalla’s hips and began to fuck her with firm, deep thrusts, each ending in a slap as the Italian’s hips smacked into Farfalla’s buttocks. The chains suspending the pet groaned from the force as her body rocked. Tabitha had to grip Farfalla’s head tenaciously to keep the mouth on her sex. The bound woman was quivering and squirming, pulling against her bonds, moaning and groaning as she continued to eat Tabitha out, her heavy breaths hot.

As the urgency of Lucrezia’s fucking increased, so did the animation of Farfalla’s tongue, working hard and fast. Tabitha groaned into the mask as her arousal mushroomed under the skilful mouth, her excitement rising with it. This was so erotic, so thrilling! She looked at the heavily bound, hanging figure between herself and Lucrezia, so shapely, the polished latex glistening under the lights like wet tar, the body underneath undulating and rippling in time with Lucrezia’s thrusts, convulsing with sexual pleasure.

What a sight! The whole scenario was surreal. How dull and unimaginative Tabitha’s life now seemed up to this point. She drew heavy breaths in through the mask, needing the air, but adding a strange background soundtrack to the image before her.

Face flushed with excitement, too, Lucrezia was pounding Farfalla with speed and force, the pet bouncing animatedly in her restraints. Tabitha was being jostled too as she struggled to keep the contact on her sex. It was all becoming very physical, animalistic. Farfalla had this way of burrowing her tongue piercings into Tabitha’s clit and between the hood and the clit, causing her to gasp every time, her eyes almost popping out of her head. She wanted to scream in delight. Her hips were spasming again and she was grinding her sex onto the mouth, almost dancing with pleasure.

Again, Tabitha’s and Lucrezia’s eyes met, one gaze so fierce and dominant, the other wide-eyed and uncomprehending. Between them, at that moment, Farfalla climaxed, howling into Tabitha’s crotch. She thrashed wildly, crazily. At the same time her tongue attacked Tabitha’s clit spastically and so forcefully that Tabitha had her second orgasm erupt and consume her.

She froze, twitching uncontrollably as the euphoria overwhelmed her, and still her eyes remained locked on Lucrezia’s – the dark, intense, hypnotic gaze was so captivating. Wave after wave of bliss crashed through her, it went on so long, it was so tumultuous, so profound, shattering.

Afterward, they left Farfalla exactly as they had found her. Ball gagged, masked, suspended in her hogtie with the vibrator back inside her, her hips twitching, her body squirming, under the spotlights. As Lucrezia led Tabitha away, before the door locked shut again, Tabitha’s final memory of the moment was the sound of Farfalla’s rasping breaths dissipating into the darkness that surrounded her.
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Testing, Testing

“Down on your knees”

Tabitha had been taken to Lucrezia’s office. It was the room she had waited outside for so long earlier. The pale, maple-wooded floor was hard. The office was sleek and modern, clean lines, contrasts of dark and light, glass and metal, sophisticated in a way that Tabitha did not feel herself to be at that moment.

“Take out my cock.”

Her face was only a few inches from Lucrezia’s leather covered crotch, the bulge of the strap-on dildo so prominent. She tentatively lowered the zip and reached her fingers inside. The smell of sex was strong. The pants fitted so tightly it was a real struggle to move the dildo at all, let alone manoeuvre it enough to get it out. Eventually it sprung free, the tip tapping her on the nose. She thought she could smell Farfalla’s distinctive odour still on the faux cock – Lucrezia had just fucked her pet to two strong orgasms with the thing – but maybe it was the remains of the taste still in her own mouth.

The dong was big and thick, at least eight inches long, two inches in diameter, and a very realistic replica of a genuine erect penis, with a slight curve to the shaft, an authentically shaped and textured glans, and gnarly veins. It was even coloured to look real. Only the feel, the temperature and the absence of twitching betrayed the illusion.

“Can you deep throat, Tabby?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Garth had loved to be deep-throated. It was one of his favourite things. He had patiently taught Tabitha how to do it exactly the way he liked.

“Let’s see how good you are at cocksucking. Show me!”

A test? What was that all about? Tabitha took only the head into her mouth initially, her tongue pressing fervently around the glans as if it were a real thing and Lucrezia would get pleasure from it, tracing the line of the groove beneath. Then she took the dildo deeper, her lips closing on the shaft, sucking as she bobbed her head up and down. She had only ever done this on a real cock and she found the cold and lifeless silicone odd and disconcerting, gaining no physical response to her ministrations. She missed the pulsing, throbbing meat of the real thing.

“Take me right down.” Lucrezia ordered.

Tabitha relaxed her throat, lifting herself up slightly to improve the angle, then dropped her head, swallowing the dildo. It was significantly wider than Garth’s cock and harsher against her throat. She felt it stretching to accommodate the tool. She could feel the skin under her chin swelling. It was uncomfortable to say the least and she quickly pulled back up again.

Lucrezia’s hands wrapped around Tabitha’s head.

“You can do better than that, pulcina!”

Tabitha felt the criticism like a stab to the heart, distressed that she had disappointed Lucrezia. Why? It wasn’t rational. But she felt a need to please her. Taking a deep breath, she took the faux cock down again. Lucrezia’s hands tightened their grip on Tabitha’s skull, pushing her head down further, until Tabitha’s lips pressed against the leather harness at the base. She had never had anything so deep in her gullet, distending it so. It felt very strange, disquieting. She felt so penetrated. When she tried to pull back, Lucrezia held her head in place.

“You can hold it longer for me, can’t you?” The Italian spoke quietly, reproachfully.

Tabitha stopped resisting, allowing Lucrezia to control the situation, so conscious that she was displeasing her. Lucrezia’s approval mattered to Tabitha more than her own physical comfort. She waited for Lucrezia to let her up. It was a long wait. Finally, the pressure on the back of her skull relented and she pulled her head up, gasping for air.

“Good girl, Tabby! Much better!”

Tabitha felt a rush of joy at the praise. What was happening to her? This was crazy!

Lucrezia let her get her breath back.

“Once more for me.”

Tabitha took the dildo down once more. Again Lucrezia eased her deeper until her lips were at the root. Again she was held in place for long seconds. It was easier the second time, but still a real challenge.

“I knew you would be a good cocksucker!”

The hands left Tabitha’s head, but she held her position for a few seconds longer before pulling up, gasping again, coughing, a trail of drool still linking to the dildo.

“Perfect! Good girl, Tabby! Stand back up.”

Tabitha was aroused again already. Being controlled by the Italian really turned her on. As she got to her feet she looked expectantly at Lucrezia.

“Turn around.”

Lucrezia pushed Tabitha up against the desk. She pressed between Tabitha’s shoulders to bend her over the desktop, right over until her forehead was touching the cold, glass surface.

“Stay there!”

Her feet were kicked apart wider than was comfortable, lowering her even further. The leather covering her breasts was now touching the desktop, too.

“Put your hands on the back of your head.”

Lucrezia’s own hands caressed Tabitha’s leather covered buttocks, rubbing and squeezing. Then she slowly raised the skirt, fingers brushing across Tabitha’s thighs, making her shiver with anticipation. She felt the cool air on her exposed bottom. A hand cupped her damp sex. It felt really good.

“You came twice downstairs, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“So you like being eaten out by another woman?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“What about being fucked by another woman? Do you like that too?”

Lucrezia’s fingers were rubbing Tabitha’s labia, one finger in particular sawing up and down between them. Tabitha squirmed, feeling so submissive, so hot. A quiver ran through her body.

“I think I would, Ma’am.”

“So you want my cock inside you?”

“Yes please, Ma’am.”

It occurred to Tabitha that Lucrezia might be teasing her and not about to fuck her. That would be too distressing to contemplate. The fingers continued to brush enticingly over her sex and her hips began to gyrate, desperate to increase the sensations. She could feel the strap-on brushing against her thigh, wet with her saliva. She remembered how realistic it looked, how big it was, what it felt like in her mouth. No question, she needed it inside her. She remembered the sight of Farfalla convulsing as she climaxed from Lucrezia’s hard fucking. Tabitha wanted to feel that, too.

“You arrived here yesterday claiming you were heterosexual and monogamous, yet you’ve used my maid, my pet and now you want me to fuck you! Have you learned something about yourself, Tabby?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And what could that be?”

“That I’m… I’m a slut, Ma’am.” Tabitha found it hard to actually say it, but she knew it was true.

“You have certainly given every appearance that this is so. I would say it was unquestionable. Don’t you think it is time to stop living a lie, kidding yourself?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I think so, too!”

Lucrezia’s fingers spread Tabitha’s labia apart. Tabitha felt the tip of the dildo enter her sex and she shuddered. As the full girth of the faux cock stretched her open, she groaned, squirming in delight as the strap-on sunk deep into her, suffusing her whole body with pleasure. As Lucrezia’s soft leather pants pressed against her bottom, she felt so full, it felt wonderful! The Italian paused with the dildo fully embedded in Tabitha.

“Don’t fear or be ashamed of what you are, pulcina. Embrace it and all the pleasure and fulfilment it will bring. Be proud of it!”

Slowly, Lucrezia eased back until only the glans was still inside Tabitha. Then she slid the dildo in again, harder and faster this time. Tabitha groaned in delight, pushing back to heighten the sensation. Lucrezia’s hands grasped Tabitha’s hips and she began to fuck her properly, with long, hard strokes, quickly picking up the pace. With her hands locked on her head and unable to hold on to anything, Tabitha’s body was getting pummelled, bouncing against the desktop, her hips digging painfully into the edge of the desk, but the thrill and enjoyment easily trumped the discomfort.

With every thrust, Lucrezia’s hips slapped against Tabitha’s backside as the strap-on bottomed out so deep inside her. It felt amazing. She sung wordlessly, caught in a dilemma of wanting another climax but not ready for the coupling to end. She could feel Lucrezia’s breath on her neck as the Italian began to pant from her exertions, but the pace didn’t drop – if anything it increased.

Tabitha was rocking, both literally and metaphorically, and the fucking kept on. Then one of Lucrezia’s hands left her hip. Fingers pushed into her sex just above the dildo, targeting her clitoris and finding it, fingernails scraping it, sliding inside the hood. Tabitha bucked, her hips twitching uncontrollably. She wouldn’t be able to take much of that.

“Cum for me, pulcina!”

A finger pressed hard on Tabitha’s clit with a swirling motion. Tabitha bucked even harder against the firm body on top of her and as the touch continued, Tabitha’s climax hit her like a truck. She thrashed against Lucrezia, grinding herself on the dildo, caught in a paroxysm of bliss that she thought would never end. Lucrezia pulled her hand back onto Tabitha’s hip and continued to pump into her forcefully until Tabitha slumped forward onto the desk, completely spent.

Tabitha’s tits were squashed underneath her on the desktop and her mouth was wide, trying to draw in air as her chest heaved. She lost awareness for a few seconds except for the dildo jammed deep inside her, distending her exquisitely. Lucrezia was leaning on her, forearms resting on her back, breathing heavily. Tabitha felt elated.

She felt tears forming in her eyes. She had never experienced such pleasure. This morning had been the best sex of her life, so profound and moving, mind-blowing, touching something in her core that had never been reached before.

The moment had to end. Lucrezia stood up, a movement that actually forced the strap-on even deeper, causing Tabitha to gasp. Her buttocks were cupped, squeezed, then forced apart.

“A pretty little A-hole! How often did Garth use it?”

“Never, Ma’am. He thought anal sex was dirty, not his thing at all.”

“It doesn’t have to be if you irrigate yourself properly first. Why do men have so little imagination! Are you an anal virgin?”

“No, Ma’am.”

Tabitha had tried it twice, each time with a different partner. It had been years ago. Both occasions had been painful and unpleasant.

“You need to start preparing it for use again. A slut needs all her holes available.”

Lucrezia stepped back, finally drawing the dildo noisily out of Tabitha – she was so wet! Her sex spasmed, instinctively trying to hold the strap-on in. She didn’t want it gone, sensing she would be ready to go again shortly. She felt so empty as it slipped out.

“Up!”

Lucrezia grabbed Tabitha’s hair and used it to pull her upright. She exclaimed in pain and surprise. As well as her scalp, her hips were sore. It had been a passionate, boisterous fuck. Lucrezia hadn’t been gentle.

“You can get back on your knees and clean your mess off my cock... No! Keep your hands on the back of your head!”

Tabitha had been about to pull her skirt back down. She locked her fingers behind her head again and turned around. The skirt was too tight to slip fully down of its own accord, hanging partly across her buttocks, her sex still exposed. Lucrezia was standing with her feet quite far apart, hands on her hips, pushing her crotch forward. In her leather outfit she looked stunning, so beautiful and dominant. Tabitha was intimidated, but utterly enthralled. The large strap-on was waving back and forth in front of her, thick with Tabitha’s sexual emissions. She dropped to her knees once more.

For just a second she baulked at the idea of filling her mouth with her own vaginal excretions, it was debauched and distasteful, but her compulsion to please Lucrezia was a far stronger emotion and she opened her mouth wide, taking the faux cock in, closing her lips over the shaft. Lucrezia had noticed the slight hesitation.

“Still think you are too good to indulge in such lewd behaviour, pulcina? Little Miss Prissy has never had to behave like this before! Thought you were above such things? Time to think again. Time to adjust to the real you that you have been hiding. Clean every drop of your mess off my cock. Learn what a slut tastes like!”

As Tabitha bobbed her head up and down the shaft, as her tongue wrapped itself around the glans, her mouth filled with the taste of her own wanton cunt. There was so much of it she had to swallow it.

“That’s what sluts do!”

Tabitha took a deep breath and swallowed the dildo.

“Good girl!”

Lucrezia’s hands pushed Tabitha’s head down so that her lips could close over the root of the shaft. She withdrew slowly, lips sealed tight to drag off the remaining fluid that had collected heavily at the base. She let the dildo go, drawing in heavy breaths. Her mouth was coated, the odour filled her nose. She glanced up at the Italian who clearly wasn’t satisfied yet. She began to lick wherever the strap-on was still wet. There was still work to be done at the base, the mess had got onto Lucrezia’s expensive leather pants and the harness. When she next looked up, Lucrezia nodded.

“Good girl. You can zip me up.”

Finally, Tabitha was able to lower her hands from behind her head. She slid the dildo back into place as she had found it, laying diagonally from Lucrezia’s crotch to her hip. She noticed the tremble in her fingers as she drew the zip up.

Lucrezia strode around her desk and sat down in her ultra-stylish leather chair. A laptop was open and she began tapping on the keys.

“Stand up… Pull your skirt down.”

It was thrilling to be talked down to like this. It felt good. It felt right. She was getting off on the humiliation. Lucrezia was right. She was submissive. She was a slut. But it had all happened so fast, she was genuinely confused and still a little scared.

“Stand straight! Feet together and hands behind your back. Push those tits out, show me you are sexually available, always sexually available.”

Lucrezia’s eyes scrutinized Tabitha, no mischief in them now. They were stern and all business. Tabitha felt herself flushing under the examination. Her leather jacket was still open right to the bottom, displaying her ample cleavage in only a push-up bra. She felt a growing warmth in her crotch. Three shattering orgasms hadn’t dampened her arousal for long. Her libido was out of control. Lucrezia returned her attention to her laptop, the only sound that of the clicking of her mouse as it moved over the desktop in short jerks.

“Farfalla used to be one of my maids. Her transition to becoming my pet has left a vacancy in the household staff that I have been trying to fill for the last few weeks. Your arrival is quite fortuitous for both of us.”

The mouse continued to click away. Then Lucrezia sat back in her chair, her attention returning to Tabitha once more.

“Though you have serving experience, it was some time ago and not in a domestic environment, so it will be a junior position under the authority of Bitzy. It pays minimum wage but your accommodation, food, medical and dental expenses are all covered. You get one afternoon off a week, from noon to 6pm. The particular day that it is on will vary to fit in with our schedules – if there is no one at home on a particular day, it is practical for you to take the time then.”

On a table to one side of the office, a printer hummed into life, whirring and clattering.

“Both maids share the general household duties, but Bitzy is also my personal maid. You will be Mr Borelli’s personal maid when he is here. Luca will be very pleased, he’s had his eye on you since he first saw you!”

Tabitha could hear pages stuttering out of the printer.

“The highest of standards are expected at all times in terms of dedication and diligence, competence, attitude and presentation. Any failures will always be punished. You must be exceptional, but all the time!”

Lucrezia got up and walked over to the printer, picking up the newly printed pages. Back behind her desk, she tapped the ends of the sheaf of paper on the desktop to square the pages together. From a drawer, she produced a stapler and clipped together the top left corner of the sheaf. Finally, she lay the sheaf down on the desk in front of Tabitha.

“I recommend you read the contract very carefully before you sign it, so there are no surprises for you. You can start straight away after it is signed, though you won’t be paid for the remainder of today in lieu of the food and board since you arrived.

Tabitha was staring at Lucrezia in shock.

“You are, of course, completely free to not sign it and leave if you wish, if you think you can get a better offer elsewhere!”
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Rules

Tabby was still in shock as she followed Bitzy down the spiral staircase from the servants’ quarters. Negotiating the tight, corkscrewing steps in the six-inch stiletto boots of her new uniform was proving very difficult and she was hanging on to the rail for dear life.

She was very experienced in wearing high heels, but these were a real challenge. They looked such dainty and pretty little booties, like something a saloon girl would wear in a Western film, lacing up the front, reaching just a few inches above her ankles. But the needle heels were extreme. Only three of her toes were actually on the ground in each boot, the rake of the sole was so steep. They kept her ankles almost fully extended.

With practiced ease, Bitzy was leaving her behind, making it look straightforward. Her every movement was so controlled, so elegant. How could she move so gracefully in such a restrictive costume?

It wasn’t just the heels that were causing the problem. The whole uniform was so confining and uncomfortable, so downright impractical. She had not fully appreciated just how much when observing Bitzy, but the creaking as the maid bent over and the stiff way she carried her upper body all made sense now. There was barely any part of her that could move freely or without discomfort. It felt like her entire body was imprisoned. She was feeling a little dizzy, her knees weak. What the hell had she done signing the contract!

Clause 2: Maid shall be in full uniform at all times while on duty.

Under the uniform dress she was laced into a formidable corset. It was made of latex, with metal stays to shape her body to the garment’s form. It was like being locked in a vice, squeezing her waist,  crushing her ribs. She was aching already and her breathing was significantly restricted. She simply couldn’t take a deep breath, the corset wouldn’t allow her chest to expand enough. The thing had been designed by a true sadist!

There were quarter-cups for her tits, which were pushed up extraordinarily high, pitched forward immodestly, making them look huge, preventing her from seeing her feet – something she really needed to do as she tackled the tightly twisting staircase in the ultra-high stilettos.

Attached to the top of the corset were a network of straps that passed over her shoulders and wrapped her upper body. They were effectively a brace, drawn fiendishly tight, designed to pull her shoulders back and curve her chest out, holding her in a stiffly upright posture. She was unable to bend from the waist or swivel her torso at all. It was ridiculous. How was she supposed to do any work with her body’s flexibility removed? It was just crazy!

Her uniform wasn’t black, like Bitzy’s. Tabby was only a trainee until such time as Ms Lucci deemed her worthy of full maid status. Until then, she would be identified as an unqualified maid by the blue/grey colour with white vertical pinstripes.

While Bitzy’s uniform fitted perfectly to her form, clearly custom-made to her measurements, Tabby was wearing a hand-me-down. How many trainee maids had worn this before her? There were laces in the small of her back so the dress could be tightened at the waist to conform to the shape of the corset (due to the waist-training regimen she would be embarking on, her size would be constantly changing.) The dress was a little tight across the shoulders and bust, a little short on the sleeves.

Clause 3: Maid is forbidden from using familiar names and behaviours (including first names) with anyone who is above the servant class. Formal forms of address should be used at all times, including the correct title when addressing an individual by name. Full respect should be shown to all individuals in speech and behaviour.

The worst part of the dress was the collar. It was made of a shiny white plastic that had very little give and wrapped her neck, lacing at the back for a form fit. While it didn’t interfere with her breathing, the grip on her throat was disconcerting, and she felt the pressure of the collar whenever she swallowed. It rose high up to right under her chin, digging into the soft flesh there whenever she didn’t hold her head unnaturally high. As she descended the narrow staircase she had no option but to tilt her chin down and it was cutting into her painfully.

The taffeta material of the uniform had a wonderful lustrous, shimmering sheen, but it was thick and stiff. This was most noticeable around the top of her arms and shoulders, impeding her movements – she had to continually fight its restriction. The inner lining was latex, which slithered sensuously and erotically against her upper body as she moved. The skirt was full and knee length, swaying about her with every turn and step.

There were two underskirts. The first made of a very heavy and thick rubber, the second was a ruffled, flouncy affair of a white, silky material and was two inches longer than the skirt of the dress, showing beneath it. The combined weight and movement of the three together was cumbersome to handle and she would need practice to be able to achieve the fluid, swirling dance that Bitzy was able to achieve – somehow she was able to control the skirts in a way that Tabby was not yet able.

The skirts rustled loudly with their motion, taffeta against silk, silk against latex and the rubber underskirt against her smoky-stockinged legs. It was a lush, multi-layered sound that reflected the multiple folds of the fabrics, voluptuous and feminine, announcing her presence eloquently.

Clause 3, Sub-Clause 1(a): Maid will refer to herself by the name selected for her by employer.

But the most bizarre and distracting part of the ensemble were the panties. They contained two internal plugs. A heavy bulb that had been eased into her rectum with genuine care by Bitzy, but had still hurt like crazy – she was so tight back there. Once in, it wasn’t so painful, her sphincter closing on the narrow stem just above the base, but every minute movement transmitted itself to her still stretched rosebud, creating sparks of pain. She felt so stuffed and uncomfortable, like she was constipated.

The process of descending the stairs was shifting the bulb inside her alarmingly. It was pressing into her bowel, stretching it in strange ways, the most peculiar and discomforting sensation. But at the same time, the way her sphincter was gently flexing against the silicone intruder was undeniably pleasurable, one more contradiction to add to her confused state of mind.

Whereas the prong inside the front of the panties was unambiguous, flexing and caressing her with every motion of her body, constantly stimulating her, generating spikes of bliss, insuring she was held in a constant state of arousal despite the discomfort she was experiencing. It wasn’t huge, three inches long and about an inch in girth, not large enough to give satisfaction, just titillate her constantly.

Clause 3, Sub-Clause 2(c): Maid will acknowledge her status as a slut by referring to her breasts as tits, knockers or other suitably crude analogy, and her sex/vagina as a cunt, pussy or other suitably crude analogy.

Finally, Tabby reached the bottom of the stairs. Bitzy was already gone. She stood for a couple of seconds trying to compose herself. Everything had spiralled so quickly out of her control, completely beyond her comfort zone. She was in a daze. She was forced to take smaller, shallower breaths more frequently by the constriction of the corset. She was so scared by what she had done, terrified about what was to come, yet her pussy was on fire with anticipation.

She was standing in the laundry room of a massively expensive house, dressed in this outlandish, fetishized maid’s costume from a bygone era, having voluntarily lowered herself to this humiliating status. Yesterday she had been driving her Porsche convertible without a care in the world, wondering what her chef would be preparing for her dinner. The lady of a fine house, the wife of a successful and rich businessman. She had been one of society’s elite, a one-percenter.

And now… Now she had literally nothing but one set of clothes. No house, no car, no servants to see to her every need, waiting on her hand and foot… Now she was one of those servants… At the bottom of the pile. And not even a bona fide servant, but just a trainee servant! How could she get any lower?

Yet the last twenty four hours had been thrilling, mind-opening! She had experienced pleasure beyond anything she thought was possible. She was so eager for more of it. She trembled with both excitement and trepidation.

But how she had been forced to swallow her indignation, her resentment, when Ms Lucci had presented her with the contract to become her maid. She had been shocked into a state of numbness. And she had found not the courage to challenge the Italian.

She should have thrown the contract in Lucrezia’s – Ms Lucci’s – face. She should have flounced out, her pride and dignity intact. Instead, she had meekly picked up the contract and read it as carefully as Ms Lucci had recommended. Read the long list of fastidious details which would govern her every behaviour, her every thought, if she accepted such a demeaning role, giving complete control of virtually every aspect of her entire life to someone she hardly knew. But in return… such sexual pleasure and satisfaction…

Her hand had been trembling as she signed her name at the bottom of the last page.

Clause 5: Maid consents to allow her body to be modified to the requirements of her employer (subject to the proviso that such modification not be permanent or harmful to the maid in the long term.)

Tabby tottered forward on her ultra-high heels. She needed practice to be able to achieve anything close to the effortless elegance that Bitzy displayed, at the moment she felt like a stuttering baby giraffe. Part of the problem was adjusting to the rigidity of her torso in the corset and harness, it made even simple steps awkward for her, the balance of her body thrown out of sync. With her shoulders pulled so far back, her tits were really thrust forward into her eyeline, the shiny sheen of the taffeta catching the light. they looked and felt bigger, an illusion of the uncompromising uniform.

The quarter-cups of the corset left Tabby’s nipples exposed. When Bitzy had been dressing her, she had slipped little metal rings over each of them, tugging them through, pushing the rings to their base, nestled against her areola. They weren’t excessively tight, but enough that each nipple had swollen erect above them, assuring that they couldn’t slip off. She could still feel that both nubs were rock-hard and being rubbed by the latex lining of the dress as she moved. But the stiffness of the taffeta and the frills at the top of her apron ensured the hardness wasn’t visible.

Just walking in the uniform created a sensory overload for Tabby, it was doing so much to her body. One thing she couldn’t deny was how feminine it made her feel, so conscious of her pussy and bumhole as well as her tits and nipples, the sway of the heavy skirts wafting around her.

Bitzy was in the kitchen, but there was another lady there that caught Tabby completely by surprise. She felt herself blushing furiously to be seen in such a demeaning outfit by a stranger. She wanted to disappear through the floor.

“Hello! Who are you?”

The woman was in her fifties with short blonde hair and wearing a pair of square, black-rimmed, masculine looking glasses. She was quite muscular, wearing tight jeans and a t-shirt that emphasized her physique as well as her heavily tattooed arms.

“I’m Tabby, ma’am.” It was the first time she had ever called herself that and it upset her.

She bobbed a curtsy, very self-consciously. That was something else she needed to practice.

“Aren’t you bashful! Come here and let me have a look at you.”

Tabby approached the woman.

“Ms Cranston is the chef, Tabby. You will obey her in all things.” Bitzy explained.

Ms Cranston was tall. Even though she was only wearing DM’s she was still taller than Tabby in her towering stilettos. Tabby was still blushing.

“Not come to terms with her new place in life, yet!” The chef observed wryly. She had a Scottish accent.

The comment only embarrassed Tabby even further. She felt eyes examining her from top to bottom, sexual and predatory, how men often looked at her. Tabby shivered, starting to appreciate how vulnerable she was in her new role, sexually available to who knew who.

“Gorgeous little thing! Plenty of potential. Lots of work to do to get you up to scratch, starting with that waist! We need a nice hourglass shape, girl!”

Ms Cranston wrapped her hands around Tabby’s middle, squeezing the metal stays that imprisoned it.

“You just need to look at Bitzy to see where you need to be. A genuine wasp-waist!”

Bitzy certainly had that. It was remarkable, although a little shocking. Tabby didn’t want to think about what was involved in getting her body to that shape. The chef’s hands moved up, caressing Tabby, and cupped her tits, manipulating them gently, sending a surge of pleasure straight down to her pussy, even though she felt affronted at the casual way this woman was handling her. Then her bottom was cupped, squeezed again.

“Nice and taut. Lovely! We’re gonna have a lot of fun, Tabby!”

Ms Cranston leaned forward and pecked Tabby on the cheek, while still stroking her bottom. Tabby was just so confused; embarrassed and intimidated, yet her heart was racing and her arousal rising.

“Ms Lucci’s lunch remains need to be collected from her office, Tabby.” Bitzy ordered.

“Yes, Miss Bitzy.”

There actually wasn’t a clause in Tabby’s contract that instructed her on how she should address her colleague, Bitzy had told her herself.

Tabby bobbed another curtsy. As she turned to leave she jumped and squeaked as Ms Cranston spanked her bottom hard. The thickness and multiple layers of her skirts stopped it from hurting. It was the surprise that had caught Tabby out, followed by the humiliation.

Clause 3, Sub-Clause 3: To show due respect to her betters, Maid will perform a light curtsy when first addressed after entering a room and immediately before leaving a room.

She wasn’t at all familiar with the layout of the house yet, but she did remember how to get to Ms Lucci’s office. As she teetered along the hallway she passed a mirror mounted on the wall above a narrow table. She couldn’t help herself from stopping and turning to study her reflection.

Clause 2, Sub-Clause 1(a): Maid shall maintain the highest standards of presentation at all times in dress and make-up. Always clean, neat and in high order. Failures will be subject to punishment.

It was hard to recognize herself. Her hair was tied up tightly in a bun and hidden behind the uniform’s headpiece, which consisted of a white plastic band that fitted across the top of her forehead and slid down behind her ears. Attached was a triangle of fabric that matched her dress, stiffened, that sat just above her ears and tapered to a point at the crown of her head, raised a few inches above her scalp. There was a white ribbon attached to the tip that hung down behind her head, about eight inches in length. It fluttered out behind her when she walked.

Her make-up was much different from Tabitha, heavier. Thick false lashes and eyeliner, abundant eye shadow that matched the colour of her uniform. Dark red lipstick that had been given two coats of gloss (Bitzy had been particularly specific about that.) It was very dramatic, but somehow anonymizing. It was hard to see the real person behind all that paint.

Everything, every tiny detail was so specific and deliberate. It was extreme and obsessional. She glanced down at her hands. She wore the same lacy white gloves as Bitzy, with little ruffles at the wrist and the tips of the fingers snipped off so that her fingernails were revealed, each painted a blue/grey that matched her uniform.

The angle she now had to hold her head to lessen the discomfort of the collar was different to how Tabitha had held her head. It all added up. The woman looking back at her was unfamiliar, a stranger. A new person entirely. And in a way, that was true. She was.

Clause 7, Sub-Clause 1(a) Rest breaks: A quarter-hour is allowed for breakfast. A half-hour is allowed for lunch and dinner. In addition, two quarter-hour rest breaks are permitted per shift.

She walked on. The uniform was so uncomfortable, uncompromising in the way it controlled her body as well as her appearance that she didn’t know how she would be able to tolerate it for long hours every day. The panic that was now perpetually licking around her consciousness momentarily enveloped it entirely. She wouldn’t be able to live like this. She had made a terrible mistake. Except her pussy disagreed. And there was some part of her mind that felt that this was right and just, that believed Ms Lucci’s claims that this was her true self exposed, acknowledged for the first time.

As Tabby approached the office door, the spot where she had stood waiting for Ms Lucci for so long this morning (how long ago that seemed now! How much had changed in so few hours!) She was gripped by a terrible fear in her belly, but a reckless thrill in her crotch.

She knocked on the door.

Clause 7, Sub-Clause 1(b) On days when maid has half-day off, there will be only a breakfast break and one other quarter-hour break per shift.

After a short wait she was instructed to enter.

Ms Lucci was seated at her desk, wireless earbuds visible, looking at her laptop screen. She glanced up briefly at Tabby and crooked her finger in her direction, calling the maid forward.

“Come.”

Tabby remained ignored for some minutes. Ms Lucci was in an online meeting, occasionally speaking in Italian. Her English was so exceptional it was strange to hear her native tongue with its musical rhythms and flamboyance, but it better suited her character.

“Ciao, ciao.” She signed off, removing her earbuds.

She stood up and came around her desk. She examined Tabby closely, cupping a breast, a thumb rubbing the maid’s nipple.

“Turn around.”

Hand’s cupped her buttocks, squeezing them firmly.

“Wonderful! Suits you so well! A lovely submissive slut and now everyone can see it. Your place in the world is clear to all, including yourself. No more facades for you to hide behind. Get down over the desk again.”

Another moment of panic as Tabby tried to bend. Only her hips were available and she struggled. A firm hand on her back forced her down. The corset cut into her painfully, as did the collar of her dress, but Ms Lucci continued until Tabby’s forehead was against the desktop once more. Bending from the hips had the effect of lifting and pushing out her bottom and she felt acutely vulnerable.

“Feet further apart.”

This put further strain on her ankles, left at an awkward angle.

“Hands behind the back of your neck.”

Tabby felt her skirts lifted and laid on her back. The latex was hot to wear and she immediately felt the cool air on the exposed parts of her buttocks – the panties covered about a third of her bottom. Ms Lucci’s hand pressed against her pussy, pushing the little dildo in deeper. The Italian rubbed the heel of her hand firmly up and down and Tabby’s pussy twitched, her hips squirmed and she moaned quietly.

“Does that feel good, Tabby?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I’m not worried that your hungry snatch is up to the job, but we will need to do some work on your arsehole.”

Ms Lucci’s fingers were now between Tabby’s buttocks. She pulled the panties away from the crevice and the bulb lodged in her rectum was forced against Tabby’s sphincter. This time Tabby’s moan was from pain. Then the fingers were pushing the plug deeper into her bowels, a disconcerting feeling.

“Luca is a bottom man. He will want to plunder this pretty little hole regularly. We need to do a little preparation. Tonight, when you have both finished your shifts, you will ask Bitzy nicely to fuck your arse with a strap-on.”

Tabby remembered her previous, unpleasant experiences of anal sex and shuddered, genuinely apprehensive about the idea.

“Clear?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Clause 7, Sub-Clause 1(c) Maid is not permitted to sit at any time while on duty (except for specified breaks as detailed in sub-clauses 1(a) and 1(b) above.

“Luca is back the day after tomorrow and I haven’t told him about your hiring. It will be a fabulous surprise for him. That gives us a little under two days to knock you into shape. I want to see some really hard work from you, pulcina. Practice how you walk, how you move, how you curtsy. Watch Bitzy and learn how it is done. You need to be charming and graceful for his arrival. You don’t want to disappoint him or me, do you, Tabby?”

“No, Ma’am.”

Tabby shuddered again at the thought. She gasped as Ms Lucci spanked her really hard. Her backside squirmed as it burned.

“Up you get, clear away my lunch things and get to work, the clock is ticking.”

Tabby struggled to get herself back upright, conscious that she wasn’t making a good start. She smoothed her skirts back down. At the end of the desk a tray lay waiting, two plates and an empty coffee cup lying amongst the crumbs. She picked it up in her gloved hands and bobbed a curtsy.

Clause 1: Maid shall obey all orders without hesitation, with due diligence and conscientiousness, to the highest of standards.

Sub-Clause 1(a) Maid will be sexually available at all times while on duty and will perform with due diligence and conscientiousness, to the highest of standards (maid will take daily hormone supplement to arrest period cycle.)
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Buzzed

Tabby had just finished mopping the kitchen floor. Ms Cranston had left a big mess and all the dirty utensils lying around when she left. She had been very assertive, ordering Tabby around for most of the afternoon, ensuring the maid couldn’t forget her new position in the household. She had also been handsy, touching Tabby familiarly and possessively, something the maid had enjoyed against her better judgement.

But right now, Tabby wasn’t feeling so good, the novelty of her situation had been wearing off. Bitzy had served Ms Lucci at the dinner table, leaving Tabby to get the kitchen cleaned up. Mopping the floor in the restriction of her uniform and the ultra-high heels was ridiculous and infuriating, totally impractical. It was very rare for her to lose her temper, but she had thrown the bucket and mop back into the cupboard. It was all so unnecessarily punitive, designed to make her job as difficult as possible, a grotesque game… Except it wasn’t a game at all, this was going to be all too real.

Her feet were killing her. She had spent half-an-hour sat on a stool at the breakfast bar to eat her own dinner, other than that she had been on her feet constantly since Bitzy had dressed her in the uniform. Her waist and ribs continued to ache monotonously, and the latex lining of her dress and the corset kept her uncomfortably hot while she worked. She could feel the sweat trickling between her skin and the rubber, trapped, tickling her.

Even the stimulation of the little dildo in her panties was becoming a curse. It teased and titillated, initially feeling good, but after a few hours it just wasn’t enough, creating expectation but no satisfaction, a perpetual craving. She had been fighting an urge to hike up her skirts and wank herself off for quite a while, but it was forbidden.

Clause 8: Solo/self-masturbation is forbidden at all times and under any circumstances unless specifically ordered to do so.

She was feeling so weary. She glanced around one final time to make sure the kitchen was pristine, that nothing had been missed. She looked longingly at the breakfast bar stools – would it really be so bad if she sat down for just five minutes?

The clause about punishments had been unsettling and scary, so why had it captivated her?

Clause 10: Maid is subject to punishment at the discretion of employer and/or employer’s representative for all failures to meet the requirements listed in this document, in addition to her general standard of behaviour, attitude and diligence, including but not limited to, grooming, servility and personal comportment. Punishments may be psychological and/or physical in nature and limited only to the proviso that they do not cause permanent or long term harm to the maid. All punishments must be proportional to the offence.

The thought that if she made a mistake or failed in some way, that she would be punished by Ms Lucci had transfixed her as well as frightened her. But this was serious stuff, Ms Lucci wasn’t playing games and this was BDSM, redolent of whips and corporal punishment. Tabitha’s experience of that had been so tame, so lame. It was the thing that came closest to stopping her sign the contract.

To live under that level of discipline and control, to have real consequences for failure, that was terrifying, so intense. Tabby had asked Ms Lucci for clarification on this clause. The Italian had said she couldn’t wait for the opportunity to thrash Tabby’s backside. As a maid, Tabby should expect physical chastisement on a regular basis and that it would do her good. The fire in her eyes as she said it had caused Tabby to shudder, her pussy to quiver. It was crazy… She was crazy… No wonder she was so confused and perturbed. But still she had signed the contract…

What punishment would she get for sitting down briefly while on duty? Proportionally, it shouldn’t be much – if she even got caught! But she remained too fearful to take the risk.

Which was just as well, as at that moment Ms Lucci strode into the kitchen. She was still wearing the leather pants and boots, but she had a close-fitting, bright green sweater over her leather top (the outline of which was visible through the tight knit.) There was a heavy chain in one hand that led behind her, the leash for Farfalla.

The pet was still in the outfit that Tabby had seen her in that morning in the cellar, the glistening, mirror-polished latex, though the mask and the ball gag were gone, replaced with a different gag. She was an astonishing sight, walking confidently in the en pointe ballet boots, strutting forward, one foot in front of the other, rolling her hips provocatively, making it look effortless. As if that wasn’t amazing enough in itself, she was still wearing the latex helmet that covered her eyes. She was walking blind!

There was a brutal-looking collar around her neck, made of heavy, rigid leather, that reached right up under her chin, preventing her from lowering her head at all. Her hands were locked to the back of it, over her shoulders, leaving her bent arms sticking out either side of her head like butterfly wings. The waspie corset drew her waist in so small, and her breasts were so large – pushed out by the position of her arms – that her body shape was remarkable, shocking even, like a caricature, but for real.

A wide strap covered her mouth, a short tube sticking out that allowed her to draw in air. She looked like some strange, alien creature, but incredibly erotic. The heavy chain from Ms Lucci’s hand split into two, each linked to one of Farfalla’s nipple rings. The weight of the chains was enough to drag each of the nipples downward, through the little round holes in the catsuit that allowed them to poke out.

Ms Lucci walked past Tabby without pausing. Her free hand lifted and she snapped her fingers.

“Come along, Tabby! It’s time for your haircut.”

She continued across the kitchen and through the archway that led to the laundry room. Tabby’s eyes entranced by the taut globes of Farfalla’s buttocks shimmering and flexing under the latex as the pet followed after her mistress.

Behind the two women trailed three more, Bitzy and two strangers, all carrying or pushing cases on wheels.

It wasn’t until Tabby stepped into the laundry room and found herself directly behind Bitzy, looking at the buzzcut back of her colleague’s head, that a terrible thought occurred to her. A wave of panic gripped her. Was she going to get a haircut like Bitzy’s?

Because of the headpiece of the maid’s uniform, only the hair on the back of her head was visible, but Tabby remembered last night when she had shared her bunk with Bitzy (that seemed like an age ago already!) The maid’s haircut was extreme. It was buzzed to stubble all around the back and above the ears. On the top, it was a little longer – an inch or two – heavily styled with product and with the tiniest of quiffs. It was dyed the brashest of platinum blondes. She had the delicate bone structure and features to pull off the look. It did suit her, but boy was it severe.

Tabby had never had short hair in her life, would never even contemplate the idea, let alone something as radical as Bitzy’s. But she had signed the contract allowing Ms Lucci to do whatever she wanted with Tabby and her appearance, the pride and joy that was her hair…

She had looked after it with great care, it was in fabulous condition, one of her outstanding features. She would be less attractive without it. Surely Ms Lucci wouldn’t want her to look less attractive? The prospect was horrifying, but Tabby experienced a frisson at the knowledge she had no say in the matter, she had relinquished her autonomy to Ms Lucci’s whim. She felt a weird elation at her situation, at the loss of control.

Farfalla dropped to her knees. She bent right forward until her head was touching the floor, her elbows too, resting on the tiles either side of her head. She kept her thighs vertical, her glorious shiny bottom high. Ms Lucci turned around and sat down on the buttocks, crossing her legs, looking expectantly at Tabby.

There was a stool that sat in front of the shelves along one wall of the laundry room. It was used to reach the top two shelves. Bitzy picked it up and placed it in the centre of the room.

“Sit down, pulcina.”

A minute ago she was considering sitting down out of desperation, now she was too agitated to appreciate the opportunity. The stool was small, the seating position comically low. She felt like a small child, knees high in front of her. She had taken a sharp intake of breath as the butt-plug was forced deeper into her bowel, the discomfort at least an incentive to discourage her from sitting.

There was a lot of bustle around her. The cases were being opened. A rubber cape was wrapped around her, tucked into the collar of her uniform. There was a little table placed beside her, another stool (heavily padded and more comfortable, on wheels) the other side of that.

“Hi!”

A pretty young woman sat on the stool. She was mixed-race, with beautiful caramel skin, her lips painted cherry red. She reached under the cape and took Tabby’s hand, laying it flat on the table, palm-down, fingers splayed.

“It is important that you transition fully to your new role as soon as possible, Tabby. These ladies have very kindly fitted you in at very short notice so you can look the part immediately. It will help you psychologically, too, to settle in.”

The young woman started working on Tabby’s fingernails, trimming them down as low as she could. At the same time, the headpiece of her uniform was removed by Bitzy. She felt fingers untying her hair. The hairdresser was older than the manicurist, in her forties, with the immaculate, sleekly groomed blonde hair that so many hairdressers had – an advertisement for their own services. She began brushing out Tabby’s long locks, which reached well down her back.

“This is beautiful! It’s in such good condition!” She remarked.

Tabby guessed the hairdresser wasn’t used to handling the hair of maids who had £700 hairdos.

“Are you sure you want to do this? It’ll take years to get it back to this state!”

“Quite sure.” Ms Lucci replied immediately without the slightest trace of hesitation.

Her answer confirmed Tabby’s worst fears. She felt tears well in her eyes, spill onto her cheeks. She looked desperately at her new employer, who stared back implacably. Was there even a little excitement present at what was about to happen, at Tabby’s forthcoming humiliation?

For a fleeting moment, Tabby considered rebellion, refusing to let it happen, storming out of the room. Ms Lucci’s gaze was daring her to challenge her authority. This was a test. Once again, Tabby didn’t possess the courage or will to attempt that. She tried one pathetic plea.

“Please, Ma’am!” She said quietly.

“All the household maids have the regulation haircut, Tabby, and there will be no exception for you. You are losing your hair and that is the end of the matter. It is too much a part of your old identity and a vanity that you will not be permitted. It will help to humble you. Let’s get it over with.”

There was an uneasy tension in the room as the hairdresser put her scissors against Tabby’s scalp and started to snip. Bitzy was standing beside Tabby, just about in her eyeline, holding her arm out horizontally. The hairdresser draped the cut hair carefully over the arm as she progressed across Tabby’s head. Tabby was sobbing.

“This will be worth good money!” The hairdresser said.

“If you can handle the sale, we’ll split the money 50/50.” Ms Lucci offered. “Tabby is as poor as a church mouse these days. It would give her something until her first payday.”

“Deal, Ms Lucci!”

The eagerness in the hairdresser’s acceptance of the offer told Tabby that Ms Lucci had sold her short, no doubt deliberately so. It added salt to the wound.

Meanwhile, the manicurist was applying false nails to Tabby’s fingers. They were so long, extending at least an inch past her fingertips. In truth, they were no longer than Bitzy’s, but they would make using her hands difficult for even everyday, mundane tasks. Totally impractical for a maid.

From somewhere, Ms Lucci had obtained a little wand, a twelve-inch strip of bendy plastic. She was casually striking the side of Farfalla’s rubber-sheathed breast that bulged out from her bent-over form, occasionally hitting with genuine venom, the contact against the latex audible. Her other hand was between her legs, but it wasn’t herself that she was caressing, but rubbing the pussy of her pet through the catsuit.

Tabby remembered the sight of Farfalla’s puffy, distended sex lips from this morning, with their heavy piercings. She remembered the size of her clitoris, how it poked out between the labia and how sensitive it had been to the slightest touch. Somehow, Farfalla was able to stay still as she was teased, not disturbing her mistress who was still perched on her bottom.

The two women working on Tabby showed no shock at the sight, continuing as if oblivious to what was happening in front of them. It can’t have been their first visit to this bizarre home.

All the while, Ms Lucci was watching Tabby, eyes sparkling with excitement and lust. She was getting off on Tabby’s obvious distress, on the slow destruction of her sumptuous mane. The snipping finally stopped. With the weight of her hair gone, Tabby’s head felt strange, disconcerting. She would be ugly, unfeminine. She began to cry again.

It was so cruel. Bitzy was deliberately placed so that Tabby could see the lush, long hair that had been carefully scissored from her scalp. There was so much of it. She watched as the hairdresser bagged it up.

Then there was the sound of the clippers coming to life, buzzing furiously. The hairdresser pushed Tabby’s head forward and she winced as the soft, tender skin under her jaw pressed deeply into the hard edge of her uniform collar. She felt the clippers on her neck, sliding upward. She heard the sound of the remaining hair there shearing off, felt the coolness of the air on her newly exposed scalp. It continued on, the hairdresser going over the same area repeatedly to get an even, close finish, working her way up around Tabby’s ears, bending them back to get access.

The familiar aroma of nail varnish and Tabby’s new nails were being painted the same blue/grey as her uniform. The tips of the nails were partly squared off in a coffin style, not quite talons, but they looked very stylish, if irksome.

That smell was soon drowned out by the powerful odour of peroxide as Tabby’s hair was coloured. The manicurist had swapped sides to work on Tabby’s other hand. Once the cutting had finished, Ms Lucci had lost interest in the procedure. She left with Farfalla in tow. How the pet could walk so confidently blind was a mystery to Tabby.

Tabitha’s hair had been coloured a honey blonde, it had texture and depth, a natural look. Bitzy’s hair, by contrast, was the brashest of blonde tones, as unnatural as you would see. Tabby didn’t doubt that she was getting the same, though she took solace in the fact that it would be covered by the headpiece of her uniform. She sat quietly and still as the two women worked. There was no chatter, not to her, or between the two. How her situation continued to snowball out of control. Her life had been turned upside down. She felt like she was floating in zero gravity, adrift, spinning.

Ms Lucci did return to approve the finished haircut. Leaning over Tabby, examining the results closely. She ran her fingers over the back of the maid’s head, causing Tabby to shiver, dragging her fingernails through the stubble, tracing a line down to Tabby’s bare neck. Then, bizarrely, she blew on the spot where the maid’s hairline started, making her even more conscious of the buzzcut.

“Perfect!”

Her hand slid up to the top of Tabby’s head, ruffling the slightly longer hair there. Of course, no mirror was produced for Tabby herself to see. The Italian stood upright again.

“Lovely job! You might as well tidy up Bitzy while you’re here!”

The rubber cape was removed. Bitzy was behind Tabby, replacing the headpiece of the uniform.

“Up you get, pulcina, and come with me!”

Ms Lucci grasped Tabby’s hand before she had fully gained her feet and led her away, Bitzy taking her place on the stool. Tabby was brought out into the entrance hall of the house where she was greeted with the sight of Farfalla strapped onto the banister at the bottom of the staircase. Her back was flat against the banister rail, her bottom hanging in the air over the edge. One strap across her collar, and one around her waist, both passing under the rail, held her fixed in place.

Her wrists were still chained to the back of her collar, arms sticking out either side of her head. In order to keep her ballet boots firmly planted on the floor, her knees were bent at an awkward angle, feet widely spaced. Though her legs weren’t restrained, she needed them for support to prevent her already uncomfortable predicament becoming even worse. Her chest was rising and falling noticeably, breath whistling loudly through the tube of her gag, revealing the exertion required to hold the pose she had been placed in.

“Your first few days are going to be very intense, Tabby. There is so much for you to learn, and quickly. Eating cunt will be a significant part of your job and you need to be proficient at it as soon as possible. You can start on Farfalla, she’s easy to make cum. Down on your knees there!”

Ms Lucci pointed at the floor right in front of Farfalla’s crotch, right between the pet’s legs.

The hard marble floor was unforgiving on Tabby’s kneecaps. In order to reach Farfalla’s sex, Tabby had to kneel up, thighs vertical and her knees taking her bodyweight. It was painful. Farfalla’s gleaming, latex sheathed form was only inches away from her, thigh muscles rippling under the wet tar as she fought to keep her feet in a supporting position.

“Closer!”

Tabby obeyed until her mouth was actually pressed against the crotch zip of the catsuit. The smell of the warm rubber was strong, intoxicating.

Ms Lucci slowly opened the zip and Farfalla’s labia sprung out, so tightly contained by the catsuit, so puffy and swollen. The large metal balls embedded in them caught the light. The pet’s supersized clit poked out between them, tumescent. The smell of arousal was overpowering and the lips glistened with moisture.

Tabby’s lips were already pressing against the labia, but Ms Lucci’s hand on the back of her head, against her new stubble, pushed her mouth forcefully into the sex, not allowing her to hesitate or contemplate her first ever act of cunnilingus, her face quickly buried in the hot, wet flesh of another woman.

Farfalla’s pussy immediately spasmed and the blinded pet squirmed against her bonds, managing to inveigle the sex even harder on Tabby’s mouth. Lips parted, tongue probing forward, Tabby tasted the distinctive flavour, experiencing a thrill at what she was doing, such shocking, carnal promiscuity. She was such a slut.

Just yesterday, she had maintained that she was heterosexual, that she believed in monogamy and had not harboured any serious desire for another woman. Today, she was on her knees, mouth locked onto a snatch belonging to a woman whose face she hadn’t even seen and it was so exciting. She was so turned on. All her pretentions had been stripped away. Lucrezia Lucci had exposed her for what she really was.

Farfalla twitched and jerked to Tabby’s gentle probing. The pussy was so sensitive, she must be in perpetual sexual torment. Tabby’s mouth was filling with fluid. Tabby raised her hands to spread the labia apart, but Ms Lucci caught her wrists.

“No, pulcina. Hands behind your back. You must learn to do it all with your mouth.”

Tabby obeyed, increasing the force of her tongue, pushing deeper, then swathing the clit completely. Farfalla’s hips jumped, but she was tied down so tightly she couldn’t move. The strap around her waist groaned, her corset creaked, the latex sheathing her snapped and crackled. From behind her gag, she moaned, again attempting to grind her clit harder on Tabby’s tongue. Her wetness was seeping out, covering Tabby’s lips and lower face.

There was so much metal, its hardness a sharp contrast to the so soft and hot folds of the vulva. The large barbells so tightly sunk into the labia, crude and brutal. The sturdy ring that pierced the clit directly, inducing a spasm every time Tabby’s tongue touched it. There was even a little ring locked around the base of the clit, like Bitzy had, helping to ensure it remained swollen. It blew Tabby’s mind what it must feel like to have them penetrating, controlling the most sensitive, private place of your body.

She tried to avoid the clit, it sent Farfalla crazy whenever it was touched, but its very size made it hard to evade. The poor woman was a prisoner of her sex and sexuality, her physical responses so easily induced.

“Good girl! You’re doing well!”

Ms Lucci’s fingers continued to stroke the stubble on the back of Tabby’s head, making her shiver, but she felt an irrational elation at the patronizing praise, such satisfaction that she was pleasing the lady. It spurred her on to try harder, her tongue becoming ever more active and forceful. Farfalla was shuddering and quivering, her breath rasping urgently through the tube of her gag.

It wasn’t until the chains connected to Farfalla’s nipples were lifted, clanking implacably, that Tabby realized Ms Lucci was no longer behind her. She watched the heavy metal raised until they were taut, elongating the pet’s hard, erect nubs. Ms Lucci was standing on the stairs right next to the semi-reclined, polished obsidian figure.

She had that little plastic wand in her hand again. She flicked her wrist and the tip of the wand bit right into one of the stretched nipples, the areola just visible, poking out of the little hole in the catsuit. Farfalla’s whole body leapt up against the straps restraining it and she growled, the sound largely muffled by her gag. But Ms Lucci was only getting started. Back and forth she swatted the thin, semi-flexible stick, connecting continually with both distended teats, the force of her strokes getting only stronger.

Farfalla was shrieking, flailing desperately against her bonds. Tabby kept her tongue working. At some point she got the idea to toggle it back and forth across the pet’s clit in synchronization with Ms Lucci’s hits.

Suddenly, Farfalla lifted both her feet off the floor, wrapping her legs around Tabby, squeezing her tightly. She was in constant motion, despite how limited that was, juddering, writhing, spasming, in a frenzy of both pleasure and pain. And then she came, freezing as the climax enveloped her. Like earlier this morning, she began to squirt, filling Tabby’s mouth, forcing the new maid to swallow.

Tabby clamped her mouth on the pussy, feeling the liquid oozing onto her face, She sucked, the hard, pulsing clit between her lips, overwhelmed by the smell and taste assaulting her. Behind the gag, Farfalla was howling.


8

Gift Wrapped

The master bedroom was south-facing and warmed by the sun all afternoon. The wall-to-wall, floor-to-ceiling window soaked up the heat. In her rubber-lined, tight-fitting uniform, Tabby was sweltering.

The bed was huge and round, and Tabby had been placed right in the centre of it, on her knees. The leather cuffs holding her wrists together behind her back were joined to the matching cuffs that bound her ankles, holding them together. The only way for her to get her hands into a comfortable position was by wrapping them around her stiletto heels. A red ball gag was pulled unnecessarily harshly between her teeth, straps cutting uncomfortably into the corners of her mouth. She was drooling onto her apron.

In addition, her body was wrapped multiple times with a wide, shiny red ribbon, drawing her arms tight to her body, keeping her thighs pressed together. With the brace attached to her corset keeping her shoulders back, and her arms held behind her, her spine was arched, thrusting her chest forward. On her prominently emphasized tits was a massive bow made of the same ribbon. An identical bow was stuck onto her forehead, partially obscuring her vision.

Tabby had been carefully placed and posed by Ms Lucci, and forbidden from moving. Mr Borelli was expected home at any time now.

Ms Lucci had traced a finger across Tabby’s face, along the lines of her cheekbones, across her gag-parted lips, pressing on them. She finished with her fingertip on the tip of Tabby’s nose. Her dark eyes bore into the maid’s.

“Just perfect! Gorgeous little submissive maid, ready to serve my husband’s every wish and whim! And you will. Open your heart to him, please him in every way you can. Your body is a vessel for his pleasure. Your mouth, your cunt, your arse, they all belong to him now and you will offer them eagerly. Devote yourself to his happiness, be the best gift I have ever given him! I know you won’t let me down!”

And Tabby desperately didn’t want to let Ms Lucci down, no matter how irrational the need was.

She had been trained hard for the past two days for this moment. How to present herself. How to think about every movement she made, no matter how small, to be elegant and fluid, like a choreographed dance, to be as sexy and attractive as possible. She had practiced in front of a mirror, walking, turning, curtsying, getting up from her knees in one motion and without using her hands (still a work in progress in six-inch stilettos.)

Some of the time she had been supervised, either by Bitsy or Ms Lucci. Both had held a long, whippy plastic switch that was used whenever her performance or dedication was perceived unsatisfactory. Her calves, thighs and bottom had mostly been the target, her skirts being lifted. The implement stung like hellfire and left thin red lines across her skin that hadn’t faded yet. Ms Lucci had even used it on Tabby’s outstretched palms with her gloves off. She had surprised herself with the progress she had made, the punishments and promise of more a huge motivator. She hated to admit it, but they were very effective.

But every time she saw Bitzy’s effortless deportment, the elegant, sensual deference that oozed from her every pore, Tabby was reminded of how far she still had to go. She felt like a clumsy bumpkin.

The two previous nights, Bitzy had fucked Tabby’s arse with a strap-on. She was still sore. Her fellow maid had been considerate, lubing up the dong and her bumhole thoroughly, easing in gently, taking her time. But both times had finished with a hard fucking and with Bitzy’s skilful fingers bringing Tabby to climax as her bowels were ploughed. Despite her initial fear, she had found it quite exciting.

The first night the dildo had been moderately sized – like an average real cock. To start with it had hurt as much as she remembered from years ago, but that had passed. The friction on her sphincter had made her shudder with delight, though the tumult in her intestines was something she would have to get used to. She had been proud of herself afterward, feeling dirty and slutty, but good.

Last night, the strap-on had been bigger, a challenge, her rosebud stretched so far open, her bowels distended uncomfortably. It was that fusion of pleasure and pain that had become such a part of her life now, but that left her so confused, struggling to understand her own mind and body, her newly discovered wants and needs. She shivered at the memory of how intense it had been, and at the powerful orgasm she had been given. And at what was to come…

Tabby wasn’t facing a clock and could only guess at how long she had been waiting. It seemed a long time. The sun had reached across the window. It was late afternoon. She was scared, but so turned-on.

Luca Borelli was a very attractive man – the archetypal tall, dark and handsome, with the most amazing blue eyes, but Tabitha had always found him unsettling and intimidating. He had always looked at her in a predatory fashion, sizing her up sexually, almost a leer – but not quite. As far as she had been aware, that was how he was, how he reacted in the presence of attractive women. But Ms Lucci’s comment’s that Mr Borelli had a particular hankering for Tabitha had put those situations in a new light.

He had coveted Tabitha, and now he had her, gift wrapped. She trembled at the idea.

She had been in denial that she didn’t find him physically attractive. The thought of what he would do with her had her creaming herself. The fact that he was so extrovert – she had thought him a show-off and superficial, not her type of person at all – was now irrelevant. Her job would be just to obey him, serve his needs. It was a terrifying prospect, but she was so excited by the idea.

“Wow! Cosa abbiamo qui?”

Tabby’s heart began to race at the sound of the masculine voice. Mr Borelli appeared in her eyeline. She immediately felt herself blushing, so humiliated and objectified, so conscious of the change in her status since the last time she had met him.

“Che bella!” His voice so loud, proclaimed extravagantly to the room.

Their eyes met briefly. His gaze was blue fire, so expressive, so fierce. She looked down, cowed by their intensity. He climbed up onto the bed, kneeling in front of her, knees spread widely so that he could get close. He lay a hand on her thigh. It slid up to her waist, up to cup her tit and squeeze, then up to cup her cheek. The other hand pulled the big red bow off her forehead. He unbuckled the ball gag and pried it out of her mouth, throwing it away. She could feel his eyes on her as he turned her head one way and then the other, tilted it back.

“Tabitha West!”

“It’s just Tabby now, Sir.” Her voice was barely above a whisper.

“Really! What a surprise! I can’t believe my eyes!.. Wow!..”

His Italian accent was much heavier than Ms Lucci’s, every word sounded like it ended in a vowel.

“Lucrezia is so wonderful, what an amazing woman! I don’t know ‘ow she do it! What a gift for me!” Now he was speaking quietly, in awe.

Gripping her chin forcefully, fingers sinking uncomfortably into the sides of her jaw, he leaned forward and kissed her ferociously, pressing hard, tongue invading her mouth. Tabby remembered Ms Lucci’s words and responded as eagerly as she could. It left her breathless. A hand was cupping her tit, groping her, a finger pressing on her nipple through her uniform.

“You don’t know ‘ow long I ‘ave waited to get that kiss!” He said when he eventually pulled back.

His thumb and index finger closed in on her mouth, squeezing her lips into an exaggerated pout. He pulled down her lower lip. His finger pushed against her teeth and she opened and let it in to explore.

“Tabitha West, who thought she was too good for Luca Borelli, is now his maid!”

His words caused her to glance up. His eyes were full of passion, his smile broad. His genuine delight was very clear. He laughed gently at her shock and embarrassment. Her face was burning again. He was running his finger over her molars, his fingertip tenting her cheek and she felt so vulnerable.

“You think I didn’t see your contempt for me? It just made me want you more. And now, so quickly, everything is changed!”

He dropped his hand from her face and pushed up the heavy skirts of her uniform, displaying her stocking tops and the pale thighs above, each bifurcated by the suspender straps attached to her corset. He began unwrapping the ribbon that bound her thighs together, then pushed her knees apart. His fingers worked their way up from her knee right into her crotch and caressed her bare labia (Bitzy had removed Tabby’s panties before she had got onto the bed.)

Tabby sighed. The touch felt so good. She gasped and twitched as the fingers pushed inside her pussy. She couldn’t stop her hips from squirming in pleasure and need. Mr Borelli laughed again at her helpless response. He fingered her for a few seconds, getting her writhing and pulling against her restraints. Then he pulled his hand back, holding his glistening fingertips up to his nose. He took a deep breath.

“No longer a prissy little Inglese, just a hungry-cunted slut!”

He wiped his fingers clean on her lips.

“Do you still ‘ave feelings of superiority, Tabby?”

“No, Sir.” She breathed.

“Speak more clearly, maid!”

“No, Sir!” She said with more conviction.

“Instead, you now feel inferior, is that it?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“That seems right, since now you ‘ave to devote your life to pleasing me.”

He pulled his shirt off over his head and discarded it. His body was toned and tight, his shoulders particularly sexy. His chest was waxed. Freed from the yoke of loyalty to Garth West, Tabby was enjoying the opportunity to appreciate other people without guilt.

“You look very pretty in your maid’s uniform, Tabby.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“And now everyone can instantly see your role in this world. You are there to serve them.”

His hand on the back of her head directed her mouth on to his nipple. His fingers brushed across the stubbled remains of her hair. She used her lips and tongue ardently while he used his other hand to get his cock out.

“Make me believe that you are honoured to serve me, maid!”

He pushed her head lower. His cock was nearly fully erect already, such was his evident excitement at the turn of events. In the corset and back-brace, bound as she was, getting down that low was difficult. She spread her knees as wide as she could as he forced her down. The corset felt like it was cutting her in two, the pressure on her ribs was acute.

His cock was big and fat, uncircumcised, larger than Garth’s. She closed her lips over the head, tonguing it, pushing the foreskin all the way down. He pushed her head harder, her mouth further down the shaft. She sucked hard, began to bob up and down.

“Thank you, Bitzy. That will be all.”

From the corner of her eye, Tabby saw her colleague was in the room. She had deposited Mr Borelli’s bags down and was waiting unobtrusively. It would be Tabby’s job to unpack the bags. She now knew all the wardrobes, cupboards and drawers in the bedroom that belonged to Mr Borelli, where each item of clothing was kept, how it was stored, all the shoes that she had to keep immaculately polished.

“Yes, Sir.”

Was Bitzy hoping to join in? As usual, her tone remained deferential and neutral. It was always hard to tell what she was really thinking.

Mr Borelli was throbbingly erect now, his girth already causing Tabby’s jaw to ache. Her tongue worked into the groove under his glans, and he sighed. After the momentary distraction of Bitzy, he firmly asserted control again, his hands wrapping around her head, pushing her down ever deeper. She sensed when he was going to go down her throat. It gave her time to grab a breath and relax. She sank down the shaft until her nose was buried in the crotch of his trousers, the width of his cock stretching her throat and gullet uncomfortably. He sighed again.

“Good girl… Take me down all the way!”

He pushed harder, getting another inch into her mouth, and held her there for several seconds before letting her up. In her awkward position, with the constriction of the corset exacerbated, it was so hard to breathe. She was forced to take fast, shallow gulps.

“And a little bit more…”

He was more forceful this time, her nose was bent in the soft folds of his silk trousers, he was so deep inside her. Her eyes were wild as he held her in place much longer.

“Ahh… Good girl!”

This was so different from blowing Garth, who would be so gentle and allow her to take control. She began to struggle and Mr Borelli finally let her up again. With only the head in her mouth, her tongue still working on the cock, she pulled in as much air as she could, flustered and light-headed. This was so intense. For a while, her head was bobbing again as he fucked her mouth, her jaw really starting to hurt now.

“Big breath this time, try to ‘old for longer!”

She swallowed him again. This time he fucked her oesophagus, crushing her face into his groin with every downward push. She tried her best, holding on as long as she could. Even when she started to fight his control, he stayed deep inside her for several more seconds, making it clear who was in charge. As she got her breath back, he rubbed his glans across her face, pressed it against her lips. It was thick with her throat drool, leaving a trail of slime, and twitching excitedly.

“Once more for me.”

He fucked her mouth again, then sank back down her throat. But it wasn’t just once more. He continued to deep-throat her, he was relentless, his self-control extraordinary, until eventually he could hold back no more. Buried deep, he was just as persistent, but had slowed, savouring the experience of fucking her gullet. He groaned, rocking her head to and fro to increase the sensation. She started to push back but he held her in place. Panic began to lick at her consciousness as he didn’t relent this time.

“Tabitha West ‘as my cock down her throat!”

He moaned.

“Tabitha West is a cocksucking slut!.. My cocksucking slut!.. Aiii!”

She felt his cock swell and spasm as he ejaculated, only then did he pull back into her mouth. The first squirt had gone straight down to her belly, the second filled her mouth with his thick cum. More followed, of declining quantity. Lips sealed around his shaft, she sucked hard as the cock continued to pulse.

“Don’t swallow! Keep it!” He gasped, panting.

She had already swallowed once, but the gism was still seeping out of his pee-hole, there was plenty left. They both became still, his hands still gripping her head, both breathing heavily. She felt the cock beginning to shrink, a welcome relief for her jaw. She was a little in shock. The experience had been a lot more extreme than she was expecting.

Finally, he let go of her head and pulled out of her mouth. Groaning, she lifted her body back up. He wiped off his cock on her apron and put it back in his trousers. Shyly, she glanced up at him, unsure what to do. He was smiling, his eyes sparkling.

“With practice, you will be able to keep me down longer. ‘Old my cum in your mouth for as long as you can, so that you can still taste me, so that your breath smells of me.”

There was nothing particularly extra unpleasant about his spunk, she just didn’t like it generally and his was no exception. It tasted revolting, the slimy texture was disgusting. It remained pooled on her tongue, yet somehow the act was adding further to her arousal. She was getting a profound thrill from the way he was dominating her, celebrating her downfall, exposing her as a slut.

Mr Borelli climbed off the bed, rather flamboyantly kicking his shoes off, and then removed the rest of his clothes. He paused to preen in front of the mirror. His buttocks were so tight, so sexy, Tabby felt her pussy clench at the sight. She really wanted him to fuck her. His cum was oozing off her tongue to the bottom of her mouth. She had to resist the instinct to swallow.

Turning back toward her, he picked up his trousers and pulled his belt out of the loops, staring at her while he did it. Tabby swallowed hard. He smiled as he realized she had understood the implication. He discarded the clothes again, but threw the belt onto the bed beside her.

“I like a maid with a sore arse, it keeps her focused, on ‘er toes.”

He sauntered back toward the bed. His cock had only partially diminished in size. While it was flaccid, it was still large, swinging heavily between his legs. Putting one knee up on the mattress, he reached forward and grabbed Tabby around her narrowed waist, pulling her forward to the edge of the bed, then turned her around to face away from him. Her heart was racing again.

He unwound the remains of the ribbon from her torso, which unpinned her arms from her body. But instead of discarding it, he then began to wrap it around her head instead. The ribbon was thick, strong and at least two inches wide. He looped it several times across her eyes until all light was gone. Then, bypassing the bottom of her nose, he wrapped it multiple times over her mouth. When he tied it off, it was tight, but at least it was soft and comfortable.

Pressing on her shoulders, he bent her forward again, further this time, until her forehead was against the mattress. It was easier now that her arms were free. While her wrists were still cuffed behind her to her ankles, she was able to spread her arms wider and lower them either side of her body. It had the effect of lifting her bottom high, her wrists tucking in underneath it, pushing it unnaturally up, like she was presenting it to him.

The position did nothing to alleviate the torment of the corset, which cut into her ribs with even greater force, the pressure on her waist was extreme.

Mr Borelli pulled her backward a little further so that her feet and backside hung over the edge of the bed. As he raised her skirts, draping them across her back, revealing her bare bottom, a shudder ran through her body. She felt so exposed and vulnerable.

He made a wordless sound of delight, grabbing each buttock in a hand, squeezing, pressing his palms against the firm muscles.

“Exquisite!”

He continued to handle her bottom for some time, stroking and rubbing, drawing his fingernails across her skin. He spread the cheeks apart and his thumbs pressed against her rosebud. She shivered. She was struggling for breath, the limits on her lung capacity enforced by the corset were a constant hindrance and frustration.

The thumbs dropped lower to press against her labia. She moaned, instinctively attempting to push back and increase the stimulation, squirming. He rubbed them, but he was only teasing her and when he pulled away she was left frustrated. He grabbed the suspender straps that crossed each buttock, pulling them away like a bow, then letting them snap back into place.

“Let’s put some colour on this lovely, pale arse. Keep it pushed out for me. Show me ‘ow much you want to please me!”

She felt panic again. She was trembling. She flinched as she felt the belt against her skin, but he was only teasing again, dragging the leather over her bottom.

When the belt finally struck her, it took her breath away. It was ferociously hard. It sounded like a pistol shot and the pain was even worse than she had imagined. She bucked, pulling against her cuffs, writhing spastically, a red mist descending over her consciousness.

His hand pressed down in the small of her back to still her. The fingers of his other hand brushed across the point of impact. She groaned into her gag, his spunk seeping into every corner of her mouth, the taste overpowering, so many sensations assaulting her body. The sting across her buttocks was so slow to dissipate.

“Suffer for me, maid Tabby.”

The second stroke smacked into her backside with the same force as the first. It wasn’t such a shock, but the pain wasn’t any less. Her hips danced, she continued to pull uselessly against  her bound wrists and ankles. The third hit came much quicker, catching her by surprise. It was the start of a rapid volley, focusing on each buttock alternately. The pain just continued to escalate. Desperate prayers that his sadistic lust would soon be satisfied were not answered, the belting continued relentlessly, her bottom a cauldron of satanic fire. She sobbed, wriggling furiously, his hand on her back holding her in place. There was no escape.

“Bellissima!”

He finally stopped, breathing hard. His hands splayed out and cupped her throbbing backside, squeezing harshly, feeling the heat, forcing her hips to be still. She felt his cock, now rock-hard again, slip vertically into the crack between her cheeks. He pushed her buttocks together, trapping it, pumping his hips. She could feel it pulsating.

Then his hands slid down lower, his thumbs rubbing firmly against her labia. She bucked to the touch. She had never been so turned-on in her life – she kept thinking it, but with every passing day it remained true. He parted her lower lips and what she had been so desperately craving actually happened at last, he sunk his cock deep into her pussy. She howled into her gag, pushing back as hard as she could. His girth stretched her wonderfully. She moaned in delight.

He began to fuck her with long, hard strokes. It felt so good. She so desperately needed it. She tugged against her restraints, her helplessness only increasing her excitement. It was so difficult to get enough air through just her nose, the taste of his cum was so strong, she was consumed with so much pleasure and pain simultaneously, it was sensual overload.

She was so stoked, so high, she couldn’t hold her climax back for long. As he continued to thrust into her, the dam broke and her orgasm crashed through her. She writhed, thrashed against her bonds and against him to the limits she was able. It continued on so long, all the while he continued to fuck her, riding the wave of such ecstasy, feeling his fantastic cock inside her. She was slamming her hips back into his every lunge, milking every last drop of joy from the moment.

Chest rising and falling considerably, she eventually slumped forward, her head pressing hard into the mattress. For a few more seconds, he continued to pump into her, then he stepped back and pulled out of her. Straightaway, fingers replaced the cock, scooping out her wetness. Her buttocks were parted, the wet fingers depositing her arousal onto her rosebud, rubbing it in. His thumb pushed through her sphincter, spreading the fluid inside her. Two arse-fuckings and two days in her butt-plug panties had loosened her some, the attention felt good, but in no time the thumb was gone and the head of his cock was pushing at her bumhole.

In her post-orgasmic haze, she was calm and relaxed, not as concerned as she might have been. As he gently eased into her, her sphincter opened compliantly and painlessly until the full width of his girth was reached, but even then it hurt less than Bitzy’s strap-on had last night. He pushed forward and she felt the cock burying itself deep in her bowels. She felt so full. It was uncomfortable, but in a strange way she was growing to like the feeling. Being so heavily penetrated in such a taboo place made her feel so submissive.

She winced when he became fully embedded in her as his hips pressed against her burning and tender arse. He grabbed her hips, pulling her back even harder against him, getting as deep inside her as he could.

“Mama mia, so tight!” He exclaimed.

He leaned right over her, almost lying on her back. He kissed the back of her neck.

“You’re gonna be my little arse slut!” He whispered.

She shuddered at his words. She was almost in a dream state, like she was drugged up. All she felt was an insatiable sexual need. He began to fuck her, slowly and tenderly at first, but his own need was clear and gradually he increased the pace and the force until he was thrusting urgently into her, pulling her back on to him each time, slapping his hips against her enflamed bottom. Once again, the pain, discomfort and pleasure were all blurring into one. She felt so alive, so enveloped in sensation.

The difference in power between Mr Borelli and Bitzy with her strap-on was dramatic, her body was rocking back and forth forcefully, her head slamming into the mattress. She had to turn it to the side to be able to breathe, the collar of her uniform cutting painfully into her neck.

She felt her arousal growing ever higher. She couldn’t believe she was getting so stimulated by anal sex, by being treated so boisterously. It was so intense, so thrilling. The distention of her anus, the friction on it as he slid in and out, was driving her crazy. She moved her hips as much as she could to enhance the sensations, glorying in the crude, animal coupling.

One of the hands on her hips slipped away underneath her, fingers pushing into her pussy, searching out and finding her clit. He began to toggle it vigorously. She gasped and writhed, then howled when he suddenly pinched it between his fingers, nails digging into that most sensitive part of her. Momentarily, the pain dwarfed her pleasure, but then he was rolling the clit in his fingers, tugging on it, and it was blissful again. He pushed down on it, grinding it under a fingertip.

She began to buck as he forced another orgasm out of her, one she had no control over whatsoever. Again she was enveloped in euphoria, pulling against her bondage in a frenzy, stunned by the power of the climax, shuddering.

His hand back on her hip, he continued to pump his cock deep into her bowels, not letting up until he climaxed himself. She could feel it pulsating as he ejaculated inside her, continuing to fuck her. Then he stopped suddenly, buried fully inside her, collapsing on top of her, his panting breath hot on her bare neck.

Her elation slowly dissipated. She became increasingly aware of how sore she was. Her backside was still quietly throbbing, her arsehole and bowels aching and she was so hot in the rubber-lined uniform, her whole body burning and nowhere for the sweat to go. She was absolutely shattered.

He stood back up, pulling out of her, leaving her arsehole gaping. She could feel cool air seeping into her intestines, a disconcerting sensation. He smacked her bottom twice, once with each hand.

“You’ll do.”

She heard him moving about the room. She remained in her bent-over position, arse hanging over the edge of the bed, raised unnaturally high. Slowly, her breathing returned to normal. Then he was back behind her, hands on her. Something else was eased into her bumhole. More pain as her sphincter was stretched really wide, but it was only for a moment, then it was closing again. It was a butt-plug, but a very big and heavy one, sitting uncomfortably in her rectum. He pinched her rosebud closed around the narrow base.

She jolted suddenly as the plug burst into life, vibrating energetically. Immediately increasing in power to another level, shaking furiously. It was the weirdest feeling, causing all her insides to quiver, the vacillations spreading throughout her body, even the corset was trembling. She couldn’t help but squirm.

But now his fingers were on her labia, spreading them open. Another device was inserted into her sopping wet pussy. This was smaller, narrower, but she could still feel the two plugs pressing against each other, her flesh trapped in between, another really unsettling sensation. As she felt something V-shaped slide around her clit, lifting it up, she recognized the device as the vibrator that had been used on Farfalla in the dungeon, with the little attached prong. She quivered in anticipation.

She squealed as this device also came to life, quickly reaching peak power. Her whole pussy was vibrating wildly, her clitoris shaking madly. Her hips were twitching and squirming almost instantly, she had no control over them. The feelings being generated were simply incredible. She howled into her gag, writhing, pulling pointlessly once more on her cuffed limbs.

Somewhere in the back of her consciousness, she noted that the door to the ensuite bathroom had closed. Before the next astounding orgasm took her to nirvana, she was dimly aware that Mr Borelli was in the shower and there was no escape likely from her current predicament any time soon.
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The Morning After

The next morning, standing up close to the full-length mirror in the servants’ quarters, Tabby examined her image carefully for a final time. Everything had to be perfect, her uniform speckless, her make-up immaculate, even the seams of her stockings had to be straight.

It was her first time preparing herself to go on duty without Bitzy’s supervision and her stomach was fluttering in apprehension. She didn’t know exactly the consequences for not meeting the standards required, but they were sure to be painful and unpleasant. Besides which, she genuinely wanted to look her best, to be found pleasing, it really mattered to her. It still irked her that she didn’t have the pristine black uniform that Bitzy had. It looked so much more classy. She could never match up in this slightly ill-fitting outfit, even if she managed to achieve her colleague’s effortless deportment.

Instead of mostly shadowing Bitzy, today their shifts were asynchronous. Mr Borelli started early when he was working, Ms Lucci liked to sleep in. Tabby had to be on duty by 6:30 am, but she would finish her shift earlier, whereas Bitzy would start later, but had to remain on duty until the couple retired for the night, whatever time that might be.

She now fully appreciated how all-consuming the role of a maid was in this household. Her entire life was going to be devoted to serving her employers and the rituals that governed the position. When not on duty, she was preparing for her next shift or sleeping. There was no time for anything else (she had not been allotted her first half-day off yet.)

There was no TV or radio in the servants’ quarters and they weren’t allowed to use their phones (even if she had one that worked) except during the hours of that half-day time. Similarly, there was an old laptop that they were allowed to use, but only during that small window of time off. Distractions from their dedication to serving were not allowed.

Yesterday, her shift had lasted more than fourteen hours, and after that she had to get prepared for today. That involved wiping down the latex inner-lining of her uniform, washing out her panties and polishing them back to a shine, the same with her corset. The outside of the uniform had to be cleaned until spotless and her booties brushed and polished. By then, she was physically and emotionally exhausted and very sore, desperate to climb into her bunk and sleep.

But she had to be up at 5 am to be ready to start at 6.30. She would get faster at the morning routines and would eventually be able to cut that time down, but for now she needed every minute of it to be ready. There were no alarm clocks. Each maid had two wristbands that could be set to a specific time. At that time, the wristband delivered an electric shock to wake them. The power of the shock continued to escalate until the device was turned off.

Bitzy recommended that the two timers were set three minutes apart in case Tabby fell back to sleep after the initial shock. Tabby had taken her advice. She was slow to wake in the morning at the best of times, early starts on the back of exhaustion would make that even worse. Again, she didn’t know what the punishment was for being late on shift, but the fear in the eyes of the normally very placid Bitzy as she spoke of it was enough to convince Tabby that she didn’t want to find out.

She had needed the double knock this morning, having been deeply asleep, and struggled to stay awake after the first shock. She awoke raging horny, the memory of yesterday’s multiple cums at the forefront of her mind, the sensuous movement of the latex bedding across her skin only exacerbating her lust. She so nearly put her fingers to her pussy – under the sheet who would ever know? But she didn’t, couldn’t. It was like Ms Lucci eyes were always on her, daring her. She couldn’t get Mr Borelli’s cock out of her head, feeling a rush of excitement at what would happen today.

But when she rose from her bunk, the soreness and stiffness of her body dampened her libido some. Everywhere hurt, most especially her bumhole, her waist and her feet – three long days in a row in those heels had taken its toll, but there was to be no respite for her. First thing was also when she missed the loss of her hair most keenly. It should be all messed and tangled and hanging heavily around her, but there was nothing and she still hadn’t reconciled the forfeiture.

There was so much that she had to do, starting with a double-dose enema every morning. Today was the first time she had performed it herself without Bitzy watching (or even worse, actually doing it to her.) Nothing that had happened to her so far had been more humbling than that, voiding her bowels uncontrollably and noisily to an audience. It was painful as well. There were little bags of a cleaning solution that had to be heated in a microwave before being pumped into her. The whole bag had to be emptied. It caused severe cramps and bloated her belly. When it was over, she then had to repeat the whole procedure again.

There was zero privacy in the bathing area. It was across the hall from the bedroom, a wide entrance without a door. The shower and toilet completely open in the white-tiled area.

The soap and the shampoo the maids had to use were heavily scented with lavender. There was a perfume, too, which she had to spray liberally over herself before dressing. It gave both maids a very distinctive smell, announcing their presence, leaving a trail of where they had been. It was now a part of Tabby’s identity, and very different from the perfume that Tabitha used to wear.

The next challenge was getting into the corset and brace. There was actually a machine to do it at the end of the hallway. The corset laces were threaded through the arms of the device before she actually put on the garment. The height was such that she had to be in her boots to reach the level where she could wrap it around her waist and close it. Then you pressed a button.

It was a frightening experience, so totally implacable and merciless, so efficient and fast, drawing the garment closed from the top and bottom to the centre, shrinking her waist forcefully, breathlessly. It cut off when a certain level of resistance was reached but it felt like it wouldn’t stop until she was literally in two halves. She was still panicking every time she used it. That level of resistance was greater than a human could achieve, brutally tight, intolerably uncomfortable – yet she had no choice but to tolerate it.

It was left to her to tie off the laces in the small of her back before the pressure points would release. The straps of the back brace were drawn tight in a similar fashion, awaiting her to buckle them closed, straightening her up forcibly into a posture she could never achieve herself. Her shoulders were pulled back, her chest thrust forward and there would be no respite until it was removed later that night. She would then step away from the machine having lost a large proportion of her torso’s mobility.

She knew it wasn’t going to get any easier. Ms Lucci was training her body, shaping it to her perverse desires. Every day, it was going to get a little bit tighter, until she had a stunning wasp-waist to rival Bitzy.

Once she was in her uniform, she then had to make herself up to the very specific requirements that had been set out for her. She hoped to eventually knock a lot of time off this with familiarity, but at the moment she was still struggling with her new, long fingernails. She found these infuriating still, and never more so than when needing to be so subtle and precise as applying make-up.

The one saving grace about her hair was that it now only took moments to wash and style, put some mousse on the top and mess it, twist the front into the tiniest of quiffs (she never would understand that last bit, it couldn’t be seen, hidden by the headpiece of the uniform - what was the point?) But how long would it have taken her to be ready if she still had her treasured but time-intensive locks!

As she looked in the mirror, she had no problem now acknowledging herself as Tabby the maid. If she had been shown this image last week, would she even have been able to recognize this woman as herself? She thought not. But so much had changed. She couldn’t see anything of Tabitha in front of her anymore. Most peculiarly, it was her eyes that struck her. They were just different. The experiences of the last few days had created a new personality, a stranger to Tabitha.

She smoothed her apron down, a surge of arousal rising once more within her at her new status and what it would bring upon her today. What was in store for her? She glanced up at the clock. It was 6:25 am. She turned and her stiletto heels rapped loudly on the bare floorboards of her spartan accommodation as she prepared to descend the spiral staircase and start her shift.

She was especially conscious of the butt-plug this morning, not just because of the residual soreness from yesterday’s exploits, but because of its primary purpose. It had originally struck her as being excessively heavy for its size and it hadn’t taken her long to find out why. The weight came from the battery inside it. The plug had the ability to deliver an electric shock straight into her bowels.

The first time she had received one, she would have fallen over if she hadn’t been close enough to a table at the time to grab for support. She had shrieked, convulsing, leaping upward and forward, immediately losing her balance in the six-inch heels. The pain was simply awful, exploding through her insides, like a hot poker up her intestines. Even after the initial shock, it left a nagging ache deep within her for some time afterward. There was no part of her that was sacred, that wouldn’t be controlled. An effective reinforcement of her vulnerability.

The shocks were used to summon her, a sadistic version of a bell. One short shock was for Ms Lucci. One long shock was for Mr Borelli. If she was in the kitchen, a little screen on the wall would display the location of the signal – where she had to attend. If she wasn’t in the kitchen, she had to have her wits about her to find out quickly where she needed to be.

She was not allowed to show any external reaction when she received a shock. Something she hadn’t mastered yet, but she was at least able to keep her feet, now. In truth, the shocks were used relatively infrequently. But it was a certainty that she was about to get one shortly. By the time she reached the bottom of the staircase and made her way into the kitchen, she was trembling in anticipation of the moment, thinking that she preferred it when she didn’t know one was coming. The prospect made her sick to her stomach and horny as hell at the same time. How was she supposed to deal with that?

In fact, she was destined to get two. They were toying with her. After a wait of over forty minutes the agony suddenly hit her. She clung on to the breakfast bar, jerking violently, gasping, blinking back tears – how the hell could Bitzy take the shock without a visible sign she had received it? She made her way to the master bedroom, but when she knocked on the closed door she heard no response.

Panic welled within her. she didn’t know what to do. She had been taught to knock assertively, so as to identify her presence clearly. Had she been called in and not heard it? Had her employers not heard her? She raise her arm, curled her fingers into a fist, preparing to knock again. But then dropped it back down to her side, deciding it was best to wait.

Long minutes past. She had placed herself to one side of the door in case one of them came out, standing as she had been taught, feet together, hands clasped behind her, anxious eyes darting about. Then she had received the second shock. She whimpered, clamping her mouth shut. Her knees very nearly buckled. Both shocks had been long ones, given to her by Mr Borelli. Her entire insides ached abominably. Now she knocked again, entering to Mr Borelli’s voice.

Ms Lucci and Mr Borelli had been fucking while she waited outside the door, the air was fragrant with the smell of sex. They both looked flushed and tousled. His slick and shiny cock, still semi-tumescent, was swinging free as he rolled flamboyantly out of the bed. He walked past her into the bathroom, pausing only to swipe her backside hard. Ms Lucci scooped Mr Borelli’s spunk out of her sex with her fingers and fed it to Tabby, before sending the maid into the bathroom to be ready with a towel for when Mr Borelli came out of the shower.

She towelled him down as gently as she could. As she dropped to her knees to carefully dry his genitals, Tabby spontaneously leaned forward to kiss the tip of his cock. When her tongue flicked out, he laughed, grabbing her by the ears and pulling her head back.

“Not now, slut. Later.”

She blushed at the rejection and at her own forwardness.

As the morning past, Tabby reflected on her naïve optimism at the beginning of her shift. Yesterday’s cum-fest had been amazing, but it would be the exception, not the rule. Her role was to serve, seeing to the needs of Mr Borelli, while her own would remain unsated. The dildo in her panties kept her in a constant state of arousal, but her sexual satisfaction was not on the menu.

He had her serve him breakfast in his office while he worked. She spent a lot of the time under his desk, between his legs, face buried in his crotch. He didn’t want her to suck him off, just gently pleasure him. In two spells, she spent more than two hours there. He conducted several online meetings with his cock in her mouth. Eventually, he did use her more vigorously, fucking her throat, ejaculating straight down into her belly.

But Tabby’s capacity for sexual frustration was about to get a whole lot worse.
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Growing Pains

It was after lunch and Tabby found herself back down in the dungeon under the house. It wasn’t the first time she had been here since that shocking first morning she had been introduced to Farfalla. The maids were expected to look after the pet and she had shadowed Bitzy to learn how to feed and groom the woman, who was allowed to do nothing for herself.

Even when fully lit, the underground room was a deeply sinister space. The walls were all lined with gleaming black latex, the ceiling was low and dripping with chains, the floor lined with large, shiny black tiles. The lighting was on a dimmer switch that could be adjusted from near darkness to a brightness that was surreal. That was because the room would be flooded with red light. It was like entering an ethereal other world, all the BDSM paraphernalia bathed in the strangeness, a vision of hell, and made Tabby shudder whenever she entered.

Tabby was bound on her back on a heavily upholstered bench that had an actual cage underneath it. Her arms were pulled up to the top of the bench, wrists cuffed together to the bars of the cage. There were straps across her forehead, chest and waist to hold her tightly down. Her skirts had been raised above her waist and her panties had been removed. Her legs were folded at the knee, thighs strapped to calves, and stretched wide apart. More straps fixed her legs to the bars of the cage, holding them in place, spread open.

An inflatable gag filled her mouth, stretching her jaw uncomfortably and puffing out her cheeks. Her breath whistling through a tube than ran from the back of her tongue and protruded an inch out of the gag. Tabby thought that Bitzy had expanded the rubber bladder in her mouth much more than was necessary. She was learning that her colleague had a cruel and sadistic streak at times that belied her ultra-submissive demeanour.

This had all left Tabby completely helpless and vulnerable, her bare pussy wholly exposed. She could shift her cuffed wrists a couple of inches, other than that, she wasn’t able to move at all. She was very frightened… and even now, a little turned-on.

After strapping Tabby down, Bitzy had left, turning the lights off. That seemed a long time ago, now. It was the first time Tabby had been locked in the dungeon. The clang as the heavy door closed, the loud metallic thumping as the locking mechanism engaged, it was terrifying. Her jaw and spread legs were aching with greater intensity as the time passed.

As well as the sound of her own whistling breath through the mouth tube, she could also hear Farfalla making a similar noise in the darkness. Farfalla was shrink-wrapped in a vac-bed, Tabby remembered the sight of her upon entering the dungeon. The bed was raised vertically, the bottom rim bolted to the floor, the top rim connected to the ceiling by four chains. It was hard to be certain of the colour of anything under the red lighting, but she thought the bed was red also.

The pet had been placed with her legs widely spread, her ankles sharply bent. Her arms, though still pointing downward, were held wide of her body. All the air had been sucked out of the bed, every detail of Farfalla’s striking figure and costume was visible. The hooks for the laces on her ballet boots, the stays in the extraordinarily severe waspie corset, the ribbing on the high, thick collar around her neck, the amazing body shape of tiny waist and large breasts. Every detail of the bone structure of her face. She was a breathtaking sight, like some alien creature.

And the background to the strange sound of their breathing was the buzz of the vibrator lodged against Farfalla’s crotch. It was a low drone. Tabby remembered how the pet’s form was twitching animatedly, constantly fighting against the latex of the bed, but she could only move a tiny amount. The latex shimmered from the vibrations, rippling.

Even as Tabby was watching, an orgasm was forced out of the woman. Her body began to shudder and spasm. The chains holding the bed upright groaned at the extra movement. It was a deeply erotic sight.

Tabby had still not actually seen Farfalla’s face. Every time she had seen the pet, she was still in the all-encompassing latex outfit of catsuit, helmet, corset and ballet boots – the helmet without holes for her eyes.

The loud clunk as the locks on the door retracted caused Tabby to jump. Her heart began to thump. She heard the door open. The bright red lights came on again. There were two sets of footsteps crossing the floor, the familiar rap of Bitzy’s stilettos and the squeak of softer-soled shoes.

They belonged to a woman wearing medical scrubs. She was tall and angular with a long nose, in her thirties. She put her case down on the bottom of the bench. Tabby was so scared, she wanted to run away.

“How’s Farfalla doing?” The woman asked, looking at the shrink-wrapped pet without the slightest shock at the bizarre sight she presented.

“She’s doing very well, ma’am.” Bitzy replied.

“Glad to hear it.”

The woman opened her case. Her long hair was tied back in a ponytail. She pulled out a pair of surgical gloves and put them on noisily. Tabby watched her with wide, terrified eyes, filled with dread and panic. Seeing Tabby’s obvious distress, the woman grinned at her.

“Hello Tabby, I’m Dr Sexton. We are going to perform a couple of procedures that will enhance the sexual pleasure that you feel. You will need to be brave. It will be painful, but I’m confident you won’t regret them in the long run.”

Dr Sexton fixed a band around her head. In the centre of her forehead was a light which she switched on. It was blindingly bright. Also attached to the band was an arm that when pulled down would place a big, square magnifying glass over her left eye. None of this had a calming effect on Tabby, quite the reverse. In the strange red light the doctor looked like a deranged professor and Tabby felt like she was in a real-life Frankenstein scenario. She pulled helplessly at her bonds.

As the doctor turned her head directly at Tabby, the maid was forced to close her eyes from the dazzle, but then the light was directed at her wide-open crotch. The doctor dropped down the magnifying glass. In one hand she had a pair of pincers. Tabby was trembling, petrified.

“If you would, Bitzy.”

The maid was standing the other side of the bench, level with Tabby’s hip. Her fingers parted Tabby’s labia, stretching the lips uncomfortably wide.

Leaning over, the doctor grabbed Tabby’s clit in the pincers and lifted it. Tabby jerked, her pussy spasming. She tried to squirm but she just couldn’t move. It hurt, but sent waves of pleasure radiating through her body at the same time.

The clit was tugged every which way, the doctor scrutinizing it closely. Tabby’s hips continued to twitch reflexively. She moaned into her gag and felt herself blushing at responding sexually to a medical examination. She just couldn’t help herself, she had been so horny since she had woken up at 5.00 am.

“My formal diagnosis is that you have a condition called slutus completus, Tabby!” Dr Sexton laughed at her own joke. “You have a robust clitoris that is just perfect for this treatment.”

She swabbed Tabby’s clit and the area around it with an antiseptic wipe. Tabby moaned again. It stung like hell. Then the doctor was leaning over very close once more. Something was pressed onto Tabby’s most sensitive spot, the pincers being used to pull the clit through it. Tabby flinched, twitching uncontrollably. It was the most disconcerting sensation, the sharp pain bringing tears to her eyes. She felt so powerless. She remembered the ring that Bitzy had around the base of her clit. Tabby was getting the same.

It wasn’t uncomfortably tight, but its presence was felt. As the doctor pressed it home and Tabby continued to twitch and spasm, she felt her clit starting to swell even bigger, mushrooming above the ring. But that was only the start. Eyes like saucers, Tabby watched the doctor hold up a syringe. A tiny squirt of liquid looped up out of the hypodermic needle.

Tabby shuddered and gurgled as her clit was stretched again with the pincers, this time with significant force. Then she felt the needle penetrate it. She screamed into her gag, the pain more severe than anything she had ever encountered, surging against her bonds but unable to move at all, unable to do anything except passively accept what was being done to her. Following the prick she felt her clit swelling, burning like it was on fire. Tears poured from her eyes.

It was followed immediately by another prick, a further increase in the burning sensation. It just seemed it would never stop, the needle penetrating multiple times, further increasing the burning and the swelling. It felt huge, like it would burst. She remembered the size of Farfalla’s clit. Surely she wasn’t going to finish up with the same. She continued to fight her restraints, in a full-blown panic, in a fog of agony.

“Good.”

The doctor straightened up, lifting the magnifier away from her eye. She discarded the syringe.

“Now comes the fun bit, Tabby. Your first cum with your new clit!”

Pincers now put aside, the doctor began to manipulate the excruciatingly tender nub between her finger and her thumb. She wasn’t gentle, squeezing it, rolling it harshly, tugging on it.

“This is necessary to ensure the serum is evenly spread, so your clit maintains its natural shape.”

Tabby’s hips were spasming uncontrollably. She was unable to stop the useless tugging on her bonds. While the pain was still extreme, the surge of pleasure was volcanic. How was it possible to feel both so powerfully at the same time? Dr Sexton continued on relentlessly, forcing Tabby’s arousal ever higher. She was looking directly at her, smiling triumphantly.

As the climax hit her, there was nothing she could do but shudder, held rigidly in place, fighting her corset for breath. For a few seconds, the bliss swamped the pain. She screamed behind the gag. Then slowly the orgasm passed, the pleasure peaked and ebbed and the soreness and pain arose to dominate once again. At last the doctor pulled her hand away. Tabby was sobbing, confused and in shock. The experience had been so intense.

Bitzy continued to hold Tabby’s labia spread open. The doctor dropped down her magnifier again and bent forward. She was so close, Tabby could feel the warm breath on her open pussy.

“That looks fine! It will be sore for a couple of days and the swelling will reduce some. You’ll have the same size clit as Bitzy and soon you will wonder how you ever lived without it. Now we just need to pierce that hood for you.”

Tabby was in a kind of stupor. Her clit was still throbbing. After what she had just been through, the piercing of her hood was over in a second and less painful. She could feel the metal that was placed through the hole pressing against the bottom of her clit, just above the ring. The current size of her clit meant the metal was in firm contact with that most tender part of her.

“You will need to keep it clean and no vaginal sex for a fortnight.”

Tabby was in too much of a stunned state to process the implications of that. Bitzy released her grip on Tabby’s labia and the lips closed over her newly embellished pussy. It felt so different, so strange. She could feel the clit hard against the lips, pushing at them, increasing the discomfort. What would it feel like when she tried to walk! She shivered at the idea.

Bitzy was now standing beside Tabby’s head. She released the valve on the gag and the bladder in Tabby’s mouth shrank. The gag was unbuckled and eased out. Tabby flexed her jaw, making sure it still worked. She gratefully pulled in air to try to ease her ragged breathing. She thought she was now going to be released, but to her dismay, the doctor also moved up the bench to loom over her head. Tabby had to close her eyes again as the bright light on Dr Sexton’s forehead, now only inches away from her face, was shining directly on her.

Whenever the doctor lowered her magnifier, it made a distinctive click. Even though Tabby’s eyes were closed, she knew the glass was back in place, the doctor was examining her closely again. Fingers prodded at her mouth. Her bottom lip was turned over. After a while, that was released and her top lip received the same treatment.

“I see you’ve already had some work done here. It is of the very highest quality. But you need to go a little bigger now. We’ll give you a plump, sexy pout. A mouth that everyone will want to kiss and all the men will want to fuck!”

Squinting hard, Tabby opened her eyes a fraction. In silhouette against the light behind it, she saw the clearly delineated shape of another hypodermic syringe. She immediately shut her eyes again and swallowed hard. Another wave of panic crashed through her consciousness.
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Tabled

It was almost exactly a week to the minute since Tabby had first put on her uniform and become a maid in this bizarre, wanton household. It had rendered her seemingly powerless, mesmerized, addicted, directed by a lust and emotional need that bypassed her rational thought processes, yet she felt a strange comfort in her new role. It was hard for her to articulate, she felt a completeness that she had never experienced before… It just felt right.

No one appeared at the door to the house unexpectedly, they had to be buzzed through the gate at the bottom of the drive. In the last two days she had been deemed competent enough to greet visitors and escort them through the house.

Meeting strangers in her new position was still hard for Tabby. She still felt embarrassment at her identity as a lowly maid, when last week she had been enveloped in the luxuries of wealth, taken them all for granted, hardly giving a thought to those whose service kept her in that bubble. And now she was one of those who served, still surrounded by the opulence, but entirely out of her reach henceforth.

Even worse, she had discovered yesterday, was meeting someone who had known her as Tabitha West. She had opened the door to Sonia Addleton. Sonia was someone Tabitha had met only a couple of times in passing, very briefly. It was bound to happen, Tabitha and Lucrezia had moved in much the same circles, there were bound to be mutual acquaintances. Initially, Sonia appeared not to recognize her. Tabby had bobbed her curtsy.

“Good afternoon, ma’am. If you would like to follow me, I will show you through to Ms Lucci.”

With her new lips, short hair and heavier, very different make-up, it wasn’t surprising she wasn’t immediately recognized – Tabby had trouble recognizing herself when she looked in the mirror – and in such a radically different context as well (who expected to see the wife of a millionaire in the livery of domestic staff!) But when she had returned to the lounge with coffees a few minutes later, bending over close to Sonia to place her cup and saucer, the blonde had remarked.

“New Maid?”

“Yes, she’s only been with us a week.” Ms Lucci replied.

“She seems somehow familiar! Where did you get her from?”

“She used to be married to Garth West.”

Tabby had blushed furiously at Ms Lucci’s blunt reveal, designed to cause her maximum embarrassment. As she handed Ms Lucci her coffee, their eyes met. The Italian had been gleeful at the maid’s discomfort. Sonia nearly spilt her coffee.

“Tabitha West is your new maid!”

“Tabitha West no more. Garth has divorced her, didn’t you hear?”

“Why, no! Do tell!”

Sonia had stared at Tabby, who had wanted the ground to swallow her up. Even worse, she had to stand there as she was scrutinized, unable to leave the room until she was dismissed.

“She cheated on him. Garth won’t be played for a fool, divorced her immediately and cut her off. Silly girl signed a pre-nup that left her with nothing. You know what a soft touch I am. She had no place to go, so I’ve taken her in. It was quite convenient timing, I happened to have a vacancy, and she needed a job and lodgings.”

“I can barely recognize her! She looks so different in that outfit!”

Sonia had continued to gawp at Tabitha, eyes wide in shock. She had one of those faces that looked like there was a bad smell perpetually under her nose, like she found everything and everyone distasteful. The image had only hardened the longer she had ogled Tabby, her distain becoming ever more apparent and exemplified by her refusal to speak directly to the maid.

“We’re slowly knocking her into shape. She now has a new outlook on life, don’t you Tabby?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I’d never have guessed! She looks so natural in the role, like she’s been a drudge all her life!”

Sonia’s nose was rising ever higher, a leer of contempt undisguised.

“I think she has found her true calling, haven’t you, Tabby?” Ms Lucci continued to grind salt into the wound.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

There had been a few more agonizing seconds as the maid had stood there being assessed by both women, feeling so small. Then Ms Lucci had flicked her fingers at Tabby, dismissing her.

“Run along, pulcina. There’s plenty of work to be done.”

The encounter had realized her worst fears of how her former peers would react to her new position, the condescension and scorn she would face. Knowing the way gossip spread in those circles, everybody would have heard about her situation by now. They would probably be queuing up to visit Ms Lucci to eyeball Tabitha West’s degradation for themselves.

Tabby had just left Mr Borelli’s office. He had fucked her mouth – he seemed to need sex several times a day. She wondered what he did about that when he was away on business. He was continuing to train her to keep his cock down her gullet for longer, which was pretty intense for her. He had started to cum shooting straight into her belly, but had pulled up so a thick pool of his spunk had oozed onto her tongue. He liked to do that, leave his taste in her mouth.

“I ‘ave some visitors arriving soon.” He had told her. “I am going to encourage them to fuck you. Do I need to summon Bitzy instead?”

She was always feeling at her most submissive after he had fucked her mouth or arse, and usually in a wildly aroused state. She didn’t think about it for as long as she should have, as usual ruled by her craving and her body’s needs – even though her pussy was still embargoed on Dr Sexton’s orders, so her chances of getting a cum out of the experience wasn’t great.

“That won’t be necessary, Sir. I’m happy to serve in any way you wish.”

He seemed surprised at her response. He was definitely pleased, stroking her cheek gently. She was nonplussed at being given the opportunity to decline an order, it hadn’t happened before.

“Good girl. Be ready to receive them at the front door and bring them here.”

“Yes, Sir.”

So exactly a week after she had stepped off the spiral staircase into her new life, she was opening the front door of the house to greet two complete strangers who would be allowed to fuck her. She couldn’t deny her relief that neither of the men were bad looking. There was a black guy in his thirties and a white guy in his forties, both were bald – deciding to disguise their receding hair by shaving it off completely.

Both stared at her in shock, from which she deduced they hadn’t visited the house before. Self-conscious already, she felt herself blushing. She was used to the way men eyed her up, their hungry, covetous gazes running up and down her figure before finally engaging with her face. It had been a part of her life since her mid-teens as she developed into a beautiful woman, and a perpetual occupational hazard when she had been a flight attendant. But Tabby had given up the right to choose if they had the opportunity to feed that hunger and their obvious desire to possess her body took on a much greater meaning as a result. Even so, she felt her pussy warming at the prospect.

Mr Borelli’s office was upstairs. As she led the two men through the house, her heels rapping loudly, her skirts swishing elegantly and sensuously around her thighs, rustling, she felt acutely feminine. She had been trained to walk as sexily as possible, placing one foot in front of the other, swinging her hips, bouncing her bottom, but now she had a real audience behind her, watching every jiggle and sway. She was especially mindful as she mounted the stairs of the spectacle she was presenting, sure their eyes were locked on her arse. She could imagine their cocks growing in their trousers.

It was four days since Dr Sexton’s visit and the swelling had gone down. She was pretty sure that her lips and clit were now the size they were likely to remain. She was happy with how the lips had turned out. She had feared she would get one of those awful, over-inflated mouths that looked so fake. But she should have trusted Ms Lucci. Dr Sexton had been a skilled practitioner and Tabby had received what Bitzy already had, a pair of wonderfully full, soft, pillowy lips that looked so sexy and kissable.

She still remembered that first kiss from Bitzy last week, how luscious the maid’s mouth had felt against her own. Just thinking about it sent a further surge of arousal through her body. It was great to know her own mouth would feel the same to anyone kissing her from now on. It had altered her appearance, though. Her mouth was more prominent on her face, more of a focussing point.

Meanwhile, she might not be feeling the full effect of the changes to her pussy yet, but she now had a pretty good idea. The soreness in her clit had almost gone, but she reckoned it was still three times the size it had been, very like Bitzy’s, again. Tabby was being turned into a Bitzy mark two, identikit maids, except Tabby was taller and didn’t have quite such big tits. She was thankful it wasn’t the outlandish size of poor Farfalla’s – Tabby couldn’t comprehend what living with that would be like.

It wasn’t just the size, though. The ring snugly circling the base kept it permanently erect, in the same way as the bands around the base of her nipples kept them perpetually hard. With every passing day, as the soreness lessened, it became ever more sensitive. There was no escape from its effects. Her clit hood was now too small to sheath it properly, leaving it exposed, and the little curved barbell that now pierced the hood pressed continually against the clit itself. Every tiny, minute movement of her body would shift the metal – sometimes subtly, sometimes significantly – against the sensitive nub.

It was constantly being stimulated and pushing against her labia, too. With her uniform panties on, the dildo inside her flexed with every step, rubbing the inside of her sex lips against the clit, giving it a continual massage. It kept her powerfully, desperately aroused all the time. She had an everlasting compulsion to pull her skirts up and press the heel of her hand into her pussy and rub herself to orgasm. She had to fight it constantly. But still she had to keep her concentration and do her job. With the added restraint of the corset, she was at times panting with need.

She could now truly appreciate what Bitzy’s daily life must be like, week after week, month after month. The maid’s self-control was astounding. It was no wonder she was so desperate for sex at night in their quarters after they had finished their shifts.

Mounting stairs only exacerbated all these sensations, dialling up the torment even higher. She would quiver, quickly become breathless, feeling so much pleasure yet so much need at the same time. It was so ingenious of Ms Lucci, turning the maids’ own helpless sexuality onto themselves so they became prisoners of their libido, controlled by their desires, so easy to dominate. It was so hard to think of anything else.

Tabby showed the two guys into Mr Borelli’s office.

Five minutes later, she returned with their drinks. As she served the cups, she felt the tension in the room. All three men were watching her intently, lasciviously. While it made part of her uncomfortable, a bigger part of her wanted them to act on their thoughts to sooth her urgent lust. Was this what her life was going to be like from now on – wanting sexual attention from every person that didn’t repel her? Did she even care if it was?

“Gentlemen, one of the advantages of doing business ‘ere instead of the city are our maids, ‘appy to serve you in any way. Tabby ‘as a great mouth. It send you to ‘eaven!”

One of the men spluttered into his coffee. They both glanced at one another uncomfortably.

“You Inglish, so reserved! I give you some time alone with ‘er later. Just relax. No pressure. I can see you like ‘er.”

Mr Borelli got up and came around his desk. He had a cocky smile on his face as he looked at her. Under some shelves at one side of the office was a small table on wheels. He had already used it a couple of times before to tie Tabby down over it, her bare bottom facing his desk so that he could admire the view while he worked. Both times she had been left there some considerable time, and both occasions had finished with him fucking her arse.

She hadn’t yet been able to cum from anal fucking alone, she needed some manual stimulation to her pussy to push her over the edge. The first time he had done that, but the second time he hadn’t, leaving her so frustrated, so desperate. She had learned the lesson. Her orgasms would be controlled, they would be at Mr Borelli’s discretion. Dr Sexton’s ban on vaginal sex was having a devastating effect on Tabby, removing so many opportunities for her to get relief, to get the satisfaction she craved.

Mr Borelli moved the table across the room, placing it to the side of his desk in a position where it could be easily seen by all the guys while they were seated. He signalled where he wanted Tabby to stand.

“Skirts up, Tabby.”

She immediately obeyed, lifting them above her waist. Her back was to the desk, showing her bottom to the visitors.

“Over you go.”

Keeping her skirts high, she bent at the hips, laying across the table. As always, it was very uncomfortable, her corset putting extra pressure on her waist and digging into her ribs.

“Look at that arse! Mama mia!”

He spanked her hard, then grabbed the waistband of her panties and eased them down, the latex snapping and squelching. She was so wet, the dildo slid out easily and noisily. She squirmed in delight at the sensation. The butt-plug was harder to get out, stretching her rosebud. Her arousal had seeped out into her panties, trapped against the rubber. Now exposed to the air, its smell filled the room.

She could feel her face burning with embarrassment, even though it was hidden from the visitors by her position. It was one thing when this happened in the household, but being revealed so obviously as a slut to strangers was taking things to another level. She raised one leg, then the other, stepping out of the panties.

Mr Borelli moved around the table to stand in front of her. He turned the panties inside out. Squeezing her cheeks either side of her jaw, he forced them apart and pushed the dildo inside. It was thick with her pussy juice, filling her mouth with the taste of herself. The panties against her top lip ensuring the odour of her arousal was drawn in with every breath.

“Don’t let it fall out!” He said sternly.

With the heavy butt-plug and its enclosed battery dangling under her chin, the pull was considerable. She had to sink her teeth into the dildo to stop it slipping out. His fingers had got sticky. He wiped them clean on her cheeks. He squeezed her tit through her uniform and winked at her.

From his pocket he pulled out some zip ties. Pulling each of her arms straight down the length of a table leg, he fastened them in place. It was his favourite method of securing her, so easy and fast. Tabby hated them, though. Not bothered so much about her ankles, which were protected by her boots, but they cut into her wrists painfully, especially when she pulled against them, which she instinctively did at times of distress or passion.

“A fringe benefit of doing business with me, gentlemen!” He said as he moved back behind Tabby.

The maid automatically spread her feet so that her ankles were each against a table leg. He quickly locked them in place, too. She always felt a little tingle ripple through her when she was made helpless, adding even more to her lust.

Mr Borelli ran his hands across her bum, which was sore. She had received a spanking from Ms Cranston’s spatula straight after lunch. The chef couldn’t find some of her utensils, Tabby had put them away in the wrong place. She had only been here a week, how was she to know where everything should go! It was so unfair!

Ms Cranston was a strict disciplinarian. She wanted everything the way she had organized it and any deviation was firmly punished. The spatula was her favourite method. It stung like crazy and the slots in the head left distinctive stripes on Tabby’s buttocks.

“You see she ‘as been a naughty girl and been corrected. Attractive marks, though!”

Fingers found their way to her pussy. She squirmed and moaned. He spread her labia apart.

“’ot as a Mexican jumping bean, this one!” Mr Borelli declared loudly. “See ‘ow wet and eager she is? Unfortunately, ‘er cunt is out of bounds for medical reasons at the moment, but she’s a crazy good cocksucker and her arse is tighter than a mouse’s ear! And look at that clit!”

The tip of his finger scratched the tip of her clit. Her pussy spasmed and she shuddered, jerking against the tabletop.

“She’s desperate to get your cocks inside her, aren’t you, Tabby?”

His finger began to toggle the clit hard and fast, jabbing it back and forth. The sensation was incredible and so desperately needed. She grunted, hips twitching, writhing. She nodded her head furiously. Mr Borelli didn’t let up. Tabby moaned in rapture, wriggling her arse to increase the stimulation, jerking repeatedly to the limits of her restraints. She gurgled behind her gag, another shudder passing through her. she tugged on her bound wrists, even though it hurt, loving the fact that she was tied down and helpless as her body was played with so intimately. She began to pant.

And then the fingers were gone, her labia closing against her rock hard, pulsing clit. Now her moan was of an entirely different nature, a muffled howl of anguish. He smacked her bottom hard again and she was aware that he had gone. She heard him take his seat. The table groaned as she continued to writhe, trying to generate any stimulation that she could.

“Stay still now, Tabby!” Mr Borelli snapped.

Tabby reluctantly obeyed, fighting the restriction of the corset to get her breath back.

“Give ‘er a try later, gentlemen… now where were we...?”

The meeting went on, Tabby was left there, an ornament for the men’s entertainment should the subject matter become dull. She was only a few feet away from them, her marked bottom and slick pussy close by, able to be examined in detail, her towering stilettos, stockinged legs and suspender straps adding erotic texture to the view she presented.

The table was small, with Tabby’s hips pressed against one edge, and the opposite edge forcing her tits upward so they spilled over the side, the corset resting on the tabletop. After a while, her shoulders, upper back and neck began to ache because of the lack of support. It only got worse as time passed.

“Good! Shall we break there?” Mr Borelli’s raised tone pricked up Tabby’s ears.

She heard him moving. A hand on her bottom again, softly stroking.

“Come and introduce yourself to Tabby. No need to be shy, she doesn’t bite – unless you tell ‘er to! Grab a feel of this arse, it’s something else, eh!”

She heard slow movement behind her. Then there were three hands on her bottom, stroking and squeezing, pressing on the marks left by the spatula, which hurt only a little. She felt her arousal begin to rise again and squirmed against the fingers.

“See ‘ow receptive she is!”

Mr Borelli’s fingers slid down to her pussy again. She jerked reflexively to the touch. He stretched her labia wide open again.

“All our maids ‘ave their clits enlarged. It keeps them so responsive. Touch it!”

The first touch was a heavy one, pressing on it. Tabby gasped, the dildo in her mouth almost slipped out, her pussy spasming again. Her hips twitched and she shivered in delight.

“Wow! I’ve never seen anything like it!” One of the men exclaimed. “No wonder she’s so wet!”

The next touch was more tentative. She gyrated her hips to increase the sensation, groaning. Then Mr Borelli was spreading her buttocks apart.

“Look at that beautiful rosebud! Can you imagine sinking your cock into that? Do you like anal?”

“Yea, I do!” This time it was the other guy speaking.

“And take a look at this mouth!”

Mr Borelli was now in front of Tabby. He pulled the dildo out of her mouth and discarded her panties on the floor. Her jaw was almost locked after biting down on the rubber for so long. She tried to flex it, but Mr Borelli’s fingers were pressing on her lips. He pushed his index finger between them and she opened to take it in, puckering her mouth closed around it, bobbing her head, blowing the finger as if it was a cock.

“What about ‘aving these lips wrapped around your cock? She’ll take it all the way down!”

He pulled his finger out and very briefly stroked her cheek.

“She’s all yours, guys.”

Mr Borelli was gone, the black guy was now standing in front of her. She could see the bulge in his trousers from his hard cock. He traced a finger across her lips and she kissed it, looking up into his eyes and giving him her steamiest pout. The other guy was still behind her, he had a buttock in each hand, sinking his fingers into the flesh. She felt such a slut and she loved it.

She heard a drawer open and close.

I just ask you to use condoms, if you don’t mind..? I’ll leave you alone with ‘er for a while, I ‘ave an important call I ‘ave to make. You enjoy yourselves, now!”

Tabby heard the office door close. She shivered in both fear and arousal. She was helplessly bound and alone with two strangers who had just been offered her body. The two guys remained strangely quiet, the tension was palpable. The guy in front of her struggled to get his erect cock out of his trousers. Her buttocks were pushed aside and she felt the coolness of lube squirted on her arsehole. There was the sound of the condoms being opened.

The head of the black guy’s circumcised cock rubbed back and forth over her lips. His eyes were bright with excitement and disbelief. This kind of thing only happened in porn movies, didn’t it? She opened her mouth and took him in. The lube on the condom tasted disgusting, but she disguised her dislike, closing her lips around his shaft and taking him deeper. After Mr Borelli’s fat girth, this skinny dick was a lot more comfortable on her jaw. She moved her lips slowly up and down the shaft, flicking her tongue over the glans occasionally. The guy moaned.

At the same time, the guy behind her was spreading her anus with his fingers. She felt the head of his cock press into the centre of her heavily lubed rosebud, probing with ever greater force until it dilated and slipped inside her. Again his narrower girth was a distinct contrast to Mr Borelli’s thick cock, not stretching her so profoundly. As he grabbed her hips and sunk himself deep into her, she missed that feeling of being completely stuffed that Mr Borelli gave her. She gyrated her hips, pushing back against his thrust. He sighed.

The guy in her mouth was pushing deep as well, she relaxed her throat and swallowed him down, mouth sliding to the base of his cock. With a cock in her throat and one in her arse at the same time – both belonging to complete strangers – she felt so dirty and depraved. But it was thrilling, gloriously hedonistic and somehow liberating. Accepting that she was a slut, luxuriating in the pleasure of it, freed her from the guilt of her lasciviousness and impropriety.

“Oh! Wow!”

She pulled back, bringing the glans back into her mouth, bobbing up and down on the cock, while the guy in her arse started to fuck her with increasing confidence. They were a lot less assertive than Mr Borelli and she missed the way he so confidently controlled her, emphasizing her powerlessness. She really got off on that. But they were very easily pleased, their positive grunts and groans giving her belief that she was doing a good job.

Both were so excited that they were never going to last a long time. As she took the cock down her throat for the fourth time, she felt it swell and pulse. The guy moaned long and loud. For the first time his hands closed around her head, Pulling her face deeper into his groin. She let him hold her there without resisting, waiting patiently until he let go before drawing her mouth up until only the head was still on her tongue. She continued to work on his glans until the twitching slowed and finally stopped.

The guy behind her became more forceful as he approached his climax, she was being rocked hard on the table, but he didn’t think about her pleasure at all. She wanted fingers in her pussy, on her clit, and she needed it desperately, craving relief. But it never came. He was quieter than the other guy as he climaxed, grunting, wriggling frantically to heighten the sensation for himself.

As they pulled out of her, she was left so frustrated she was almost in tears. She had done a good job, why hadn’t they rewarded her? She continued to squirm. She moaned, hoping to keep their attention. But they were done with her for now. The guy behind her stroked her arse.

“Good job!”

“Dude, what do we do with the johnny?”

Tabby couldn’t have cared less.

The experience also strengthened her attachment to Mr Borelli, confirming his consummate mastery of her, his sexual skill and prowess, and his fabulous, huge cock. There was no comparison to these guys.

Tabby’s hope that she would now be released were dashed. When Mr Borelli returned, the meeting resumed. More drinks were ordered. The ache in her back and neck was unbearable now, the corset hurting her and her arousal a constant low level hum. Bitzy delivered the drinks. Mr Borelli ordered Bitzy to finger Tabby to the edge of orgasm before she left, something her colleague did with her customary skill and relish. She had Tabby writhing and bucking on the table, gasping and moaning. And she knew just when to stop, just as the spark of her climax flickered. Then she was gone and Tabby was left to stew.

When the meeting did eventually adjourn, Mr Borelli made Tabby available to the visitors again. They swapped places this time, the black guy fucking her arse, the white guy her mouth. They were less timid second time around and she felt well used by the time they were finished with her. Again, they never touched her pussy. She was left alone, still bound over the table, for quite some time, feeling sorry for herself. When she finally heard the door open and close she was in a miserable frame of mind.

“I am very ‘appy with you, Tabby!”

Mr Borelli was standing right next to her. His hand touched her shoulder, then slid down to cup her tit, his thumb finding her nipple under the thick fabric of her uniform and pressing on it.

“Open your mouth.”

She was expecting a gag. What she got was a little square of black chocolate laid onto her tongue. The bittersweet confection began to melt in her mouth, replacing the unpleasant taste of condom lube. The maids’ diets were strictly controlled, they were fed mostly salads and vegetables, nothing sweet except from fruit. The richness activated taste buds that had been dormant since she had put on her uniform. She savoured the moment.

“My guests are very ‘appy. You served them well. Such a good, conscientious maid. I ‘ad a feeling that you would be special, that you would understand your place quickly. I wanted you from the first moment I saw you and now I ‘ave you. Delightful little slut!”

He moved behind her, handling her buttocks quite animatedly. She heard his zip and like Pavlov’s dog, the sound sent a surge of excitement through her, increasing the heat in her pussy. This despite her concern that she had already been fucked in the arse twice this afternoon and was feeling a little sore, and Mr Borelli’s prodigious cock would be a lot harder on her than the modest dicks that had just ploughed her furrow. She felt more lube dumped on her already inflamed rosebud.

She was still quite loose and he pushed into her easily, but forcefully, taking her breath away. That familiar pain as her sphincter was stretched so wide, the feeling of fullness and domination that had been missing from the two earlier fuckings. She was surprised how excited he was. There was no preamble, he began thrusting hard and urgently immediately, grabbing her hips, slamming into her. Whoring her out had really turned him on. He hadn’t fucked her this intently since that first time. She shivered with pleasure, despite the fact that he was hurting her.

They both began to pant as she rocked back and forth on the little table. Fleetingly, she worried if it would collapse under her, but as her excitement escalated she no longer cared, giving herself over completely to the moment.

One of his hands left her hip, grabbed her pussy firmly, and a finger pushed inside her to press purposefully on her super-clit. She twitched and spasmed, moaning in delight. He timed his finger with his thrusts into her bowel. It felt so incredible after such a long wait, sheer bliss. He timed it so that they both came at the same time, thrashing against each other. She just let herself go, writhing in a frenzy, howling, tugging on the zip ties even though they cut painfully into her wrists.

As he stopped thrusting, she slumped on the table, struggling to breathe, dizzy, the corset so restrictive. As her pleasure dissipated, all the pain from her long time bent over, from three butt-fucks in such a short period of time, began to assert itself. She would be so sore. But she felt elated and sated – even if it might only be for a short while.

“Thank you, Sir.” She spoke as he pulled out of her.

“You’re welcome, maid. Dedication to your role will bring its rewards, Tabby, as failures will bring punishment.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“As usual, put your panties straight back on. You will keep my cum inside you until you finish your shift.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He cut her free. She was so stiff and in so much pain that she struggled to get herself upright.

“Tidy up and then return to your normal duties.”

“Yes, Sir.”

As she looked for her double-plug latex panties, she saw that under the table lay the four used condoms, each one tied in a knot, each full of spunk.
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Casual Negligence

Four days later, Tabby received her first caning. Familiarity breeds complacency. She had been so careful, concentrating on everything she did, trying so hard to be perfect, but it only took a second of carelessness. She couldn’t even blame the tension and distraction of overpowering, unrequited sexual craving. Mr Borelli had left that morning on a four day business trip. He had taken Tabby’s arse over the back of his Lamborghini after she had loaded his travel bags. He had been unusually intense again, powerful and urgent – maybe making the most of his last opportunity to fuck her for a while.

It had been remarkable for Tabby because it was the first time she had cum from anal sex without extra stimulation directly to her pussy. Mr Borelli hadn’t fingered her to orgasm as he often did (maybe he wanted her craving his return by leaving her in desperate need) but it hadn’t been necessary anyway. Undoubtedly the vehemence of the fucking had contributed to it, as had the fact that she was bent over a £200,000 supercar with the garage door open and the (remote) possibility that someone outside would see them.

But she was receiving increasing pleasure from anal sex as the days past, and she was kind of getting fixated on Mr Borelli’s cock. She dreamt about it, fantasized about it when awake, counting down the days until she could take it into her pussy again. She felt honoured to be able to worship it with her mouth, was proud that she could swallow it and hold it down for so long now. Just thinking about it sent her libido into overdrive.

As she had felt him pulsing, firing his cum up her bowel, she had climaxed powerfully, loving the feel of the huge dong buried fully inside her, distending her, filling her up, sending her to heaven. Afterward, he had her clean it off with her mouth, direct from her own arse. She had only just had her enema, so it was clean. It even tasted a bit soapy, but the distinctive taste of her arse was not something she would forget.

He had an early flight and Tabby had to be on duty at 5 am that morning. He had fucked her at just after six. Maybe the thought that she would be carrying his cum in her back passage for the whole day had distracted her.

Whatever, at the time she dropped the tray she couldn’t blame sexual tension, she was feeling wonderfully satiated and happy. Too happy, perhaps. Knocking on doors and opening doors were always vulnerable points with trays, moments when it was balanced on one hand – if light enough – and today it had only contained one cup and saucer. As she turned the handle and opened the door to Ms Lucci’s office, the tray went over, crashing to the floor, smashing the very expensive, designer glass cup, splattering the black coffee everywhere.

Ms Lucci had not been in the least sympathetic. The venom in her gaze sending a shiver down Tabby’s spine. The cost of the cup would be deducted from her wages. It was sometime later, after she had cleared up the mess, after she had brought Ms Lucci a fresh cup, that she was summoned back to her office.

Ms Lucci was wearing a black silk dress that clung to her svelte figure. She looked stunning. Earlier, her long black hair had been lose, but now she had tied it back. Now she was holding the cane in her hands, flexing it. She was so intimidating. Tabby’s knees felt weak. She was trembling.

“Am I expecting too much for you to be able to carry a little tray with one cup and saucer on it, Tabby?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“It’s not exactly rocket science is it?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“This casual negligence of duty is unacceptable and will not be tolerated in this household. You will maintain the standards expected of you, or suffer the consequences. Lift your skirts and bend over the desk.”

As Tabby obeyed, her trembling became outright shaking. She was so scared. She heard the creak of her corset as it resisted her movements. Her latex panties only covered about a third of her buttocks, cutting diagonally across them. They were designed so that the rubber could be pushed back into her bum-crack, baring nearly all of each cheek without them having to be removed. Ms Lucci pressed the butt-plug deeper into Tabby’s arse as she was exposed, tucking the latex into the crack. She pressed hard on the base of the dildo, shifting that inside her as well. Tabby twitched helplessly, responding instinctively to the stimulation.

“Use this as a positive, Tabby. It is an opportunity for you to focus your cock-addled mind off your cunt and back on being a conscientious and dedicated maid. You are simply here to serve and to please. Your own satisfaction is secondary, always at our discretion. Never forget and never let your own desires distract you from your duties.”

“I understand, Ma’am. I’m deeply sorry.”

“Not yet you aren’t, but you will be.”

Tabby felt her suspenders being detached from her stockings and draped onto her back, leaving her bottom as a completely bare target.

“Cross your wrists behind your back.”

Tabby obeyed. She had been holding on to the edge of the desk in front of her. Somehow she felt more vulnerable with the loss of the use of her hands. At that moment, a knock on the door announced the arrival of her colleague.

“Just in time, Bitzy. Hold her down.”

Her fellow maid appeared behind the desk, right in front of Tabby. There was a gleam in her eye that Tabby was becoming accustomed to. She was enjoying Tabby’s predicament. She had a cruel streak beneath her submissive demeanour.

Expecting Bitzy to use her arms, Tabby was surprised when the maid bent right over the top of her, huge breasts pressing on the back of her neck, rigidly corseted waist trapping Tabby’s head against the desktop, forcing her to turn it to one side, which in turn sunk the stiff collar of her uniform into the soft flesh under her jaw. She winced. Bitzy was using her full bodyweight to hold Tabby down, which did nothing to settle her rising panic.

“As you haven’t felt the cane before, pulcina, just this once, Bitzy will assist you. You are expected to take your punishment with dignity and decorum, holding your position, presenting your bottom for the cane. Bitzy, gag Tabby with your apron.”

The maid bunched up the skirt of her apron and stuffed it into Tabby’s mouth. Then her hands closed around Tabby’s wrists, holding them closed in the small of her back. Tabby was visibly shaking.

“Today, Bitzy will count the strokes for you, all you need to do is lift that bottom and show me that you are genuinely repentant and welcome your correction.”

Tabby pushed her arse up as high as she could.

“Good girl!”

She felt Ms Lucci’s hands cupping her buttocks, palms sliding over the two hemispheres.

“Gorgeous little butt. It will mark beautifully! Let’s warm you up.”

Ms Lucci began to spank Tabby, alternate buttocks and very hard. After just a few slaps her bottom was burning and her hips starting to dance. The more spanks, the greater the sting grew, and the spanks continued relentlessly, bringing tears to her eyes. She squirmed under Bitzy, panting into the apron filling her mouth.

When she finally stopped, Ms Lucci again pressed her palms against Tabby’s burning backside, rubbing gently, feeling the heat.

“Lovely!”

Then her hand pressed into Tabby’s crotch, rubbing hard. Tabby jerked reflexively, her clit was so engorged, so sensitive to any pressure on her pussy. She shuddered and squirmed.

“Slut!”

Then Tabby felt the rod touch her buttocks and flinched. Ms Lucci pressed the cane firmly into her smouldering cheeks, sliding it up and down.

“Tabby…must…do…better!”

With each word, Ms Lucci tapped the cane hard across Tabby’s bottom, the sting enough for her to bite down on the fabric in her mouth. The first real stroke followed immediately, without any pause, catching Tabby by surprise. She heard the hum of the rod through the air a second before it connected with her backside, then there was nothing but agony, unadulterated pain in its purest form, closing out all other awareness.

Its timing was so unexpected, the pain such a shock, it left her stunned, robbing her of breath. Initially, she lay bent over the desk unmoving, body and mind out of sync, unable to string a coherent thought, paralyzed.

“One!”

She barely heard Bitzy speak. Then her mind and body engaged again. She howled breathlessly and silently into the gag and pushed up against the maid on top of her, getting nowhere. Her hands tried to part, to reach back and grab her molten butt cheeks, but couldn’t move. Her hips writhed spastically, cutting painfully into the edge of the desk. She had thought it would be bad, but it was even worse than she had anticipated. Ms Lucci had used such force!

“Present, Tabby!” Ms Lucci warned.

Again the cane tapped firmly up and down her bottom until she obeyed. She tried to still her hips. Her legs were quivering. There was a long pause.

Hum. Crack!

This time Tabby was prepared, but her instinct was still to try to rise, to use her hands to grab her blazing buttocks. She strived to bring her hips under control and lift her bottom. It was so difficult. Again Ms Lucci waited for the pain to peak and subside before taking the next stroke.

Hum. Crack!

She bit hard into the improvised gag, moaning, hips twisting frantically. She stamped her feet. Then she pushed her arse up and out for the next one. Her legs were wobbly, she fought to stay still.

She received ten strokes in all. At one point her legs actually did give way, leaving her hanging off the end of the desk. Whenever she lifted her feet off the ground, her thighs and calves received rapid, hard taps of the cane that continued until she was standing and presenting her backside again. She did learn to cope better as the caning went on, but the last few, where Ms Lucci seemed to be focusing on the same spot, low down, just above her thighs, were excruciating. She was sobbing, panting, praying for it to end.

“Hold your position, Tabby! Don’t move until you are told!” Ms Lucci warned as Bitzy let go of her hands and lifted herself off Tabby, pulling her apron out of Tabby’s mouth.

Tabby’s hips were still dancing and squirming. She gasped loudly for air. Ms Lucci again grabbed her buttocks and extra pain flared on her scorched skin. She shuddered. The hands squeezed and rubbed over the lines left by the cane as she whimpered.

“Negligent maid, tender arse, Tabby. That’s the rule in this house. We’ll see if the lesson has been learnt. Bitzy!”

As Ms Lucci stepped away, Bitzy took her place. She reattached the suspender straps to Tabby’s stockings and stretched her panties out across her buttocks. The so soft rubber felt like grit on her cane marks. She whimpered again.

“Up you get!” Ms Lucci ordered.

Tabby struggled to raise herself, she was so stiff and sore. Her legs were like jelly and she was dizzy. She tried to compose herself before turning around.

“Have you nothing to say, maid?” Ms Lucci snapped.

The Italian’s face was flushed, her eyes bright with excitement. Caning Tabby had aroused her.

“Thank you…for taking the trouble to correct me…Ms Lucci.” Tabby’s voice was hoarse.

She gasped as she curtsied and it reignited the fire in her backside. It was an early indicator that the punishment wasn’t yet over, she would be hurting for some time.

“It was a genuine pleasure, Tabby. Now back to work with you. Bitzy, you stay!”

Tabby knew full well why Bitzy was staying and she felt jealous. Ms Lucci didn’t consider Tabby competent enough at eating pussy yet to pleasure her. It was a frustration. She wanted to show how much she respected Ms Lucci.

As she walked back through the house, fresh tears formed in her eyes. The caning had been as traumatic as she had feared, the pain worse. Even now, every step flexed her buttocks and the welts  burnt into them, shooting pain across her arse. The panties rubbed on the marks, continually aggravating them. She wouldn’t even consider sitting down. She determined to do everything she could to ensure that she didn’t get that punishment again, just the thought of it made her tremble.

She had wanted to take her break, return briefly to the maids’ quarters to repair her make-up and use the double mirrors to look at her bum, see how bad it was, but when she entered the kitchen, the chef had arrived and Ms Cranston immediately noticed Tabby’s smudged make-up and less than fluid movements.

Ms Cranston appeared to have carte blanche with the maids. She could use them as she desired – both assisting her in the kitchen and sexually – and punish them as she wished, which she did frequently. The slightest slip or lack of attention would earn a beating from the variety of kitchen utensils at her disposal. She watched both maids like a hawk and never let any infraction pass.

She also fondled Tabby constantly, her favourite being coming up behind the maid and wrapping her hands around her corseted waist. She would press her hard body against Tabby’s, grinding her crotch on Tabby’s bottom, her breasts into Tabby’s back. She would handle the maid’s tits through her uniform, rubbing her nipples, and never missed a chance to stroke or grab her bum when the opportunity presented itself.

The chef was very butch, always wearing tight jeans and sleeveless t-shirts to show off her muscular physique and full-sleeve arm tattoos. Tabby had never seen her wearing any make-up. She was physically very intimidating. Tabby didn’t find her at all attractive but that didn’t stop her arousal under the woman’s comprehensive and perpetual domination, it kept her very submissive.

In no time, Ms Cranston had Tabby bent over a stool, her skirts up, and her fingers were exploring the welts that covered the maid’s lower buttocks. She peeled back the panties so she could see the full extent of the marks. Tabby whimpered and flinched as the wheals were prodded, fingernails drawn along the lines, each cheek spanked. The chef’s voice was thick with arousal as she deliberately hurt Tabby.

“Absolutely beautiful! No more than you deserve, you lazy slut!”

Soon, Tabby found herself on her knees behind Ms Cranston, who was sitting on a stool, her bum hanging deliberately over the back edge. Her jeans and boxer shorts were around her ankles. Tabby’s hands held the woman’s buttocks parted and her mouth was pressed against the little red rosebud while the chef prepared her vegetables.

It wasn’t the first time Tabby had to perform analingus on Ms Cranston, it seemed to be one of her things. The maid had to work conscientiously, no matter how repellent she found the act. The slightest hesitation and she would be beaten and she didn’t want to give the woman any opportunity to add to the soreness on her backside. She pushed her tongue as deep into the Chef’s rectum as she could, caressing the sphincter, licking the walls of the bowel. Ms Cranston did at least keep herself clean, but the taste was still awful, and the thought of what Tabby was actually doing made her nauseous.

Nevertheless, she still found performing the act erotic, it was so depraved and debasing. Was it possible to do anything more humbling? It always made her desperately aroused and submissive. It wasn’t quick either, Ms Cranston happy to sit there for a long time enjoying it.

When Bitzy eventually returned to the kitchen, the stool was turned so that the senior maid could kneel between Ms Cranston’s legs and eat her to orgasm, while Tabby remained behind her, mouth locked onto her arsehole until she came.

As the day went on, the pain and discomfort level remained difficult for Tabby. Gradually the burning ebbed some, and when it reached a certain point, it became arousing in itself, leaving her desperately horny again. The satisfaction of her early morning anal fuck by Mr Borelli seemed a long time past.

Because she had started her shift so early, she at least finished early as well, hours before Bitzy. Naked, she studied her backside in several mirrors to get the best view. Still, over eight hours after she had received the cane strokes, brushing her fingers across the welts hurt enough to make her gasp. The lines were a very deep red, purple in places. She could count all the marks, even though several of the low ones were virtually on top of each other. A couple had been right in the place where her buttocks merged into her thighs, and those were excruciatingly tender, stretched and aggravated by every step she took.

She shuddered again at the memory of the punishment, reaffirming to herself that she mustn’t let it happen again, even though she knew it was inevitable that it would. No one was perfect, least of all her, and Ms Lucci demanded perfection.

Bitzy had some ointment to put on the welts, which Tabby used. But it brought fresh tears to her eyes, reigniting the fire. She buried her head in her mattress, face twisted in pain, fingers clenched, regretting applying it. When she climbed into her bunk, she managed to find a reasonably comfortable position on her side, the latex sheets draped carefully so they were not in direct contact with the wheals. It still took her some time to drop off, even though she was exhausted.

Most nights Bitzy joined Tabby in her bunk. Gradually, her colleague was getting more dominant as well – she was senior to Tabby and had the right to be. Tabby didn’t fully understand why their relationship was slowly changing day by day. She wondered if Bitzy was initially afraid that if she was too overbearing she would frighten Tabby away from the house completely, but as Tabby fell ever deeper into submission, Bitzy was growing more confident in imposing herself, even in bed.

The easy cuddling and humping of their pussies together, or gentle kissing and fingering of each other to orgasm was happening less and less. Bitzy would direct Tabby, be firm with her, making it very clear who was in charge. Depending on her mood, Tabby sometimes enjoyed submitting. Equally, sometimes she craved intimate and affectionate cuddling and touching, a brief escape from the power games that ruled her life.

She had to eat out Bitzy a lot, which she welcomed. She desperately wanted to earn the chance to bring Ms Lucci to a climax with her mouth, to prove herself worthy. She was certain she had improved a lot with the practice and was disconcerted that she hadn’t yet been given an opportunity to demonstrate her abilities – not even on Ms Cranston.

Normally, Bitzy would slip smoothly into Tabby’s bunk, pressing her body fondly against her colleague’s. Tabby would awaken slowly, feeling the lithe, warm body enfolding her own, Bitzy’s big, soft breasts squished between them. Tabby’s arousal would surge while she was in a dreamy half-sleep, feeling so good and welcome.

But that night had been very different. She was awoken suddenly, pushed onto her back, pain flaring in her tender bottom as it was pressed into the thin mattress. As her bleary eyes opened, she could see Bitzy’s naked form clambering over her, kneeling either side of her. She was looking straight up at the maid’s bare, slick pussy right above her.

Then the light was gone and Bitzy’s warm, firm butt-cheeks enveloped Tabby’s face, wet sex covering Tabby’s mouth. Caught by surprise, she hadn’t taken a breath and instinctively panicked, struggling, bringing her arms up. Bitzy seized them at the wrists. She pivoted back, her buttocks pressing even harder against Tabby’s features, but the action briefly lifted her pussy off Tabby’s lips, allowing her to take a couple of mouthfuls of air. Tabby’s captured hands were pushed against Bitzy’s breasts, made to fondle them.

“Keep them there!” Bitzy demanded.

Tabby had never experienced Bitzy behaving so aggressively.

“Work that mouth!”

She slapped Tabby’s tit. The burning sting helping to wake her up. Bitzy’s hips undulated, grinding her sex on Tabby’s mouth and nose, offering her fleeting opportunities to grab a quick breath. Her other tit was slapped.

Tabby cupped Bitzy’s breasts, which spilled out of her hands. She squeezed them gently, fingers finding the rock hard nipples. She opened her mouth and pushed her tongue into Bitzy’s sex, easily finding her super-sized clit. The maid bucked, sex spasming at the contact. Bitzy was furiously aroused.

“Yes..! Harder…!”

Twitching, gasping and squirming, Bitzy began to bounce up and down, her buttocks pummelling Tabby’s face. She was so wet it was oozing out over Tabby’s chin and cheeks, the smell and taste of her filling Tabby’s mouth and nose. There was no time for subtlety. Tabby’s tongue attacked Bitzy’s clit. The woman was so desperate she was never going to last long. She growled as she came, thumping her bottom down on Tabby, grinding her pussy, wriggling frenziedly.

Finally, she collapsed onto Tabby, her backside still on Tabby’s face, sopping pussy still on her mouth. They both lay still, breathless.

“You don’t know how sexy it was seeing you get caned, Miss Goody Two-shoes! Fuck, what a turn on!”

She rolled off Tabby to lay beside her, lifting her knees, spreading her legs.

“Eat me again, but as you’ve been a bad girl… Bad girls don’t get to cum…”
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Promoted

A few days later, Tabby was in trouble again. There were a string of acquaintances from her old life suddenly finding a need to visit Ms Lucci, and somehow it was always Tabby who would have to answer the door and serve drinks in the lounge, being stared at, being the subject of snide remarks.

Anastasia Knox was one of them. A friend of Garth’s who Tabitha had never really liked, always ready with a cutting comment, subtle dig and catty asides about other people. Tabitha had just imagined what the woman had said about her behind her back. It was extra humiliating for Tabby to be under the smirking scrutiny of Anastasia, especially knowing this encounter would quickly get back to Garth.

“That uniform does so suit you, Tabby!” She had observed with glee.

Under Ms Lucci’s raised eyebrow stare, Tabby was forced to reply.

“Thank you, ma’am.”

Flustered, Tabby had been trembling slightly, and when she had picked up Anastasia’s empty cup, a nervous twitch had tipped it over on the tray. Unfortunately, the woman hadn’t drained it and the dregs spilled out, a large splash landing on Tabby’s apron. She had left the room to sniggering.

Half an hour later, she was over Ms Lucci’s desk again. This time, the Italian had a strap in her hands. It was two feet long and about three inches wide, thick and heavy, with a wooden handle. Tabby received a lecture on the consequences of embarrassing Ms Lucci and continuing to be negligent on duty. She didn’t know if the lady’s anger was genuine or not, since Tabby felt she had been deliberately set up, put into a distressing situation with the intention that she would make a mistake.

Whatever, Ms Lucci had applied the strap to Tabby’s backside with real venom. The implement was so weighty, every hit sounded like a thunderclap, rocked her butt-cheeks like jelly on a washing machine and hurt abominably. There had been dozens of strikes, ensuring both buttocks were burning like hellfire by the time she stopped, no part of each cheek had escaped. She had writhed and wept, hips dancing spastically, but had managed to stay down, terrified of what Ms Lucci would do to her if she rose up or grabbed her searing bottom.

The throbbing sting left afterward was distinctly different from the lancing pain of the cane. Every jiggle of her backside as she walked causing her to grimace. Disconcertingly, once the acute pain had passed, the simmering burn that remained only increased her arousal. She had to fight to stop rubbing her hand on her pussy. She had wanted to scream in desperation.

She had quickly realized that she got a lot more orgasms when Mr Borelli was home. Ms Lucci or Ms Cranston had little concern for her unrequited lust and she couldn’t even guarantee that Bitzy would finish her off once they were back in the servants’ quarters. Her enlarged clit was both a blessing and a curse, but she was beginning to think it was more the latter.

The trouble was, Mr Borelli wasn’t home very much. He travelled a lot for business – as Garth had done – and he was a keen golfer. Tabby already knew that he and Ms Lucci were regulars on the social and party circuit that Tabitha had been a part of. It left a void in her life when he wasn’t there.

That first morning at the house, when Tabby had been introduced to Farfalla, Ms Lucci had kind of implied that such amazing sexual encounters with her pet would be a common occurrence. But that had never happened since, and Tabby couldn’t help thinking she had been misled. She got to witness the extraordinary life of the woman, and it was mind-bendingly erotic, but Tabby was not the recipient of the pet’s sexual abilities.

One day, Ms Lucci decided that Farfalla would be edged – that was taken to the edge of orgasm continually without being allowed to actually cum – for twelve hours straight (except for a very brief break halfway through.) The time ran from 10 am to 10 pm. She even had these little stick-on sensor pads that were placed on Farfalla’s mound, perineum and either side of her labia that could detect the little muscle spasms that occurred as the pet approached a climax.

When they were triggered, they delivered an electric shock to the large butt-plug in her arse, and to the clips biting into her nipples, the pain severe enough to prevent the cum, causing the hapless pet’s arousal to dissipate. Tabby didn’t know where Ms Lucci found this shit – who would manufacture something like that? For five minutes after the shocks, Farfalla was left alone, then the stimulation would begin again, a vicious circle that repeated itself over and over without respite or that final gratification.

Farfalla had been suspended upside down from the ceiling in the dungeon. Straps low on her thighs were connected to chains hanging down. Her legs were fully extended to either side of her in a full splits position. Cuffs around her ankles were linked to chains to both the ceiling and the floor, holding her in the extreme position. Her arms were folded wrist to elbow behind her back and strapped in place. Her head was hanging just a few inches above the floor, swinging gently.

She was in her usual outfit of pristinely polished, shimmering black latex, except the catsuit had an open crotch, revealing her shockingly modified pussy, so prominently displayed by her stretched-wide legs. It was almost the highest point of her body. She had on her knee-high, needle-heeled ballet boots, the brutally tight waspie corset and a severe posture collar that held her head in a fixed position.

Her head was encased in the normal rubber helmet that had no eyeholes, and that day she had again been wearing the mask over her nose and mouth that Tabby had worn on that first morning, giving her every breath that chilling rasp.

Under the eerie red lighting of the dungeon, her harshly bound form was startling and utterly mesmerizing to Tabby.

Then there were all the wires for the electrics, to the sensors around her sex, to the butt-plug, snaking up to the clips biting into her nipples that poked through little holes in the catsuit. They all led to a control box on the floor by her side.

The job of teasing the poor woman to the edge was divided between Ms Lucci, Bitzy and Tabby. While Tabby had found it very exciting, she had remained conflicted. She wasn’t a cruel person by nature and she very much identified with Farfalla and her predicament, but she had been ordered to tantalize the pet, keep her in torment, and she couldn’t deny that it had given her a perverse pleasure. But it had also left her feeling guilty.

Armed with a vibrating dildo, a little brush, her mouth and her fingers, she was left alone with Farfalla for an hour at a time (though there were cameras in the dungeon so that Ms Lucci could monitor the situation.) Ms Lucci had left Tabby in no doubt that should she mess up and somehow allow the pet to climax, the consequences for the maid would be dire. Tabby shuddered at the thought.

No matter how many times she saw Farfalla’s augmented sex, it never became less unsettling for Tabby, horrifying her, yet fascinating her at the same time. She felt a compulsion to bend over and cup her own pussy protectively, which she had to resist, but it turned her on no end. The swollen labia were shiny even without the wetness seeping out between them. She couldn’t resist taking them between finger and thumb, rubbing and squeezing. Bloated and soft, they were very sensitive, causing Farfalla to squirm. The barbells sunk so deeply into them looked barbaric.

The massive clitoris was always visible, poking out between them. Just the faintest of touches would have the pet twitching and spasming, hypersensitive. It must have been perpetually at the centre of Farfalla’s consciousness. Tabby was unable to cope with her own enlarged clit and it was half the size of Farfalla’s. What must be the psychological effect on the woman? Then, when Tabby spread the labia apart, the ring directly piercing the clit became fully visible. She had to be careful about touching both clit and ring, fearful it could induce an orgasm very quickly, maybe despite the deterrent shocks.

The amount of wetness trickling out of the pussy as the day went on was immense, even though the woman was upside down. Tabby had been ordered to lick up as much of it as she could and stop it staining the immaculate latex. Her mouth was filled with the taste. The more time that past, the more subtle Tabby had to be to stop Farfalla from triggering the shocks in very quick succession, she was on a hair trigger, always writhing in desperate, helpless pleasure, or in agony from the pain. The chains would creak and she would sway, twisting animatedly.

Beneath the mask, the woman’s muffled moans and howls could get heart rending. Tabby would fuck her gently with the dildo, touch the vibrator to her labia, avoiding the clit as much as possible. The brush had semi-hard bristles, only the lightest of touches was necessary, but it was difficult to avoid the clit when using it. Spreading the labia open and dragging the brush across the clit would quickly bring on the start of a climax. Then Farfalla would literally jump in the chains as the shocks hit her, then thrash about to the very limited degree she was able.

At the end of the session, still Ms Lucci didn’t let her cum. She was put to bed in her cell, strapped into a rubber sleep sack that left her unable to move in the slightest, for a night of more torment. As Tabby was making love to Bitzy in her bunk that night, she couldn’t help thinking about Farfalla, lying still and alone in the dungeon way beneath them.

As the days passed, Tabby found herself spending increasing time with Farfalla in the dungeon as she took over some of Bitzy’s role of looking after the pet’s daily needs – feeding, cleaning and dressing her. The woman spent most of her time there. Often, when Mr Borelli was away, she would spend the night with Ms Lucci, and most days she was brought up to the ground floor for a while to be with Ms Lucci, or to be bound somewhere, left as a decoration.

One corner of the dungeon was a gym, with several pieces of equipment, including a treadmill and a rowing machine. Four times a week the pet was put through a vigorous fitness and yoga routine to keep her in shape. It enabled her to be fixed into such extreme bondage positions. It was the same equipment that Bitzy and Tabby used, but the maids’ regimen wasn’t quite as intense or long, and they only worked-out three days a week. All three of them exercised naked except for an elaborate harness to hold their tits as tight and still as possible.

Naked, Farfalla was as bizarre a sight as she was in her latex. She was about the same height as Tabby and very thin, which only enhanced the dramatic effect of her massive breasts, and even with her corsets off, her waist appeared unusually small. Her augmented labia was so attention-grabbing and because her body never saw the sun, she was exceptionally pale. With her puffy lips always in an exaggerated pout, she was dangerously close to a cartoon caricature of a sexy woman.

Except for her hair. She only had a small patch of hair right at the top of her head, which was lush and several feet long. The rest of her scalp was bald. It didn’t need shaving – when Tabby asked, she was told that it was waxed every couple of months. It looked weird when she was naked, but was actually practical, as the only time she was out of her latex was when she was exercising or in the bathing area. As she was in a latex helmet the rest of the time, it made putting the helmet on and taking it off very easy, and the hair could be fed through the tube at the top of the helmet.

Tabby thought Farfalla was probably around the same age as her, maybe a little older. She was delicately featured, very pretty, with watery, pale brown eyes that seemed to be staring off into space most of the time. She appeared permanently distracted – which was no surprise given her life and what had been done to her body. Whenever she made eye contact with Tabby – which was rarely – it was like she was staring right through the maid. She was living in her own little world.

She was not permitted to speak. She always obeyed any instruction from Tabby without any hesitation and the maid had never seen any attitude from her. But she carried herself with real dignity, standing straight, shoulders back, every movement artfully elegant. When Tabby had tried to quiz Bitzy about Farfalla she found out very little, except that the woman had been with Ms Lucci in one role or another since she was a teenager, and she had previously had Tabby’s role as maid, except that she was Ms Lucci’s maid and Bitzy had been Mr Borelli’s maid.

The only thing that Farfalla did that was proactive was her exercising and yoga, operating the gym equipment. Everything else was done for her or to her. She was told where and when to pee, she was washed and cleaned, fed by hand with her own arms bound, dressed and undressed, put to bed where and when Ms Lucci wanted. She just obeyed and submitted to whatever Ms Lucci had in mind for her. But Bitzy had said that it was Farfalla’s own choice to become Ms Lucci’s pet, she had requested it.

So far, Tabby had only ever seen Farfalla wearing rubber catsuits. Sometimes they left her sex and/or bottom and/or breasts bare, sometimes not – though the little round holes for her nipples to poke through always seemed present. She always wore the waspie corset and ballet boots of some description. Her arms were always bound when she was dressed. There were several collars of varying levels of severity, but she always wore one of them. And she was always dressed in a latex helmet.

Usually it was the full helmet that only had holes for her nostrils and her mouth. Tabby guessed the pet spent 80% of her life blind. Occasionally the helmet had curvy, feline eyeholes, sometimes lenses over the eyes, but always her face was covered. Tabby found dressing Farfalla deeply erotic. Handling the rubber, the sounds and the feel were so sensual, so sexy. Polishing the latex to the standard Ms Lucci expected was extremely satisfying, relaxing and therapeutic. The pet looked stunning when she had finished.

It was three weeks and four days since Tabby had first put on her maid uniform. She had just come back on duty after her half-day off. She still hadn’t worked out a way to use the time effectively – if there really was one. It was nominally six hours, but in reality she had to get out of her outfit, prepare it, then put it on again, all of which took the best part of an hour. The most that could be done was to get a taxi into town for a couple of hours, or go for a walk.

When off duty, the maids weren’t allowed into the house proper, or the garden. If they wanted to go out they had to leave by the service entrance in the laundry room and make their way directly to the gate. They were not allowed to be seen at the front of the property. It was all unnecessarily and excessively punitive. But then so was everything else about the job.

The only remaining option was to spend the time in the servants’ quarters, which was what Tabby did, but she felt that it was such a waste. She had use of an old laptop during that time. Ms Lucci had helped her to open an online bank account, which at the moment had only a trivial amount of money in it as she had only been paid for the part-month of May that she had worked, plus she had received £85 from the sale of her hair. She still really couldn’t afford to pay for anything significant, though she had been able to get a new SIM card for her phone.

To her dismay, all her social media accounts had been deleted – though in truth she didn’t need them anymore, anyway. At first she had been perplexed. How could that happen without her authorization? Then she remembered the notebook she had in the house – Garth’s house – that had all her passwords, codes and usernames written down (she was useless at remembering stuff like that.) He must have found it. Her e-mail account was linked to the house as well, so that stuff was all gone, too. She had been well and truly cancelled. It was difficult to find any evidence that Tabitha West had ever existed.

At least the few hours gave her some time off her feet, out of the corset and brace and the extreme heels. It was a respite, but it also felt weird. She was so immersed in her new role, it dominated her life so completely, every waking hour, that stepping out of it – even only for a few short hours once a week – felt strange, like a boat that had slipped its moorings. Being out of her uniform and its fearsome control over her body felt wrong, it had become such a part of her and her identity. Feeling more comfortable in the highly uncomfortable uniform! How crazy was that!

Earlier that morning a woman had come to the house to measure Tabby (very intimately and thoroughly, too.) Nothing had been said, but Tabby couldn’t stop her imagination running away with itself. It had to be for a new uniform, didn’t it? What else would she need to be measured for? She was going to get a black uniform. She would be a proper maid and no longer a trainee! She was ecstatic!

After Ms Lucci had finished her evening meal, Tabby was summoned to the dining room. Mr Borelli was away again, so the lady had eaten on her own, served as always by Bitzy. Tabby wasn’t aware that she had done anything wrong, but most times she was ordered to report to Ms Lucci it was to be reprimanded, so she was still very nervous as she stepped into the room and bobbed her curtsy.

Ms Lucci was sat at the head of the table. She was wearing skintight leather pants and a purple silk top. Her lustrous hair was loose, tumbling across her shoulders and down her back. Tabby so wanted to be kissed by her, but accepted that was unlikely to ever happen. But all the times she had met Ms Lucci as Tabitha, she had never had the desire to kiss the Italian, yet now she fantasized about it all the time. She couldn’t work that out.

“Come here, pulcina. Bend over the table for me.”

Tabby obeyed. Her corset groaning as she leaned forward. Whenever she was put in this position now, she automatically crossed her wrists in the small of her back. She was trembling slightly, associating the position with receiving great pain, but Ms Lucci didn’t seem upset.

The lady stood up and came around behind the maid. She lifted Tabby’s skirts and draped them up her back, over her hands. Fingers caressed Tabby’s bottom with a featherlight touch, making her quiver and her arousal surge.

“Such a wonderful arse you have! No wonder Luca can’t keep his cock out of it!”

The hands moved up to grasp Tabby around her waist and squeeze.

“We have taken more than two inches off your waist since you started, which is steady progress, but there is still some way to go yet. Overall you are progressing well. You are moving elegantly and stylishly, now. You are diligent and respectful, suitably submissive. You have adapted to your new place in the world very well.”

Ms Lucci separated Tabby’s buttocks and her thumbs pressed on her panties right above the butt-plug, pushing it deeper into her bowel, causing Tabby to squirm and sigh.

“And you’ve turned into an arse slut remarkably quickly..! As you have no doubt guessed from this morning’s visit from the seamstress, I have decided you are ready to be upgraded to full maid status and get your proper uniform.”

Just a few weeks ago, Tabitha would have been horrified to be told she was now qualified to be a maid, yet she greeted the news with utter joy. She was thrilled. How quickly things could change. How radically self-perceptions could alter.

“You will receive a modest pay rise.”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

Grabbing the base of Tabby’s buttocks in her hands, Ms Lucci’s thumbs now moved down to rub the maid’s pussy firmly through the latex panties, jiggling the dildo inside her, massaging her labia – which in turn stimulated her swollen clit. Tabby gasped, hips spasming uncontrollably. She wriggled desperately.

“How do you like your new clit? Suitable for a slut like you, isn’t it?”

“Oh! Yes, Ma’am! Thank you, Ma’am!”

Ms Lucci continued to rub Tabby’s pussy. The pleasure was glorious, her hips gyrated. She moaned quietly.

“Now I want you to remember the contract that you signed, everything that you agreed to in it and what it allows me to do to you. Can you recall?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Because the new uniform will not be the only change for you. I will complete your transition into a perfect, slutty maid suitable for my household. That is why I am giving you the option to leave at the end of the week, should you wish, before the final transformation takes place. I want the choice to be yours.”

“Please, Ma’am, I would like to stay!” The words just came straight out. Tabby didn’t need to think about it.

“Wonderful! Good girl!”

Ms Lucci briefly stroked the stubble at the back of Tabby’s head, right at the top of her neck. It caused the maid to shiver. Then both hands were back on her bottom, massaging her cheeks, the thumbs pressing harder on her pussy, rubbing faster. It felt so good! Tabby writhed, pushing back on the thumbs to increase the pressure. Any thoughts Tabby was forming about the implications of Ms Lucci’s words quickly evaporated.

“Luca and I are going to Italy on Friday. We will be away for eighteen days. The house will be empty next week. Bitzy will be on holiday as well. I have made separate arrangements for you. You don’t have to worry about anything, it will all be taken care of for you.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Tabby gasped. She was panting.

Ms Lucci continued to masturbate Tabby with increasing vigour, her thumbs now grinding into her pussy, causing the latex to squeak, Tabby’s growing wetness to squelch under the rubber. Tabby’s hips were rocking. It just felt so good! She felt so happy she just wanted to sing, but she tried to keep quiet, not wanting to upset Ms Lucci. She felt her orgasm slowly beginning to rise, the ecstasy that she craved creeping ever nearer. Then it exploded into her pussy, into her mind. She moaned and thrashed, riding wave after wave of the bliss.
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Changes

When Ms Lucci and Mr Borelli had left for Italy, they had taken Farfalla with them. Tabby had helped to dress the pet. It was the only time she had seen Farfalla in anything approaching conventional clothing.

But even though the pet was leaving the house for the first time since Tabby had arrived, she didn’t escape her rubber second skin. Under her clothes she was still to wear a catsuit, polished to perfection. Over this, a waspie corset and thigh-high boots with a five inch stiletto heel, a white shirt with a red leather tie and matching bright red dress. This was sleeveless, with wide straps over the shoulders and a low décolletage that emphasized her huge breasts.

The dress was very close to being a gymslip – an old-fashioned schoolgirl uniform. It was certainly suggestive of one. A wide red belt was drawn very tight to display her wasp-waist. She was fitted with a black wig, a chin length bob with a fringe. As usual, she was not permitted to dress herself in any way, standing like a mannequin as Tabby and Bitzy transformed her.

She looked both stunning and still quite bizarre. The outfit was very eye-catching, as was her amazing manufactured figure. When she moved, the snapping and squelching of the latex underneath could be clearly heard. Tabby had no idea how the pet had got through airport security there and back with her substantial piercings.

Today, however, Farfalla looked very different.

She was back in her usual costume of catsuit, helmet, waspie corset and knee-high ballet boots. She was bent over the side of the hot tub in the garden, her head under the bubbling water. Her ankles were fastened widely apart and her arms were in a strictly laced rubber monoglove that pulled her elbows together behind her back. There was a chain connected to the ring on the end of the glove that stretched across the tub and was fastened down the opposite side, lifting her arms high, forcing her head down to ensure that it remained in the water. Her hips were perched on the edge of the tub, sticking her bottom out blatantly.

She was wearing the mask that covered her nose and mouth – the one Tabby had worn – only on this occasion a hose was connected to the breathing hole. The hose snaked up to the surface, where a plastic float bobbed animatedly in the turbulent water, a high-lipped dish with a domed grill in the centre to keep the airway clear. It must have been an intense and painful ordeal to be held in that position for any length of time.

But to add to her predicament, the zip of the catsuit was undone from above her mound to the top of her buttocks, her bloated labia spilling out and open like a flower. The base of a butt-plug was visible between her cheeks, covering her sphincter, and the bottom of a large dildo protruded out of her pussy. Both were shock plugs. Tabby had shuddered at the thought of what the pet must be experiencing.

But very soon, Tabby’s own plight left her with scant opportunity to have empathy with Farfalla.

Looking into the mirror was something Tabby had done a lot of during her two weeks away from the house. Now she was back in the servants’ quarters doing it again. She had just been laced into her new corset and brace. Returning to the adamantine, utterly implacable lacing machine was still a shock, the severity of the compression of her waist, though familiar, was no easier to deal with. It hurt, and would only get worse as the day went on.

Her body’s natural form was reshaped to that of the accursed garment. Her mobility heavily restricted. The difficulty in catching a breath. And now, the new, bigger quarter-cups that lifted her tits so high, together and outward. Her new tits. They looked massive. They were massive. They stuck out so far she couldn’t see her foot even when she stepped forward.

Bitzy came up behind her, cupping them in her hands, pressing her body against Tabby’s back, grinding her own breasts and crotch against her colleague. She kissed the top of Tabby’s neck.

“No way to pretend you’re little miss prissy anymore, you look like a whore! Suit you though! They’re even bigger than mine!”

She squeezed and jiggled the flesh mountains.

Yes, they were bigger than Bitzy’s, but then Tabby was bigger than Bitzy. Taking into account her colleague’s smaller frame and slight stature, they were more or less in the same proportion for their bodies – that was unnaturally large for their slim figures, too big to be real… and very, very slutty.

Tabby looked like a porn star. The only saving grace was the augmentation had been skilfully performed and they still had a natural shape to them, unlike so many porn stars that looked like they had two balls stuck on their chest.

After Ms Lucci and Mr Borelli left for Italy on that Friday, Bitzy had taken Tabby to a clinic in London and left her there. Ms Lucci had warned her, but Tabby was still surprised. After all, she had already had a boob job and tits that would be considered on the large size, a further enlargement seemed so unnecessary.

When she awoke in the recovery room she had been distressed at the size of her chest. Of course, the swathes of bandages and post-op swelling made them appear even larger than they were. Every day she examined them in the mirror as the swelling and the dressings lessened. Finally, after a week, she had to accept that they weren’t going to get any smaller.

They were still a little sore. They affected her mobility and were heavy, causing both her chest and back to ache when they were left unsupported for any time. She hoped that would pass. The balance of her body was changed, she had to walk a little differently, she felt like a different person. The change was much more profound than from her first boob job.

“Show me your tongue!” Bitzy demanded.

Tabby opened her mouth and stuck it out. There were three shiny metal balls in a straight line down the middle of the muscle. One was very close to the tip, the last quite far back. They were larger than the usual size of tongue stud and embedded very tightly. It felt like her tongue was being continuously pinched. It was horribly disconcerting.

For the first few days she hadn’t been able to speak properly at all, it was like she had to re-learn how to form words and she felt stupid as she struggled. Even now, she had to concentrate hard speaking complicated sentences and it often sounded like she had her mouth full. The three piercings had been done the day after her boob job. At least she had still been drugged-up on painkillers so it didn’t hurt as much as it could have.

“Now you have a slut’s mouth to please the girls and the boys! I can’t wait to try it!”

Tabby had to wait three weeks for the piercings to heal before she could have oral sex. That was still nine days away.

“I only had the two, three was Mr Borelli’s idea. He always regretted he didn’t get the extra one for me when I was his maid. He’s gonna be fucking your mouth so much, now!”

Tabby didn’t think there was that much opportunity to fuck her mouth more than he already did, he had his cock in there so much of the time already.

Forbidden from masturbating for the whole week she was at the clinic, it had been a hugely dull and frustrating time. After the first few days, when she was starting to feel better, all she could think about was sex and Mr Borelli’s cock. When she had been Tabitha, she had possessed an average sex drive. As Tabby, her lust remained off the scale perpetually. She really had become a different person, physically and psychologically.

To one side of the hot tub there was a suite of garden furniture,  a corner unit sofa made of rattan wicker with deep, luxurious cushions, a matching bench and a glass-topped coffee table between them. They were all situated on the patio at the back of the house. Tabby was tied down over the bench. Even though the seat cushion was thick and soft, she was far from comfortable.

Her ankles were cuffed to the feet of the bench at an awkward angle. It was like she was riding an animal, her legs either side of the seat, thighs widely parted. She couldn’t straighten her legs, neither could she put her boots flat on the ground. Her bottom was hanging provocatively over one end. Her skirts had been raised above her waist and a rope drawn under the bench was knotted in the small of her back, holding her down on the cushion. Her wrists were similarly cuffed to the feet at the other end of the bench, again with her arms held at an awkward angle.

She was also wearing the inflatable gag that she absolutely hated. The rubber tasted horrible and as usual it had been blown up way bigger than was necessary, swelling her cheeks and making her jaw ache. Her breath whistled through the air tube urgently. It was hard enough to breathe when bent over in the corset, without the additional hindrance of the gag.

Then Bitzy was placed on top of her, bent over the opposite end of the bench. Unlike Tabby, she wasn’t tied down (she needed to be able to get up to fetch more drinks and snacks as required) or gagged (her capacity for remaining still and quiet under cruel punishment was amazing, far superior to Tabby’s.) Her hard, corseted waist pushed Tabby’s head down into the seat cushion, her breasts mashed against Tabby’s back. Her hands were holding Tabby’s ankles.

It was dark and hot underneath Bitzy. It was a balmy evening at the end of June and Tabby’s uniform was not suited to warm summer weather, even if the temperature was now falling. She could feel the perspiration trickling across her forehead. Both maids had their panties removed. Tabby’s face wasn’t far from Bitzy’s crotch and she could smell the arousal of her colleague.

There was another crack as the strap thudded into Bitzy’s buttocks and the maid lurched forward from the force of the blow, pressing down even harder onto Tabby’s bound form, gasping in pain.

After her week at the clinic, Tabby was moved to a tiny windswept cottage on a cliff overlooking the sea. It was very isolated. While she had been there, her ban on masturbation had been lifted. Ms Lucci had even supplied a box full of sex toys to assist her in wanking herself into oblivion.

The cottage had been well-stocked with food, so she didn’t need to leave, and the only footwear she had were her old high-heeled boots that she had brought with her to Ms Lucci’s house. They were completely impractical for the terrain. Still having next-to-no money and acutely self-conscious about both her new tits and her inability to speak properly, she had no desire to go anywhere and meet people. As well as that, her chest was still sore if she was too active, so she spent large amounts of time lying in bed jilling herself.

In the box with the sex toys had been a waspie corset with instructions that she was to wear it all day, every day. She couldn’t fasten it anywhere near as tight as the machine could, but it at least stopped her waist-training from slipping back too far.

By the end of that second week she was feeling more robust. She had been practicing speaking and was at least intelligible and she was missing the excitement of her job and being at the house, never knowing what she was going to witness next or what was going to happen to her, the thrill and trepidation that encompassed her every waking moment.

She also missed the domination, being constantly under someone’s authority. She received such a profound satisfaction from her subordination, just obeying, it felt so right. She craved it. She wanted to be back at the house. She wanted to put on her new maid’s uniform.

And then, this morning, Bitzy had appeared on the doorstep, wearing flat shoes, shorts and a tight t-shirt that emphasized her substantial bust. She had been in Majorca for two weeks and her body was tanned golden – without bikini marks, Tabby would discover later. Tabby had been so pleased to see her.

So now they were back at the house, in the servants’ quarters, getting ready to start work at 2 pm. But the house was still empty. Ms Lucci and Mr Borelli were not due back for a few more days yet. This wasn’t how Tabby had wanted her first day as a full maid to transpire, in an empty house with no one to serve.

Bitzy’s fingers and thumbs locked onto Tabby’s nipples, pinching, squeezing, stretching them, twisting them. Tabby moaned in pleasure. How she had missed being touched and handled so sexily! She had only replaced the bands around the base of her nipples a short while ago and they were rock hard, projecting out from her huge tits. Bitzy hugged her, rubbing her body against Tabby’s. Tabby squirmed and pushed back.

The aroma of the maids’ lavender fragrance was heavy. It was in their shampoo, their shower gel, in the perfume they had to apply. Something that would identify them unseen. It was familiar and comforting, part of the order being restored to her life.

Both maids were wearing their corset, brace, stockings and booties. After more than three weeks since their last haircut, both were looking untidy, the stubble starting to grow out, the longer hair on the top scruffy. That was to be fixed this afternoon at four, when the hairdresser was due.

Bitzy turned Tabby away from the mirror.

“Bend over, hands on the bunk!” Her voice was thick with her arousal.

There was the sound of the dice rolling across the glass tabletop once more.

“Quattro!”

They were playing some kind of board game, Tabby didn’t understand the rules, only that either she, Bitzy or Farfalla were getting punished on a frequent basis as a result of the dice and movements around the board. The players were Mr Borelli, Ms Lucci, her sister Giulia, and her boyfriend Matteo Amato. They were excited, talking rapidly in Italian. Tabby was listening desperately to hear who the next victim would be.

“Cameriera Tabby!”

Her heart sank and she started to tremble again. She had already suffered the harshest punishment she had ever had and there seemed no chance of it ending anytime soon. Before, Tabby had only been punished for errors and that made sense to her in a perverse kind of way. It was an established part of the structure of her new life based on the plethora of rules that she had to live by. It was systematic. If she obeyed and didn’t make mistakes, she wouldn’t be punished. It was one of the few things left she had control over… Or had been.

Today, she had done nothing wrong. She was suffering purely for the gratuitous pleasure of her employers, merely as part of a stupid game! It didn’t matter how careful or well-behaved she was, she could still face these terrible ordeals just on a whim. She was unnerved and upset, full of resentment as well as distress. But it didn’t matter…

They were using a variety of implements. She had already received six strokes of the cane from two separate times when her name came up, two separate sessions with a flogger as well, lasting a total of three minutes, and three hits with the strap. She had experienced a whip for the first time, three agonizing lashes on top of her cane marks that had her writhing like a hooked fish, delivered with glee by Ms Lucci.

Her buttocks were burning like she had been skinned, her welts throbbing, her hips constantly in motion in an attempt to alleviate the pain in any small way. Before the game had started, both Tabby and Bitzy’s backsides had been heavily oiled. She knew this was to stop the skin from breaking and bleeding, but it still felt like it was happening, even though she knew it wasn’t.

It was Mr Amato’s turn. The others were cheering, goading him on. She had learnt to recognize the implement being used by the distinctive noise it made as it moved through the air. He took a couple of practice swipes and Tabby turned cold, her panic rising once more. He was handling the birch. It was a collection of very thin, bendy branches tied together at one end. There were little buds sprouting from the bark all along the lengths of the branches that bit atrociously on contact with skin. She had already received two from this thing.

For a third time she heard the whoosh as the implement passed through the air. This time there was contact with her bottom. The branches spread apart as they hit, spreading the agony over a greater area than the cane. She was so sore and tender already, the pain was unspeakable. She recoiled, but had nowhere to go, threshing against her restraints, howling into her gag, tears flowing freely.

The cheers turned to jeers. Tabby didn’t understand the words, but the tone was clear, Mr Amato hadn’t delivered the stroke with enough force to satisfy the others. That didn’t happen with the next one. It was harder, with a flamboyant follow-through and the pain swamped all other sensation, all other stimuli.

Bitzy had buckled herself into a double-dildo strap-on, the smaller plug was inside her, the larger fake cock was currently between Tabby’s legs. Bitzy was rubbing the head firmly up and down Tabby’s bare labia, the pressure passing through to her clit. Bent over her bunk, Tabby’s hands sunk into the mattress as she pushed her backside backward to increase the sensation, hips gyrating and twitching. She shuddered with delight.

Gradually, her outer labia were pushed apart so that the dildo was massaging her slick inner lips and clitoris directly. Squirming in glee, she sighed and then moaned. When Bitzy finally stopped teasing and pushed the strap-on inside her, Tabby groaned loudly as the dildo stretched her, filling her deeply. It was bliss. There was no question that the machine-laced corset heightened the feeling when her pussy was full.

After a slight pause when her hips touched Tabby’s buttocks, the entire length of the strap-on buried inside, Bitzy began to fuck Tabby energetically. Both maids were so aroused they responded animatedly to each other, eager and responsive. Tabby pushed back against each thrust, wriggling her bottom. Bitzy grabbed Tabby around the waist and leaned forward to get more impetus. They were both more vocal than normal, the empty house encouraging them to be more free-spirited, modestly unrestrained.

Bitzy’s long, hard strokes made Tabby sing with pleasure. After so long without a hard fuck it was wonderous, so needed, not just the sex but the physical contact with another person. There was something animalistic about their coupling. It was over fast, too fast.

Tabby felt her climax starting to build. She wanted to go on but the moment was just too powerful, she wasn’t able to hold back. She jerked and twisted furiously as the orgasm hit her, fighting Bitzy’s control, overwhelmed with sensation, howling joyously. But Bitzy wasn’t ready to cum yet, she continued to slam into Tabby even as her climax faded away, the slap of skin against skin continued, their bodies writhing in a frenzy.

Still unable to keep her hips still, even though it had been several minutes since her bum had last been the target, Tabby quietly wept. The last thing done to her was to dust her livid backside with stinging nettles. It felt like her buttocks were on fire. Her breath continued to whistle urgently through the tube in the gag in short bursts as she fought the restriction of the corset.

She could hear the splashing in the hot tub as Farfalla jerked spastically to the electric shocks she was receiving to either her plugged arse or pussy. She was feeling too sorry for herself to muster any empathy for the poor woman. It was at that point that the four Italians decided to pause the game for a gelato break. Bitzy raised herself off Tabby to go and get it.

Very quickly, the maid was replaced by Mr Borelli. His fingers explored Tabby’s abused butt-cheeks. The gentle caresses felt like a thousand knives were being drawn across her heavily excoriated bottom. She writhed and sobbed, moaning when a fingertip pressed harder into a welt and dragged along its length.

Then he was rubbing her pussy and her squirms were of arousal as well as pain. A finger pushed inside to scratch at her clit and she leapt to the limits of her bonds. Despite everything, she was still really turned on.

“I just can’t wait! She tempts me too much!”

She heard his zip lower. Even now, in her current condition, the thought of his cock inside her made her salivate. He lowered himself right over her and she felt the tip of his glans prod her labia. It was soon sunk deep in her pussy, its girth stretching her delightfully, as always. He began to fuck her hard, his hips smacking into her tender, scorched backside with every thrust. Tabby was enveloped in euphoric pleasure and terrible pain simultaneously.

Still, she quickly became overwhelmed with the need to cum, pushing back against his heaves, pressing her head into the seat cushion as she groaned. But then, as he often did, Mr Borelli pulled out of her and his hands separated her buttocks so that he could plunder her rear passage, which he did initially with long, slow deep thrusts. She felt her bowels expanding and contracting to each lunge, a feeling she could never get used to, and her sphincter was distended so wide, caressed with each forward and backward motion.

His fucking became more urgent, harder. With Bitzy no longer blocking her view, she could see the three other Italians all watching her getting butt-fucked and it somehow added to her excitement. But it was not enough. Sometimes she could orgasm from anal alone, but today she was in too much pain and discomfort. As Mr Borelli grasped her hips so he could pull her onto his cock with each forward motion, his own need becoming acute, her own desperation to cum matched his, but she felt it in the distance and knew she wasn’t going to make it.

He growled as he unloaded his seed into her colon, his deep thrusts changing to short, fast pumps. She waited in vain for his fingers to enter her pussy and find her clit, finish her off. It didn’t happen. She wriggled forlornly, trying to convey her need. It was ignored. He withdrew and left her pussy steaming. She ground her head into the seat cushion, sobbing.

Twenty minutes later, Tabby was back in front of the mirror, examining herself in her new uniform for the first time as she set the headpiece into place. It was so much more flattering than the horrible pinstriped, dirty blue trainee uniform. She felt elated. She looked stunning. Her new chest swelling even larger with the pride she felt. She might not yet have the genuine wasp-waist that Bitzy had, but the dramatic increase in the size of her bust only served to make her midriff look smaller than ever. The black and white contrast suited her so much more. She was elegant and smart.

And it fit perfectly. The bust had more shape, conforming to her figure, which further emphasized the size of her tits. The collar fitted even closer around her throat, ensuring her head was held high and its presence was constantly felt. She now had freer movement of her arms and the sleeves were the correct length. She soon came to realize that was going to add to her discomfort. The cuffs were made of the same stiff plastic as the collar. On the old dress they were too short to reach her wrists, but now they did, chafing the bottom of her hands, especially when she bent them.

Her hands fluttered over her body, smoothing down the fabrics. Her fingernails were now painted black to match the colour of the dress. Her make-up had also changed, the bluey grey replaced with black eye shadow. It gave her face a more dramatic look, but also had the effect of depersonalizing her. She now appeared more facially similar to Bitzy.

The new corset really pushed her tits out so far, perpetually in her eyeline, she remained continually conscious of them, their size and weight. She hadn’t wanted them, but she couldn’t deny that they added to her femininity and sexuality – and she felt very feminine and sexual in the uniform. She wanted to serve and she was dressed to serve, everybody could instantly identify that. She felt alive and vital in a way she never had before coming to this house.

“Come, time to go!”

Bitzy’s hand in Tabby’s back steered her away from her own reflection, out into the hallway and toward the spiral staircase. She felt again a huge disappointment that there was no one present to see her debut in her new uniform, her proud first steps as a proper maid. Instead, the empty house had to be cleaned and the spare bedroom prepared. Ms Lucci’s sister and her boyfriend were arriving tomorrow and everything had to be pristine and ready for them.
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More Fresh Summer Air

It was three days after the cruel board game episode and Mr Borelli was sat on the wicker sofa on the patio. Tabby was sat in his lap. His erect cock was once again buried fully in her bowels. His arms were wrapped around her legs, holding them in place raised high either side of him,. This position left her pussy lifted high and sticking out, exposed. Matteo Amato was leaning over them both, his cock inside her, fucking her hard.

It was Tabby’s first DP experience with real cocks and she had already had one amazing orgasm and was closing in on a second.

Mr Borelli had her tits in his hands, squeezing and groping them. He was also using them to lift her up and down as he bounced on the cushions of the sofa, fucking her arse with short stabs. She had never been penetrated so deeply up her rear hole. The two men weren’t synchronized and the sensations were beyond incredible. Her bottom was still a little tender, her welts still sore and the mild pain was actually enhancing her arousal as she bumped repeatedly onto Mr Borelli’s lap.

Her face was partially covered by her panties, which were hanging down below her chin. The integrated butt-plug was in Tabby’s mouth for her to suck on straight after being pulled out of her arse. The mixed taste of the lube and her rectum was revolting, even though she had received her usual enema that morning.

Mr Amato had a larger than average cock, even if it wasn’t as big as Mr Borelli’s, but the two inside her at once left her stuffed full. She could feel the two cocks rubbing against each other, her bowel and vaginal walls squeezed between them, such an odd sensation. She shivered, so stretched, so distended. It was so extraordinarily intense, it was blowing her mind.

Mr Amato was getting close, his beautiful grey eyes boring into Tabby’s, so full of excitement and lust, his hips smacking into her with increasing vigour and speed. He had been so timid when he had first arrived at the house, eyes wide in fascination at how his girlfriend treated the maids, initially unable to believe the things he saw, how he was encouraged to behave. He was hesitant no more, quickly adapting to the licentious opportunities on offer.

Her tits were aching from Mr Borelli’s rough handling, but the pleasure was greater, especially as his thumbs attacked her hard nipples as she squirmed in delight. She was trying to bounce on his cock, but in her position could do little to influence what was being done to her, everything was out of her control, but she loved that, though it was hard to get enough air with the plug in her mouth.

Mr Borelli became even more active, lifting Tabby higher and dropping her back down on the cock deep in her intestines. The increase in sensation was too much for both Tabby and Mr Amato. Tabby was gripped by her second climax in five minutes, flailing against the two powerful male bodies embracing her. The second orgasm lasted so much longer than the first, she was in heaven, being used so thoroughly was so erotic, it felt so good. She wanted to scream, but dutifully remained quiet as she was supposed to.

Mr Amato was juddering and gasping, shooting his load at the same time. He continued to pump into her even as Mr Borelli became ever faster and forceful, bouncing Tabby heavily. She struggled for breath. At last she felt him pulsing, shooting another load of cum up her colon. She felt so joyous, so liberated in her submission, a being of pure sexuality, squirming on both the cocks buried inside her, proud that she could draw such passion out of the men.

As she was lifted back to her feet, her legs were like jelly, she was light-headed and dizzy. Her body had never felt anything quite like it, her now empty holes throbbing, gradually contracting. It felt so strange. The fresh summer air rushing inside her, kissing her hot insides. She tried to replace her panties as elegantly as she could. Mr Borelli took a swipe at her bottom with the palm of his hand. She was sore. The encounter had been even more physical than normal. As always, the restriction of the corset kept her struggling for breath. She rose erect a trifle unsteadily, smoothing her skirts and apron down, trying to regain her composure.

“Good girl, but back to work now.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Mr Borelli was stroking her backside now, through her skirt. He spanked her once more.

Tabby bobbed a curtsy and headed back into the house. It was hard to walk with her usual fluidity but she did the best she could.

The game three days ago had affected her psychologically as well as physically. She felt even more submissive, even more humble. She was a mere object for use by her employers at their pleasure. She would be required to suffer. That was her place. That was her duty as a maid in this strange house, whether she had displeased or not, it didn’t matter. Her indignation and resentment from that day had dissolved. If they wanted to beat her arse for fun, it was their right. She feared it, it distressed her, but she was also thrilled at how deep and profound her subordination was becoming, how right it felt to be held under such discipline. Not forgetting, of course, how horny it made her.

Today was a particularly hectic day as there was a dinner party tonight. On the only other occasion that Ms Lucci had guests for dinner, Tabby had been banished to the kitchen for the evening. She assumed she hadn’t been deemed well enough trained yet, or not suitable in her trainee uniform. She also supposed that the guests wouldn’t be known to her – Ms Lucci rarely missed such opportunities to humiliate her.

But tonight she was to be serving with Bitzy. The prospect gave her butterflies in her stomach. It was clear that this was a significant event. Bitzy had spent an hour with Tabby in the dining room earlier, running through the etiquette of serving the food and attending the table – stuff she already knew. She didn’t know if she was serving because she was now a full maid, or because the guests were going to be known to her. The prospect made her shiver, imagining the people it could be.

Though she was largely reconciled to her new life and status, comfortable in her role now, the times she still found difficult were in the presence of those who had known her as Tabitha, the trophy wife and socialite. It had got a little easier, but she had put that old life and person behind her. She was Tabby the maid now, and whenever Tabitha was forced back into her consciousness it caused acute discomfort. Perhaps it always would.

Today was also the day her medical restriction on oral sex from her tongue piercings finished. Like her uniform, the metal embedded in her tongue was a constant presence, a reminder of the discipline and control she was perpetually under. Her manner of speaking had been changed slightly. It was more difficult to form words that required dexterity of the muscle – something she had always taken for granted. She knew it made her sound less intelligent and she was self-conscious about it.

The truth was, though, that she talked very little these days. There was no idle chatter in her life. She rarely spoke unless spoken to, and her answers were usually simple and short. Ms Lucci’s philosophy was maids should be seen but not heard.

It was the very presence of the metal in her tongue that was the constant. Underneath the studs, solid metal shafts passed through the muscle. Under the tongue, the shafts terminated in little flat discs. The shafts were so short that both the studs and the discs sunk deeply into the flesh and her tongue was essentially squeezed, like in a vice. She found herself continually moving it within her mouth to try to alleviate the sensation, which achieved nothing. It was disconcerting and she still hadn’t got used to it.

She had thought that now her mouth was available for use again, the men would have had their cocks inside it straight away, instead of which, they had ignored it and decided on the double-penetration instead. Hers wasn’t to reason why…

In the kitchen, Ms Cranston was stressed. Tabby hadn’t seen that before. The chef was normally in control and unfazed. It wasn’t Tabby’s fault that the men had been using her for the past half-hour, but Ms Cranston was annoyed by her absence and lifted her skirts to spank her hard. The chef was even more infuriated when Tabby was ordered to take drinks out to Ms Lucci a short while later.

It was a pleasant, sunny day and not too hot. Ms Lucci was now sitting out on the patio. The two men were now on the grass playing badminton. Tabby spent so much of her life indoors it was good to get out into the fresh air. Ms Lucci was sat with her sister on the L-shaped wicker sofa. In between them was Farfalla. She was standing behind the sofa, right on the corner, and bent over it, her torso and head hanging over the seat cushions.

The pet was in her usual all-enveloping latex outfit. She was wearing an inflatable gag with the air tube poking out of her mouth, so all her features were hidden beneath the rubber. Once again, her arms were laced into a mono-glove behind her back, elbows touching. The catsuit today left her big breasts entirely free, dangling down beneath her.

Her hair was braided into a rope, sprouting out of the short tube on the top of her helmet. A latex ribbon was weaved into the braid with pretty little bows all the way down its length, polished to a gleam. Tabby herself had assisted Bitzy in dressing the hair this morning. Instead of laying down her back, the braid had been pulled forward to hang down over her hidden face.

On the sofa underneath her was a tub full of stinging nettles. Farfalla’s nipples dangled three inches above the nettles. As Tabby approached with her tray of drinks, Ms Lucci grabbed the pet’s braid and tugged it downward, forcing Farfalla to bend over further. Both breasts sunk into the tub of nettles. Ms Lucci’s sister grabbed a handle on the side of the tub and slid it back and forth across the seat cushion, dragging the nettles repeatedly across the breasts.

Then Ms Lucci let go of the hair and Farfalla raised herself high enough for her tits to escape the tub. From the condition of her breasts – bright pink with a myriad of white splotches and dots, the skin enflamed – it was clear the pet had been subjected to the torment several times already.

Tabby had to resist a natural inclination to lean forward and shield her own tits. The fact that they were now so much larger caused her to feel even more vulnerable. She couldn’t comprehend what Farfalla must be going through.

As if that wasn’t enough, Ms Lucci also had a fly swat in her hand, which she used to slap the nearest breast hard. A second quickly followed, this one landing right on the pet’s nipple. Farfalla flinched slightly, but it was barely noticeable, she was so disciplined. It was both disturbing and deeply erotic to witness.

There was a slight tremor in Tabby’s hand as she placed a glass onto the table in front of Guilia Lucci. It was just as well she was serving home-made lemonade and not coffee, as the cup would have rattled in the saucer.

Ms Lucci Jr was smiling at Tabby, but that smile didn’t reach her eyes. She was several years younger than her sister, but they were physically very alike. To see them together it was immediately clear that they were sisters. They had a similar nose and chin, striking cheekbones and glorious manes of long black hair. But even though she was about the same age as Tabby, Tabby thought that she behaved like someone much younger, more like a teenager, unruly and carefree.

In the two days she was at the house before Ms Lucci and Mr Borelli returned, she had left a huge mess wherever she went. The walls had been vibrating from the bass of the cacophonous Europop she played all the time. The two maids were forever trying to restore the house to the order that Ms Lucci demanded.

She hadn’t been particularly sexual with the maids until Ms Lucci returned, though she had touched them casually and intimately to assert her dominance, but she had a cruel streak just like her sister. She held the maids in contempt and would often belittle them and spank them for any perceived minor infraction, but it was all rather immature. She had the power and Tabby had to obey her, but she didn’t have the charisma or aura that Ms Lucci possessed, nothing like.

Tabby moved around to the other side of the coffee table to serve Ms Lucci. Guilia spoke to her sister in Italian and Ms Lucci answered in a positive way, whereupon Ms Lucci Jr snapped her fingers to draw Tabby’s attention back to her. she pointed at the ground in front of her.

She had been in the hot tub and was sitting on a towel spread over the sofa cushions, wearing a bikini. She slid down the sofa so that her bottom was hanging off the edge of the seat cushion and spread her feet wide apart. Tabby dropped to her knees between them.

“I wanna try that mouth, cameriera! Show me your tongue!”

As soon as Tabby had opened her mouth and stuck it out, Guilia reached out her hands and grabbed it. It was most disconcerting. Fingers ran over each of the metal balls, trying to move them, but they were too tightly embedded. Tabby’s tongue was twisted and flexed, held firmly, as the woman explored the piercings. From the dark gleam in Guilia’s eyes, Tabby could tell they turned her on. Finally taking her hands back, Guilia nestled down in the sofa.

“Make me cum, slut!”

The bikini bottoms were tiny and thin, slipping the material to one side was easy. Guilia’s pussy was hairy but well-groomed. Her labia were unusually open, her outer lips sat unnaturally wide and the inner lips pushed forward and were more prominent. Tabby dropped her head down and dragged her tongue up their length.

This was the first woman other than Bitzy and Farfalla that Tabby had eaten out. She was desperate for the chance to show the skills she had learnt, but now the moment was suddenly being thrust upon her, she felt the pressure to do a good job, to show that she was worthy of the opportunity. She slipped her tongue inside, using the metal stud near the tip for the first time.

After so many weeks working on Bitzy’s huge and very sensitive clit, it was strange locating a normal-sized, less sensitive one. She allowed the thought that she might not be able to satisfy Ms Lucci Jr into her mind. Making Bitzy cum using her mouth was so easy, this time she was going to have to work for it. But after her recent punishments, the thought of what would happen to her if she wasn’t found satisfactory was more than enough incentive. She buried her mouth into the pussy, using her tongue eagerly. She had to trust herself.

She sunk her tongue deep, trying to find the G-spot with her piercing and was pleased when Guilia’s hips spasmed and she sighed. The Italian closed her legs, trapping Tabby’s head in place. A few seconds later, a hand gripped the back of her head and pushed her face harder into the crotch. It gave Tabby a rush to be controlled by the beautiful woman. She wanted so much to please her, even though she didn’t actually like her. How peculiar was that?

The sex was moistening under her mouth, Guilia was starting to squirm and Tabby’s confidence grew. She wanted to escalate Guilia’s arousal, but she was conscious that she didn’t want to rush the encounter. It was a fine line to walk. Guilia’s hips were undulating and she was making sounds of approval. She continued to hold Tabby’s head in place, her grip firm.

She was very wet now, her taste filling Tabby’s mouth, labia becoming slick. Tabby avoided the clitoris for some time, until she judged the moment was right, then she focused on it in spurts, each one lasting a little longer. Guilia was breathing heavily, twitching, her thighs periodically squeezing Tabby’s head tightly, murmuring and sighing. Tabby eventually decided it was time to attack the clit hard, battering it with her tongue, then swirling gently, then jabbing it again, until she finished up grinding the stud on the tip of her tongue into it until Guilia came.

The Italian moaned, hips bouncing on the sofa. Tabby’s trapped head was being shaken back and forth. And then the woman lay still, panting, continuing to hold the maid’s head in place. Tabby continued to lick gently, trying to mop up the large amount of fluid that had appeared at the end. She swallowed it down, enjoying the taste. She could feel her lower face coated in the stuff.

“Wow! Good girl!”

Ms Lucci Jr patted Tabby’s head as she let her go. The maid was feeling very pleased with herself, confident that she had done a good job. She had relished the experience, too.

“Come here, Tabby, I need to speak to you.”

Lifting herself elegantly back onto her feet, Tabby moved to the other side of the L-shaped sofa at Ms Lucci’s command.

Ms Lucci was again holding Farfalla down by her hair, breasts once more buried deep in the nettles. She was tugging the pet’s head gently from side to side, moving the tits inside the tub through the leaves. Farfalla’s breath was whistling urgently through the tube in the gag, her chest rising and falling from her panting.

Tabby waited for Ms Lucci to return her attention to the maid. She was conscious that her lips and chin were coated with Guilia’s sexual fluid and wasn’t sure whether she should wipe it off or not. She decided not to unless Ms Lucci told her to.

“Show me your tongue, as well!”

Tabby obeyed.

“Lovely job! Perfectly spaced, perfectly aligned. It looks very pretty. Any doubts now about what the primary function of your mouth is, pulcina?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“And what is it?”

“For providing sexual pleasure, Ma’am.”

“For sure… And now you finally look the part. Almost the finished article. Bend forward, present your tits to me.”

Tabby leaned over Ms Lucci, pushing her chest as far forward as she could. The lady cupped them in her hands, feeling their size, squeezing them. Her thumbs rubbed the nipples through the stiff, heavy fabric of the uniform and apron. Tabby felt a surge of pleasure, she was coming to like her tits being handled.

“As I’m sure you’ve noticed, I like my sluts to look like sluts, and nothing identifies a slut better than huge tits on a slim body. You needed to be made bigger, beyond the level that is acceptable in polite society. No more trying to pretend you are something else, Tabby, you are not allowed to hide what you are anymore. I want to see you displaying these proudly, emphasizing their size, flaunting them, understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

To Tabby’s regret, Ms Lucci’s hands slipped lower to wrap around her waist.

“We just need another couple of inches off this waist and you will look perfect!”

Ms Lucci squeezed Tabby’s corset, drawing the stays even tighter into her midriff.

“There’s still plenty of shrinkage here, we’ll give you a stunning shape!”

Ms Lucci ran her hands all over Tabby’s torso, stroking the shiny fabric.

“Good, straighten up!”

Tabby’s tits were rising and falling quite dramatically as she stood upright. She was feeling breathless.

“Tonight is an important night for you Tabby. In front of guests, your behaviour must be exemplary. Remember you are representing me, your conduct reflects on me. I am putting my trust in you. I don’t want it betrayed.”

Ms Lucci’s eyes were fierce. Tabby quivered.

“I won’t let you down, Ma’am.”

“I will hold you to that! Whatever you see, whatever you hear, whatever you are ordered to do, keep your discipline and do as you are told.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Turn around!”

Ms Lucci’s hands again grabbed Tabby’s hips. This time, they slid down, briefly cupping her buttocks, caressing her thighs.

“Lift up your skirts!”

With Tabby holding her skirts up above her waist, Ms Lucci peeled her latex panties away from her bottom cheeks, tucking them in between. Fingers trailed across the marks littering the lower half of her buttocks.

“We were easy on you during your training period. That is over now. If we want to hurt you for our entertainment, we will. You will suffer for our pleasure, it is your duty.”

Tabby shuddered.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Tabby flinched and gasped as Ms Lucci pinched the remnants of a welt between two fingernails. From the corner of her eye she saw Ms Lucci pull the tub of stinging nettles from underneath Farfalla and place it on her lap. She felt the panic lick across her consciousness, a knot in her stomach, but her fear was matched by her arousal.

“Step either side of my legs.”

Tabby was too well trained and aware of the consequences for not obeying to hesitate, despite her distress.

“Sit down.”

Without a pause, Tabby obeyed. It was a squeeze to fit her backside into the tub. She gasped again as the first leaves contacted her skin, then her bottom was right in amongst the nettles. She jerked and flinched, instinctively squirming, which only made things worse. Tears formed in her eyes. She began to pant. Her buttocks settled in the bottom of the tub. She was trembling.

“Raise your knees for me!” Ms Lucci spoke quietly into Tabby’s ear.

As she lifted her feet off the ground, her entire weight was transferred to her bottom, pressed hard into the nettles. She could feel the leaves rising up to wrap her backside entirely, stinging her everywhere. She sobbed.

Ms Lucci hands wrapped around Tabby’s shins, drawing the maid’s knees against her chest, maximizing the weight on her bottom.

“Wriggle for me. Imagine Luca’s cock is deep in your cunt but not moving, you have to do all the work!”

Tabby moaned in pain as she obeyed, twisting and twitching, gyrating her hips as energetically as she could. It felt like a thousand needles were being pushed into her buttocks simultaneously, it felt like her bottom was on fire.

“Good girl!” Ms Lucci purred.
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Tables Turned

Farfalla was actually mounted onto the underside of the dining table. It had been a major operation to achieve this, involving both maids, both men and Ms Lucci, with her sister looking on as if they were all mad. The pet’s arms were once again in a monoglove behind her back, elbows together, positioned to push her huge breasts as prominently forward as possible. Several straps underneath her torso and arms held her in place.

It was a rare occasion when she was not wearing a catsuit. Her legs, sheathed in latex stockings that reached right up to her crotch, were bent back at the knee, thighs strapped to calves. They were pulled widely apart to also thrust her sex into prominence as well. More straps held them pressed tight against the underside of the table. She didn’t have boots on this evening and the stockings had integral toes, shrink-wrapping each of Farfalla’s, her toenails defined through the rubber. They were the only parts of her body that she could move and she was exploiting this minute freedom, flexing and wriggling them regularly.

Farfalla wasn’t fastened face-down, but the opposite. The central section of the dining table contained a removable panel. It was just wide enough for the pet’s head, breasts and pussy to be pushed up through the oblong hole, her belly and abs also visible. The back of her head was supported by a little cushion on the tabletop, holding it at a 45o angle. A latex helmet covered her completely except for her mouth, her fat lips protruding. The rubber was polished to an immaculate shine, without a blemish. It looked like her head was made of obsidian, stunning and erotic.

Her braid, still with the polished latex bows tied all down its length, was curled over to form a circle, the tip attached to the base of the braid where it sprouted from the little tube on the top of her head. The loop stood upright on her forehead, in line with her nose. It resembled a scorpion’s tail coiled ready to strike.

Like Tabby, Farfalla had three piercings in her tongue, but rather than three in a line as Tabby had, the pet’s rear two studs were set quite far back, level with each other, placed to either side. They could be used to lock things onto her tongue (most of her gags were locked in place this way.) Tonight, a candleholder was the object slotted into the studs, the very tip protruding from her mouth as a thick, pointed spike onto which a red candle had been planted.

The holder was designed to point upright with the head lying flat. Because Farfalla’s head was at an angle, the spike had been twisted with a pair of pliers so that it still pointed straight up. There was a lip around the bottom of the candle to channel any hot wax that spilled down the sides – which meant into the pet’s mouth if it was open, or onto her lips if closed. At the moment, the glossed red lips were pursed around the stem of the candleholder. Tabby didn’t know what Farfalla would do if the hot wax reached that point before it cooled and hardened. The candle wasn’t lit yet.

A very high, thickly ribbed rubber collar held her glossy black head fixed in place, gleaming under the artificial lights. Her heavy breasts were actually too big for the hole and were partly laying on her chest and partly on the table itself. They were completely coated in a thick layer of white cream that the chef had spent a long time perfecting so that it wouldn’t melt from Farfalla’s body heat. Pressed into the cream were halves of strawberries that covered the entirety of the mounds except for her nipples and areola.

Her nipple rings were locked into little latticework cones that rested on the pimples of her areola. Inside could be seen each teat stretched upwards and away from her body, engorged and under constant, severe tension. Two more red candles were planted into the top of the cones. They moved gently up and down to Farfalla’s steady, even breathing.

On her washboard abdomen lay a circular strawberry and raspberry cheesecake topped with a generous helping of real fruit. The cheesecake had been sliced into eight evenly sized slices, matching the number of place settings on the table. Below that, the mound of her sex was also coated in a thick layer of the cream, finished in a traditional heart shape. This was populated with whole raspberries.

Another candleholder protruded out of the sex itself, this one supporting a fatter, larger candle, sitting upright directly above the labia. Any spillage of hot wax from this would land right on the lips. Even more cruelly, the ring that pierced Farfalla’s clitoris was clipped to the lip supporting the candle. The hugely enhanced clit was stretched taut, projecting out from between the labia and directly in the path of any hot wax that seeped down the side of the candle.

She was an incredibly bizarre and sexy sight. Either side and above and below her erotically displayed body was a conventionally set dining table. As normal as you would ever see.

Ms Cranston was leaning over the table, having a final check that everything was perfect. The guests were due any time now. As she stood upright again, she glanced at Bitzy and Tabby in turn, but she didn’t say anything and returned to the kitchen.

Tabby had a knot in her stomach and was feeling unsettled. She was sure the guests were going to be people who had known her as Tabitha West, Ms Lucci wouldn’t have made such a big deal of her involvement unless that was the case. She tried to steady her breathing and calm herself.

Her backside still itched like crazy from the nettle stings several hours earlier. She hadn’t had the chance to examine her bottom for a couple of hours, when it had been entirely covered in nettle rash, still burning monotonously and so tender to the touch. The stinging had mostly abated now, but the latex of her panties, stretched tightly across part of each buttock, pressed uncomfortably on the inflamed skin and even the brush of her skirts against the exposed areas was adding to the irritation. She was resisting a constant compulsion to put her hands up her skirts and scratch furiously, but Bitzy had warned her that scratching at the rash would only make it itch even worse.

Ms Lucci then entered the dining room. She was wearing a bright green, sleeveless silk dress with an asymmetrical skirt – above the knee on one side, falling to several inches below the knee on the other. A wide belt of black patent leather was buckled tightly around her waist to emphasize her figure, matching stiletto shoes making her look very tall and commanding. Her hair was loose and shiny. She looked incredibly beautiful. Tabby wanted to simultaneously kiss her and drop to her knees in front of her.

The two maids were subjected to a detailed visual examination, Ms Lucci smoothing out wrinkles in Tabby’s uniform that the maid couldn’t see. She adjusted Tabby’s headpiece ever so slightly. Both maids had to present their hands for inspection, palm up and palm down. Ms Lucci then walked slowly around the dining table, scrutinizing everything. At one point she reached out a hand and stroked Farfalla’s rubberized scalp. She leaned forward and spoke a few words to her pet in Italian, her voice barely above a whisper. Then she was back in front of the maids.

“Good! Bitzy, serve the drinks in the lounge, Tabby, greet the guests at the door and show them through, then assist the chef ready to serve the meal.”

Ms Lucci clapped her hands twice.

Tabby made her way to the hall, the dildo shifting and flexing inside her with every step, the movement enough to continually stimulate her clit, keeping her in a constant state of arousal and craving the release of an orgasm. The two climaxes from her earlier double penetration seemed a long time ago now. She felt the plug in her rectum moving as well, kissing the walls of her bowel, tweaking her sphincter. Such perpetual intimate control thrilled her. She could feel the weight of her new tits bouncing with every step, undulating in her eyeline – the corset pushed them up and out so far! She felt very sexy.

She waited. When the bell rang and she opened the door, there was a tall, powerfully built man with a well-groomed beard standing beside an equally tall, long-legged blonde. It was the woman’s steeple heels that raised her up so high, but even in bare feet she would have been lofty. They were strappy silver sandals that wound around her legs, criss-crossing, right up to the middle of her thighs. Tabby noticed that there were little padlocks at her ankles and on the insides of her thighs that locked the footwear on her.

The dress she was wearing was quite remarkable and had immediately grabbed Tabby’s attention. It was made of a shiny metal, reflecting the light from all angles, like she was wearing hundreds of little mirrors all linked together, each shaped as a half-circle, curved edges facing downwards. It was very short, sitting high on her thighs, and sleeveless, the neckline running across her collarbone.

The skirt and the top half of the dress were both linked to a solid metal band fastened tightly around her midriff. There was a large, heavy ring hanging from the front of the band, where her bellybutton would have been. Around her neck was a heavy collar that matched the band. It was very thick and rose high up under her chin, wrapping her throat completely, holding her head up and restricting most of its movement.

She really could have been a supermodel, she had that build and poise, the elegant bone structure. Her pale hair spilled over her shoulders and down her back, straight and sleek. She had the kind of beauty that made Tabby feel inadequate and plain, especially in her maid’s uniform and with her buzzcut hairdo. She had the heaviest, thickest, solid metal earrings Tabby had ever seen, matching the collar and waistband, their weight stretching down her earlobes dramatically.

There was even a smaller, but equally dramatic, matching ring through her septum that seemed to fill her nostrils and lay on her top lip right to the edge of her mouth. A chain hung from this that led to the man’s right hand. Her lower lip had three rings in it, each embedded deeply as if their size was too small.

To complete the set, extraordinarily thick and heavy cuffs were locked around her wrists with about two feet of chain linking them. The chain passed through the ring in the centre of the waistband, greatly restricting the movement of her arms.

“Good evening, sir, madame. Please come in!”

Tabby opened the door wide and stood aside, curtsying. Distracted by the woman’s striking appearance, it wasn’t until the man entered and their eyes met that she felt a spark of recognition. She was sure she had seen him before, but she couldn’t place him. She quickly had her attention diverted to the woman again as her dress shimmered and tinkled as she moved, flashing light in all directions. She looked simply amazing.

As they passed by Tabby, she saw that the band around the woman’s waist had three clasps in a line in the small of her back, each had a padlock dangling from it. Tabby was sure she had never met the woman before, she would have remembered, but as she led the couple through to the lounge she was racking her brains to recall why she thought she recognized the man.

As she returned to the hall, it struck her like a thunderbolt. She was sure he had been at the party – the one where she had got drunk and cheated on Garth. She remembered talking with him, his beautiful green eyes, they had been mesmerizing. Her next thought had her heart thumping in her chest. Had Ms Lucci found the guy that she had fucked?

Scenes flashed through her mind – were they real or imagined? The guy leaning in close to her. The smell of his cologne. Her kissing him. Lying on a bed with him on top of her, thrusting his cock into her and it feeling so good. Were these genuine memories coming back to her, triggered by seeing the guy again?

Her head was still spinning, her pulse racing, when the bell rang again. When she opened the door this time she was frozen in shock. It was Garth! She felt herself turning bright red.

He must surely have known that she was working here as a maid, yet he also appeared shocked at the sight of her, staring wide-eyed, his gaze flicking from her face to her tits and back again. Even more astonishing was the woman standing beside him. It was Trinny, their old maid!

Trinny was in her early twenties and had been the Wests’ maid for about eighteen months before the divorce. Tabitha’s relationship with Trinny had been completely different to the way Ms Lucci ran this house. Trinny hadn’t lived on the premises, she only worked nine to five, five days a week. She wore her normal clothes, no uniform. They had called each other by their first names. Tabitha had found Trinny a little flippant, irritating at times, but she had been reasonably competent and reasonably conscientious – all that Tabitha had expected from the help.

In all honesty, she didn’t give the woman much thought at all as long as she kept out of her way and the jobs that needed doing were done. Like everything else, Garth had mostly managed her.

Trinny had received a significant makeover. Tabby always knew that she was an attractive woman, but had thought she didn’t make the most of herself. She usually turned up for work in sweatpants and a sweatshirt or baggy t-shirt, wearing trainers or Crocs. Her hair, a mousy brown, had always been tied up and Tabby couldn’t remember ever seeing Trinny wearing make-up. She had never seemed concerned about her appearance. Tabitha had never regarded her as a threat.

But here she was, on Garth’s arm. Her messy mop was now expensively cut and coloured a light golden blonde, framing her face like a satin veil. Her make-up was sophisticated,  her lips a luscious pink. She looked gorgeous, classy. If it wasn’t for the familiar curve of her nose and the distinctive set of her eyes, Tabby would have struggled to recognize her.

What Tabby immediately noticed, however, was that Trinny was wearing one of Tabitha’s dresses. In fact, it had been Garth’s favourite dress for Tabitha to wear. It was black leather, form-fitting, knee-length with a split up one side that revealed a lot of thigh when walking. It had a halter collar that wrapped around the neck, leaving the shoulders and arms bare. From the collarbone to the middle of the bust, there was a narrow cut-out that revealed the inner-slopes of the breasts and the valley between them. It was very sexy. A wide, bright red leather belt was matched with stiletto heels.

It was Trinny who broke the silence.

“Are you going to let us in?” She asked archly.

Tabby came alive, standing back, holding the door wide open, curtsying.

“I’m very sorry madame, sir, please come in.”

There was an intensity in Trinny’s gaze that caused Tabby to shudder. Fierce, poised and condescending. There was a triumphant smirk on her lips as she passed her. This just simply couldn’t be happening… But it was…

Her mind was in turmoil as she led the couple toward the lounge. She tried to maintain her self-discipline and poise, but she felt so embarrassed, so humiliated. She was conscious that their eyes were undoubtedly on her right now as she strutted forward on her towering heels, swinging her arse provocatively as she had been taught, wearing this bizarre uniform, the buzzcut back of her head right in their eyeline. She wanted to run and hide.

She honestly hadn’t considered that Garth would be a guest. He was the one that had warned Tabitha about Ms Lucci’s ‘batshit crazy’ lifestyle, why would he be attending one of her BDSM themed dinner parties? He had dabbled in a bit of bondage, but had never taken it seriously. And as for Trinny… Tabby was speechless…

Her conversation with Ms Lucci earlier loomed large in her consciousness. The lady’s concerns and Tabby’s promise to her. This was a test and Tabby had to prove herself… She had to hold it together. She couldn’t let herself and Ms Lucci down. It was just like Ms Lucci to pull off a stunt like this, Tabby had been expecting something humbling tonight, it was straight out of the Italian’s playbook, but not this…

Still sure she was blushing furiously, Tabby knocked on the door to the lounge, stepping inside and holding it wide to allow the couple entry. It was only as Trinny passed her – Tabby’s eyes were lowered in ignominy – that the maid noticed the ring on Trinny’s finger. It was Tabitha’s wedding ring (technically, it was Garth’s, a family heirloom passed generation to generation, but he had put it on Tabitha’s finger at their wedding ceremony.)

The ring had gone missing on the morning that he had divorced her. She always took it off before showering – it was so old and delicate, set with several tiny precious stones – she didn’t want to damage it. She couldn’t find it afterwards. But it made sense now. Trinny had taken it. She had known what was going to happen to Tabitha that day! And now she was wearing it! Did that mean she was married to Garth now?

“That will be all, Tabby!” Ms Lucci’s tone was sharp.

In shock, Tabby had hesitated too long. She should have disappeared by now. All nine faces in the room were turned to her, staring at her. She wanted the ground to swallow her up.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She bobbed her curtsy and left, closing the door behind her. At moments like this, the constriction of the corset was like an anaconda squeezing the life out of her. She needed air. She needed to be able to breathe properly. It felt like she was being crushed, her lungs unable to fill. Her chest felt so tight and she was dizzy. She was upset and shaken.
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Revelations

Ms Cranston had sent Tabby into the dining room to light the candles. Farfalla remained passive, incredibly still. She could have been asleep. How did she keep so calm and composed? Tabby still had the lighter in her hand as the guests began to file into the room. The women were all dressed up to the nines, while the men were all dressed casually – why did that always have to be?

Guilia Lucci was the only woman wearing trousers, tight-fitting in stretchy black. A floral top that just covered her bust and sat under her armpits, left her toned and tanned arms, shoulders and chest bare. Her hair was loose like her sister’s. As her eyes met Tabby’s, she smiled fondly at her for the first time ever, still remembering Tabby’s mouth on her pussy earlier.

Dropping the lighter into her apron pocket, Tabby assisted the woman in the metal dress into her seat, pulling the chair out for her and sliding it under her. Conscious of eyes on her, Tabby glanced up at Trinny, who Bitzy was seating. The woman was staring at her, leering at her was probably a better description. Tabby felt herself blushing again.

Ms Lucci used the dimmer switch to lower the lighting in the room, giving the candles greater import and creating a more intimate atmosphere. Ms Lucci and Mr Borelli were seated at the two ends of the table. Tabby noticed that both Garth and Trinny were staring wide-eyed at Farfalla, projecting up through the centre of the tabletop. They shared a look of shock.

When it came to pouring the wine, Bitzy took the other side of the table, ensuring that Tabby had to serve Garth and Trinny. She had pulled herself together somewhat during her time in the kitchen and her hand was steady. She was determined not to show that they were getting to her. There was a bigger picture. Tomorrow they would be gone and she could resume her new life, a much more satisfying and thrilling life than she had experienced when she was with them.

As soon as the glasses were filled, Ms Lucci raised hers high.

“Let’s toast Garth and Trinny! Congratulations on your marriage and may you have many happy years together! Per cent'anni!”

Murmurs of assent passed around the table, the clink of glasses echoing in Tabby’s mind as she followed Bitzy into the kitchen. How could Trinny be married to Garth? Was this some elaborate charade set up by Ms Lucci? She knew it wasn’t.

And what did this mean for Tabitha’s marriage to Garth? How long had there been something between them? He must have been fucking Trinny while they were still married. Fucking the maid! How clichéd was that! And she hadn’t had an inkling… How stupid did she feel…

Bitzy put her arm around Tabby and hugged her. she kissed her cheek.

“Be strong. Do your duty. That’s all that matters. The rest is just mind games.”

Bitzy was right. That was her old life and she was a different person then – very different! Now she was Tabby. All that mattered was being a dutiful maid and keeping her pledge to Ms Lucci. She followed Bitzy back into the dining room, a bowl of soup in each hand. The meal was a mixture of British and Italian cuisine. The bruschetta antipasto was already on the table for the guests to nibble at.

Remembering Ms Lucci’s words, she thrust her chest out as far as she could, keeping her face impassive, ignoring the lingering looks from Mr and Mrs West. Once all the soup was served, she stood back, hands clasped behind her back, on the opposite side of the table from Bitzy.

Ms Lucci had been fielding questions about her pet. Mr and Mrs West and the other male guest had been encouraged to reach out and touch Farfalla. The couple were very tentative, while the guy was the opposite, his fingers exploring her gleaming rubberized scalp, feeling the severity of the collar wrapping her throat. He even deliberately prodded the little cone holding Farfalla’s nipple extended. The motion caused the hot wax to spill over the lip of the candle and splash down onto her areola. The pet twitched at the sudden, sharp burn, the biggest movement Tabby had seen her make.

The involuntary jerk also caused some wax to spill down the sides of the other candles. Tabby watched it run down the one in Farfalla’s mouth, on to the candleholder. The blind pet couldn’t see that and her lips were still pursed around the stem. They suddenly split apart as the hot wax made contact. It wouldn’t be long before the wax from the fat candle above her pussy would be reaching her chained, stretched clitoris. Its larger size meant that at the moment the wax was hardening before it reached that far down.

Guilia, the little minx, actually reached forward and pressed her fingernail into the exposed, restrained, super-sized clit, scratching at it. Farfalla’s pussy spasmed. The look on the new Mrs West’s face was priceless.

“I must admit, Lucrezia, when you came up with this harebrained idea to help me get rid of Tabitha, I thought you were nuts, it had no chance of working!”

As Mr West spoke, he looked up, directly at Tabby. His gaze was touched with humour, but she also recognized lust. The sight of her in the uniform, serving him, had turned him on. But there was also a coldness, no trace of the intimacy they had once shared… How had it all evaporated? He put his arm around his wife’s shoulder and turned toward her. They kissed. Then both of them were looking at the maid again, satisfaction radiating from them.

“I have a good eye for closet-submissives.” Ms Lucci replied. “I just needed to find the right guy that could seduce her. He needed to be a dominant, know how to play to her natural inclinations. I quickly thought of Rick.”

“To be fair, she proved to be a real challenge. Initially she wasn’t interested at all. It’s a good thing she liked alcopops, they really loosened her up.”

Another memory flashed through Tabby’s head. Lying on her back on the bed, Rick looming over her. The feel of his cock, larger than Garth’s, sinking into her. He had held her hands above her head, his big hand easily holding both her wrists in place. He had been very assertive, but still gentle. How wonderful it had felt. She remembered cumming powerfully.

“She never was able to take her drink.” Mr West smiled at Tabby, raising his eyebrows as if to say gotcha!

“We had a great time! She’s a fabulous fuck, tight, and she cums hard!”

“Why don’t you try her mouth as well! I’ve made some enhancements. Show everyone your tongue, Tabby!”

Ms Lucci looked at Tabby expectantly. The three guests seated with their back toward the maid turned around. Once again, nine pairs of eyes were staring at her. She poked her tongue out as far as she could, curling it downward. Her face was hot, she was feeling light-headed again.

“Wow! I’m surprised she can speak properly!” Mrs West exclaimed.

“Not an issue, though it does make her sound less intelligent, but that’s no bad thing, helps to keep her humble. Tabby, under the table and see to Mr Chase. Take it nice and slow, make sure he enjoys himself.”

Tabby was only too glad to get herself out of sight. Mr Chase opened his legs so that she could kneel between them. Her head was spinning again. She was about to blow the man who had destroyed her marriage and old life, who was responsible for her being left with nothing and destitute. Or was that Ms Lucci? Or was it neither. She had to take responsibility for her actions. She had consented, allowed herself to be seduced, had signed away her rights in a stupid pre-nup. She shouldn’t blame others for her own foolishness, should she? She was so confused.

She undid Mr Chase’s fly and reached her fingers inside. He was already half-erect and his size was proportionate to his muscular body. She had difficulty extracting the cock. It was fat and the circumcised glans was gnarly. She ran her tongue over it, nipped the edge with her teeth, which made his hips jump.

“She always was great with the sex, no complaints there… She was just such dull company. That had become a problem as I got older. It didn’t used to matter, but it does to me now. Trinny has shown me how great it is to be with someone interesting and fun as well as a hoot in the sack!”

A ripple of laughter passed around the table, but Mr West’s comments were like a stab to Tabby’s heart. He made her sound like she didn’t have a personality. Had she been that boring? Why had he married her if he felt that way? Because at the time all he wanted was a trophy on his arm and a good fuck.

Tabby took the cock into her mouth, pursing her lips around the shaft, sucking hard. She pressed the studs on her tongue against it, rubbing. The cock quickly swelled to its full size.

“It was fortunate that Luca mentioned Garth’s situation to me.” Ms Lucci was speaking again. “It just happened at the ideal time, very serendipitous. We were looking for a new maid and Luca’s eye had been on Tabby for some time – though, of course, he would never have trodden on your toes, Garth. But once we knew you wanted rid of her, it all came together very quickly. She clearly had a yearning to submit that she hadn’t even acknowledged in herself. She was ripe for the plucking!”

Tabby took a deep breath and dropped her head down on the cock, swallowing it, her lips sinking right down to the root. She was pleased to hear Mr Chase grunt and spill the soup off his spoon. His size stretched her throat and gullet like Mr Borelli’s cock did – and Mr West’s never could, she thought with satisfaction. She had a lot more experience now and there were a lot better lovers than Garth West, he had done her a favour, albeit inadvertently. Still, his cruel words had brought tears to her eyes.

“What threw a spanner in the works was that she couldn’t remember anything about the incident, she didn’t even remember meeting Rick! It would have been no good Garth confronting her about her cheating, she genuinely had no idea she had done it!”

Ms Lucci’s comic timing was spot on, there was loud laughter around the table.

“I did warn you about her and drink!” Garth exclaimed in mock indignation.

“It’s just as well I took those photos!” Ms Lucci declared.

With the cockhead back in her mouth, Tabby worked her tongue around it, feeling Mr Chase’s hips moving involuntarily. How bizarre that the man was trying to eat soup while she was blowing him, and all the others around the table acting like it wasn’t happening. But this was her crazy new life and it was better than her old one, even without all the trappings of wealth. And whatever they said about her, she knew how to work a cock with her mouth.

Ms Lucci’s duplicity left Tabby distressed. She couldn’t help feeling betrayed. But the Italian had only set up the honeytrap. It was Tabitha who had succumbed, no one else. Ms Lucci’s actions only proved everything she had said. Tabitha was a slut, a submissive. She had been ensnared so easily. Ms Lucci was correct, when Tabitha’s latent submission had been revealed to her, she had embraced it. Without Ms Lucci’s actions, Tabby would not exist and feel so alive, so fulfilled.

No, the betrayal was Garth’s and that devious bitch, Trinny, conniving behind Tabitha’s back. But that didn’t matter now. Tabitha was gone. She didn’t exist anymore either physically or psychologically.

She deep-throated Mr Chase again, holding him down for longer this time – Mr Borelli had trained her successfully, she could keep a cock down for significantly longer than when she had first arrived at the house.

“So how is the new maid doing? Has she met expectations?” Mrs West asked.

“That and more!” Mr Borelli spoke before Ms Lucci could answer. “Such an insatiable slut! So eager and talented! And ‘er arse is so tight it send me to ’eaven!”

More laughter.

“We almost have her how we want her. She gets better every day.” Ms Lucci added. “She will make a wonderful maid, perfectly suited to this household, as I suspected. Everything has worked out so well for all involved!”

“Here, here! A toast to that as well!” Mr West declared.

There was more clinking of wine glasses. Tabby was relieved when the conversation moved on to something else. She heard Bitzy collecting up the empty soup bowls. Mr Chase put his hands under the table and cupped Tabby’s tits, squeezing them gently, pressing his palms into them. It felt good and she wanted to be touched right now.

Right by her head was the bound body of Farfalla. Tabby could hear the straps groan sporadically as the pet fought against them, sudden jerks from when the hot wax reached somewhere sensitive. She took Mr Chase down her throat again.

The door from the dining room to the kitchen was a swing one. It made a distinctive noise every time Bitzy passed through it. She was serving the main course now. The head of the cock back in her mouth, Tabby experimented with the studs in her tongue, working out ways to use them to enhance Mr Chase’s pleasure. His hips were in almost constant motion now and his cock so hard, throbbing, craving relief.

She was quite happy to stay under the table for as long as she could, and Ms Lucci had instructed her to take it slow, but Mr Chase had other ideas. His hands left her tits to take hold of her head and move it faster up and down his cock. She obeyed, deep-throating him every time he forced her head down.

“Enjoying yourself, Rick?” Ms Lucci’s tone was full of humour.

“She is rather good!” He answered breathlessly.

He urged Tabby on to go harder and faster. She obeyed, working her tongue urgently in between swallowing him. She felt the little extra swelling that announced he was about to ejaculate, she felt the surge. He pulled her head up so that his cum shot into her mouth, the first pulse hitting the back of her throat and causing her to gag, but he held her firmly in place as her mouth filled with his spunk. She swallowed desperately. His hips pumped, fucking her mouth and she heard him sigh.

She kept her mouth closed around the cock as it shrank, continuing to lick it clean as the remaining jism oozed slowly out of his pee-hole. Then she put the soft and limp member back in his trousers and zipped him up.

Mr Chase’s submissive had moved out of the way to allow Tabby under the table. She stood again – the discordant tinkling of her metal dress drew attention to her every movement. Bitzy lifted the chair away. As Tabby rose to her feet, Mr Chase’s hand grabbed her hair behind the headpiece of her uniform, where it was just long enough to grasp. He pulled her head back so that she was looking up.

“Kiss Tabby, Aria. I want you to taste my cum in her mouth.”

Aria was taller than Tabby. Because of the severity of the metal collar around her neck, she was unable to lower her head, forcing her to bend from the waist to reach Tabby’s mouth. The woman smelt good. Tabby was surprised by the vehemence of the kiss, Aria’s tongue immediately asserting itself, probing deep, trying to reach everywhere forcefully, almost desperately. She tasted of vegetables from the soup she had just eaten. She also had a piercing in her tongue, which clicked as it contacted the studs on Tabby’s.

It was a kiss like nothing Tabby had experienced before. The three rings sunk into Aria’s lower lip felt strange against Tabby’s mouth, harsh, and the thick heavy ring through the woman’s nose and its linked chain pressed uncomfortably on her top lip. The sensation caused her to shiver. There was something brutal about it.

The kiss went on for a long time. It seemed Aria was searching for any microscopic remnants remaining from Mr Chase’s ejaculation, dragging her tongue across Tabby’s, across the inside of her cheeks, the roof of her mouth, all with a zeal that left Tabby breathless.

“It’s so beautiful to watch two gorgeous women making out.” Mr Chase’s tone was wistful.

“How about they put on a little show to entertain us as we finish the meal?” Ms Lucci suggested.

“Wonderful idea, Lucrezia!”

Bitzy was sent to the laundry room and came back with the large wicker basket that was used for dirty bed linen. It was a couple of feet deep and put in the place of Aria’s chair. With Aria standing on it and Bitzy on her knees between the woman’s feet, they were both raised high, very visible to everyone seated around the table. Such was Aria’s height that Tabby had to kneel up for her mouth to reach the woman’s crotch. The wicker was quite painful on Tabby’s shins and knees. If she leaned backward, the maid’s back pressed against the edge of the dining table.

“Lift your skirt up and hold it there.” Mr Chase ordered to Aria.

The woman was not wearing any underwear. Tabby stared at Aria’s pussy. It had five large rings piercing each of the labia. Passing through them all was a curved metal bar, drawing the lips tightly together and effectively locking her sex closed. There was a loop at the top to stop the bar falling through the rings, while at the bottom a closure plugged into the bar to prevent it from being removed unless it was unlocked with the key that Mr Chase produced from his pocket.

The weight of the metal caused the labia to hang down, stretched. They looked like a purse. The lips must swing from side to side, continually tugging, when she walked. Mr Chase unscrewed the plug from the bottom of the bar and withdrew the heavy metal up through the rings. The labia burst open like a flower. Tabby could see and smell Aria’s arousal immediately, moisture visible.

“Neat idea!” Ms Lucci commented.

Tabby shuddered at the thought that the same could be done to her.

“Get that tongue working again, Tabby!” Ms Lucci ordered.

Crossing her wrists in the small of her back, Tabby pressed her mouth to the sex. The feel of all the rings was weird and a little disturbing. Her tongue pushed into the hot, wet interior, where it discovered more metal, a barbell through Aria’s clit hood that was bigger and heavier than Tabby’s own intimate piercing down there. There was a click as the piercing near the tip of her tongue contacted the barbell. Aria’s pussy began to twitch and spasm straight away – she was very turned on.

“Did you ever fantasize about seeing your ex-wife eat out another woman, Garth?” Ms Lucci teased.

“While dressed in a maid costume!” Added Mr Borelli.

“Err, no. Not my thing.” Mr West’s tone was rather unconvincing.

The Wests’ had looked like fish-out-of-water all evening. Tabby enjoyed her ex-husband’s embarrassment. He was such a confident man, such a self-assured businessman, always in control. It was rare and pleasing to see him flustered.

Aware of so many eyes on her, Tabby was determined to do a good job. She sought out and found Aria’s G-spot and attacked it with her tongue stud (the technique had worked so effectively on Guilia Lucci earlier.) Her mouth filled with the woman’s flavour, a more palatable mask for the unpleasant taste of Mr Chase’s cum. Having a clit hood piercing of her own and knowing what worked on her, she applied it to Aria. It was easy, it was such a big, heavy target.

Aria was gasping, her hips squirming, her metal dress chirping away. The cool, detached demeanour that she had projected since her arrival slipped. She wrapped her hands around Tabby’s head to pull the maid’s face harder into her crotch, the chains linking her wrist cuffs dragged across the back of Tabby’s neck, causing her to shiver.

“So, weren’t aware she had such a craving for munching cunt!” Ms Lucci continued her banter.

“She always claimed she had no interest in women. I guess she was lying.”

“Only to herself!” Ms Lucci added pointedly.

Aria really was wet, she must have been stewing behind the pussy lock. Tabby could feel the mess getting everywhere, on her nose and cheeks, as well as her lips. She could feel it sliding down her chin. Every breath was filled with the pungent scent of the woman’s arousal. Aria’s hips continued to convulse, she was very sensitive.

“She made the same assertion when she arrived here, yet look at her now!”

There was a period of silence broken only by Aria’s gasps and moans, the clinking of her dress and the gentle clash of cutlery against plates as the guests ate. Tabby couldn’t see, but sensed she had a rapt audience watching her mouth locked onto a complete stranger’s sex. She felt both self-conscious and depraved, but was undeniably excited. She was a slut. It was liberating, despite all the tumultuous revelations during the evening, despite the shame she felt.

She could feel the tension in Aria’s pussy. The woman was getting close. Burying her mouth into the sex, the labia rings pressing into her face, Tabby managed to get her teeth clasped onto the clit-hood barbell. She shook her head repeatedly, tugging the hood in all directions, dragging the metal continually over the clit itself, pressing on it, getting faster, pulling harder.

Aria made a strange sound as her orgasm was forced upon her. Her body began to shudder, her hands gripped Tabby’s hair, yanking painfully on it, knocking her uniform headpiece askew. Her pussy was spasming continuously, seeping with fluid. A sudden squirt filled Tabby’s mouth. Tabby held on to the piercing with her teeth despite the increased motion and the pulling of her hair until the jerking gradually slowed and then stopped. A long moan came from Aria’s lips.

Finally releasing the barbell, Tabby began to lick up the excess wetness, dragging it into her mouth and swallowing. It was salty. She could feel that Aria’s legs were unsteady and thought for a moment that the woman might collapse, but she managed to get herself back together and let go of Tabby’s hair. Tabby’s tongue began to lap up the mess on the outside of the pussy, not kneeling back until she had cleaned it all up. She was surprised by a spontaneous round of applause.

“Good girls!”

Mr Chase stroked Tabby’s bottom as she put her headpiece back into place. She started to scoop Aria’s mess off her chin with a finger, licking it clean. Ms Lucci didn’t like that.

“Leave that, Tabby, to remind us where your face has been. You know I like a slut to look like a slut.”

Mr Chase had the bar in his hand, but before he replaced it, he slipped a finger in between the heavily modified labia and Aria twitched as it contacted her clit. Tabby saw the couple exchange an intense look before the curved bar was slipped down through the rings, drawing the woman’s sex tightly closed again. Mr Chase screwed the plug back into the base and locked it. Aria let her skirt drop back into place.

“Back to work, Tabby. Clear the table.” Ms Lucci’s tone was sharp.

On her feet again, when Tabby turned to face the table she saw that Mr and Mrs West were staring at her again. She felt herself blushing once more, very conscious of what she must look like with Aria’s sexual mess covering her lower face, thickly on her lips. She was a dirty slut. The shock on the new Mrs West’s face struck Tabby in particular. It really brought home how different she now was from these people, she no longer had anything in common with them. They didn’t understand her at all and should she care?

The deceit the two of them had shown had actually worked to Tabby’s advantage, otherwise she would never have finished up here – worse, she could be seated in Trinny’s place, with the same look of horror and revulsion on her face, still married to Garth, never understanding her own body and mind, the incredible pleasure it was capable of experiencing, the intensity of submitting herself to people like Ms Lucci and Mr Borelli, instead leading a vacuous, boring, ignorant life. The prospect of that was more frightening now than anything Ms Lucci would do to Tabby. She stood a little taller, thrusting her tits proudly toward them. She had nothing to be ashamed about… Especially to those two.

The candles were still burning. Most of the liquid wax was pooled inside them, but enough had spilled down the side that Farfalla’s mouth was coated with a thin hardened layer that had cracked in several places. Her areola and the base of her nipples were also buried in growing hills of wax. Her stretched, chained clit was now completely hidden and the crack between her labia looked like a pink Loch Ness. Tabby could feel the pussy juice on her face drying, her skin tightening.

Ms Lucci offered Tabby’s mouth to Mr and Mrs west, but they declined the offer, but still, within a couple of minutes, the maid found herself back under the table, this time between Matteo Amato’s feet, his cock growing erect in her mouth.
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Finally

It was after midnight and the guests had gone. The lighting in the lounge was lowered and somewhat eerie. Tabby had been summoned by an agonizing shock from her butt-plug – would she ever get used to that distressing, most intimate form of control? Ms Lucci was sat in her usual armchair, a whisky tumbler in one hand. She looked relaxed, which Tabby hoped was a positive sign.

“Come here, pulcina.”

By now, Tabby had been able to clean her face off and re-apply her make-up. Bitzy had taken Farfalla back to the dungeon and was putting her to bed. It had been a very long, very intense day for Tabby and she was physically and emotionally shattered. She had also received a caning at the end of the evening and her backside was still quietly throbbing with pain.

“Turn around and lift your skirts. Step closer and bend over.”

Tabby’s bottom was right in Ms Lucci’s face.

“You are so adorable when you are suffering, Tabby. You try so hard to keep your discipline, but somehow never manage it. I just can’t resist hurting you!”

Ms Lucci dipped her fingers into her whisky and then flicked her wrist, sprinkling the fiery liquid onto the maid’s welted buttocks. She repeated the action twice more. Tabby couldn’t help flinching each time, proving the truth of Ms Lucci’s words. The burning was fierce. Then, having just pulled her fingertips out of the glass once more, the lady traced the lines of the fresh welts. The pain flared angrily again. Tabby gasped and squirmed.

After the dessert had been served, the party amused themselves for a while by tipping out the pooled liquid wax from inside the candles onto Farfalla’s body, mostly her breasts and mound, which were all hidden under the wax by the time they had finished. But then their attention was turned back on Tabby, who now had two loads of cum in her belly, as well as Aria’s copious secretions. The little wheeled table that Mr Borelli used to fuck and beat Tabby’s bottom in his office was brought down into the dining room. Tabby was bent over it, her skirts raised. Her panties were pushed into her bum-crack to fully expose her buttocks.

What’s happened to her arse?” Mrs West asked.

“Nettle rash. She sat bare-arsed in stinging nettles earlier.” Ms Lucci answered.

“How did that happen?”

“I told her to. It’s nearly gone now, you should have seen it a few hours ago, quite a sight! Come and have a feel!”

This time, the new Mrs West was drawn into participating. Her fingers tentatively touched Tabby’s still enflamed bottom.

“It’s so warm!” She exclaimed.

“It was much hotter earlier.”

While Mrs West’s fingertips dragged lightly across one of Tabby’s buttocks, Ms Lucci grasped the other firmly, her fingernails sinking into the flesh. She squeezed it several times. It actually felt good to Tabby, briefly soothing the itching. But as Bitzy had advised, when the hand withdrew the skin was left itching worse than before.

“There must have been many occasions when you wanted to spank this skanky arse, Trinny?”

There was a long pause. When Mrs West didn’t answer, Ms Lucci continued.

“Being ordered around and unappreciated by the uppity bitch, pretending to be somebody special when, as we’ve seen tonight, she’s nothing but a dirty slut!”

“She certainly deserved it.” Mrs West finally spoke.

“Well, here’s your chance, spank her till your heart’s content!”

A loud crack reverberated around the dining room as Ms Lucci’s open palm smacked into Tabby’s bottom.

“No need to be shy. Tabby would welcome the opportunity to offer some recompense for her behaviour, wouldn’t you, Tabby?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Ms Lucci’s palm struck again. Tabby’s hips fidgeted against the edge of the table.

“She did take me for granted. I was invisible unless I got in her way, then I was an irritation.”

“Make her sorry for it!”

Tabby didn’t think that was true. Tabitha had always treated Trinny with respect, never talked down to her or been rude. She hadn’t wanted to be too friendly, she was an employee after all…

“It gave me so much satisfaction that I was fucking her husband and she was so self-absorbed she didn’t even notice!”

There was laughter from around the dining table.

“Show her who’s the boss, now!” It was Garth who had called out. The alcohol had loosened the couple up.

Mrs West’s first spank lacked the power and technique exhibited by Ms Lucci, but her confidence grew, as did her enjoyment, as she slammed her palm into Tabby’s bottom again and again, the growing fire causing Tabby to wriggle her hips. The woman was breathless when she finally stopped.

“Ouch! It really makes your hand sting, doesn’t it!”

“Here, try it with the cane!”

Tabby, panting, fighting the restriction of the corset that was exacerbated by her bent over position, was distraught. Where the hell had the cane come from?

“Oh, I couldn’t do that. That must really hurt!”

“That is the idea! She’ll have forgotten the spanking in half an hour. Give her a few with this and she’ll still be thinking about you in a couple of days, every time she tries to sit down.”

“I wouldn’t know how!”

“It’s easy, watch me! Stand about here…reach your arm back and high…keep your eyes on the target. Hold your body still and aim low, right into the base of the buttocks – it hurts more – and always follow through so that the cane wraps around the curve of the cheeks.”

Tabby heard the hum, then the crack. The furious, mind-numbing pain enveloped her. The line of fire burned like a hot poker. She clamped her mouth shut to try to muffle her moan of distress, writhing, stamping her feet. Tears spilled onto her cheeks.

“Be still!” Ms Lucci barked, the steel in her voice enough to bring instant obedience from Tabby, except for a slight squirm from her hips that she just couldn’t control.

“Trinny, remember that moment when she most infuriated you, when she most deserved a good hiding! Now the roles are reversed, put her in her place.”

Mrs West had struck Tabby six times, getting progressively more controlled and more forceful with each stroke as her confidence grew. Afterward, Tabby had to thank her. Mrs West’s eyes were bright with excitement, triumphant. As she returned to her seat, she had high-fived Mr West and then Tabby had to go and take their empty dessert plates away. Mr West had rubbed his hand on her bottom, a smile on his face. Their eyes had briefly met. Tabby had kept her face impassive. She was being dutiful to Ms Lucci, pleasing Ms Lucci. She didn’t care about them.

So now Tabby had seven agonizingly tender lines burnt across her buttocks for Ms Lucci to waste her expensive scotch on.

“You may drop your skirts. Turn around and kneel.”

The lush rug in the lounge was a lot kinder to Tabby’s knees and shins than the wicker basket had been during the meal, but resting her sore bottom on her heels ensured she wasn’t comfortable. Ms Lucci had her legs crossed, one of her Louboutin stilettos raised above the floor, swinging gently back and forth. She lifted it, pressing the gleaming black toe to Tabby’s lips. Tabby kissed it. Ms Lucci then reached out her hand, pressing the back of her fingers against Tabby’s mouth. Tabby kissed it reverentially. It tasted of the scotch that had just burned her bum.

“Are you upset with me?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“No?”

“I was for a while, Ma’am. But I would rather be here, serving you, than still married to Mr West.”

Ms Lucci cupped Tabby’s cheek in her palm, fingers lightly stroking her cheekbone.

“It was the best solution for everyone. You can believe it or not, but I wouldn’t have proceeded if this result was not right for you. You are a good fit, here with us.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Did you really not suspect anything? Didn’t you think it was a coincidence that I was driving past your house at the exact moment Garth kicked you out?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“Your naiveté is one of your attractive qualities, It’s charming.”

Tabby didn’t know what to say to that.

“We can give you what you need. There will always be a place for you here, should you want it.”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

“Open your mouth.”

Ms Lucci’s thumb slipped inside, caressing Tabby’s tongue. It played with the line of studs.

“For what it’s worth, I don’t think the current Mrs West will have a very long shelf life. She’s a scheming gold digger.”

Thumb on the inside of Tabby’s cheek, fingers on the outside, Ms Lucci stretched the corner of the maid’s mouth, before pulling out her lower lip and letting it snap back into place.

“You have a beautiful mouth! I was quite taken by those rings embedded in Aria’s lower lip. I think one or two might suit you, too. Or maybe in the corners…”

Ms Lucci laughed, noticing Tabby shiver at the prospect.

“You want to be more sexy, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“We’ll see!”

Ms Lucci suddenly moved in her seat, hiking her skirt up. She hooked one leg over the arm of the chair, sliding forward and Tabby was looking at the Italian’s crotch right in front of her face.

“Pleasure me! Show me what you can do!”

Finally, after pining for so many weeks for the opportunity to serve Ms Lucci intimately, Tabby was suddenly and unexpectedly presented with the chance. She looked up at Ms Lucci in surprise. The lady raised her eyebrows expectantly.

“Thank you, Ma’am!”

Tabby received the widest, warmest smile she ever had from Ms Lucci.

The lady was wearing delicate, skinny silk panties that matched the vibrant green of her dress. There was a wet patch, long and thin, in the centre of the fabric, revealing the arousal Ms Lucci had experienced during the evening, most of that surely at Tabby’s expense.

Pushing the silk aside, Tabby got a close look at Ms Lucci’s pussy for the first time. It was naturally plump, with a sharply defined slit. It really did look like a peach. It was beautiful, surrounded by close-cropped black hair. The line between the two labia glistened with moisture. It was heavily perfumed, which mixed with the scent of her arousal gave a unique, enticing odour. Tabby pressed her lips to it and kissed it. She felt Ms Lucci’s hand on the back of her head, fingers gently scraping across the stubble of her hair.

Tabby ran her tongue up and down the crack, gradually pushing it deeper, tasting her mistress for the first time. Despite her exhaustion, she felt such a thrill to be granted this honour. She felt very emotional. She pushed her tongue right in, working it as deep as she could. Ms Lucci’s hips moved slightly and she sighed.

“No need to rush, pulcina, we have plenty of time. I’ll tell you when I want to cum.”

The lady tasted so sweet. Tabby knew it was an illusion, her mind playing tricks – surely it tasted like every other pussy – but she welcomed the conceit, pulling as much of the essence into her mouth as she could, savouring it. And she was feeling so aroused herself to at last be doing what she had craved for so long. She teased the clit with her tongue stud, causing the sex to spasm and drawing a vocal response from Ms Lucci.

She explored everywhere with her tongue, wanting to learn everything about Ms Lucci’s core, what gave the lady the most pleasure, to give her such a great experience that she would want to use Tabby again.

“Nice and easy, Tabby.” Ms Lucci continued to stroke the back of Tabby’s head.

At some point, Mr Borelli had entered the room. Tabby didn’t realize until his hands on her legs pulled them apart and backward so he could lift her skirts. The new position forced her to curve her back, bottom projecting outward provocatively. She wiggled her arse at him to express her urgent sexual need and he laughed.

He peeled down her panties, pulling the plug out of her bumhole first, and not gently, causing a flash of pain from her sphincter. The dildo quickly followed, making her quiver with delight. He left the latex halfway down her thighs, stretched tight between them. She didn’t let her concentration slip, continuing to work her mouth diligently on Ms Lucci’s sex.

She flinched as Mr Borelli’s hands cupped her buttocks, pressing on her fresh welts. His thumbs found her pussy, rubbing her labia and she gasped and squirmed as the stimulation reached her super-sized clit. He spread the lips apart and she jerked in surprise as she felt his tongue drag crudely up the length of her pussy, so much more forceful than Bitzy’s. It was the first time he had ever used his mouth on her, but it didn’t last for very long.

She felt the head of his cock prodding at her entrance. Then he sunk it into her hard and fast and it took her breath away. For the first time her attention slipped and her tongue stopped inside Ms Lucci, who slapped the back of Tabby’s head to get her focused again. She was so inflamed, so full of lust. Mr Borelli’s thick cock was stretching her, caressing her as he pumped her. It felt sensational, her hips were writhing.

But as usual, the fucking was brief. Mr Borelli was just using her pussy to lube up his cock. He pulled out of her, her buttocks were parted, his thumbs spreading open her rosebud, and then the glans was easing itself into her rectum. He kept pushing until he was entirely inside her, her sphincter stretched wide, her bowels full. It was now a familiar feeling that she was growing to love, even though she would rather he was still in her pussy.

He started to fuck her arse, quickly picking up the pace and force of his thrusts. She pushed her bottom back to each one, his hips slapping into her tender, burning backside, the pain actually enhancing her pleasure. She felt so used, yet she loved it. She thought of all the cocks and pussies she had taken in her mouth today, the cocks that had ploughed her lower holes… Six people had used her body today, she was such a slut! But it was so exciting…

Tabby was bouncing from the force of the butt-fuck. Ms Lucci grabbed a hold of her head to hold her mouth in place.

“Finish me off, pulcina!” Her voice was breathy, Tabby barely heard her.

She had discovered that Ms Lucci’s G-spot was very sensitive. She attacked it, getting the lady’s hips jumping, getting her murmuring in delight. The Italian woman was very wet now, her taste filling Tabby’s mouth and the maid wanted the flavour to stay there forever. She moved her tongue onto the clitoris – she had quickly picked up how to use her front tongue stud effectively. Despite the ache and soreness from such heavy oral use today, she managed to find more energy to batter the clit.

Tabby was hyper-conscious of everything, the gorgeous pussy in her mouth, the huge cock reaming her bowels, Mr Borelli’s hands on her tightly, painfully corseted waist, Ms Lucci’s fingernails scratching at the fuzz on the back of head, hands forcing her face hard into the sweet-smelling sex. The collar of her uniform was cutting into the tender skin under her chin. She could feel the soft kiss of the latex lining of her uniform as it rubbed against her body as it moved, so sensual. So many sensations assaulting her body simultaneously, pleasure and pain merging into one. It was all so powerful, so intense…incredible…she felt so alive!

Ms Lucci froze momentarily as she climaxed, then began to shudder and writhe on Tabby’s face. At the same moment, Tabby felt Mr Borelli’s cock pulsing as he unloaded his cum into her bowels. Then Tabby’s own orgasm crashed through her consciousness.

As he came, Mr Borelli had pushed his thumb into Tabby’s pussy, grinding it on her super-sized, super-sensitive clit to send her hurtling over the edge.

The euphoria captured Tabby, overwhelmed her. She thrashed madly as wave after wave of ecstasy flooded her mind and body. She howled into Ms Lucci’s hot, wet sex.

Tabby knew with absolute certainty that there was no place in the world that she wanted to be other than right here, in her maid’s uniform. She had found her place.




The End
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Student Charlotte Cain is in the midst of a personal crisis and deeply unhappy. She becomes obsessed with Crimzon, a leather clad Exotic Performance Artiste who she notices in a coffee bar, and in who she sees an outlet for her latent submissive fantasies. Crimzon is at first scornful that the studious, dowdy and shy Charlotte understands the true implications of giving herself to the cruel and dominant redhead, and challenges her to get a job as a topless waitress at the club where Crimzon is the star performer.

So, a game begins, with Charlotte dared to give total obedience to Crimzon. The initially cynical Crimzon takes total control of the young woman’s life, changing her inside and out, controlling how she dresses and presents herself. She sets a succession of harsh emotional and physical challenges in an attempt to break Charlotte and get her to flee. 

Charlotte is sent to live with Magenta, a waitress at the club, whose job is to train her to pass the interview to work at the club. Under Magenta’s guidance and Crimzon’s orders, Charlotte is transformed from a wallflower into a blatantly sexual woman.

Crimzon is relentless in Charlotte’s sexual objectification, but still Charlotte does not break. Increasingly, Crimzon is forced to respect the strength of her submission, her ability to accept excessive cruelty, humiliation and sexual use. Charlotte continues to fight to be accepted fully by Crimzon - her one and only goal, but can she crack the rock-hard carapace that Crimzon has erected to stop her heart getting broken ever again?

The first of two volumes charting Charlotte’s life-changing adventure features more than 61,000 words. 

Main theme is lesbian domination. Explicit sex, F/f, M/f, public humiliation, body modifications, exhibitionism, leather and latex fetishism, bondage, use of canes and belts.

[Excerpt]

The bouncer smiled at her and waved her through. Steps led down, curving around. There was a box office with a bored looking bleach blonde in a PVC bra behind the glass. She smiled at Charlotte as she passed. As the daylight faded, so the heavy base of dance music got louder. At the bottom was another set of double doors, this time black and opaque. Taking a deep breath, she pushed through and entered the club.

It was an immediate assault on the senses. The full blast of the music, darkness, yet the bright flashing lights, different colours and the stink of alcohol and sweat. There was a stage at each end of the room with a pole. The nearest one was empty, the spotlights switched off. The farthest one had all lights flashing, bathing a naked woman in alternating colours as she spun around a pole. Along the left side was the bar. There were no more than ten customers in the place, most clustered around the active stage. A couple of men were sat at the bar, watching from further back.

A nearly naked woman approached Charlotte, she was wearing a bizarre waitress uniform all in pink. Her long blonde hair was held back by a headband that glowed in the dark. Around her neck she wore a collar – like a shirt collar, but without the shirt – and from it a tie fell between her bare breasts. High heeled ankle boots, fishnet stockings and a little apron around her waist completed the outfit. Charlotte took a few moments to recognize her, but the waitress had also been at the coffee shop yesterday, she had been the one dressed conventionally in jeans and a T-shirt.

She flashed Charlotte a false smile.

“Hey! Follow me.”

She turned and headed for the bar, placing one foot in front of the other, swinging her hips exaggeratedly, suggestively. Charlotte saw that under the apron the waitress was wearing a tiny black latex skirt that hugged every square inch of her bottom. Across her buttocks, in pink fluorescent writing were the words Spank Me! The shape of the words flexed with each step, drawing even more attention to them.

Charlotte felt sorry for the woman, having to wear such a degrading outfit.

They walked right past the bar, which had a barmaid in the same uniform, except her headband and tie were yellow, and Charlotte followed the waitress through a swing door. Things were very different here. The floor was unburnished concrete, the breeze-block walls hadn’t been plastered, but they had been painted white once, which had turned to a dirty pale yellow with age. The corridor was lit with a bare bulb. The waitress held open the first door on the right and nodded Charlotte through.

“Thanks, Mage!” A voice called from deep in the room.

It was a big, long space. All down the right side were tables with brightly lit mirrors and stools. On the left of the isle were endless racks from which hung lingerie and costumes in gaudy colours, under which was the most bizarre collection of footwear Charlotte had ever seen.

There were three women in the room. One at the very far end, with coal dark hair, was standing looking bored, her arms folded across her prodigious chest. Charlotte’s arrival seemed to spark a mild curiosity as she turned towards her. She was wearing a porno parody of a schoolgirl uniform, her midriff bare and the skirt so short it barely covered her crotch. The nearest woman, with a big, platinum blonde hairdo, was sat buck naked on one of the stools, using the mirror to apply make-up to her face.

Crimzon was behind her, sat on another stool, leaning an elbow on the table. It was she who had spoken. Today, she had her hair in a single ponytail and was wearing a red leather waistcoat that laced up the front, her huge breasts threatening to burst out of the top of it at any time. Her skin-tight leather trousers were laced up at the crotch. She looked stunning, genuinely taking Charlotte’s breath away.

“You actually showed up! You surprised me! You’ve got some balls; I’ll give you that!”

She stood and walked towards Charlotte. In her knee-high stiletto boots, she towered over the student.

“Come!”

Crimzon took hold of Charlotte’s hand and led her out of the dressing room, down the corridor, around a corner and up some stairs.

“We can use the boss’ office for now.”

This room was plush. One wall was all glass, looking out into the club – one of those see out but can’t see in things.

Crimzon pushed Charlotte onto a huge couch and then sat astride her, her bottom resting on Charlotte’s thighs. Her leathers creaked and groaned as she settled, her breasts almost engulfed Charlotte’s face.

“So, the nice little posh girl wants to play with the white trash slut!” Crimzon spoke quietly, her eyes flashing with humour. Crimzon studied Charlotte for a few moments.

“Do you think you are the first to be infatuated with me? I’ve a queue a mile long, boys and girls both, all goggle-eyed, creaming their pants at the thought of getting into mine. I’m sex on a stick. I’m the ultimate object of desire, everybody wants me!”

“I would guess so. So why did you invite me here?”

“To give you a chance to prove yourself. Everyone deserves an opportunity, even though you will fail, like so many before you. If you are what you seem, a nerd looking to get her teenage rocks off before running back to mummy and daddy with her tail between her legs, back to her safe comfortable life, you won’t get very far with me.”

“My old life is what I want to escape! And for the record, I’m twenty.”

Crimzon laughed.

“How many boys have you fucked?”

Charlotte felt herself colouring at the personal question.

“Three.”

“More than I thought! How many boys have you sucked off?”

Charlotte looked down, hesitating before answering.

“None.”

“And you are an anal virgin?”

“Yes,”

“And how many women have you been with?”

“I’ve kissed two, including you.”

Charlotte squirmed in embarrassment.

Crimzon cupped Charlotte’s cheek in her hand.

“You are sweet, and you are naïve, and I am not a nice person. I would want to do bad things to you. You should go before you get hurt.”

Crimzon lowered her head and kissed Charlotte gently. Charlotte kissed back more forcefully, her hands rose to take hold of Crimzon’s head but the redhead pulled away and pushed Charlotte’s arms down.

“You don’t touch me without permission! You don’t do anything without my permission.”

“I’m sorry…”

“I do things to you and you accept them, that’s the way it would be. Total obedience. It would be nasty.”

“Maybe I want nasty!”

Crimzon laughed again.

“Baby, you don’t know what nasty is!”

She kissed Charlotte again. This time it was an altogether different kiss, like the one in the coffee shop; forceful, penetrating, dominating. Her hands wrapped Charlotte’s face. Charlotte wanted to reciprocate, to grab Crimzon, but she didn’t dare.

When Crimzon eventually broke the kiss, Charlotte was breathless. She had never felt so alive and excited in her life.

“You’ve made an effort. You look good. I appreciate that.”

 Crimzon’s hands moved down from Charlotte’s face, brushing across her collarbones. She pushed the dress off Charlotte’s shoulders, tugged it down until her breasts were revealed. Charlotte hadn’t worn a bra. At her age and with the size of her bust, she didn’t need one with her LBD.

“Small, but delightful!”

Crimzon cupped each one in a hand, gently stroking them, flicking her thumbs across the nipples occasionally. Charlotte quivered, pushing her chest forward to increase the sensations. She couldn’t prevent a whimper escaping.

“What would mummy say if she could see what her daughter is getting up to? Half-naked in a strip club, making out with an erotic performer!”

“I don’t give a fuck what my mum thinks, she’s a homophobic bigot!”

“What about when she turns the taps off, how will little CC fend for herself without the bank of mum and dad?

“I would get by.”

“Uh huh!” 

Crimzon pushed Charlotte right back hard against the sofa and dropped her head to take a nipple into her mouth. Charlotte squeaked.

One of Crimzon’s hands slipped into Charlotte’s dress where it had bunched at her waist, her fingers rubbed Charlotte’s crotch through her tights and panties. The student thrust her hips forward in response, grunting.

“Can’t deny that you are hot to trot! Your knickers are soaking already! I bet you’ve been diddling yourself off thinking about me, haven’t you?” Crimzon spoke as she moved her mouth to Charlotte’s other nipple.

“Yes!” Charlotte gasped as Crimzon’s fingers pushed her panties between her labia.

Crimzon raised her head.

“Yes, Miss Crimzon!” She corrected.
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Flight attendant Mia Ford’s first time working in First Class proves to be a tumultuous, life-changing, experience. She meets the supremely confident and entitled Frenchwoman Sydney Beaufort, who soon has the attendant wound around her little finger.

Mia is recruited to a bizarre airline used by the very rich where their hedonistic, sexual excesses can be indulged and kinky is the normal. She finds herself in a world of latex and leather, BDSM, the dominant and the dominated, where the lifestyle has been taken beyond a game to the very real.

A speciality of the airline is the international transportation of human ponies and Mia’s initial fascination with the ponygirls she encounters only intensifies as her blossoming submissive nature takes over her personality. Can she resist the urges that are drawing her towards the ponygirl lifestyle, to an existence as a fetishized, bestial creature, relinquishing her humanity and autonomy?

More than 61,000 words that explore Mia’s discovery of a new lifestyle of unbridled sexuality and her growing understanding of her own submissive needs.

Main theme is lesbian domination (F/f, also some M/f.) BDSM, Ponygirls, bondage, latex and leather fetishism, use of whips and canes, body modifications.




[Excerpt]

A show pony with the requisite large breasts and tightly drawn-in waist, her mane and tail were a rich dark brown streaked and highlighted with bright blonde. Her head was covered in a very intricate bridle with more straps than was normal, especially over her face, criss-crossing her cheeks and forehead. The blinkers were tailored to these straps, curving around her eyes so that they restricted her vision both to the sides and upwards. From their shadowy depths, beautiful bright blue eyes watched Mia nervously.

Large rings in her ear lobes were connected by chains to rings on the shoulders of her harness. The chain taut and stretching the earlobe downwards slightly. The arrangement served no purpose other than looking dramatic and imposing an increased sense of restriction on the pony, as the severe collar wrapping her neck and cupping her chin held her head in a fixed position, anyway.

Two more chains were connected to each of the earrings. One led to the bit ring at the side of the pony’s mouth, the other to the septum ring laying heavily on her top lip. These weren’t loose chains draping prettily to frame her face, they were taut, adding to the distention of her earlobes and creating a perpetual tension to her nose ring. Mia shivered at the thought of how the arrangement of chains must feel on top of the restrictions already imposed by the complex bridle.
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