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Ms. Robertson: Parts 1-7

      
 
1. The Inspection Room

      

  summoned me over. It hadn’t been the most exciting shift of my life, so in a way, I was glad to have something to do. Not that you want it to be interesting, necessarily. In my line of work, interesting often means bad. But more often, what’s holding up the security line at your local airport is someone being absent-minded, forgetting the rules or making an honest mistake. Thankfully, that’s far more common than any deliberate attempt at something criminal.

  

I walked past the lines of people passing through metal detectors and body scanners, rearranging themselves and their bags on the other side, to where Carlos waited. As I approached, he indicated a woman in front of him with his eyes. 

“She set off the metal detector,” he said. “She’s refusing to go through the scanner. Can you do a patdown?” 

“Sure,” I replied. There’s always a few. If people only knew how little those scanners show us. All that appears on the screen we see is a fairly amorphous blob, a cartoon approximation of a person. If I was some kind of pervert, I’d get a lot more out of patting someone down, actually touching them, that I would from looking at a crude CGI simulation of them. But I’m a professional. I don’t enjoy patting down complete strangers. It’s just something that I have to do some mes. And everyone has the right to refuse the scan; the bosses have been very clear about that. If people want to exercise their rights, even for reasons that are opaque to me, it’s fine. Gives me something to do. 

I turned to the woman standing in front of Carlos. She didn’t look like the type to be difficult. We all know we’re not supposed to think in stereotypes, but once you’ve done this job for a while, it becomes unavoidable. It never ceases to amaze me how often people conform to exactly what you would think based on a first impression. People who refuse the scanners and make our jobs difficult are usually younger, college students with ideals and a basic grasp of the law. Or there are the paranoid middle-aged men, the doomsday prepper type, ready for the world to end with a safe full of guns back home and mistrustful of any government employee. You don’t expect refusals from business travelers. They’re usually the easiest of all passengers to deal with because they’ve been through the whole routine so many times. And at first glance, that’s what this woman seemed like to me. 

Her jet black hair was pulled back behind her head in a severe ponytail. 

Her makeup was subtle, but undeniably there. A little bit of color to her full lips, a faint darkening of her eyelids and eyelashes that brought out the deep blue of her iris. My training teaches me to take in these kinds of details at a glance. We’re always reducing everyone we see to a few notable characteristics, the kind you can yell into your radio for your colleagues to find someone who makes a run for it. Mid-30s. Tall, taller than me, though the heels of her black boots had something to do with that. Wearing a navy blue dress with a black blazer on top of it. Well put together, you could call her. Perhaps a little overdressed for a plane ride. But some women seem unable to leave the house without looking as though they’re ready for the runway. A few years spent wearing the unflattering uniform of airport security had at least cured me of that. 

“Okay, ma’am,” I said as I addressed myself to the woman. “I’m going to need to search you. If you prefer this takes place in a private screening room

—” 

“Yes.” We are not cops, but we are a branch of law enforcement. A lot of people get nervous when talking to us. Especially once the situation escalates to this kind of secondary screening. But if this woman was in the least bit nervous, she wasn’t showing it at all. That, too, is something we are trained to look out for. Both the overly nervous and those who aren’t nervous at all around suspicion. Regular people tend to wilt when confronted with uniforms because they don’t often deal with representatives of authority. But this woman was a million miles from wilting. This woman looked as though she had never wilted in her life. 

“Okay,” I said slowly. I offered the private room by routine, part of the whole script we were supposed to say. It was the first  me anyone had ever taken me up on the offer. This woman that had only said a single word had already confounded a lot of the preconceived ideas I had about her. But a huge part of staying in control of a situation is giving the impression that you

can’t be shaken. “Come this way,” I said, turning away from the woman as I led her toward the screening room. I could hear the heels of her boots echoing on the polished floor with every step she took behind me. Ignoring the eyes of other passengers following us, I unlocked the door of the screening room and pushed it open, stepping to one side to let the woman pass. No wonder people were watching us. She was a striking woman, and it was more than just her height. She walked with the posture of a dancer, her spine ruthlessly straight, every step purposeful and elegant as she stepped into the small room I had opened. It’s not professional to reflect on a passenger’s attractiveness, even as we are required to take in every detail of their appearance. Some mes, walking that line is harder than at other times. 

This was one of the hard times. But I tried to brush away the unprofessional thoughts I was having as I stepped into the room with her and shut the door behind us. 

“Do you have your passport with you?” I asked. The woman’s blue eyes never left mine as she reached into the inside pocket of her jacket and produced a document. I opened it on the photo page. I knew her passport must’ve been checked at least a couple of times for her to even get to this part of the airport, but it never hurts to check again. Serena Robertson. My eyes scanned her details. 36 years old. A few years older than me. 

Wordlessly, I handed her passport back to her, and she slid it back into her jacket pocket. 

“Can you remove your jacket please, Ms. Robertson?” I asked. Without a word, she shrugged out of the garment and folded it carefully before setting it down on the small table against one wall of the inspection room. The dress below was sleeveless, bearing her toned and slender arms. I couldn’t miss the extravagant swell of her breasts that strained the dark fabric as she stood in front of me with such perfect posture, her chest forward, her shoulders back, as though she were a soldier on parade. The dress was relatively conservative, with a high neck and a hem that ended just above her knees. 

But I could see at once that she had the kind of body that makes everything look sexy. The sheath dress couldn’t hide her hourglass figure, her tiny waist, and her large breasts. I’ve never met anyone who could make our uniforms look good, but I had a feeling that if anyone could pull it off, it was this woman. And to my surprise, I felt a faint prickling in my cheeks. It had been a couple of months since I was last with anyone, a dreary dry spell that I had tried to ignore by picking up extra shifts at work and busying myself with hobbies. But the body has its demands, and they only get stronger the more you ignore them. Reminding myself that I was there as a representative of the state, I locked eyes with Ms. Robertson again. 

“I’m going to run the backs of my hands over you, over your clothes,” I said, holding up my gloved hands in front of me to show her what I meant. 

“I’m checking for any weapons, any contraband, anything you shouldn’t be carrying. If you have anything like that, it’s better to tell me now before I find it myself.” 

“Of course I don’t have anything like that,” Ms. Robertson said. Her dismissive tone of voice irritated me. after all, I was just doing my job. She was the one who’d made things difficult by refusing a body scan. 

“Okay,” I said. Stepping forward, I began to run the backs of my hands over her, starting at her shoulders. Ms. Robertson watched, her cool blue eyes staring down at me as she stood with her hands on her hips, her pretty face showing her utter disdain as she waited. My hands slid down her sides, following the epic curve of her breasts. I frowned as I felt something underneath the fabric. Something hard. Something that clung to the contours of her body underneath her dress and seemed to cover her from her chest all the way down to her hips. A rising panic inside me dried my throat as visions of bomb vests rose in my mind. 

“Are you… Do you wear any kind of medical device?” I said, trying to keep the quiver of fear I felt out of my voice. The woman’s lustrous black ponytail swayed from side to side as she shook her head. But her manner changed. I can see now the faint lift at the corners of her painted lips, the frosty beginnings of a smile whose meaning I couldn’t interpret. 

“Can I show you?” she asked. Removing the backs of my hands from her indrawn stomach, I took a step backward and nodded, trying to hide the slow motion of my hand as it drifted toward my belt. The woman was smiling openly now, and she kept her eyes on mine as she reached back behind herself, deftly drawing down the zipper of her dress. My breath caught as I watched her slide the fabric over her shoulders, slowly, teasingly, not at all in the perfunctory way we had been trained to deal with. We were trained to deal with belligerence, drunkenness, defiance, and even violence. But this was something else. This seemed like some strange game this woman was playing. And as she pulled her dress further down, exposing acres of her creamy breasts, I saw at last what had caused all this confusion. Underneath her expensive-looking, if somewhat unremarkable dress, Ms. Robertson was wearing a full-blown overbust corset. 

As my eyes drifted over her and she pulled the top of her dress down to her waist, I had to admit that the corset was every bit as exquisite as the rest of her clothes. The fabric was a deep red, almost scarlet, and the satin material shone in the light with every movement she made. Black lace details formed curved vertical lines from the top of the corset to the bottom, further accentuating her already outrageously sexy figure. The garment molded her body into an unbelievable shape, pushing her ample breasts high on her chest and giving her a cleavage that shook and shuddered with every breath she took. To be frank, she looked amazing. And nothing in my dull hours of professional training had prepared me for a situation quite like this one. 

“Is there…is there some special reason you’re wearing that today, ma’am?” I asked, desperate to maintain the veneer of professionalism I had started with. You never know. We live in litigious times, and it’s smart to be careful. But Ms. Robertson smiled broadly now as she shook her head again, and the so  flesh of her breasts bounced inside the cups of the tightly laced corset. 

“Just because it’s beautiful,” she said. My mouth was dry as I watched her run her hands down over her own stomach, enjoying the feeling of her body wrapped in the sexy garment. “Don’t you think it’s beautiful?” 

“Yes,” I croaked before I could stop myself. It was no more than the truth. 

It was a beautiful garment. But my professional demeanor was crumbling under the assault of this woman’s undeniable sexiness. I felt suddenly dizzy, as though all the air had been sucked out of the  tiny room we shared. I was close enough to her that I could smell the faint scent of perfume rising from her skin, feel the warmth of her beautiful body as she stood in front of me with her dress pulled down to her waist and her enviable breasts fully on display. I could feel that tingling feeling in the very pit of my stomach. This woman was turning me on. And the sudden dampness between my thighs left me in no doubt about how little control I had over my own body. 

“It has steel bones,” Miss Robertson went on. “That must be what set off the metal detector. Silly me.” She could play it up all she wanted, but I got the impression that this was a woman who had never been silly in her life. Every movement she made, every word she spoke, was so deliberate, so well-formed, so elegant. She seemed like she had never been unsure of anything in her life. Even in this situation we found ourselves in, which I was sure had to be as new to her as it was to me, she seemed completely unflappable. As though she knew in advance exactly what was going to happen between us. I wished I did too. 

“Here,” Ms. Robertson said. She stepped forward, a single boot heel tapping on the floor of the inspection room as she gently took my hand in hers. This was completely against all the rules. I should’ve stopped it right there. Any  me a member of the public touches one of us, it counts as an assault. I would be justified in reaching for my weapon. But I didn’t. Instead, I let Ms. Robertson pull my hand toward her, placing my fingers at the side of her satin corset so that I could feel the rigid steel underneath the fabric. I nodded dumbly. Ms. Robertson released her hold on my hand, but I kept it where it was. I could feel the slickness of the fabric as my fingers slid slowly up her body. 

“See?” Ms. Robertson grinned at me. “That must be what happened.” 

“Must be,” I echoed. The blood was throbbing in my ears. Standing so close to her only seemed to make the spell that surrounded her more potent. 

She was gorgeous, and no part of me wanted to withdraw my hand now that I had made contact with her. And I noticed she didn’t step away either. I could’ve told her to get dressed, to go and catch her flight. I was convinced she wasn’t any kind of security risk. But at that point, my professional considerations were the furthest thing from my mind. I stared at the deep valley between Ms. Robertson’s breasts, my mouth watering as I looked at the delightful globes of flesh, and she smirked down at me as she saw me looking. 

“I get it,” Ms. Robertson said. “You’re just doing your job. You’re probably right; I shouldn’t have worn this to the airport. But it turns me on, knowing I

have this secret underneath my clothes. It’s sexy. You should try it some me.” I snorted in response, barely able to imagine doing such a thing. 

Besides, I couldn’t believe that wearing a tight-laced corset like the one Ms. Robertson had would be comfortable during a long day of work. But there was no arguing with the way it made her look. 

“They’re real,” she said in a low voice. “You can touch them if you want.” I didn’t need to wonder what she meant. And I barely knew myself what I was doing as I quickly stripped the gloves from my hands and dropped them to the floor. I heard a low chuckle in Ms. Robertson’s throat as I reached out with both hands, the tips of my fingers feeling the unbelievable softness of her breasts above the corset that constricted and restrained them. Her gorgeous boobs threatened to spill over the top of the garment with every breath she took, and she breathed more deeply for my benefit as I caressed her. With every passing second, my desire was growing, and all considerations of my job were forgotten the moment my hands touched her body. Giving in to the rampant lust that boiled inside me, I lowered my head to her chest, inhaling the sweet scent of her skin as I pressed my lips against her breasts. I heard Ms. Robertson sigh with pleasure as I kissed her, over and over, luxuriating in the feel of her so  skin against mine. 

“Never fails,” she chuckled. I wondered what she could mean as I continued to kiss her chest, my hands running more frantically now up and down her torso, feeling the way the steel bones compressed her stomach, feeling the tight laces that ran in a long line up her back. No wonder she had good posture. The tight corset she wore wouldn’t allow her to slouch the way I so often did. 

“My flight doesn’t leave for a long  me,” Ms. Robertson said in that same low voice that seemed to emerge from somewhere between my ears rather than coming from outside. “I have  me for some fun if you do. But since you’ve seen mine, I think it’s only fair that I should see yours.” Reluctantly, I raised my head from her chest as I felt her hands on my body. She was reaching for the front of my shirt, and I didn’t try to stop her. Skillfully, she unfastened each button on by one before pulling my shirt down from my shoulders. Her eyes danced over my body, the wicked grin never leaving her pretty face. In front of her in her gorgeous lingerie, I felt wholly inadequate. I had dressed for comfort, choosing a seamless bra that wouldn’t show through my shirt. Security personnel aren’t supposed to be sexy. And I hadn’t anticipated anything like this. But Ms. Robertson’s eyes moved over my body, and she smiled as though she liked what she saw. Her hands drifted toward my chest, and I shuddered as I felt her touch my breasts, the thumbs already circling my swelling nipples through the fabric of my bra. 

“It’s a shame they make a pretty girl like you were such an ugly uniform,” Ms. Robertson said. “Have you ever been to Cuba?” 

“N - no, ma’am,” I stammered, Still addressing her as though what was going on between us was in the least bit professional. 

“You should,” she went on, her thumbs never stopping their maddening dance over my protruding nipples. “The border guards there wear miniskirts and fishnet stockings. They’re gorgeous. I often think about how much fun it must be to go to work looking like that every day.” Her words, or more correctly her voice, wove her spell over me. I groaned as she removed her hands from my breasts, her finger tips sliding down my arms instead. Every lonely night since my last relationship came back to haunt me at that moment, solitude piling on top of itself until it formed a compressed crystal of monstrous lust. I press my body against hers, once again showering her boobs with kisses. And by the  me I noticed her hands were on my belt, it was too late. I gasped in shock as I felt metal against one wrist, but she was too quick. The cuff snapped shut, my hands locked behind my back. Once again, fear bloomed in my stomach. 

But calmly and confidently, Ms. Robertson undid the buckle of my belt and lifted it from around my hips. Carefully, she set it down on the low table where her folded jacket set. To my relief, she hadn’t reached for my weapon. 

Instead, she turned back to me and took hold of the front of my pants. I gasped in lust and shame as she unfastened them and let them fall to the floor. The warmth that rose from her body was intoxicating as she pressed herself against me, the fingers of one hand wrapping gently but firmly around my throat. She pushed me backward until my cuffed hands were against the wall of the windowless inspection room, her beautiful eyes dancing over my face as though she was seeking to memorize it. And while she held me by the throat, pinning me against the wall, her other hand drifted down between my legs. I moaned as she slipped it inside my panties, her fingers pressing against my dripping pussy in rhythmic circular motions. I cried out in pleasure as my clitoris began to swell under her palm, the sensitive flesh responding to every movement of her hand until my legs were trembling with desire. Still holding me by the throat, Ms. Robertson curled two fingers up inside me, and I moaned in disbelieving desire as my pussy clenched around them. She knew exactly what she was doing. This woman was playing me like an instrument, nothing more than the fingers of one hand reducing me to a sobbing, blubbering mess of desire. I stared up at her as she seemed to tower over me, keeping me pinned against the wall, keeping me pinned on a bright needle of sexual pleasure that was all the more exciting for being so wrong. My knees felt weak, and I struggled to stand as this dominant goddess continued to finger me, drawing bright bolts of pleasure from my body. 

The back of my head hit the wall behind me as I closed my eyes and shuddered. A long cry of passion rose from my throat, filling the air of the tiny room that hid us from the busy airport outside. I was having an orgasm right there at work, surrendering my body completely to an absolute stranger who was taking control of me so easily, it was embarrassing. And Ms. Robertson’s hand went on doing its wicked work, her fingers sliding in and out of my convulsing sex until I howled with pleasure. I felt the sudden flood of my juices pouring down between my thighs, and I gasped in relief as my orgasm tore through me, turning my muscles to water, turning everything to bright burning pleasure as I moaned and convulsed against the inspection room wall. 

Ms. Robertson released her grip on my throat. Gasping for air, I opened my eyes. Reaching toward my head, she took hold of the ponytail at the back of my head. Gently but firmly, she pulled me away from the wall toward the center of the room. I swayed wildly with every step, barely able to walk after what she had done to me. I was almost relieved as she pressed down on my shoulder, forcing me to sink to my knees. At least that way, I wouldn’t fall over. And I looked up in disbelief at Ms. Robertson as she loomed above me, Still holding my ponytail in her left hand, Still smiling that devious smile as she gloated over my disgrace. 

“What’s your name?” she asked. 

“Rebecca,” I panted. 

“Rebecca,” Ms. Robertson echoed. “I think you’re a very naughty girl, Rebecca. Have you ever been fucked by a passenger before?” 

“No, ma’am,” I gasped. In the positions we were in, it just seemed right to address her that way. Overcome as I was with pleasure and desire, I felt as though this woman could do anything to me. Evidently, she felt the same way. 

“But look how wet I made you,” Ms. Robertson grinned. She raised her right hand in front of my face, and I could see my juices dripping from her fingers. Slowly, she reached forward, her left hand Still holding my head in position by my ponytail, and traced the shape of my lips with her wet right fingers. I could smell my own pussy on her hand. “Taste it,” she ordered. “Lick my hand clean. I want you to taste what I did to you today.” And even while shock and disgrace erupted inside me, I did as I was told. I heard Ms. Robertson laugh gleefully as I parted my lips, and she slid her wet fingers inside. Staring up at her, I sucked on her fingers like a wanton slut, swallowing down my own juices as quickly as I was able. I might have just had an orgasm, but desire burned inside me as strongly as ever while this woman disgraced me. 

“That’s a good girl,” Ms. Robertson said. Finally, her fingers slid out from between my lips. Her heels echoed on the floor as she took a step backward. 

I tried not to moan in despair as I watched her pulled her dress back up, covering the beautiful corset with its dark blue fabric. Zipping up her dress, Ms. Robertson stepped over to the table at the side of the room and reached for her jacket. I watched as she reached into a pocket and produced a business card. Stepping toward me again, she slid the card between my boobs, into my bra. I gazed up at her in fearful expectation. 

“I’m out of town for the next two weeks,” she said. “But after that, you can give me a call some me. Maybe we can play together again.” At that, she bent at the waist, taking hold of my ponytail again as her face appeared right in front of mine. “But be warned,” she went on, “I play hard.” Leaning further forward, she pressed her lips against mine, her tongue invading my mouth that Still tasted of my own sex as she kissed me. And I kissed her back, hungrily, desperately, feeling desire for her boiling inside me. But it wasn’t to last. Breaking the kiss, Ms. Robertson straightened up again and pulled her jacket back on. 

“Where’s the key for those handcuffs?” she asked. 

“In my belt,” I said, not without a feeling of relief. “In that small pouch on the side.” Ms. Robertson retrieved the key and circled behind me. I heard the lock of the handcuffs click, and I sighed as she released my wrists. Stepping back in front of me, Ms. Robertson carelessly tossed the open cuffs onto the table. 

“You’d better get dressed and get back to work,” she smirked. And as I rose on legs that Still felt like jelly, I hurried to do what she said. 
    


2. Ms. Robertson Returns

      
 
You have to understand, I’ve never been the frilly kind of girl. I mean, every woman likes to feel sexy now and again. But I’ve always been a bit of a tomboy in that regard. I prefer looking at women in sexy lingerie than wearing it myself. And all the girlfriends I’ve had have been the femme type. 

Don’t get me wrong; I’m no butch. But I only own two dresses, and one of those was a bridesmaid dress from my sister’s wedding. When it comes to underwear, I choose comfort over style every time. And usually, I buy my underwear in the same place I buy my groceries. 

So finding myself in one of those fancy stores that sell nothing other than women’s underwear was a new experience for me. And under other circumstances, maybe I would’ve hated it. Maybe I would’ve hated finding how little fit me, or how everything seems made for women with impossible proportions, walking Barbie dolls with giant boobs and no discernible rib cage. But I have to admit now, just as I had to admit then as I wandered through the store, assisted by some chirpy young girl who looked like she’d been pulled off the runway herself, I didn’t hate it. Because the circumstances around this out-of-character shopping trip were so exciting, so sexy, that I couldn’t divorce the task from the motive behind it. I was here because Ms. Robertson wanted me to be. And lately, it seemed, whatever Ms. Robertson wanted, Ms. Robertson got. 

I waited two weeks. It was the longest two weeks of my life. From the moment I hurriedly pulled my uniform back on and opened the door to watch this incredible woman walk away from me, I was counting the hours until I could see her again. She didn’t look back as she disappeared into the crowded airport. I watched her go until she was swallowed up by the masses. 

I knew nothing about her, besides her name, age, and her place of birth. I had her passport details practically memorized. But most importantly, I had the business card she had given me. The one she had stuffed inside my bra after giving me one of the best orgasms of my life. Before the two weeks were up, I had the business card memorized too. 

Although calling it a business card seems a little out of place. There was no men on of any business on it. There was only her name, Serena Robertson. And her phone number and an email address with a domain that told me nothing. More like a calling card, if that’s not too archaic. In the long nights that followed the day I met her, I found myself wondering what kind of person has cards printed up like that? How many times did she have encounters with strangers that she felt it necessary to pick out a font and have cards made up with her contact details on them? Who was this woman? 

A kinky-minded CEO, or an international spy? A professional dominatrix, or simply a habitual slut? Searching the Internet told me nothing. There are plenty of Serena Robertsons online, but none of them seemed to be her. That was strange in and of itself. after all, she was only a few years older than me, in her mid-30s. Right at the age when most people have an online presence of some kind. But Ms. Robertson was a ghost. And I’d be lying if I said that didn’t enhance her appeal. She was a mystery. And who doesn’t love a mystery? 

And over the course of two weeks, the memory of what had happened at work that day haunted me. It crystallized in my mind until I could replay it with perfect clarity, feeling the same sensations as though it were happening all over again. I did replay it, every night of the two weeks that followed. 

Every night as I lay alone in my bed, my body yearning for the attention the stranger gave it, the blissful sensation she had drawn out for me using nothing but her talented fingers. I’ll admit it; I was a mess. I had met this woman only once, but already, I could feel myself becoming obsessed with her. 

And the job I used to distract myself from my loneliness was now tainted by her, too. I could never put on my belt and feel the weight of the handcuffs attached to it without remembering what they had been used for. I couldn’t forget what this woman had done to me, with nothing but her beautiful body and her voice. I was supposed to be security, and yet I had let a member of the public take my weapon from me and handcuff me and bring me, quite literally, to my knees. It was dangerous, and I vowed not to let it happen again. Yet I couldn’t bring myself to regret it. Quite the opposite. Those few moments with Ms. Robertson had been some of the most thrilling of my life. 

The two weeks she had told me to wait came to an end. I managed to hold out for one more day. Conventional wisdom says that we shouldn’t appear too eager, that desperation is unattractive. But I was desperate. 

Desperate to see her again, desperate to be controlled by her. It was a feeling I had never experienced before, and I had no idea how to deal with it. I could hardly believe what I was doing as I picked up the phone and dialed her number. The ringing of the phone seemed interminable until once again, I heard her voice. 

“Hello?” For a moment, just a moment, fear gripped me. What was I doing? I didn’t even know this woman. But I pushed passed my doubts, hoping Miss Robertson didn’t hear the squeak in my voice as I answered. 

“Hi,” I said uncertainly. “Is that — is this Serena Robertson?” 

“Speaking.” 

“Hi. It’s – my name is Rebecca. You, uh - you gave me your card a couple of weeks ago. At the airport?” 

“Rebecca,” came the voice on the other end of the line. “Yes, I remember. 

The security girl.” 

“That’s — that’s right. I - I just wanted to call you and see how your trip went. And see if maybe — I don’t know — maybe we can get together at some point?” There was a slight pause, a pause that felt like the edge of a cliff I was leaning over, a precipice I threatened to tumble into without hope of rescue. This woman made me feel like an awkward teenager again, as though I didn’t know how to ask someone out. 

“You mean like a date?” The reply finally came. 

“I — I guess so. I mean, if you want.” I closed my eyes, silently cursing my awkwardness. Of all the things I envied about Ms. Robertson, had envied since the moment I met her, at that moment, what I wished for most was her composure. She seemed unflappable. I was coming off like an idiot. Like someone too scared and lacking in confidence to come out and say what they want. Which really wasn’t like me at all. 

“No, I don’t think I’m interested in going on a date with you, Rebecca.” 

Ms. Robertson’s words all but crushed me. I felt hot tears forming in my eyes as she spoke. I blinked them back frantically as I tried to listen to what she was saying. “But I would be willing to play with you again. What do you think? Would you like to play another game with me?” 

“Yes,” I gasped, hope swelling inside me again pathetically at her words. 

“Yes, I would.” 

“I liked it better when you called me ma’am.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. It was shameful, but nothing seemed to matter more than that she agree to play with me some more. It was all I could think about. 

And as embarrassing as it is to say, it only seemed right to address her with a term of respect. She was soft beautiful, so confident, so impressive. Even just talking to her on the phone made me feel like a foolish little girl. 

“Good,” Ms. Robertson said. “I did have fun the other day at the airport. 

Maybe I’ll come see you there again.” 

“At – at the airport, ma’am?” The day I had met this woman at work with one of the best of my life. But all the same, it was my workplace. I had been hoping for something both more in mate and less dangerous. after all, I couldn’t keep disappearing with a passenger to the inspection room of the airport. We had been lucky to get away with it last time. But of course, doing anything else would have required disagreeing with Ms. Robertson. And even in those early days, that seemed basically impossible to me. 

“Yes. At the airport,” Ms. Robertson went on. “I don’t suppose there’s anything you can do about that ghastly uniform they make you wear.” 

“No, ma’am.” 

“I didn’t think so. But they can’t control what you wear under it. Here’s what we’re going to do. I want you to wear your sexiest lingerie to work from now on. Email me your schedule. I’m going to show up one day, and you’re going to take me to that little inspection room where we had so much fun, and I’m going to inspect you. I’m going to make sure you’re wearing something sufficiently frilly and sexy. But I’m not going to tell you what day it will be. So you’ll need to be prepared at any moment.” 

“But —” silence greeted me from the other end of the line. I objected reflexively, but I didn’t know what exactly my objection was. Other than that I balked at the control of this woman I barely knew, that some small part of me had an urge not to give in to her so easily. Even while the rest of me demanded that I do nothing less. 

And in the silence, Ms. Robertson was waiting. 

“I – I don’t really have anything… Like that, ma’am,” I finally said. The low chuckle that reached me down the phone line made my stomach tighten with fear and desire. 

“Well, I guess you’d better go shopping, hadn’t you?” Ms. Robertson laughed. 

And that’s how I found myself at work in my unflattering uniform with some very uncomfortable underwear on underneath it. I had done exactly as Ms. Robertson said. I’d spent a startling amount on the kind of underwear I had never thought I would find myself wearing. Thongs and G strings and briefs and boy shorts. Padded push-up bras. getting dressed each day was a reminder of how badly I wanted her, how little ability I had to resist her. Every day was a fresh submission to her will as I struggled into the impractical underwear before pulling my drab uniform on over the top of it. And every day, the humiliation was compounded when Ms. Robertson didn’t show up. 

There I was, all dressed up like a streetwalker under my uniform for a woman who wasn’t even there. It was humiliating. And every day, I vowed that that was enough. That that was the last day I would do it. If Ms. Robertson wasn’t going to have the decency even to show up, I wasn’t going to play her ridiculous game. And if she did show up and found I wasn’t dressed the way she wanted, so what? Who was she to tell me what I should or shouldn’t wear underneath my clothes? 

Almost a week passed like that. Every day I vowed it would be the last, and every morning found me putting on a new set of sexy underwear. And even though each day, I was getting a little more angry at this mysterious woman, I was starting to find that there were other forces at work. The underwear I had bought to impress her was uncomfortable. But I was getting used to it. More than that, in some shameful way that I struggled to admit even to myself, I was coming to enjoy it. It was like a little secret I kept all to myself while I went about my daily tasks, enduring the bored gaze of passengers who would probably not believe what they saw if they could see through my uniform. If I had been forced through an x-ray scanner myself, one far more sophisticated than the ones we actually used, my secret would be revealed. And even as I cursed Ms. Robertson for not showing up, I began to see the sly genius of what she had done. She had taken me, a girl who had never particularly enjoyed dressing up, and taught me how sexy it can feel. 

And she had done it all with nothing more than a phone conversation. 

Until one day, there she was. 

I saw her from a long way off, my eyes drawn towards her by some mysterious magnetism. She wasn’t yet in the line for security, which was short that day. Not many flights were going out. She was just approaching the line when I saw her. And across the echoing expanse of the airport, her eyes found mine, and even at that long distance, I was sure I could see her smile. 

She looked fantastic. She was wearing a black pencil skirt that clung to her hips and hugged her legs, the fabric stretching around her thighs with every step she took. Black spike heels on her feet, making her body sway with every step she took. A red satin shirt completed her outfit, the shimmering fabric clinging to her large breasts and reminding me in a way I was sure couldn’t be accidental of the corset she had been wearing the first day we met. Once she knew she had caught my eye, I saw her stop. She didn’t enter the line to pass through the security checkpoint, stopping instead just the other side of it. For that, at least, I was grateful. 

“Dave, I’m going to take my break, okay?” I said to my coworker. Dave grunted, barely lifting his eyes from the screen in front of him that showed him an endless procession of x-rayed bags. Stepping out from behind the conveyor belt, I made my way through the metal detector, hearing it beeping wildly at my gun and cuffs as I ignored it. I hurried past the line of passengers, making my way to where Ms. Robertson waited. 

“Hello, Rebecca,” she said, her voice that same purr that drove me wild even over the phone. The deep blue of her eyes was even more gorgeous than I remembered, even more hypno c. Today, she wore her hair down, falling in soft black waves around her shoulders. For all that I had fantasized about her over the past three weeks, as clearly as I thought I remembered our earlier encounter, I realized when I saw her that nothing compared to the reality. She was  beautiful, and seeing her again only reinforced just how badly I wanted her. How badly I needed her. 

“Hello, ma’am,” I said quietly, seeing her sly smile grew wider as I used the title of respect she demanded. “I — it’s good to see you. “

“I bet it is,” Ms. Robertson chuckled. “I bet you can’t wait to get me inside that inspection room for a vigorous patdown. There’s just one problem. I don’t have a boarding pass. I’m not flying anywhere today.” 

There was a kind of challenge in her eyes as she stared at me. She was waiting to see how I would react. And I barely knew myself. Without a boarding pass, she shouldn’t be able to get to the secure area of the airport. 

But at the same time, I wanted her badly. The sight of her had triggered all my aching desire for her, and now that she was so close to me, I couldn’t stand the thought of not getting what I wanted. I racked my brains. Desire made me bold. I could feel the silly little panties I was wearing dampening as I reached out and took her gently by the arm, just above the elbow, feeling the silky fabric of her shirt and the toned firmness of her arm underneath it. 

“That won’t be a problem,” I said, trying not to pant with abject desire as I spoke. “Just come with me.” Ms. Robertson smiled again as I led her past the line of waiting passengers. They could wait a little longer. Nothing mattered to me now except getting this beautiful woman safely behind closed doors. People watched as we passed, heads turning to follow the passage of this beautiful woman as we moved past the line. I didn’t care. My heart was beating hard in my chest, and I knew that there was only one way to relieve the growing pressure I felt in my stomach. 

To my relief, no one challenged us. My coworkers were absorbed in their duties, their focus entirely on other passengers. The inspection room was unoccupied. Ms. Robertson’s heels rapped on the floor in counterpoint to the hammering of my own heart as I led her into the room and swung the door shut behind us. 

Ms. Robertson turned. She stood poised on her slender heels, her arms folded across her chest and accentuating her large breasts. She looked me up and down, that sly smile spreading across her face once more. 

“I bet you could get in a lot of trouble for this,” she smirked. I nodded. 

“They’d probably fire me if I got caught, ma’am,” I said. 

“Well,” Ms. Robertson purred, “you are a naughty girl. You must want me really badly.” 

“I do, ma’am.” I stepped toward her, but Ms. Robertson placed her hand on my chest, keeping me at bay. 

“Then you’d better show me what you’re wearing under that uniform,” 

she said, her eyes traveling over my body again. “It turns me on, thinking of you dressed all slutty at work. Now show me what you’re wearing.” I took a deep breath and let it out again. Ms. Robertson removed her hand from my chest, waiting. I could hardly believe myself what I was doing, but my hands moved as if of their own accord. Ms. Robertson watched as I fumbled with the buttons of my shirt, pulling it open to reveal the bra underneath. 

“Slow down,” she ordered as she watched. “You don’t have a plane to catch. Have you ever been to a strip club before? Make it sexy for me.” I blushed to the roots of my hair. But I did as I was told. I slowed my movements, peeling my open shirt back and letting it slide down my arms. 

Next, I reached for my belt and unfastened it, setting it carefully aside on the table against the wall. Ms. Robertson grinned as I opened the front of my pants and pulled them down, kicking off my practical shoes so that I could remove my pants totally. My ugly uniform sat in a discarded pile on the floor, and I stood in front of this near-stranger in nothing but my underwear. A bright red push-up bra that held my boobs high on my chest, making them jiggle and bounce with every movement I made. The skimpy panties I wore matched the bra, the same vivid red fabric decorated with lace at its edges. 

They were so small they barely covered my pussy, and I had had to shave carefully to make sure that no hair would show outside the tiny triangle of fabric. Somehow, I felt more vulnerable than I would have if I had been standing in front of Ms. Robertson naked while her eyes traveled unabashedly over my body. She was enjoying this, enjoying the power she held over me, the unignorable imbalance between the two of us as I stood undressed before her. But my eyes traveled over her body too, taking in her incredible hourglass figure while my pussy dampened and I waited to see what she would do with me. 

“Better than last time, anyway,” Ms. Robertson finally said. “How does it feel, working all day while dressed like my little slut?” I shivered at her words. 

Hearing her call me that tugged at the taut wires of need inside my body, and I bit my lower lip as a shiver of lust raced through me. 

“It feels… good, ma’am,” I managed. Ms. Robertson grinned at me. 

“I bet it does,” she giggled. “I bet it gets you all turned on. It’s definitely turned me on, seeing how well you obeyed my orders. You’re going to need to do something about that. Put the handcuffs on.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” Serena laughed at my unquestioning compliance as I stepped towards the table where my belt lay. Pulling the handcuffs from my belt, I snapped them onto one wrist. Then I clicked the other bracelet around my other wrist, cuffing my hands in front of me. Having my wrists shackled together caused my arms to press against my boobs, making them even more prominent in the bra I wore. A detail not lost on Ms. Robertson as she looked me over again. 

“Good girl,” she said. “Now, you can undress me.” Eagerly, I stepped forward. Ms. Robertson stood motionless as I reached for the front of her shirt. The red fabric shimmered under my hand, and I felt myself growing increasingly short of breath as I struggled to undo the buttons. Her shirt whispered under my hands as I finally opened it, and Ms. Robertson let it slide down her arms. Her own underwear was black, black as the loose waves of hair that hung around her shoulders, a kind of bodysuit that disappeared below the waistband of her skirt. Without a word, she turned her back on me, and I knew what to do. I reached for the zipper of her skirt and pulled it down, and she wiggled her hips seductively from side to side as I pulled the stretching fabric down until it fell to the floor. I was right. She was wearing a black lace bodysuit that covered her from chest to hip, disappearing between her legs. She looked incredible. My pussy trembled with desire at the sight of her in her lingerie, so much more exquisite than me in mine. 

“You see this?” Ms. Robertson asked, holding her arms away from her body as she turned back around to face me. “This is what a woman should look like.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said as meekly as I was able. She’d get no disagreement from me looking the way she did. I’ve always liked girly girls, and every inch of Miss Robertson’s body seemed to drip with feminine sexuality. 

“On your knees.” The speed with which I obeyed her orders shocked even me. but in seconds, I was kneeling on the floor at Ms. Robertson’s feet, gazing up at her in abject lust while my pussy streamed inside my revealing panties. She stood above me, made even taller by her high heels, her long legs causing her to tower over me as her eyes held mine. And as she stepped forward, I saw her reach between her legs and pull the bodysuit out of the way. Just like that, her pussy was exposed to me, the intricate folds shining with the moisture of her arousal as she stood in front of me. I could smell her fragrance, and every cell of my body cried out for hers as she placed her hand on the back of my head and pulled me towards her. Again, she used my ponytail as a handle to guide my movements as she steered my face between her legs. And I was only too eager to do what she wanted. I ran my tongue desperately over her pussy, pressing my face between her thighs, and the groan of pleasure she gave caused my own desire to ignite as I licked her. I forgot about everything else, forgot about my job or where we were, focusing solely on being a vehicle for the pleasure of this incredible woman. 

She stood above me like a goddess, and I worshiped her humbly on my knees, licking and kissing her dripping pussy until she was howling in pleasure. All my dreams and fantasies of the past few weeks coalesced and made the moment vibrant with pleasure as I ate her out in the inspection room. 

Ms. Robertson shrieked. I felt her fist tighten on my ponytail. 

Rhythmically, I licked her juicy sex, bobbing my head up and down to bring her pleasure as she howled. I tasted her orgasm on my tongue, the abrupt flood of her warm juices filling my mouth, and it tasted like heaven as I slurped them down. Sighing softly now, the dominant woman stroked my hair, petting me while I lapped up the last vestiges of her pleasure. 

“Good,” she panted above me, “that’s a good girl. That’s how you make me happy. By being a good little slut for me.” She stepped back then, and I watched her stoop to pick up her clothes on the floor. Walking over to my melt on the table, she produced the key to the handcuffs again. I watched disappointed, unwilling for our game to end so soon, before I had experienced pleasure of my own. But Ms. Robertson had other plans. 

“Your shift ends at five today, correct?” she asked. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. 

“Okay. I’ll be waiting. Meet me in the departures hall. I’m not done having fun with you yet.” 
    

3. A Novice In The Dungeon

      
 
My heart was pounding as I finished my shift. It’s not easy to work when all you can think about is sex. That was the position Serena had me in as the minutes crawled slowly past. I tried to concentrate on what I was doing, tried to pay attention. But it was no use. I could only imagine what kind of kinky delights the other woman had planned for me once my shift ended. As far as I was concerned, the end of my workday couldn’t come quickly enough. 

But finally, after slow interminable hours, it did end. Five o’clock came around, and I all but ran to the staff locker room. I didn’t even bother to get changed like I usually did. The only thing I did, out of an excess of caution, was take my gun out of my belt and secure it in my locker. Everything else could stay just as it was. Besides, I thought to myself with a flutter of suppressed delight, the handcuffs might well come in handy. 

And out in the departures hall, Serena was waiting. As I bid farewell to my coworkers and left  the secure area of the airport, I saw her sitting on a padded bench underneath one of the many illuminated screens that hung throughout the airport. She saw me, and stood, gracefully rising to her feet with unbelievable poise, moving in her high-heeled shoes as though she was born in them. A sly smile showed on her beautiful face as she strolled toward me, and I hurried toward her. I had wondered, after she had left time, whether this was all some strange joke. Or maybe she would change her mind, and there would be no one waiting for me in departures. But all those doubts vanished once I saw her. She was unbelievably  beautiful, and at the mere sight of her, I knew I was ready to ensure whatever other delicious games she had in mind. 

“Let’s go to the bathroom.” Serena didn’t even say hello. And in a way, I was glad of that. I wasn’t sure how we were supposed to greet each other. 

I’m not closeted at work, but I’m not officially out either. My sexual preferences have never really come up. I didn’t care if my coworkers knew that I like girls. But I cared very much about them not knowing about the things Serena and I had done together. So far, each and every one of them was a fireable offense. 

So with a meek nod, I followed Serena toward the public bathrooms. Her high heels clicked on the polished floor with every step she took, and I tried to walk with the same confidence she had. after all, I was still in uniform, and I found myself cursing my haste to see her that it caused me not to bother to change. A security uniform draws people’s attention. And Serena’s kind of bewitching beauty brings even more. I felt eyes turning to followers as we headed towards the bathroom, my nervousness grew. 

At least the airport was quiet. There were a couple of other people in the bathroom, but most were engrossed in their own business. As far as I could tell, no one noticed as Serena pushed aside the door of the stall and stepped through it, beckoning me to follow. I moved quickly, my heart in my throat as the door swung shut behind me. Serena reached past me to slide the lock shut. I smelled again her perfume, the warm scent of her body, my heart throbbing in my chest as our bodies touched again. 

“Let’s get you out of that uniform,” Serena smiled at me, made taller than I was by her sexy shoes. Her hands reached for the buttons of my shirt, and I held her hips in my hands as she quickly and skillfully undressed me. She peeled off my shirt and hung it from the hook on the back of the stall door, then reached for my belt. Meanwhile, with trembling hands, I did the same to her, feeling the no doubt expensive fabric of her satin shirt against my skin as I unbuttoned it and carefully removed it. The close quarters made our movements awkward, but piece by piece, we undressed one another. I stepped out of my shoes to let my pants fall to the floor and stood in front of Serena in nothing but the sexy red underwear I had bought for the sole purpose of pleasing her. And she looked as enticing as ever in the black lace bodysuit she wore under her clothes, her big boobs testing the tensile strength of the cups with every breath she took as she smiled at me. She was gorgeous, and almost involuntarily, I reached out for her, anxious to feel her skin against my own, hungry for the softness and warmth of her beautiful body. But Serena smiled that maddening smile as she bent instead, my mouth going dry as I took a look down the front of her body suit, the cleavage even more pronounced and delicious as she stooped. She picked up her skirt and held it out to me. 

“Put this on,” she ordered. “We’re going to change clothes.” 

“But why?” I asked, blurting the words out before I could pull them back. 

Serena’s smooth brow furrowed, and the smile dropped from her red lips. 

“Never mind why,” she said. “That word is no longer in your vocabulary, understand? You do as you’re told now. Otherwise, this is over.” I gulped. 

Serena stared me down challengingly, waiting for my answer. She already knew as well as I did that I was hopelessly enraptured with her. I’d never been so quickly overwhelmed by a woman’s beauty, so ready to take risks that I never thought I would contemplate up until now. The idea that this woman might leave, now that I had finally found her, terrified me. And Serena knew it. She knew the power she held. That was a large part of what made her so thrilling to be around. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I mumbled, and the smile returned to Serena’s face as I capitulated. The fabric of her skirt was still warm with the heat of her body as I stepped into it, wiggling my hips as the material stretched around me. We were around the same size, though I couldn’t claim to possess Serena’s enviable curves and irresistible hourglass figure. The skirt fit, just about. But it was tight. The same tightness that I so appreciated on her felt a little claustrophobic on me.  But Serena didn’t hesitate. As soon as I had donned her skirt, she handed me her shirt, and I struggled into that too. The last thing I wanted was to get dressed again, or to have her get dressed. With the two of us in our lingerie, I had been anticipating the sexual release I had been yearning for all day, not some barely understandable dress-up game. But Serena was not to be argued with. I pulled on her shirt and did up the buttons, tucking it into the waistband of my skirt just as she did. There was no doubt in my mind that I wouldn’t look half as good in the outfit as Serena, but I did as I was told. Finally, Serena kicked off her shoes and slid them across the floor toward me. 

“Those too,” she ordered. I tried to suppress a sigh as I turned the shoes around with my feet and stepped into them. It had been a long time since I had worn heels, and maybe never ones this high. Now I was taller than she was as I braced myself on the bathroom wall and balanced precariously in the shoes. Almost immediately, my calves began to ache. How did women like her wear shoes like this and make it look so comfortable? Still, it was hardly the most mysterious thing about her. 

Dressed now fully as Serena had been, I watched as she donned my uniform. A faint wrinkle of disgust showed on her face as she pulled on the drab clothes. I’ve long been aware that my work uniform is about the least provocative outfit in the world. But the fabric of my shirt grew tight around her impressive bust as she struggled to close the buttons, and the dark pants clung to her hips, and my suspicion that I had held since the moment I met her was confirmed. Serena could almost make my work uniform sexy; she was that hot. As she tightened the belt around her waist, I felt a giddy thrill at the role reversal. I was glad I left  my weapon at work. 

“Turn around,” Serena ordered. I did as I was told, the heels sliding on the floor as I turned to face the wall. I bit my lip to keep from moaning in excitement as I heard the handcuffs rattle when Serena removed them from my belt. The cool metal clicked around my wrists, pinning my arms together behind my back. I felt Serena’s hand in my hair, pulling out the elastic that kept it swept back in a ponytail, and stray strands fell around my face as I panted with excitement, feeling Serena’s tight clothes pressing on every inch of my body. 

“You’re under arrest,” Serena laughed behind me. “Now, if anyone sees us, they’re going to think that you’ve been a bad girl, and I’m the security agent has to deal with you.” 

“What about my coworkers?” Panic rose inside me at the thought of leaving the security of the bathroom stall. From her words, it seemed clear that Serena intended us to be seen in public like this. And the thought both terrified and thrilled me as I trembled before her. 

“You’d better hope they don’t see us,” Serena said. I could practically hear the shrug of indifference in her voice as she spoke. The day we met, she had enjoyed floating with disaster, toying with the fact that I couldn’t afford to be seen playing with her at my workplace. So far, we had never played anywhere else. But even uncuffed and with a gun at my hip, I was never any match for Serena. What chance did I have now? 

Serena unlocked the door of the stall and took hold of the short chain between my handcuffs, using it to guide me along in front of her just as I would’ve done with a suspect. I wanted to walk quickly, get out of there as soon as possible before anyone saw us. But in the tight skirt and high heels, it was difficult. Serena pushed me along, and I tottered in her shoes, trying to remember how this was done. It took an exaggerated swaying of my body to maintain balance, and the pencil skirt forced me to take mincing steps as Serena pushed me along. I was glad at least that she had untied my hair. 

Having it hang around my face helped to hide my blushes from anyone who might be looking. 

Out in the airport, eyes followed us again. Probably even more this time. I felt utterly humiliated as this woman steered me through the departures hall, her clothes clinging to my body and revealing as much as they concealed. The skimpy panties I had bought at her instruction were damp with masochistic desire as Serena paraded me through the airport I worked at. While people stared, I was gratified to see as I took embarrassed glances from behind my trailing hair, that no one who knew me was present. 

Serena didn’t stop pushing me. I felt the cooler air of the outdoors wash over me as the sliding doors parted to let us exit. Taxis honked. Serena held up a commanding hand to stop traffic as she pushed me across the road in front of the airport toward the multistory parking lot. We rode the elevator in silence, mercifully alone, my heart beating so hard it felt as though it were trying to erupt out of my chest with fear and shame and desire. What had I done? I barely knew this woman, and she might do anything with me. But I didn’t protest. The elevator doors slid open, and we stepped out into the parking lot, Serena’s hand on the cuffs guiding me toward a sleek black car. 

Its lights flashed in recognition as we drew near, and the trunk opened by itself. We stopped at the back of the car, my breath heavy in my chest as my knees touched the back bumper. 

“Get in,” Serena ordered. The terrifying blackness of the large trunk yawned open in front of me. Was I being kidnapped? 

“But, ma’am,” I said, beginning what I already knew to be a useless protest. Serena cut me off at once. 

“Get in. Quickly, before someone sees you.” I felt her hand on my shoulder, pushing me down, pushing me toward the trunk. In her tall heels, I lost my balance and fell forward. Serena shoved me, pushing me into the trunk of her car, lifting my legs and forcing them inside. The trunk slammed shut above me. I let out a low moan of fear and disgrace, knowing that I was trapped. I felt the car shift slightly as Serena moved to the driver’s door, opened it, and got inside. The car engine roared into life. I close my eyes, cursing my stupidity and helplessness as we began to move. I had no way of knowing what this wicked woman had in store for me, and no way of stopping it, whatever it was. I had put myself into this dangerous position for no other reason than the sexual thrill it gave me. The sexual thrill it kept giving me, I noticed with a sense of inner shame. I knew I should have been terrified, yet I couldn’t shake the excitement I felt. The excitement my sense of helplessness only added to. 

For about twenty minutes, we drove. Serena clearly took a route through the city, because I often felt us stopping at traffic lights. But beyond that, there was no way at all to guess where we were going. Impossible to retain any kind of sense of direction in the utterly lightless confines of the car’s trunk. Finally, I felt the car tilt as though we were driving uphill, my body sliding back against the closed lid of the trunk. after a short climb, the car came to a stop, and the engine shut off. Footsteps echoed outside, and then the trunk lid sprang open, and I blinked in the sunlight as Serena stood above me again. 

“Come on,” she said, reaching toward me and grabbing my arm to lift me out of the trunk. I struggled as best I could in her tight clothes, my thighs bound together by her skirt as I swung my legs awkwardly out of the trunk. 

She helped me to my feet, and I looked around to get a sense of where we were. Not a part of the city I was familiar with. The incline I had felt was a long curving driveway that led from an imposing metal gate toward a large house. The brick building sat in a parklike garden, with no neighbors visible on either side, the world shut out by the shade of tall trees with leaves that whispered in the faint breeze. 

“Where are we?” I asked, to myself as much as to her. But Serena answered. 

“My house,” she said. Her hands were on my arms again as she turned me away from her, once again gripping the chain of the handcuffs between my wrists. “Now we can have some real fun.” And with that, she marched me away from the car, toward the front door of the house. My legs ached as I trotted along in front of her, unused to walking in such impractical shoes. 

Serena opened the front door, and I stepped inside, finding myself in a large entrance hall. Who was this woman? Judging by the size of her house, she had to have a net worth in the millions. I still had been unable to find anything out about her. She was only a couple of years older than me, and there I was, grinding out a job at the airport while she had all this. 

But I didn’t have long to consider the source of Serena’s wealth. As soon as the door closed behind us, she was on me again. Her practiced hands opened the buttons of the shirt I wore, and it bunched up around my wrists as she pushed it off my shoulders, the handcuffs making it impossible to remove completely. She unzipped the skirt and pulled it down, and I stepped out of the tight fabric. The high heels, much to my disappointment, stayed on. But with brisk and businesslike movements, Serena undressed herself, shedding my work uniform as quickly she was able and letting it fall to the floor of her hallway. Again, we were back in our lingerie, her in her black bodysuit and me in my red bra and panties. My chest heaved as I breathed deeply, my excitement growing with every minute. Serena’s blue eyes flashed as she smiled wolfishly at me. 

“Let’s go,” she said. Taking me by the arm, she led me through the entrance hall, back into her sprawling house. She opened the door in one wall, and I saw stairs that lead downward as she flicked on the light. The high heels thumped on every step as I made my way carefully down, guided by her hand on my arm, Serena’s bare feet almost silent as she followed me. 

And in the windowless basement, I gasped in shock as I reached the bottom of the stairs. I’d never been in a real-life sex dungeon before, but I knew one when I saw one. A huge cage occupied one wall. A padded bench stood in the middle of the floor, leather cuffs on all four legs to secure some lucky victim. A regal throne sat on a platform against another wall, and beside it, all kinds of wild and wonderful implements hung in neat rows. I had known from the first moment I saw her that there was something dominant and commanding about Serena. I could hardly be surprised now that she turned out to be a well-equipped dominatrix. And I was in her clutches. 

“Don’t be scared,” Serena purred in my ear. Our footsteps echoed on the cement floor as she led me slowly forward. “If you do as you’re told, I won’t need to punish you. Just know that I can if want to. So you should be a good girl for me.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, and heard Serena chuckle. Turning me around, she sat me down on the padded bench. I felt the coolness of the leather against the skin of my ass, a contrast to the fire of lust that burned inside me. 

“If it gets too much, you can end it,” Serena said. Her gorgeous blue eyes stead deep into mine as she spoke, as though she were trying to impress her words on the surface of my brain. “Say red light. That means stop. Say that, and we stop what we’re doing, and I’ll untie you immediately. Yellow light means you don’t want to end the scene, but you want to steer me away from whatever activity we’re engaged in at the time. Green light means everything is okay. Understand?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I panted. My skin was prickling, and I squirmed on the bench beneath her, my mind racing as I tried to imagine what she had in store for me. But her words at least reassured me that, underneath it all, this was a game. A sexy, thrilling, exciting game, one in which I got to give up control of my own body to this beautiful woman. But a game nonetheless. 

“I need to know you understand,” Serena said. “Repeat it back to me.” 

“Red light means stop everything,” I said. “Yellow means carry on, but change what we’re doing. Green light means go ahead.” 

“Good girl,” Serena grinned, and my heart fluttered as her white teeth showed between her red lips. “And how are you feeling now?” 

“Green light, ma’am,” I said. 

“I was hoping you would say that,” Serena smiled. I felt her hand tighten on my arm, and with surprising strength, she pushed me down onto the bench. I gasped as she turned me over, pinning me on my stomach. I felt the leather padding of the bench against the delicate bra I wore, my nipples sensitive to the slightest friction as Serena positioned me where she wanted me. She pulled my hips back toward her. I felt the floor beneath my feet as she positioned my legs against two legs of the bench. I couldn’t see what she was doing as she crouched behind me, but as I heard the rattle of metal and felt leather against my ankle, I knew. She was using restraints on the bench to lock my legs in position, bent over one end of it. While she repeated the procedure with my other ankle, I panted in desperate lust, my arousal growing along with my sense of total vulnerability as my new mistress tied me to the bench. Then she stood. I watched her make her way across the dungeon toward a low bench and open a drawer. lifting out some simple scissors, she returned to my side. 

“Hold Still,” she ordered, one hand pressing down on my back as she pinned me to the bench. I heard the sound of fabric being cut as she took the scissors to her own shirt that was bunched around my wrists. Cutting it loose, she let the ruined fabric fall to the floor. Then she moved around behind me. 

I gasped as I felt the cold steel against my skin, and Serena quickly snipped away the waistband of the panties I wore. Triumphantly, she tore them away from my body. Some of the most expensive underwear I had ever purchased, and I had worn it only once. Still, I couldn’t bring myself to regret a single thing as I felt the cool of the basement on the wet lips of my exposed pussy. I was squirming with unrelieved lust now, grinding my breasts against the bench beneath me as I wiggled my hips wantonly. I cried out as Serena playfully slapped my bare ass. 

“Not really a girly girl, are you?” Serena said. 

“No, ma’am,” I answered truthfully. 

“Well, we’ll change that. I like women that look and act like women. 

Women that know how to walk in six inch heels. Women that know how to dress sexy to please me.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I panted. I wondered if Serena knew what she was doing to me, and how there was some strange part of me that registered nothing but delight at her words. I had never been the girly type, yet as she spoke, I wanted nothing more than for her to do what she said. To transform me into a doll for her to play with, a sexy slut who wants nothing more than to please her mistress. And I raised my head from the bench as Serena once again strode across the dungeon. The black bodysuit disappeared between her legs, the gorgeous round globes of her ass completely revealed, and I watch them move with every step she took as she set the scissors aside and pulled something down from the rack on the wall. still with her back to me, she tightened the harness around her hips, pulling the straps tight until I could see her firm flesh swelling slightly over the edges. Once the harness was firmly in place, Serena turned toward me at last. I gasped again at the sight in front of me. A large black dildo protruded from between her legs, swaying with every step as she walked toward me. She held the fake cock with one hand, stroking it slightly as though it were real as she approached the bench where I lay helplessly. 

“Have you ever even been with a man?” she asked. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I answered truthfully. Back in my youth, when I had been trying to deny the truth of who I was and what I wanted. I had even had a boyfriend for a while. But inevitably, that had ended, and since then, it had only been women. 

“Didn’t take, huh?” Serena said. “Well, a big part of being a woman is learning how to take a dick gracefully. Since it’s probably been a while for you, I figure we should start there.” Without another word, Serena moved around behind me. I lifted my head from the bench and craned my neck to watch over my shoulder as she stood behind me. With one hand on my hip, the other guided the dildo between my legs. I groaned as I felt its thick head pressing against my wet lips. Slowly, mercilessly, Serena pushed, and I cried out as I felt the toy pushing past the faint resistance of my sex. I felt it filling me, and my eyes rolled my head as it went on filling me, sliding inside me inch by inch until I thought I was as full as I can get, only to gasp in surprise as a little more of the toy slid inside me. Finally, it was all the way in me, and I writhed and squirmed on the bench as my pussy spasmed around the object. 

Both of Serena’s hands were now on my hips, holding me tightly. I cried out in joy as her own hips began to rock back-and-forth, the toy sliding in and out of my spasming sex as she fucked me. 

“That’s it,” I heard Serena chuckle behind me as she picked up the pace. 

“That’s a good girl. Take that dick like the slut you are.” I moaned and squealed at her mocking words as my pussy dripped and convulsed. There was no way to argue with her, even if I had wanted to. Being fucked by her felt even better than I had imagined. And as I lay there strapped to her bench, I knew there was nowhere I would rather be. 
    

4. The Training Corset

      
 
I cried out as overwhelming pleasure tore through me. My legs trembled, the straps that held them against the legs of the bench I lay on rattling with my movements. My own handcuffs, the ones I wore to work, bit into the skin of my wrists as I struggled uselessly. Not to be free; far from it. If this was what submission felt like, I couldn’t get enough of it. My spasms were completely involuntary, the erratic movements of a body in the throes of an almost annihilating bliss. I screamed and howled, hearing my own voice bouncing back to me from the walls of Serena’s well-equipped dungeon as an orgasm was torn from me. 

I could feel my own juices running down the insides of my spread legs. As I gasped and moaned, Serena stopped. Her strap-on dildo was buried deep inside me, my pussy contracting around it randomly as though an electric current was being intermittently passed through me. My boobs ached, pressed against the bench I lay on. My legs ached from being spread wide for my new mistress. But I hardly noticed the pain, its shadow completely eradicated by the bright intensity of my pleasure. 

“There,” Serena said, patting my ass affectionately. “Didn’t that feel good?” 

“Oh, yes, ma’am,” I panted, my lips stumbling over the words as though I had all but forgotten how to speak. after the fucking she had given me, it was a wonder I could still remember my name. And I cried out again as Serena pulled back, slowly sliding her conquering toy out from between my glistening lips. I could feel a kind of hollowness inside me as she left, a yearning emptiness that, even with the pleasure I was feeling, seem to call out for more. But Serena was fully in control. And she knew it. Every movement of her beautiful body reflected that as she walked slowly toward the head end of the bench, and I gazed up at her in wonder. Her black bodysuit fit her as though made-to-measure, the lace-trimmed cups struggling to contain her ample breasts as she breathed and moved. I could see her black cock glistening with the hot juices of my desire as she stood in front of me, her hands on her hips, a triumphant smile on her beautiful face. 

“I thought so,” she said. “Sluts like you need a good fucking from a nice hard cock, no matter how much you think you don’t. And unlike an actual man, this cock of mine never goes so .” As she spoke, Serena ran a slow hand up the shaft of her dildo, from base to tip, sliding easily over the wet silicon until her fingers glistened with my juices. Releasing the toy so that it swayed and bounced, she stepped forward, holding out her hand. I could smell my own pussy on her fingers as she held them in front of my face, tracing the shape of my lips with her finger tips while I inhaled in ragged gasps. 

“As you can see, I like girls,” Serena said. She sat down on the end of the bench in front of me. I watched her hips spread mere inches in front of my face. “But I like them to look and act like women,” Serena went on. “And do you know what I like the most? I like to take a butch dyke and turn her into a cock hungry bimbo. Now, you aren’t exactly butch. But you’re a bit of a tomboy, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I panted. It was the truth. I had my moments of girlish vanity, I’ll admit. But my preference had always been for girly girls, just like Serena’s. until she came into my life, I preferred to be the one removing a girl’s lingerie, not putting on. It was only under her instruction that I had discovered how much fun it could be to wear sexy underwear to work. And as I gazed up at this incredible woman, craning my neck to see her from the bench, I had a feeling that I would be discovering a lot more about myself in service to her. 

“Not once I’m finished with you,” Serena said. “By the time I’m done, you’ll be prancing around in skirts and high heels and makeup like any other of my submissive little dolls. Now, there’s another thing a girl needs to know how to do.” As she spoke, Serena raised one leg high in the air. With apparent ease, she swung it over my head, sitting astride the bench now and facing me. Her hands gripped the sides of the bench as she inched forward, coming closer toward me, her cock swaying with every movement she made. As she reached out and took hold of a fistful of my hair, I knew what was coming. 

Her other hand held the base of her cock, aiming toward me. I could smell my own excitement rising from the toy as Serena held my face just inches in front of it. 

“Have you ever sucked a cock before, Rebecca?” 

“No, ma’am,” I answered. Truth be told, the idea had always turned me off. Even with my ill-fated boyfriend, I had never done that particular act. 

Thinking back, that was probably part of the reason my only straight relationship didn’t last too long. Not that that was a bad thing. 

“Good,” Serena said, that beautiful and wicked smile breaking across her face again she grinned down at me. “That means I can train you just the way I want. I love training a new cock sucker. Now, you can start by licking it. Nice and slow, from base to tip. Clean up every drop of your pussy juice.” 

Serena used her grip on my hair to pull my face closer toward her. My stomach convulsed, but not with disgust. It was once again that strange and potent mixture of nervousness and desire, the feeling Serena seemed to engender within me every time I thought of her. Only now it was concentrated, more powerful than ever. My withering pride warred with my desire to please this woman, and predictably lost. Serena crowed in triumph as I did as I was told, leaning forward to run my tongue along the shaft of her toy and tasting my own pussy on it. 

“Look at me, slut,” Serena ordered with a snarl. “Keep looking at me while you suck my dick.” And I did. I stared up her, maintaining eye contact as I licked the toy. Then, as she continued pulling my hair, I opened my mouth wider and took the head of the dildo inside. With my eyes still on her, I bobbed my head up and down, guided by her hand in my hair. I sucked the fake cock as though it were real, as though she could feel the sensations my mouth was trying to give it. And the sneer of command on her pretty face made me feel weak at the knees as she steadily degraded me. My head sank a little lower, the cock pushing back a little further toward my throat as I breathed through my nose and struggled to endure it. Serena’s eyes were glowing as she watched me, and the flush in her cheeks left time in no doubt how she was feeling about what she was seeing. She might not be able to feel my mouth on her the way she would have if she were a man, but my performance was exciting her nonetheless. And that, in turn, excited me. It excited me more than I would have believed possible. 

“Enough,” Serena finally said. I panted for air as she pushed my head away, the glistening cock slipping easily from between my lips. My head dropped back onto the padded bench, and I lay there for a moment, trying to catch my breath while the heat of embarrassment burned in my cheeks and seemed to race down my spine toward my quivering pussy. I couldn’t believe what was happening to me, some submissive scene out of my wildest dreams. Or not even out of my dreams; my dreams were never half as wild as this. Serena swung her leg back over the bench and stood. I waited to see what else this unbelievable woman had in store for me. The furthest thing from my mind was protesting, or using the phrase ‘red light’ to get out of the situation. As far as I was concerned, every light was green. 

I watched Serena’s every movement. Walking back across the dungeon, she unfastened the straps around her hips and removed the dripping dildo, setting it aside. A tremor raced through me as I watched her reach up to the rack on the wall and select a weapon. A riding crop, the black leather flap at its end dangling menacingly as she wrapped her fingers around the handle. 

Holding the crop, she made her way across the basement dungeon to where a wardrobe sat against the wall. She opened it, and I heard a metallic rattle as she searched through the items it contained. Finally, she found something and lifted it out. I watched as she walked toward me carrying it, a short garment of brown leather and silver buckles. Nervously, I wondered who it was meant for. I knew Serena wouldn’t keep me waiting long. 

“Stand up,” she ordered. The muscles of my stomach burned as I rose from the bench. Serena lay the leather garment down on the bench in front of me. The riding crop swished through the air as she pointed at it. 

“This,” she said, “is a slave training corset. I find it invaluable for teaching a new girl her place. And I want you to wear it.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I breathed, never taking my eyes off the corset in front of me. I’d never worn anything like it. But the idea of being made to by this woman thrilled me. 

“Listen to me,” Serena said. The riding crop snapped against the leather of the bench, and I jerked my head up to look at her at last, her blue eyes piercing deep into mine. “Once it goes on, it doesn’t come off,” she said. 

“Look in the back here. Once I tie off the laces, I tuck them into this pouch, and lock it with a padlock. You won’t be able to remove it until I decide to let you. It has some other features too that you may not like.” I breathed deeply as Serena picked up the corset again. She held it upside down, showing me a leather flap at the bottom. “That goes over your slutty little pussy,” Serena snarled. “And I can put a padlock on that too. It stops naughty girls from having orgasms without their mistress’s permission. And you have no idea how horny you’re going to get wearing this thing. You’ll be begging me to fuck you, begging me to let you cum. Once this thing goes on, you’re mine. 

Are you sure that’s what you want?” 

The blood pounded like a drum in my ears as I stared at her. What Serena was proposing was insane, and any normal person would have rejected it outright. until she came along, I had always thought of myself as normal. But now, I was forced to question that. Why did the idea of wearing this strange object seem so exciting? Why did some part of me want nothing more than to be hers, to be owned, to be a horny sex slave just like she said? It was hard to understand, and impossible to put into words. But it was the undeniable truth. I’d never even known such an item existed until that moment. But now I found myself wanting nothing more than to wear it. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, my voice cracking with shame and lust as Serena stared me down. 

“All right,” she shrugged. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you.” setting aside her riding crop, Serena stepped past me. I turned to watch her go, my nervousness growing as she headed for the stairs that led out of the basement. Still shackled to the padded bench, I couldn’t follow. Her footsteps vanished upstairs. I was left  alone in the basement. But not for long. In a matter of moments, Serena returned, one hand closed around some small item. As she stood behind me, taking my arms in her hands, I realized that she had taken the key for the handcuffs from my belt that still lay upstairs. 

The mechanism clicked as she unlocked them. I sighed with relief as she removed the handcuffs and let them fall to the floor. Stepping past me again, Serena picked up the corset. I watched her unfasten its front so that it was held together only by the laces. And she stepped behind me. 

“Lift up your arms,” she ordered. And I did what she said. No longer cuffed, I still felt as helpless in her presence as ever. She wrapped the corset around me and re-fastened it in the front so that it hugged my body tightly. 

Long straps hung from the top of it, but Serena ignored those for now. 

Instead, she pulled at the laces, and I gasped as I felt the creaking leather tighten around my body. My breath grew short as she tightened it, forcing my stomach inward and my chest up and out, my red bra creaking along with the leather as it struggled to contain my breasts as I thrust them forward. Once the laces were as tight as she wanted, Serena tied them off. I felt her hands on my back as she unfastened my bra, and I let her lift it off my chest, pulling my arms back through it before raising them up again. 

“You can put your hands down now,” Serena said with a faint smile, evidently pleased by my thoughtless compliance. I let my arms hang at my sides. Unlike the corset Serena had worn the day we met, this one only covered me from my hips to the top of my stomach, leaving my breasts free. I moaned as Serena ran her hands over them, jolts of pleasure erupting inside me as she ran her thumbs over my swollen nipples. My legs still fastened to the bench, I reached out for her, feeling the soft flesh of her breasts through the cups of her bodysuit as I touched her. But Serena couldn’t allow that indulgence for long. still smiling, she took my wrists in her hands and pushed them down to my side again. Then she reached for the side of the corset. I realized at once that the corset had its own leather cuffs attached where it sat on my hips, and Serena wasted no time in wrapping the strap around one wrist and tightening the buckle. Then she did the same with the other arm, fastening it to my side. I panted with excitement, unresisting as she immobilized my arms. The leather cuffs were at least far more comfortable than my handcuffs had been. But they were no less restrictive. Once again, I was tied and at her mercy. I realized at last what the long straps at the top of the corset were for. Standing at my side now, Serena ran one strap up between my bare breasts and the other back between my shoulder blades. 

The strap at the back ended in a leather collar, which she buckled around my neck and clipped the front strap-onto it. I shivered at the snug feel of the collar around my neck, and Serena giggled as she tugged on the steel ring that hung from it. 

“There,” she said. “Slaves should be collared. The collar is removable, for when you have to wear this to work under your uniform. Then again, maybe I’ll leave it on. I’m sure you can wear a high collared shirt to hide it.” She laughed. I felt another tremor race through me at her words. Swept up in the moment, I hadn’t thought about wearing this corset at work. But Serena had been clear that she wouldn’t be removing it anytime soon. I trembled as she reached down between my legs, to the flap that dangled there. lifting it between my spread thighs, she buckled that, too, into position, the stiff leather pressing against my pussy like her hand permanently gripping me. 

Enough pressure to excite me, but not enough to get me off. Happy with her work, Serena hurried across the basement to the drawer she had found scissors in and produced two small padlocks. She was practically skipping with delight as she made her way back to me, locking the flap between my legs into position and then circling around behind me. I gasped as I heard that lock, too, snap closed behind me. The corset was on me now, and even once she freed my arms, I wouldn’t be able to remove it. Nor would I be able to get to my own pussy. Effectively, this woman had locked me into a chastity belt. And I had let her do it. 

“That’s better,” Serena smiled. Stepping back in front of me again, she picked up the riding crop. I watched its flexible shaft bend as she held it in both hands, looking me up and down. She raised the weapon, and I braced myself as it sliced through the air. The crop slapped against my ass, and I cried out as I felt the hot spreading pain creep across my skin, reaching inexorably between my legs. Serena struck again, in a different spot on my ass, and I cried out again. I’d never seen the appeal of pain, but now that Serena was causing it, the blows excited me. Yes, they hurt. But at the same me, I could feel my lust growing. 

Stepping behind me again, Serena crouched. I felt the buckles around my ankles removed. I was freed from the bench, for all that it mattered. Locked into the corset, Serena had as much control over me as she had ever had. I could see why she insisted her slaves wear it. And with a spasm of strange jealousy, I wondered how many other people had been forced to bend to her will in this very dungeon. The thought of a stable of slaves being made to serve this magnificent woman only made her more attractive to me. 

“This is gonna be good,” Serena said as she stepped in front of me again and looked me up and down. “Every day, you’re going to get hornier and hornier. And the meaner I am to you, the more you’re going to love me. God, I love training a new slave. Now, get over here. It’s time to make your mistress happy.” Serena reached out and slipped a finger into the steel ring that hung from the collar I wore. She turned, and I had no choice but to go with her as she led me across the dungeon. I still wore her high heels, still as awkward in them as a newborn foal while she padded quickly in front of me in bare feet. She led me over to the ornate throne against one wall, and I saw that the pedestal it sat on had a small padded cushion built into it. Serena climbed up onto the throne and sat down, spreading her legs as one hand trailed slowly over her body, toward her parted thighs. Her other hand still held the riding crop, and it whistled through the air as she pointed at the padded area at her feet. 

“Kneel,” she ordered. And I didn’t even consider disobeying. At once, I dropped to my knees on the pad in front of her, staring up at her as she sat like a conquering queen in front of me. Her free hand pulled aside the fabric of her bodysuit, and I saw again Serena’s pussy, the same one I had licked and kissed and worshiped in the inspection room at work. Only now, there was no danger of discovery. There was no hurry. And for me, there was no chance of escape. 

I leaned forward and heard Serena sigh happily as I pressed my lips to hers. My corset creaked as I moved, my breath still short and rapid as the tight leather squeezed my waist. But Serena didn’t care about that. I was there for her pleasure, and I devoted myself fully to my task even as I felt my own juices streaming down the inside of my thighs. I moaned and groaned in frustrated desire, my hands held tight at my sides by the corset’s built-in cuffs, my pussy locked away in any case by the leather flap that covered it. All I could do was what Serena wanted. And as I channeled all my desire and frustration and shame into pleasing her, I heard my mistress moan in pleasure. Her riding crop tapped menacingly against my thigh as I pressed my face more firmly between her legs, rubbing my nose against her body as I felt her clitoris swelling in pleasure. I ran my tongue over her in long passes, tasting her excitement, teasing her clit before returning to her sensitive lips. 

Serena squirmed in her throne above me, sliding forward so that I had better access to her sex. And I slipped my tongue inside, feeling the tight walls of her pussy spasming around it as I probed her honeyed depths. 

Serena’s free hand gripped the back of my head. I felt her guiding me, directing me, and I moved as she wanted, kissing and licking and tasting wherever I could. Her pleasure was growing, her breathing getting shorter as her cries and moans grew louder. She was going to cum, and I couldn’t wait. 

Desperate to please her, as though doing so could somehow alleviate my own sexual frustration, I almost forgot to breathe as I sucked and licked and ate her out, my face dripping with her free-flowing juices as she screamed in pleasure. 

Serena lifted one foot, placing it on my shoulder to give me better access. 

My licking was frantic now, my head bobbing in the rhythm she had set as she howled in pleasure. Finally, she came, and I moaned in desire as her juices flooded my mouth once again. I tasted her on my tongue as I gulped it down, my stomach compressed by the corset filling with my mistress’s juices as I drank with pleasure from her streaming pussy. 

Finally, Serena slumped back in her throne, her breasts rising and falling as she panted. I raised my face from between her legs, feeling her juices on my skin as I gazed up her. The desire I felt as I took in the sight of her was unlike any I had ever experienced before. My whole body seemed to vibrate with it, every cell of my being fixated on her, fixated on the pleasure that only she could give me. 

“Please, ma’am,” I pitifully begged, feeling deep and abiding shame at my lack of control, yet unable to help myself. “Please let me cum.” 

“Already?” Serena grinned, my heart contracting in fear at the look on her face. “Wow. That didn’t take long. I only locked your pussy away a few minutes ago, and already you’re begging for an orgasm. Training you is going to be easier than I thought.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I mumbled as tears of shame burned in my eyes. She was right. I had no self-control. I wanted her more than anything I had ever known in my life, and most of all, I wanted her to make me cum. Even though my pussy still ached from her dildo earlier. I needed an orgasm so badly, I felt as though something would rupture inside me if I didn’t get one. But it was no longer up to me. 

“Request denied,” Serena said brightly, and I groaned as she slapped my ass with the riding crop again. “You need to learn that this isn’t about your pleasure. It’s about mine. And seeing you all horny and frustrated pleases me very much. So you’d better get used to that feeling.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said unhappily. It seemed like it would be impossible to get used to a feeling this powerful. But I also knew that I had no choice. The only thing I could do to save myself was to call out ‘red light’ and stop the whole thing. And then what? Go home alone to my dreary apartment, back to my dreary job, back to unfulfilling dreams of a woman like Serena? I couldn’t do that. The glimpse I had already had into her world was far too thrilling, far too bewitching to ignore. I would rather be a frustrated slave kneeling at her feet than a free woman without her. As shocking as that realization was, I couldn’t deny its inner truth. 

“Good,” Serena sneered. “Now, I’m finished playing with you. I’ve had my orgasm, and that’s all that matters. Isn’t it?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. This game might be new to me, but I had already guessed many of its rules. 

“Get up.” Serena’s riding crop cracked against my skin again to punctuate her command as I rose stiffly to my feet. Serena stood too, once again hooking her finger through the ring that dangled from the front of my collar. 

Stepping down from the pedestal, she led me across the dungeon toward the large cage against one wall. Swinging open the door, she led me inside. 

Turning me around, she pressed me back against the wall, then released her hold on the collar. My heart trembled in my chest as she stepped back through the cages open door and held its bars in her hands. Her eyes danced one more time over my body as I stood in front of her, trembling with lust. 

“You can stay here until I decide to use you again,” Serena said with a wicked smile on her face.  With that, she swung the door shut, and I gasped again as I heard a lock click. Without another word, Serena turned and headed for the basement stairs. I tried not to moan in despair as I watched her disappear, listening to her footsteps rising toward the rest of the house. 

There was no way to escape. This woman I barely knew had complete control over me now. And as my body trembled in unrelieved desire, I couldn’t deny how fantastic it felt to be owned. 
    

5. Meeting The Maid

      
 
Silence reigned in Serena’s basement dungeon. All I could hear was the thumping of my own blood in my ears and my still short breath, made frantic by sexual excitement and the corset that tightly gripped my torso. Every now and then, I could hear the faint sound of Serena moving around upstairs. I wondered if she had gotten dressed, or if she was still in the sexy black bodysuit she had worn to the airport. I tried to blink the thought away. 

What was wrong with me, that I was thinking of her like this? I should be outraged. The woman had beaten me and locked me in a cage. My ass still throbbed from the blows of her riding crop, and although I couldn’t turn around enough to see it, I knew that the skin must be reddened back there. 

Why did I let her treat me like this? But the answer always came back the same. Because I enjoyed it. Because in some strange part of my soul, I needed it. I’d never let any woman treat me like this before, and had never felt any urge to experience it. But somehow, what Serena was doing to me was more exciting than anything I could remember. And the more embarrassing it was to my sense of my own personal pride, the ho er it seemed. 

At least the cage was large enough to contain a single bed for me to sit down on. Awkwardly, I lowered myself onto it, terrified of falling and having no way to get up. The built-in cuffs of the leather corset kept my arms locked mercilessly at my sides. But I sighed with relief as I finally sat, feeling the pressure of my tight calves slightly relieved. I was still wearing Serena’s high-heeled shoes. I had to admit, they fit me quite well. But I’ve never worn shoes so high, and my muscles protested at the strain. The shoes were the only part of my outfit that I could have removed if I wanted to. I could have kicked them off, I suppose. But I didn’t. It didn’t take a genius to see why. 

Serena had put them on me, after all. She wanted me to wear them. How did she put it? She liked her girls feminine and sexy. And there was that pulse of mingled shame and desire echoing in my guts again as I was forced to face the fact that I wanted to please her. In a way, this would all be easier if I was actually being coerced against my will. Easier, and illegal. But Serena had given me the power to end it with two words. And I hadn’t used them. That could only mean that I wanted this. 

Of course, with Serena upstairs and me locked in a cage in the basement, she wouldn’t have been able to hear any words I might say anyway. Whether I wanted the game to continue or not, I was going to have to wait for her to come back downstairs. And as the minutes rolled by, I guessed she was in no hurry to do that. waiting was all part of the game, part of the power trip she was on, basking in her ability to force me to wait to be used at her convenience. It was sexy. And I squirmed where I sat on the bed, pressing my thighs together uselessly as I thought of her. My hands were tied, and the leather flap that covered my pussy was locked in place. My sexuality had been co-opted and controlled by her, turned into a weapon to use against me. I was unbelievably horny, but I knew that there would be no relief. Not until Serena said so. 

And while I was glad that the bed was there, giving me somewhere to sit and rest my tired legs, it made me nervous, too. How long did she intend to keep me there? The bars of the cage were solid black steel, bolted to the floor and to the underside of the basement stairs. Even if my hands had been free, I didn’t imagine that there was any way out. And I wondered again how many other people had been locked in the same cage by Serena. I had no right to be jealous. I had no claim on her, any more than she did on me. But I knew she hadn’t spent what was probably a small fortune equipping this dungeon just for me. I knew I wasn’t the first person to be locked into this corset, what my mistress called a training corset. She had trained other slaves before me. And even just thinking of that, the word slave, sent another shiver racing down my spine. Was that what I was now? Was that what Serena had turned me into? 

The silence and isolation were wearing on me. There was no clock in the dungeon, and no windows either. No way to keep any track of time. I knew that with nothing to occupy my mind other than thoughts of my new mistress, the minutes would seem far longer than they really were. Still, it felt as though I was left  alone for a very long time. 

But my ears were attuned to the faintest noise, and when I heard the door at the top of the basement stairs, my heart jumped. Footsteps reverberated above me, the cage built into the space beneath the steps so that every footstep seemed to echo like the beating of some great drum. 

Serena had been barefoot when she went upstairs, but I heard the unmistakable thump of hard shoes on the steps. High heels, probably. 

Unsteadily, I rose to my feet, feeling again the tightness of my muscles as I struggled to balance in Serena’s shoes. Swaying slightly on my feet, I waited to see what Serena looked like as she emerged at the bottom of the basement stairs. 

Except she didn’t. Instead, I gasped as I saw someone else standing there in the light. Her eyes turned toward me, locking onto mine, and my stomach convulsed as I thought I detected the faint hint of a smile on her pink lips. 

High heels echoed on the concrete floor as the unknown woman began to walk toward me. 

She had blonde hair, styled in curly ringlets that cascaded over her shoulders and down her back, bouncing with every step she took. Her face was heavily made up, her eyes a curious gray-green color that was enhanced by the deep pools of dark shadow on her eyelids and the dark bars of her long lashes. Her lips ck was pink and glossy, her lips looking almost like candy as she made her way toward me. She was pretty, I supposed, and made much more so by her carefully done makeup. Though I couldn’t fail to notice the slightly masculine squareness of her jaw, a slightly disproportionate broadness to her shoulders. 

Her outfit, on the other hand, couldn’t have been more feminine. It was all I could do not to gasp again as my eyes danced over the French maid’s outfit she wore, the black fabric shining as though wet with every movement of her body. The exaggerated narrowness of her waist gave her an hourglass figure and made me wonder if she, too, was wearing a corset. From her hips, her short skirt flared out, swishing around her bare thighs with every step and revealing a flash of white petticoats. A few inches below the hem of the skirt, white stockings gripped her thighs. Her shoes were black patent leather, every bit as glossy as the uniform she wore, and the heels were at least as high as the  ring ones I wobbled in. 

The woman sashayed her way over to me, her hips swaying languidly from side to side with every step she took. In a way, her movements reminded me of Serena. But if anything, they were more exaggerated. The maid tottered along on her high heels, a slow smile spreading across her made-up face as her pretty eyes danced over my body. She showed no surprise whatsoever. And again, I found myself wondering how many times this exact same scene had played out in Serena’s basement. 

“Hi,” the woman said as she approached the locked door of the cage. “My name is Tiffany. You must be the new girl.” For a moment, I said nothing. In honesty, I didn’t know what I could possibly say. Everything Serena had exposed me to had already been the kinkiest experience of my life, but now I could see it was about to get so much wilder. The maid’s uniform left time in no doubt about Tiffany’s role in Serena’s life. The provocative yet subservient nature of her costume made everything about their relationship clear. 

Presumably, I was meeting another of Serena’s slaves. 

With another flash of that same strange jealousy, I wondered if Tiffany had once stood in the same cage, wearing the same inescapable corset. And with an indescribable sinking feeling in my stomach, I wondered if someday I would be turned into a mincing maid like Tiffany was. My pride rebelled against it, telling me that such a thing could never happen. But even my short experience with Serena had taught me otherwise. I had already learned never to underestimate what Serena could get me to do. 

“Ms. Robertson sent me down to check on you,” Tiffany went on. Her voice went with the rest of her, a high and girlish bubblegum confection. 

Every word she spoke seemed almost like a giggle. What a bimbo, I found myself thinking. I gulped nervously as I wondered what Serena had in store for me. 

“Hi,” I said uncertainly. This was not a social situation I had any experience in. How do you act when you meet your new mistress’s existing slave? I never went to finishing school, but I doubt they teach it in classes. 

“I’m Rebecca.” 

“Rebecca,” Tiffany echoed in that silly voice of hers. “Nice to meet you, Rebecca.” 

“So…” I began uncomfortably. “Are you…are you Ms. Robertson’s slave?” 

Tiffany’s smile grew broader, a flash of her white teeth showing between her pink lips. Her eyes sparkled. Up close, they were even more striking than they had been from across the room. Clearly the best feature of her face, she had done well to highlight them with her makeup. And up close, I could see that the makeup was as heavy as I had thought. Was that what Serena would have me looking like, too? 

“You could say that,” Tiffany giggled, clearly unoffended by the question. 

“As you can see, I’m one of her maids.” As she spoke, Tiffany pinched the sides of her flared skirt between thumb and finger, slightly lifting the skirt as she curtsied. Her blonde hair bounced as she briefly bowed her head. I felt a familiar warmth between my legs, my pussy spasming under the leather flap that locked it away. How well did Serena have this woman trained? 

“One of her maids?” I asked. “How many does she have?” 

“So many questions,” Tiffany giggled. “You should know by now that Ms. Robertson doesn’t like us to question her.” 

“I’m not questioning her. I’m questioning you.” Tiffany’s eyes flashed at my response. 

“It’s not my place to say,” she said, with only the slightest hint of steel in her otherwise cartoonish voice. How much of the way she behaved was an act, forced on her by Serena’s wild whims? “I do as I’m told and serve at my mistress’s pleasure. Just like you.” I trembled at her words. Serena had already amply demonstrated to me the methods she used to control others. 

“How.. How long have you been with her?” I asked. The smile was back on Tiffany’s pink lips, and her long hair cascaded over her shoulders as she shook her head. 

“No more questions,” she said, gently but firmly. “If you don’t already know, you’ll find out everything you need to know soon. I was sent down here to get you ready.” 

“Ready for what?” I asked. But without answering, Tiffany turned. Her skirt brushed against the bars of the cage as she began to walk across the basement, her high heels echoing with the same sultry rhythm with which she had approached the cage. She never missed a step, I noticed, walking as carefully as though she was pacing out some invisible tight rope across the floor. She had the same grace Serena did, the same ability to walk fluidly in even the highest of heels. I wondered if I would ever have the same ability myself. I wondered if I wanted it. 

Tiffany reached the same rack where Serena kept all her toys, from where she had produced the riding crop that had stung me. I watched Tiffany take down a dangling strip of leather. Holding it in both hands, smiling that irritating smile again, she swayed her way over to the door of my cage again. 

“Come here,” she said softly. 

“Why?” I asked suspiciously. 

“Ms. Robertson asked me to do this,” Tiffany said, endless patience in her voice as she explained to me as though I were a child. ” If you don’t comply, I’ll have to tell her. That may make her mad. And trust me, neither of us wants that.” 

Reluctantly, I stepped forward. It was one thing being bossed around and dominated by Serena. It was another to have to obey even her servants as a kind of proxy. But it was difficult to see what other choice I had. Tiffany was right; already I had had occasion to witness a glimpse of what Serena was capable of. And the dizzying array of instruments of torture on the wall showed me that she could go much further if she wanted to. 

So I stepped forward, trembling slightly and hoping it didn’t show as the corset kept my arms pinned at my sides. I approached the door of the cage until I felt the cold steel on my skin, my exposed breasts reaching between the grid of bars to where Tiffany stood. She reached her hand through the bars, and I saw that one end of the length of leather she held had a metal clip. It was a leash, I realized with a bright burst of shame, and as the submissive maid clipped one end to my collar, I felt weak at the knees. That’s what I was to Serena, an animal to be restrained and controlled. And it felt divine. Underneath the locked leather flap that covered my sex, I could feel my pussy streaming. 

Up close, Tiffany’s pretty eyes danced over my face. Her smile seemed more genuine now as she held the other end of my leash through the bars. 

Slowly, she gathered it up in one hand. I watched as she tied it to the bars of the door, keeping me in place. 

“You are a pretty one, aren’t you?” she said quietly. I blushed at the compliment. Free now, her hands reached through the barred door of the cage, and I gasped as she touched my breasts. With the leash tied the way it was, there was nowhere for me to go. No way for me to resist her. I simply had to stand there like an object and be touched by her. And thanks to the corset, I couldn’t touch her back. 

“Ms. Robertson explained the traffic lights to you?” Tiffany asked. I nodded. My breath was already made short by the corset, and made even shorter by uncontrollable desire. Tiffany smiled. 

“Good,” she said, and hands moved more freely over my breasts. I trembled as her thumb circled my nipples, the treacherous flesh hardening instantly at her touch and revealing my deep desire to this total stranger. 

“The same thing applies with me. If you want me to stop, say so. But I don’t think you’re going to want me to stop.” I moaned aloud as Tiffany tugged faintly on my nipples, sending jolts of masochistic pleasure through my body. 

She lowered her head, her skirt lifting higher on her thighs as she crouched. I pressed my chest against the cool metal bars of the cage as I thrust my breasts towards her, eager for more. Her mouth latched onto one of my nipples, and I cried out in frustrated pleasure as she sucked and teased the sensitive flesh. Standing against the bars of the cage, I was writhing on the spot, my hands straining against the leather cuffs that held them tight. My desire had never really abated, even as I sat alone in the silence of the basement by myself, and now it was back in full force. Tiffany was playing my body like an instrument, drawing cries and squeals of pleasure from me. 

“You like that, don’t you?” Tiffany asked. I felt the cool air of the basement on my wet nipple as it slid from between her lips. “You like having a complete stranger suck on your tits?” 

“Yes,” I moaned, giving in to the conquering desire that I felt. “Yes, please!” Tiffany giggled. 

“I don’t usually have anyone begging me,” she grinned. “Usually, I’m the one doing the begging. I think me and you are going to get along just fine.” I didn’t respond. At least, not in words. Instead, I let out another long tormented moan as Tiffany put her hands on my boobs again, teasing both nipples mercilessly. 

“That’s good,” Tiffany went on. “Ms. Robertson likes her girls to be sluts. 

You’re showing a lot of promise already. You’re putting up a lot less resistance than I did.” I moaned again, my cheeks burning with humiliation. It was true. 

This was all too easy, both for Serena and now for Tiffany. With nothing more than a couple of naughty props and their kinky imaginations, both of these women had reduced me to a begging wreck. I could only imagine what more me with them would turn me into. And yet I couldn’t wait to find out. 

Stepping backward slightly, Tiffany reached with one hand toward the lock of the cage door. I heard beeping, and realized that it locked with a keypad. As Tiffany entered the code, the lock opened loudly. Placing one hand on the bars, Tiffany pulled the door open. I had no choice but to stumble along with it, tied tightly to the bars by the leash around my neck. 

Once the door stood open, at a ninety-degree angle to the front wall of the cage, Tiffany let go. She stepped around behind me, and I stood trembling before her, waiting to see what would happen next. waiting seemed to be a big part of this new chapter of my life. 

“I see Ms. Robertson has already had to discipline you a little,” Tiffany giggled behind me. I moaned again as I felt her hand on my ass, her fingers tracing the red flesh that still glowed from the blows of Serena’s riding crop. 

“Yes,” I groaned, squeezing my eyes shut as I tried to suppress another tremor that ran through me. The corset flap that covered my pussy had a thin back that disappeared between the cheeks of my ass, and I knew I was completely exposed back there. Completely vulnerable. I yelped, more in surprise than pain, as Tiffany playfully slapped my ass. 

“Looks like she went easy on you,” she said. “Maybe because you’re such a slut already, she didn’t need to break you like she does some others. Or maybe she’s just saving that for later.” 

“Please,” I moaned longingly, my face pressed to the bars of the cage. I barely even knew what it was that I was begging for. Not for an end to what was happening, by any means. I knew I could have that if I really wanted. No, what I wanted was the one thing I seem doomed to be denied. The sexual release that all this naughty activity was making me crave as though it was the air I breathed. And another shiver raced through my body as Tiffany giggled again. 

“Please, what?” she said. I heard her dress rustle as she pressed her body against mine from behind. I moaned and writhed on the spot again as she held me, wrapping her arms around my body as she reached for my breasts. I panted and gasped as she once again teased my swollen nipples with her fingers. “Please, you want me to fuck you? That’s not allowed.” Tiffany spoke quietly, but her girlish voice was nevertheless loud in my air. I trembled as I felt her teeth nipping playfully at my ear lobe. “We’re here for Ms. Robertson’s pleasure. Both of us. The sooner you learn that, the better. And if Ms. Robertson doesn’t want you to cum, you don’t get to cum. It’s really that simple.” I sobbed with desperate desire as the cage door swung slightly, moved on its hinges by my trembling. While Tiffany’s left-hand continued to caress and tweak my breast, her right drifted down, over the myriad steel buckles of my leather corset, over my artificially narrowed waist, creeping between my legs to rub against the leather flap that covered me. 

“Besides, I don’t have a key to this lock,” Tiffany went on, playfully shaking the small padlock at the bottom of my stomach that kept my womanhood locked away. “I couldn’t fuck you even if I was allowed to. Only Ms. Robertson can do that. Frustrating, isn’t it? How you can feel a little through the leather, but not enough to get off?” I moaned, nodding my head in frantic agreement as Tiffany pressed her hand against the flap. She was absolutely right. I could feel the pressure of her hand faintly, but I knew it would never be enough to send me over the edge. Instead, it only added to my tormented frustration as she toyed with me cruelly. 

“I remember,” Tiffany said. “I remember what it’s like not being allowed to cum. Trust me. That will have you doing as you’re told quicker than any amount of whips and beatings. That’s what broke me. Still, it’s not all bad.” 

Tiffany stepped backward as she spoke and reached for where the leash was ed to the bars of the cage. I opened my eyes to watch her untie it, gently but firmly pulling on it as I turned to face her. She stepped further back, moving as easily backward in her high heels as she did forward. I stumbled to follow her as she led me across the basement. She stopped when she reached the padded bench in the center of the dungeon. Her skirt flared around her as she boosted herself up onto it, sitting with her legs spread and her high heels dangling. 

“If you do what you’re told and submit fully, the training corset comes off eventually,” Tiffany said. “Once you get promoted to being one of Ms. Robertson’s maids, you get to control your own pussy again. Under her guidance, of course.” Tiffany’s left hand still held the end of the leash, but her right strayed under her skirt. I watched, unable to tear my eyes away, as she swept skirt and petticoats out of the way, opening her legs wider. 

Underneath the uniform, I saw once that she wore no underwear. Her pussy was bare, uncovered, and waxed, her lips pink and puffy with desire as she ran a teasing finger between them. Her hand moved, my mouth watered, and under her palm, I noticed the words of a tattoo just above her mound. 

Tiffany giggled. She caught me looking. A tug on the leash brought me closer to her. 

“Kneel down,” she said. “You’ll get a better view that way.” And to my everlasting shame, I did as I was told. Without a word of protest, I sank to my knees, feeling the cold concrete on my skin. At eye level now with Tiffany’s pussy, I stared between her legs as she moved her hand out of the way. I gasped at what I saw. Above her bald pussy, her tattoo read in cursive lettering, PROPERTY OF MS. ROBERTSON. 

“That’s right,” Tiffany grinned down at me. “Ms. Robertson owns my pussy. She doesn’t need to lock me up anymore. And if you’re a good girl, she’ll unlock you too, eventually. Maybe, if you’re really good like me, she’ll even let you cum now and again.” I felt a sharp tug on the leash, and I knew exactly what Tiffany wanted. I inched forward on my knees, the smell of her arousal filling my nostrils as I steered my face between her legs. I heard her sigh in pleasure as I tenderly kissed her pussy, running my tongue hungrily over the silken folds. Her taste was very different to Serena’s, but no less intoxicating as I licked and kissed the stranger’s sex. And as I went about my task with enthusiasm, I heard Tiffany moan and groan above me. Soon, her cries were bouncing back from the echoing walls of the basement dungeon I was trapped in. A humble pleasure slave for the use of a woman I had only just met, I abandoned myself completely to my new role. And inside its locked leather prison, my own pussy dripped forlornly in utter frustration. 
    

6. Taming Tiffany

      
 
Tiffany shrieked and moaned above me. I heard the leather of the padded bench she sat on creak as she gripped its edge, her body surrendering to the movements of my tongue and lips between her legs. It was the only bit of power I had in our relationship, the only time I got to do anything to her rather than having her do things to me since the moment she sashayed her way down the stairs. My chin was dripping with her juices as she moaned and sobbed, and for all my own sexual frustration, I’ll admit that I felt a little hint of smug satisfaction at making her cum. But only a little. Kneeling on the floor with my hands pinned at my sides and a leash around my neck, there was no way to mistake even for a moment the power imbalance between us. 

Tiffany might be Serena’s submissive maid, but she was 100% in charge of me. Which, of course, only made my own humiliation all the greater. 

“Oh fuck!” Tiffany cried out. Her voice, I noticed, was no longer the simpering girlish giggle it had been up to that point. As she lost control of herself, it took on a deeper, more aggressive  timbre. I had had a feeling that her bimbo persona had at least some element of an act to it. Not that it mattered. If my present position was proof of anything, it was proof that I would do whatever Serena said and act however she told me to act. In fact, I would even do exactly as her slave ordered me to. 

Tiffany’s pussy convulsed, gripped by orgasm as her juices spurted into my mouth. I drank them down as quickly as I was able, feeling the excess drip to the floor I knelt on while she continued to rock and moaned above me. 

Jealousy stung my heart even as I tenderly kissed her between her legs. All I wanted in that moment with what she had, what I had been forced to give her. And yet I heard Tiffany chuckle as I raised my head and kissed her right on the tattoo that branded her as Serena’s property. 

But there was no time for either of us to bask in our moment of intimacy. 

Tiffany’s ecstatic cries were still reverberating around the basement when I heard footsteps on the stairs. Raising my head from between Tiffany’s damp thighs, I turned to see Serena appear in the basement. She was still wearing the same black bodysuit she had worn underneath her clothes at the airport, but now she had donned a pair of wicked black boots. They shone with the same luster as Tiffany’s latex maid uniform, made of black leather that glowed in the light. Metallic spike heels looked like weapons as they lifted her feet from the floor, making her bare thighs tight and her toned ass clench with every step she took. She walked toward us briskly. I felt fear blooming in the pit of my stomach as I watched her approach. Even moving quickly, Serena lost none of her elegance. She walked in high heels as though they were part of her, as though she could have run in them if she wanted to. But women like her never run. They never have to. People will wait for them. 

“What are you two girls doing down here?” Serena said as she approached the bench where Tiffany sat. As though it wasn’t obvious. As though my face wasn’t shining with her maid’s orgasmic juices. As though Tiffany’s face wasn’t red and flushed from her orgasm. As though the air in the dungeon wasn’t heavy with the smell of sex. 

“Excuse me, Ms. Robertson,” Tiffany panted. The voice now was more high-pitched than ever, her bimbo persona fully re-established by Serena’s entrance. “You said I could try the new girl out if I wanted and… Well, she’s just so pretty and slutty. I hope I didn’t do wrong, Mistress?” The pure submissiveness of Tiffany’s words made me tremble. In our short time together, I had seen the very beginnings of a more demanding side to her. 

But Serena had blown all of that away with no more than a couple of words. 

And I could hardly be surprised. Standing there at the foot of the bench, towering over us both in her tall boots, Serena looked every inch the goddess she was. I knew, at the mere sight of her, that I would be no more able to stand up to her then Tiffany was. And between my legs, my pussy dripped as I contemplated what it would take to get the small taste of freedom that Serena granted her maid. Strange as it was to admit to myself, I would’ve been more than happy to have a submissive eat me out there and then, too. 

“It’s okay, Tiffany,” Serena said at last, a sly smile breaking across her beautiful face. She reached out toward the other woman, stroking her curled blonde hair, and Tiffany smiled humbly up at her mistress, the relief evident on her face. I could see in a glance that Tiffany both loved and feared Ms. Robertson. And the short time I had spent with her left time in no doubt as to why. Her beauty was a weapon she knew how to use, just like the whips and restraints on the far wall of the basement. Her unutterable sexiness had both of us, me and Tiffany, ready to abandon every semblance of pride and self-esteem in order to serve this remarkable woman. 

“How was she?” Serena asked. Tiffany’s beautiful eyes drifted for a moment toward me, and the smile on her face grew a little wider before she turned back to her mistress to answer. 

“She was good, Ms. Robertson,” she said. ”She seems to love the taste of pussy.” Serena laughed out loud at that, and Tiffany giggled right along with her. Kneeling on the floor, I cringed and said nothing. What could I possibly say? The evidence of my submission was all over my face. Some of Tiffany’s free-flowing juices had dripped onto my breasts, and I could feel them slowly cooling on the bare skin. I must have looked an absolute disgrace. Every bit the slut both Serena and Tiffany said I was. Every bit the slut they had decided they wanted me to be. 

“She does,” Serena grinned as she turned her deep blue eyes on me. 

“Which is a trait I like in a slave. Although sometimes, it can be fun to force a girl to do something she doesn’t want to do. Like you. Remember?” 

“Yes, Ms. Robertson,” Tiffany said, her made-up face suddenly showing uncertainty. Serena’s eyes were glowing as she turned them on me once again. 

“Did Tiffany here tell you her story? Of how she became my slutty little maid?” 

“No, ma’am,” I said as humbly as I could manage. Serena’s smile widened. 

“Oh, it’s quite a story,” she said. I kept my eyes on Serena as she spoke, but in my peripheral vision, I could see Tiffany growing visibly uncomfortable. 

She plucked at the skirt of her maid’s outfit, shifting her weight on the bench she still sat on. I doubted she would ever openly defy her mistress, but it was obvious from where I knelt that she would just as soon have Serena change the subject. And even while doubt hung over my own future, I couldn’t help wondering what story these two shared. 

“I’ve got an idea,” Serena said. “Run upstairs and get my laptop. Bring it back here.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Tiffany said. Her dress rustled as she slid down off the bench, adjusting her short skirt as best she could. Serena watched her go with a smile as the other woman headed for the basement stairs, her high heels thumping on the wood as she climbed. Only once Tiffany had disappeared did Serena turn back to me. 

“Quite an adventure you’re having so far, isn’t it?” she said. “How are you feeling?” 

“Green light, ma’am,” I said in a voice that trembled and shook. It was the truth. And while I appreciated Serena checking on me, it almost made the whole ordeal even more humiliating. To be forced to admit again and again that I wanted this, that for all the sexual torture she was putting me through, I didn’t want her to stop. I wanted her to continue in exactly this vein, leading me by a leash down a dark path of twisted delight. And Serena smiled in recognition of that awful truth as she loomed over me. 

“Not even yellow? Good girl. Maybe you’re kinkier than I thought. Have you ever submitted to anyone before?” 

“No, ma’am,” I answered. 

“Good,” Serena said in a low voice. Her heel tapped on the floor as she stepped forward, running a hand over my cheek. “I like to train virgins,” she smiled. Turning to the bench, I saw her sculpted brows draw together slightly in a faint frown. A glistening puddle of Tiffany’s juices showed on the leather where she had sat while I licked her. I watch Serena run two fingers through the puddle, her skin shining with moisture as she lifted her hand again. 

“Look at the mess she made,” Serena said, her tone disapproving yet indulgent, like a woman chastising her favorite pet. “You must’ve really turned her on. You know, Tiffany’s like me in one respect. She likes submissive girly girls. You must have pressed her buttons pretty well.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. There didn’t seem to be anything else to say. The sound of Tiffany’s heels on the steps above announced her return as she climbed down toward us with a laptop tucked under her arm. 

” Did you like having this slut lick your pussy, Tiffany?” Serena asked. 

“Yes, ma’am,” Serena said. 

“Good. Give me the laptop,” Serena ordered. As Tiffany handed the computer over, Serena set it down on the far end of the bench. Boosting herself up, she sat on the end of the seat. “I’m thinking of having you train her. You know how I like my pussy to be worshiped. I’m thinking you could train her to do it the way I like. It’ll save me the effort.” 

“Oh, yes, ma’am!” Tiffany bubbled, her eyes shining as she beamed at Serena. ” Thank you, ma’am!” 

“You have to do a good job,” Serena warned. As she spoke, she leaned back, tracing her hand through the puddle on the bench behind her, scooping up more of her maid’s juices. ”If you disappoint me, you know you’ll be punished heavily."

“Yes, ma’am,” Tiffany said, almost jumping on the spot with pure excitement. I found myself wondering how often this submissive maid was granted sexual pleasure, that she be so excited at the thought of having me eat her out again. And clearly, I was to be given no say in the matter. As though I had no more opinion about what was going to happen than the bench Serena sat on. She had told me she was going to make me a toy for her pleasure, and so far, she had given me no reason to doubt her words. 

Both Tiffany and I watched as Serena raised one booted foot to the bench. She ran her hand over the leather, and it glistened with Tiffany’s juices. I watched without understanding as she repeated the same procedure with the other boot, letting them both dangle off the end of the bench once she had anointed them with her slave’s cum. Bending gracefully, she snagged the leash that dangled from my collar and tugged on it. I stayed on my knees, shuffling awkwardly across the floor as she led me toward the foot of the bench. Serena snapped her fingers, and Tiffany’s head jerked upward. The dominant woman pointed at the floor beside me, and in the rustle of petticoats, Tiffany knelt too. Now we were both kneeling side by side, facing Serena, Tiffany’s hands carefully folded in her lap while mine remained cuffed at my sides. 

“You can thank me by licking my boots clean,” Serena said. “Both of you.” 

“Thank you, Ms. Robertson,” Tiffany said. Without hesitation, she leaned forward, sweeping her blonde curls back behind her head as she lowered her pretty face to Serena’s boot. I heard the wet sound of her tongue sliding over the leather as she licked up her own juices, completely willing to debase herself in front of her mistress. I watched, feeling a spreading heat between my own legs at the outrageous display. Serena had Tiffany so well-trained, it beggared belief. And it called up all kinds of questions about my own future. 

“Now,” Serena snapped, turning her eyes like twin daggers on me. Fear bloomed in my stomach again. Beside me, I felt Tiffany looking up at me without daring to remove her tongue from Serena’s boot. Waves of shame crawled across my skin at the thought of what I was being ordered to do. But Serena still held the leash in her hand. Raising the foot nearest me, she hooked the leash under the heel of her boot and held it tight as she pressed her foot downward. The leash ran underneath her high heel, pulling my head down as she tugged remorselessly on its other end. Soon, I was forced to press my face against her foot. My hair hung like a curtain on either side of my face, blocking out the view of everything else. 

“Do it, or be punished,” Serena said firmly. While my heart contracted in absolute humiliation, I did as I was told. My fear of the other woman got the better of me, and I run my tongue over the leather, tasting again Tiffany’s pussy as I pathetically cleaned Serena’s boot. 

There we knelt, Tiffany and I together, and for a while, the only sound in the basement was that of our two tongues lapping at leather. Serena sat silently above us, watching us both, basking in the feeling of power that must come from bending two women so easily to her will. The boot in front of me shone with my saliva, and while shame echoed in the caverns of my heart and desire bloomed up from between my legs, I licked every inch of her leather boot, from the pointed toe to just below her knee. 

“Good,” Serena said at last. letting the leash grow slack, she lifted her boot from it so that I could raise my head. Her eyes bored through me again as she stared down at me. “Don’t make me ask twice for a simple act of respect like that,” she said. “At this rate, you’ll never get out of that training corset and reach Tiffany’s level.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said as humbly as I could. I didn’t need to look at Tiffany to feel her beaming with pleasure at her mistress’s praise. It was still hard to imagine I would ever get to the point of submission Tiffany was at. Serena could seemingly make me do exactly as she wished, but Tiffany seemed to have internalized her mistress’s dominance completely. She genuinely seemed happy to serve. Surely some part of me would always resist? Surely some part of me would always feel embarrassed, even as I did my sexy mistress’s bidding? And was that better or worse? 

But I didn’t have much time for abstract thoughts of the future. Serena was just getting warmed up. 

“Now, girls,” she said, sweeping her dark hair back from her face with one hand as she leaned back on the bench, “I think it’s time for a little history lesson. Time to let Rebecca here get a glimpse of what she’s in for. What it means to serve me.” As she spoke, Serena reached back for the laptop behind her. sitting up, she opened it and pressed a few buttons. I waited. On the floor beside me, Tiffany shifted, rocking back and forth slightly on her knees. Something was making her uncomfortable. 

“Ma’am,” she began. But as Serena raised her dazzling eyes from the screen, Tiffany’s nerve seemed to falter. She said nothing. I watched the drama play out as mistress and slave locked eyes over the screen of the laptop for a moment. And then, without a word, Tiffany seemed to visibly wilt. Her shoulders sagged. Serena didn’t need to say anything to get her way. All she had to do was look at the other woman. 

“This is what Tiffany used to look like,” Serena said slowly. Tiffany bowed her head, her blonde hair falling down on either side of her face as she wrung her hands in her lap. Serena was still staring her down as she turned the laptop to me. A photo filled the screen. Involuntarily, I gasped. The woman on the screen looked very little like the woman kneeling beside me. If it hadn’t been for the pretty eyes they shared, I would hardly have believed what Serena was saying. The Tiffany on the screen was vastly overweight. Her hair was cut short, shaved at the sides and spiked on top. She wore no makeup, dressed instead in a green T-shirt and jeans and heavy work boots. 

She looked every inch the stereotypical butch lesbian, the kind that had never really done it for me. And look at her now. 

“Quite the transformation,” Serena chuckled. Finally, she turned her eyes to me. “From being some butch dyke to becoming my pretty little maid. Tell her, Tiffany.” 

“It’s true,” Tiffany said, her voice cracking she spoke. “I… I used to be butch.” She fell silent. Clearly, it was hard for her to tell the story. Hard to

admit what she was, or hard to admit what she had become. What Serena had turned her into. 

“She was working as a mechanic when we met,” Serena explained to me. 

“She fixed my car. She always liked girly girls. She was smitten with me from the moment she saw me. Isn’t that right, Tiffany?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Tiffany sniffed, her eyes still on the floor. 

“But as you know, I like girly girls too. So there was really only one possible outcome. Wasn’t there, Tiffany?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Tiffany mumbled again. 

“Tiffany here didn’t even like eating pussy that much,” Serena said. 

“Although she very much liked having hers eaten. She was more of a strap-on and toys kind of woman. Tell her your name, Tiffany.” 

“Ash,” Tiffany said in a tiny voice that I had to struggle to hear. 

“Ash,” Serena scoffed. “Tiffany suits her much better. Don’t you agree?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I mumbled, knowing what was expected of me. I was still reeling from this information. Tiffany’s — Ash’s - transformation was remarkable. She looked like an entirely different woman. And the scope of Serena’s ambition was staggering. To look at the kind of woman Ash had been, and to decide to turn her into the simpering feminine slut she was now. And succeeding, too. I got the message as I stared up at Serena sitting above me. 

“If I can do that to her, just imagine what I can do to you,” Serena said, as though to drive the point home as she set the laptop aside. “Tell her how I did it, Tiffany.” 

“You — you locked me into the training corset, ma’am,” Tiffany said in a thick voice. “You wouldn’t let me cum. No matter how much I begged. You made me — made me worship your pussy again and again, but you wouldn’t let me come. You punished me when I asked. Soon, worshiping your pussy was the only sexual outlet I had.” 

“And you came to love it, didn’t you?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” I could hardly believe what I was hearing. Some strange psychosexual drama was playing out in front of me, to which I felt almost like a prop. Forcing Tiffany to relive what had been done to her, what she had become, was just another of Sabrina’s ways of tormenting the poor girl. And yet I knew that if Tiffany wanted out, she only needed to say the word. She could be Ash again if that was what she wanted. Clearly, the thrill of submitting to Serena was worth more. 

“Now Tiffany worships my pussy every day,” Serena said smugly, turning back to me. “And when I’m in the mood, she takes my strap-on, too. She sucks and fucks whoever and whatever I tell her to. She’s becoming the perfect little slut. Aren’t you, Tiffany?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Tiffany said. Finally, she raised her face to her mistress. Her eyes were shining with tears, but a smile was on her face as she gazed up at Serena with obvious longing. “Thank you for training me to be yours, Ms. Robertson.” 

“See?” Serena said triumphantly as she turned to me again. “If you’re lucky, you’ll end up like Tiffany here. Not a thought in your silly little head except how best to please me. If you’re unlucky, you’ll be sent away. But I think you know you don’t want that.” 

“No, ma’am,” I breathed. I felt Tiffany’s hand on my arm. I turned to see her smiling at me encouragingly. Whatever these two were engaged in was far beyond my wildest imaginings. Yet, it seemed, I was becoming part of it too. 

“Good,” Serena said. “Now, unlike Tiffany here, you haven’t earned the right to worship my pussy again. You’ll have to wait until she’s done training you to please me properly. But that doesn’t mean you can’t be useful in other ways. Tiffany, go get strap-on and the dildo gag.” 

“Yes, ma’am!” Tiffany almost yelled in delight as she sprang to her feet. 

Her short skirt bounced around her with every step as she hurried across the basement to where the toys were kept. I watched her go, her high heels clicking rapidly on the floor as she hurried to do her mistress’s bidding. Even though I had heard her confession and seen the photo evidence, it was still difficult for me to believe that she had once been a three hundred pound butch mechanic. She was slim now, her hourglass figure enhanced by the tight maid’s uniform that made her look like the girliest woman imaginable. 

Every movement she made and every word she spoke was deeply feminine. 

The transformation Serena had wrought in her was nothing less than shocking. And as Tiffany hurried back to the bench, I saw her eyes shining with a delight that had completely eclipsed the humiliation she had just endured. 

“You know what to do,” Serena grinned indulgently. “Gag her and put the toy on yourself.” 

“Yes, Ms. Robertson! Thank you, Ms. Robertson!” Serena laughed out loud at her maid’s obvious joy. She turned to me, her eyes shining in the dangerous way they had at they locked onto mine. 

“It’s been a long time since I let Tiffany here fuck a slut like you,” Serena sneered. “She’s probably not going to be gentle. That’s okay. You seem like the type of girl that can take a pounding.” I said nothing in response. And soon, there was nothing I could say. Tiffany stood behind me, her skirt tickling my shoulders as she took my head in her hands. Resigned to my fate, I opened my mouth as she pushed the toy inside. A dildo, a cock-shaped object that filled my mouth and pressed my tongue down in the most humiliating way possible. Another, larger phallus projected from the front of the gag, rising from my face as Tiffany wrapped the strap around my head. 

She swept my hair back before buckling it into place, silencing me while I knelt at Serena’s feet. I watched in rising lust as Tiffany lifted her skirt and slid one end of another toy inside herself before typing the straps around her hips. Soon, the endlessly feminine maid seemed to have grown a long and thick black cock that rose menacingly out of the dense frill of her petticoats. 

It was an image I don’t think I’ll ever forget. 

And Serena lay back on the bench. Raising her feet, she placed them on the leather padding, languidly spreading her legs and pulling aside the fabric of the bodysuit that covered her. She pulled on my leash, and I rose awkwardly to my feet, forced to bend over the end of the bench. And as the p of the dildo that projected from my face reached toward Serena’s shining pussy, I felt Tiffany’s hands on my hips. Serena reached into one of the cups of her bodysuit and fished out a key. It arced over my body with a merry jingle, and Tiffany caught it in one hand. The breath caught in my throat as I felt the maid reaching between my legs. The padlock at the front of the corset clicked, and Tiffany removed the flap that covered my streaming pussy. 

“Make it sexy,” Serena ordered. And as I lay between her legs, lying on my stomach on the padded bench she lay on, I braced myself for what I knew was going to be the strangest fuck of my life. 
    

7. Using Her Slaves

      
 
I could feel Tiffany’s hands on my hips as I bent forward on the padded bench. My body trembled with anticipation. But I could also feel Serena’s eyes staring down at me as she waited for me to perform. It seemed I had no choice in the matter. Not that I would necessarily have chosen differently if I did. The gag in my mouth made me mute so that I couldn’t have complained even if I wanted to. All I could do was serve. 

And I leaned forward, pressing the toy attached to the gag between Serena’s legs. She sighed happily as she reached down to guide it inside her, wrapping her fingers around the silicone shaft while the thick head pushed her lips apart. The dildo sank easily into her, her excitement evident by the lubrication that glistened on her skin. And as Serena moaned in pleasure, her long eyelashes fluttering as she closed her eyes for a moment, I felt a spasm of lust in my stomach. The dildo sank deep into her, and my face came closer to her pussy, my eyes almost crossing as I stared at it taking the dildo inside. 

But there was no way for me to reach it except with the unfeeling toy that projected from my mouth. With my hands cuffed at my sides, there was no way for me to actually touch her. I could smell her and hear her and see her, but that wasn’t enough. I guess that was the whole point. 

Serena reached down toward me, and I felt her gather up my hair at the back of my head, gripping it like a handle. My neck ached in the uncomfortable position, but I ignored the pain. I had no doubt Serena had far greater pains at her disposal for any woman who displeased her. And guided by Serena’s grip on my hair, I rocked my head back and forth, plunging the dildo more and more aggressively between Serena’s dripping lips. 

And while the dominant woman’s cries of pleasure filled the basement dungeon, I felt Tiffany move behind me. The gag in my mouth muffled my moans as something pressed against my own streaming pussy from behind. 

Something hard. My legs were already shaking as the moisture of my arousal ran down them in a steady torrent, the warm wetness a testament to just how turned on I was. Just how badly I needed this. And Tiffany held me tight as she guided her own dildo inside, pushing past the slight resistance of the entrance of my sex as the toy filled me. My eyes rolled in my head, my body responding shamefully to the sensations that filled it along with Tiffany’s fake cock. I had always liked girly girls. And while I would never call myself dominant, the kinds of women I usually preferred always seem to like being the bottom. Ordinarily, that was fine with me. I had never imagined how good it could possibly feel to be fucked like this. To be taken and used and treated like a whore, like a piece of meat. Even as shame pierced my heart, I couldn’t ignore the feelings of desire raging inside me as Tiffany began to fuck me from behind. My body wanted what it wanted, and it betrayed me with its desperation for the hard pounding that Tiffany clearly intended to give it. The butch dyke might have been transformed into and ultra-feminine doll, but given the chance, I could see Ash coming once again to the fore. A strange growl rose from Tiffany as she fucked me, a growl that made the hairs rise on the back of my neck as my body slammed into the bench over and over again. 

As Tiffany’s thrusts grew stronger, I gave up trying to control the dildo that was buried inside Serena. Tiffany’s thrusts traveled through my body and into Serena’s, as though I were just a vessel, as though the maid were in a roundabout way fucking her mistress. An event that I had no doubt had never happened, would never happen in real life. This was the closest Tiffany was probably ever going to get. And so I could hardly be surprised at the ferocity with which she drove her fake cock into my body over and over again, grunting and growling all the while as her fingers dug into my hips and her high heels scraped on the floor as she tried to get more leverage. 

By now, Serena was screaming in pleasure. And I would have been screaming too if the gag didn’t fill my mouth so completely. All that emerged from behind the gag with a series of pathetic moans and grunts. But I could feel my orgasm approaching. after everything Serena and Tiffany had put me through, I knew it wouldn’t take long. The pressure inside me seemed almost unendurable. My own feet scrabbled uselessly on the floor as I struggled and squirmed. Not to escape, mind you. My struggle was only against myself, the wild contortions of the body in the throes of ecstasy. I knew it was coming, and I knew there was nothing I could do to hold it back, even if I wanted to. I heard Tiffany chuckle behind me as my pussy spasmed, gripping her invading dildo like a fist while my juices poured forth. I howled and moaned behind the gag, twitching and flailing as unignorable sensations of pleasure washed over me. But the bliss of orgasm was tempered by the deep inner shame I felt. Of being taken like this, of being made to cum like a slut by these two wicked women. And Serena, natural dominatrix that she was, seemed well aware of that fact. 

“Look at you,” she sneered down at me, her words broken and scattered by her own yells and pants of pleasure. “Taking that cock like a true bimbo slut. We’ll have you turned out in no time. You’ll be begging Tiffany to fuck you with that big cock of hers. We’re going to turn you into the perfect slutty girl.” Tiffany laughed out loud behind me. I felt one of her hands crack against my bare ass as she spanked me. As I gazed up at Serena, my eyes glassy with pleasure, I knew that she was right. The sensations of pleasure I was feeling were purer and powerful than any I had experienced before. This might be the strangest, kinkiest, most deviant sex I ever had in my life, but already, it was the best. What wouldn’t I do to feel like this again? 

Even as my first orgasm still glowed inside me, I knew that I would go along with whatever Serena had planned for me, just as long as she could make me feel like this. If that meant submitting to her, dressing like a slut, groveling at her feet, so be it. And maybe, one day, I would rise to the level Tiffany was at. Maybe, one day, it would be me helping my mistress to break in a new slave girl. 

Almost as soon as the thought appeared, I tried to blink it away. What was I thinking? This was insane. I had played the tie-up game with a girlfriend or two, but this was far beyond my level. Why was I thinking of the future? 

And why did the idea of serving Ms. Robertson in a skimpy maid’s uniform the way Tiffany did seem so appealing? Tiffany’s fake cock was still buried deep inside me. My copious juices ran down my shaking legs as she kept it pressed into me all the way to its base. My thoughts were a scrambled mess, powerful emotions warring with one another and leaving me unsure of what I wanted. Or at least, that was what I told myself. Because the truth was, all I really wanted was more. 

And it seemed I was going to get it. Tiffany had allowed me a moment to experience fully my shameful orgasm, but she wasn’t done. Nor, more importantly, with Serena. Slowly, Tiffany began to move behind me again, sliding her dildo in and out of an even we er pussy than she had before my orgasm. My body trembled and shook, but there was nothing I could do except endure it. All I could do was lie there and take it. Fortunately, that was all I wanted to do anyway. 

And once again, my body was used like a toy for Tiffany to fuck Serena. 

With one dildo buried in my pussy and another projecting from my face, I was little more than a flesh and blood sex toy myself. A giant dildo rising from Tiffany’s hips to penetrate her mistress. But if I was a toy, I was one that could feel pleasure of my own. And as Serena’s moans and gasps grew ever louder, ever more frantic, I felt another orgasm rising quickly inside me. 

Serena howled and moaned and gripped my hair tightly in her fist, and I gasped and panted and squirmed on my stomach as another orgasm bloomed inside me. Tiffany’s fat cock seemed to reach every part of me, hitting a nerve that ignited with pleasure at the touch. I had never known anything like it. And as I came again, anointing the toy that fucked me with another flood of hot juices, Serena cried out in orgasmic pleasure of her own. 

Her pussy spasmed right in front of my eyes, so strongly that I feared for a moment it would tear the gag from my mouth. Her juices poured forward, glistening on the dildo as I continue to slide it back and forth, the delicious smell of her sex growing ever stronger. 

Serena flopped back on the bench, sprawling over its padded surface as she surrendered to pleasure. And I moaned against the gag that filled my mouth as Tiffany withdrew her own slippery cock from between my legs, its bulbous head spreading my wet lips apart one final time on the way out. I shuddered and gasped, barely able to stay on my feet as the afterglow of pleasure radiated through my body. 

But Tiffany took control. I felt her hands on my shoulders, gentle but firm as she pulled me back from Serena. The dildo gag slid easily out of Serena’s body as I straightened up, wobbling on unsteady legs as I stood at the end of the bench. My bare breasts rose and fell above the corset that compressed my waist and held my hands uselessly at my sides as I tried to regain my breath. The tightness of the corset made me short of breath at the best of mes, and after the fuck I just experienced, I was dizzy. I didn’t have the strength to resist as Tiffany reached down between my legs and re-fastened the solid panel of the corset between my legs, closing the lock again with a menacing click. They were taking no chances. Just as Serena insisted, my pleasure was hers to award or deny as she saw fit. 

Slowly, Serena regained herself. Rolling over onto her side, she propped her head up on one hand, her black hair cascading around her face as her blue eyes watched me carefully. The deep glitter I could see in them thrilled me in a way I couldn’t explain, especially in conjunction with the wicked little smile Ms. Robertson displayed. But my part in the drama seemed done. 

Tiffany’s petticoats swished as she stepped in front of me and scooped up the leash that dangled from my collar. I had no choice but to follow her as she led me back across the basement. The skirt swayed from side to side with every step she took, her feminine gait enhanced by the ludicrously high heels she wore. I watched her, still struggling to process the long path that had taken her from the person she was to the person Serena had made her into. 

And her exaggerated femininity contrasted sharply with the hard cock that still rose from underneath her skirt, shining with the juices of my pleasure. 

Tiffany was almost as sexy to me as her cruel mistress, and despite the multiple orgasms I had had, my body ached to play again with this sexy French maid. But that wasn’t what the other women had in mind. 

Tiffany led me into the open cage again. Nervous, I resisted slightly at the open door, but a sharp tug on the leash and a meaningful glare from Tiffany warned me not to push my luck. Defeated, I followed her into the prison. 

Once I was inside, she stepped past me, removing the leash from my collar and gathering it up in her hand. still gagged, still horny somehow, I watched her shimmy her way over to the door of the cage and step outside. She swung the door shut, and the lock clicked automatically. I was a prisoner once again. My use seemingly fulfilled for now, Serena intended to keep me in captivity until she decided to use me again. And it was exactly those kinds of thoughts that tormented me as I stood trembling behind bars. My pussy was locked away again, my hands still cuffed at my sides, and even my mouth was still gagged. I couldn’t do anything with the powerful feelings of lust and desire that were still raging inside me. All I could do was wait. 

In a kind of exuberant despair, I sat down on the narrow bed against one wall of the cage. At least I could rest my tired body while I waited to see what was in store for me next. 

Tiffany’s dress flounced around her as she made her way over to Serena. 

Serena watched her maid approach with a smile, sitting up on the bench again. Her eyes moved over Tiffany’s body, taking a long and uninhibited look at her submissive slave. Serena slid off the bench, and her metal heels echoed like twin gunshots on the floor as she stood in front of Tiffany. 

“Take that thing off,” Serena ordered, pointing one long finger at the toy cock that rose from under Tiffany’s skirt. 

“Yes, Ms. Robertson,” Tiffany said. I watched her already short skirt rise up around her hips as she reached underneath it to unstrap the toy. Desire had never stopped bubbling inside me, even in the bright and glorious glow of orgasm. Watching these two was only pouring fuel on that file. Serena stood with her hands on her hips, her feet apart, her stance radiating power and control as she seemed to tower over her maid. 

“Put it on me,” she ordered. And as Tiffany bent to follow her mistress’s instructions without a word of complaint, I found myself wondering how she really felt. From the way she had fucked me, my pussy still aching from her powerful thrusts, I knew that Tiffany wanted nothing more to turn that toy on Serena. But she didn’t. Serena’s control seemed complete, as though Tiffany had completely capitulated her own will to that of the other woman. 

As I watched, I felt again that thrill of uncertainty about what the future held for me. In time, would I be the same way? How could I hope to hold out against Serena, if a woman like Ash had failed to do so? And did I want to? It was clear to me that Tiffany’s life contained many sexual frustrations and humiliations. But it also seemed to contain some dark joys that I had only briefly sampled. How thrilling it would be to be at Serena’s back and call, to abdicate all control over one’s life and hand it to this incredible woman. My pride rebelled at the idea, but I couldn’t deny the way my pussy spasmed behind the panel that kept it locked away. 

Tiffany crouched at Serena’s feet, wrapping the straps around the other woman’s hips. Serena stood as still as a statue, staring fixedly at me as I watched the whole procedure. Tiffany pulled aside the bodysuit Serena wore to guide the dildo between Serena’s lips, and I saw her eyes flutter closed for a moment as Tiffany sank the toy inside her. Tightening the straps so that the cock rose from Serena’s body as though it was part of her, Tiffany began to rise to her feet. But Serena’s hand on her shoulder stopped her. 

“Not so fast,” Serena said, turning her glittering eyes on her maid. “First, you can clean my cock for me. Tell me how my new slave’s pussy tastes.” 

“Yes, Ms. Robertson,” Tiffany said. If she was at all reluctant to carry out the command, she gave no sign of it. But as she leaned forward, Serena stopped her again, this time with her hand on her forehead. 

“First, beg for it,” Serena snarled. “Beg for this cock like the cock-hungry bimbo that you are.” 

“Please, Ms. Robertson,” Tiffany began at once. The only sign of her inner turmoil was the way her hands plucked at her bunched-up skirt in her lap as she begged her dominant mistress. “Please give me your cock, Ms. Robertson. I need it. Please fuck my slutty mouth and use me for your pleasure.” Serena laughed out loud, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders as the basement rang with the sound of her amusement. I all but shivered as she turned her bright eyes on me again. 

“You see? That’s how you beg for cock. If a dyke like this one can manage it, so can you.” I said nothing, still gagged and helpless. But my stomach trembled at the threat. Meanwhile, Serena removed her hand from Tiffany’s forehead. At once, Tiffany leaned forward, her mouth already open to receive Serena’s cock. I noticed that Tiffany kept her hands in her lap, not daring to touch her mistress without specific instructions. Instead, she used solely her mouth. I trembled uncontrollably on the bed as I watched the maid lick and suck the fragrant juices of my pussy off the cock she had used to fuck me. 

The constant switching of positions, the power games Serena played, were enough to make me dizzy. But evidently, Tiffany knew her place. And clearly, she knew her business. I can hardly claim to be anything close to an expert cocksucker, but Tiffany approached the task with diligence, if not enthusiasm. 

Soon, the dildo was shining more with saliva than with my residual juices. 

And as I watched, Serena swayed in her tall boots, rocking her hips back and forth as she fucked Tiffany’s mouth. The dildo sank ever deeper between the maid’s painted lips, and I knew that wasn’t a trick Tiffany would have learned in her previous lesbian life. This was something Serena had taught her, to take a dildo deep into her throat. Another facet of her degradation, her complete enslavement to her mistress. My own jaw ached as I watched and wondered if one day, I would find myself doing the same thing. 

Finally, Serena pulled back. The dildo exited Tiffany’s mouth with a wet sound, and I could see her drool dripping from it as Tiffany sat back on her heels. 

“So?” Serena demanded. “How does the new girl’s cunt taste?” 

“It tastes good, Ms. Robertson,” Tiffany said. 

“You would say that,” Serena sneered. “Have you ever met a woman whose pussy you didn’t want to lick?” 

“sometimes, Ms. Robertson,” Tiffany said meekly. Beneath the heavy makeup on her face, I thought I could see a faint blush of embarrassment on her cheeks. It seemed miraculous to me that a woman that Serena had dominated so completely could even feel embarrassment anymore. 

“But you like this one.” 

“Yes, Ms. Robertson.” Tiffany’s voice was little more than a whisper, her eyes on the floor at Serena’s feet. But I won’t deny the tiny thrill that raced through me at Tiffany’s words. The thought of the sexy maid eating me out delighted me. I found myself desperately hoping that it would happen. 

“Good,” Serena said. “Maybe once she’s trained, I’ll allow you two girls to play together sometimes for my amusement. You like that?” 

“Yes, Ms. Robertson.” There was no missing the enthusiasm in Tiffany’s voice as she spoke. And the thought of it thrilled me just as much. 

“Go get a pair of handcuffs.” Again, Tiffany didn’t argue. Even though she must’ve known what they would be used for. Of course, it hardly mattered anyway. Whether she was restrained or not, I couldn’t see Tiffany ever resisting an order from Serena. She rose to her feet at once, sashaying across the basement to the wall where the toys were kept, her flared skirt swirling around her thighs with every step. Serena watched her movements with a triumphant little smile on her beautiful face, and who could blame her? She had trained this woman to be the perfect submissive. Whatever might be going on inside her head, Tiffany acted as though she had no other thought than pleasing Serena. I watched her produce a pair of cuffs from the wall and return to where Serena waited. 

“Turn around.” As always, Tiffany did exactly as ordered. Serena cuffed her hands behind her back in a few quick motions, and I saw Tiffany’s breasts rise and fall as she took a deep breath and let it out in a quiet sigh. I was learning for myself how exciting it was to be tied up by Serena. I felt like I knew what the other woman was feeling. 

Once the cuffs were on, Serena reached up and took hold of a fistful of Tiffany’s blonde curls. Two sets of high heels echoed on the floor as Serena guided the maid over to the door of my cage. She pressed Tiffany against it, the latex of her maid’s outfit creaking as she was pushed against the bars facing me. Serena looked past her, her blazing eyes fixing on me. 

“Get over here,” she said in a voice that left time in no doubt about the folly of disobeying. And steadily, I rose to my feet and stepped over to the door of the cage. Tiffany was eye to eye with me, facing me with her back to Serena. Serena released her grip on the other woman’s hair and stood behind her, taking hold of her hips instead as she guided her maid into position. Tiffany stood with her feet apart as instructed, her back arched, ass pointed towards her mistress. And Serena smiled gleefully as she lifted Tiffany’s skirt to expose her ass and pussy. 

“You like my slutty maid, don’t you?” Serena asked. “You want to fuck her, don’t you?” Unable to speak with the gag in my mouth, I nodded, feeling Tiffany’s eyes on me as well as Serena’s as I agreed. 

“Well, that’s just too bad, isn’t it?” Serena went on. “Because you don’t get to. She’s mine.” Tiffany moaned, her face pressed against the bars of the cage as she closed her eyes. And Serena stepped in close behind her, guiding the dildo between Tiffany’s lips. I watched the maid shudder and gasp as it slid inside, the fake cock she had used to fuck me now being used on her. And as I watched her cleavage swell through the bars of the cage, her beautiful body bent and positioned for Serena’s pleasure, I felt again that surge of lust within me. Yes, I wanted her. I wanted them both. If I had been forced to choose between the 2 of them at that particular moment, I don’t know which way I would have gone. The reality was, I was going to be denied them both. 

Tiffany moaned loudly as Serena sank the cock inside her. She wasn’t gentle. Clearly, the whole game we had been playing all day was fueling a monstrous lust as Serena began to fuck her maid right in front of me. She held her by the hips, pulling the other woman back against her, every thrust driving Tiffany helplessly against the bars. And Tiffany shrieked and yelled in absolute pleasure as her mistress once again claimed her body. 

“Shut this cunt up,” Serena snarled, her voice breathless as she continued to fuck Tiffany. Stray strands of her black hair clung to her shining face with their exertions. “Put that cock in her mouth and let her taste me while I fuck her.” Tiffany moaned even louder, and I watched Serena slap her ass in much the same way Tiffany had slapped mine while she fucked me. Disobedience wasn’t an option. I stepped forward, and Tiffany’s eyes met mine as I positioned myself in front of her. Her mouth was open, and she didn’t resist as I stepped forward, guiding the dildo rising from my gag between her lips. 

Tiffany moaned around the shaft as it filled her, her eyes closing. And behind her, Serena laughed out loud in wild triumph as the two of us debased ourselves for her amusement. While Serena fucked her from behind, I slid the dildo gag in and out of Tiffany’s mouth, fucking her face in the same way Serena had. And Tiffany kept her eyes closed as she sucked on the cock, tasting Serena’s juices on it in a kind of masochistic ecstasy. I watched her every movement, filled with both desire and fear. Desire for her, for Tiffany’s gorgeous body that Serena claimed as her own. And fear that I was looking at my future, being turned into a girly sex object for Serena’s pleasure. And yet, that idea came with plenty of desire, too. 

Was this what I wanted? To become what Tiffany was? I couldn’t decide. 

But I knew the only surefire way to prevent it was to opt out of these games entirely, to say goodbye to Serena and to Tiffany and to this well-furnished basement dungeon. And I wasn’t ready to do that. So while Serena fucked her maid, I fucked Tiffany’s mouth and did exactly as I was told. 
    

   
                
            

Ms. Robertson: Parts 8-14

      
 
    8. Dismissed
 
      
 
    I lay awake. The narrow bed installed in the cage in Serena's basement was comfortable enough. But my sleep had been fragmented, torn to pieces by wild dreams that merged with memory and fantasy, so that I hardly knew sometimes whether I was asleep or awake. Everything that had happened to me was so unreal, it seemed hard to believe it wasn't some wild dream.  
 
    But the solidity of the bars around me when I opened my eyes reminded me that no matter how outlandish this adventure had been, it was very real. Several times during the night, I had woken with my hand between my legs, reaching instinctively for my dripping pussy only to be thwarted by the solid panel locked in place over it. If I pressed hard against it with my hand, I could just about feel my fingers through the stiffened leather. But just as Tiffany had predicted, it was never going to be enough to get me off. And the thought of her wearing the same garment, being trapped and caged just the way I was, set me off again. Back when Tiffany had been Ash, and Serena had decided to convert the stereotypical butch dyke into her bimbo pleasure slut. The audacity of the woman knew no bounds. If I hadn't seen the evidence and heard it from Tiffany's own candy gloss lips, I wouldn't be able to believe it. I hardly believed it anyway. If Serena could do that to Tiffany, what could she do to me? 
 
      
 
    The answer to that, at least, was fairly obvious. After all, look at where I was. Locked up in a cage under the stairs in her basement, locked into a corset that couldn't be removed and didn't allow me to touch my own pussy. If you told me a couple of weeks ago when I first met Serena that she would do this to me, I wouldn't have believed that, either. Yet there I was. 
 
    I don't think I'll ever forget watching Serena fuck Tiffany against the bars of my cage. I'll never forget my own part in that little drama, sinking the dildo gag I wore into Tiffany's spluttering mouth so that she was filled from both ends like the cock-hungry whore Serena insisted she was. And Serena had taken her time. I knew that she had had at least two orgasms right there in front of us as she fucked her maid. Tiffany had had even more. Eventually, she seemed to be having one after another, pleasurable eruptions rolling over her in constant waves as she submitted to masochistic bliss. 
 
    Finally, Serena had enough. Removing the strap on from Tiffany's dripping pussy, she unfastened it and set it aside. She uncuffed Tiffany's hands, and I stepped back, letting the dildo slide out of her mouth. Moving over to the extravagant throne that sat against one wall of the dungeon, Serena sat down to watch. She gave her poor maid barely any time to recover before she began issuing more orders.  
 
    And of course, Tiffany did as she was told. Her movements were clumsy, her body wracked with a dizzying series of orgasms, as she reached through the bars of the cage and unfastened the straps that held the dildo gag on my face. And she unfastened the buckles that pinned my arms to the sides of the corset I wore. My arms might be freed, but I was far from free myself. Still locked in the cage, still unable to remove the corset, still unable to touch myself. But at least I was a little more comfortable. 
 
      
 
    Satisfied with the night's events, Serena ordered Tiffany to clean up the dungeon and then come upstairs. With that, Serena rose and strutted across the basement, rising up the stairs, disappearing from my view as the sound of her high heels echoed above my head. It was the last time I saw her that night. 
 
    Tiffany didn't say a word to me as she quickly set her mistress's dungeon in order. And I said nothing to her. My mind buzzed with questions, the fears and doubts I had about my future pressing on my brain like a great weight. But I said nothing. The shame of what I had allowed to be done to me seemed to hang in the air between us, and I suspected the same about Tiffany. Despite all she had no doubt suffered Serena's hands, she still seemed capable of embarrassment. And if that were the case, I had no doubt she would be pretty embarrassed after what I'd seen that night. 
 
    Nevertheless, I couldn't take my eyes off her. The maid's outfit shone with every movement she made, the tiny skirt bouncing and swaying with every step she took. The built-in corset of the outfit gave her a hyper-feminine shape that drew my eye in a way I couldn't resist. With my own leather corset locked onto me, I felt I could imagine what it would feel like to wear the humiliating uniform Serena insisted on. And the same dampness between my legs that had tormented me all day made its presence felt as I wondered how long it would be before I was laced into such an outfit of my own. 
 
    The tasks completed, Tiffany headed for the stairs her mistress had vanished up. For the last time, I thought of saying something to her, and even opened my mouth to do it. But words failed me. This wasn't a situation anything in my life up to that point had prepared for. I had no idea what to say. For her part, Tiffany didn't even look at me. Instead, she hurried upstairs to rejoin Serena as instructed. Alone, I lay down on the bed. Exhaustion washed over me in warm waves, and I soon drifted off to sleep. 
 
    There was no clock in the basement. No windows, either. I had no way even to guess what time it was. And a new fear clutched my heart as I lay there alone. Nobody knew I was here. Serena had told me that a single word from me could end this game and see me released, but that word was useless if no one was there to hear it. What time was it? What day was it? When Serena had picked me up from work, it was the beginning of my weekend, so I knew I wouldn't be missed at work for a couple of days. But what if I was kept in here longer than that? 
 
    But I didn't need to worry. As I lay there in turmoil, I heard the door above me open, and a set of high heels thumping their way down the stairs. I sat up on the bed and saw Tiffany appear, still in her sexy maid's uniform. As cartoonishly feminine as ever, she flounced over to the door of my cage. Again, she seemed able to meet my eyes. Again, a faint smile showed on her pink lips. The makeup was as flawless as it had been the day before, and her outfit showed no sign of what she had been put through the night before. As she stepped close to the bars of the cage, I could smell the clean smell of her body. Clearly, she was washed and ready for another day. I found myself wondering how many of these maid's outfits Serena owned. 
 
    “Good morning,” Tiffany said brightly. 
 
    “What time is it?” I asked. 
 
    "8:30 AM," Tiffany said at once. 
 
    “So I didn’t sleep in,” I said, almost to myself. 
 
    "No," Tiffany said. "But it's time to get up. Stand over here." Tiffany didn't issue orders the way Serena did. But I knew they were orders nonetheless. There was no need to ask by whose authority Tiffany saw fit to boss me around; we both knew the answer. We both knew that while I could defy her, all that would mean was that she would report my disobedience to her mistress. I dreaded what might happen then. Whatever Serena's methods were, they had transformed a butch lesbian like Ash into the simpering girly maid in front of me now. If she could do that, I knew she must have some persuasive methods at her hands. 
 
    And so I did as I was told. I stood when Tiffany told me to stand, and flinched only a little as she reached through the bars of the cage to take my wrist in her hands. Once again, she pressed it against my side and fastened the buckle attached to the corset around it. She ordered me to turn 180°, and I did it, letting her restrain my other arm too. Then she walked across the basement, retrieving the leash that matched my corset and the riding crop she'd used the day before. Standing again at the door of the cage, she typed in the code that unlocked it and swung the door open. I trembled slightly as she clipped one end of the leash onto the collar of the corset. 
 
    "Come with me," Tiffany smiled. "Don't be difficult. You know you won't win. Ms. Robertson has told me to use any means necessary to control you." I jumped as the riding crop slapped against my bare thigh. The blow wasn't hard, not nearly as hard as it could have been. But it was all the reminder I needed of what could happen if I resisted. So I stepped out of the cage, walking meekly at the end of Tiffany's leash as she led me across the basement. I climbed the stairs behind her, unable to keep myself from peering up her skirt as it bounced around her hips. As far as I could tell, Tiffany wore no panties. Serena's orders, I wondered, or her own personal preference? At least she was free to touch herself, unlike I was. But I wondered how she resisted the impulse to be constantly playing with herself every time Serena wasn't around. Living here, serving a woman like her, I felt I would be unable to exhibit the same self-control. 
 
    Tiffany led me out of the basement and on to the main floor of Serena's sprawling house. My work clothes, that had been discarded the moment Serena took me inside, were nowhere in sight. That nervousness bloomed again in the pit of my stomach. I was helpless here, totally helpless. Even if I used the safe word to end it all, I would still be reliant on these women honoring it and releasing me. I couldn't go anywhere until they told me where my clothes were. Not that I necessarily wanted to go anywhere. But knowing that I couldn't made me uncertain. 
 
    But Tiffany's heels wrapped briskly on the floor as she led me confidently through the house. We passed by a gleaming and gargantuan kitchen as we made our way to the back of the house. As I walked, I peered through every open doorway, my ears sharp and listening for the sound of Serena's approach. But she was nowhere to be seen or heard. 
 
    Behind the kitchen, Tiffany pushed open the door to reveal an immaculate bathroom. She led me inside, her heels echoing on the tiled floor as she closed the door behind me. I found myself wondering if part of Tiffany's job was to keep this huge house as spotlessly clean as it clearly was. If anyone could make housework sexy, it was Serena, but I couldn't imagine enjoying menial tasks like cleaning. I wondered how much time it took away from the fun parts of Tiffany's submissive life. But I had already learned that Tiffany never complained. 
 
    She led me over toward a large shower with a glass surround. It was far nicer than my own shower at home, and again I found myself wondering where Serena's money came from. Just one more mystery about the woman, and hardly the most intriguing. Tiffany guided me into the shower cubicle that was more than big enough for the two of us. It wasn't until I was standing inside that I noticed the chains hanging from the ceiling. 
 
    Tiffany unfastened one of my arms from the corset and raised it above my head. Reaching up, she grabbed one of the chains and pulled it down toward my arm. There was a steel cuff on the end of it, and she locked it around my wrist, holding my arm up above my head. I didn't try to fight her as she repeated the procedure with my other arm. What was the point? It was only when I was completely secured with my arms stretched up toward the ceiling that Tiffany produced a key from the white apron of her maid's outfit and began to unlock the multiple locks on the corset. I sighed as she loosened the laces, finally able to fill my lungs after hours spent in the constricting garment. She removed the leather completely, stepping outside of the shower cubicle to set it down beside the sink. Then she turned back to me with a smile on her face. I was totally naked in front of her, but it was a little late for either of us to feel self-conscious around the other. Even if she was free and fully dressed, and I was restrained. That, too, was something I knew I would have to get used to. 
 
    "I never used to like wearing that thing," Tiffany said as she stepped back inside the shower cubicle with me. "It's much nicer wearing the uniform. Once you're trained, you'll see for yourself." 
 
    "But how  — how did she do it? I mean, she totally transformed you. Are you happy you like this?" For a moment, Tiffany said nothing. Her bright eyes flickered over my face. I wondered if I had gone too far. I had learned the night before that it caused Tiffany some kind of pain to recall her previous life and the woman she had been. Whether it was the humiliation of what had been done to her or something else, I couldn't say. But after a pause, Tiffany finally answered me. 
 
    "I'm happier now," she said. "Ms. Robertson's strict, but she's fair. Once you stop fighting her, you'll see that sometimes she can be so nice." 
 
    "I'm not fighting her," I said. "I haven't fought her once. Or you." 
 
    "Don't think she hasn't noticed that," Tiffany smiled at me. "I've seen slaves come and go. But I think she sees something in you. You should be pleased. It's tough sometimes, but it's a privilege serving Ms. Robertson." 
 
    “You talk like you’re in a cult or something,” I said, my temper momentarily and unwisely getting the best of me. The smile dropped from Tiffany’s face, and her eyes hardened slightly as she looked at me. 
 
    "No," she said at last. "I'm just happy with the choices I've made in life. Maybe you're not. But that's not my problem. Or Ms. Robertson's. If you don't want this, I'll happily show you to the door. There's no room in this house for people who aren't honest with themselves." 
 
    "I – I didn't mean that," I said at last. "I'm sorry. I am – it's just all so new to me." 
 
    "You'll learn," Tiffany said. Her smile seemed a little forced when it returned to her face, and something flinty still seemed to hover in her extraordinary gray-green eyes as she looked at me. She played the submissive bimbo so well, but every now and then, I caught a glimpse of the tough woman she used to be. Beneath the makeup and the dyed hair and the sculpted body, some trace of Ash still remained. "I never said it was easy. But it does get easier. It's still tough sometimes to serve a woman like Ms. Robertson. But it's worth it. Now, it's time to get you cleaned up. The training corset is waterproof, so you can wash yourself while wearing it. But we'll get a better clean without it." 
 
    "Are you - are you going to wash me?" I said incredulously. Tiffany's smile was more genuine this time. 
 
    "Of course," she said. "Ms. Robertson knows you're not to be trusted by yourself. Not yet. Be honest. If you had your hands free right now, in the shower by yourself, would you touch yourself?' 
 
    I said nothing. But my silence was all the confirmation Tiffany needed. Her smile was maddening as she turned to the faucet on one wall and switched it on. I yelled as cold water cascaded over my naked body, but it soon warmed up. Tiffany approached me, the water shining over the black latex of her maid's uniform, plastering her blonde curls to her head. Her makeup began to streak and run under the water, but she didn't seem to care. Her beautiful eyes shone as they gazed into mine. 
 
    "These uniforms are waterproof, too," she smirked. "Which comes in handy sometimes. We maids often encounter a lot of… Fluids in our line of work." Tiffany stood just in front of me now, almost close enough that her breasts pressed against mine as the water cascaded over the soft flesh and made them shine. She really was beautiful, even as her makeup blurred and ran. Her hands traveled over my body, and I shook as she caressed my breasts, her thumbs sliding easily over the wet nipples. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I gasped as she touched me. Tiffany chuckled under her breath. 
 
    "See?" she giggled. "It feels good to do as you're told. It feels good to give up power. I'm happy to be Ms. Robertson's maid. I think you will be too. If you earn the opportunity to serve her that way." Tiffany's voice was gentle and quiet she spoke, almost hypnotic. I closed my eyes, feeling the warm water and her words wash over me. She made a convincing case, as my nipples swelled under her hands. I had already tasted what it felt like to submit to Serena. There was no doubt in my mind that I wanted more. And while the level of Tiffany's submission terrified me, I couldn't deny that it appealed to me too. The thought of flouncing around this big house in the same uniform, waiting on Serena hand and foot the way Tiffany did, excited me. It seemed so much more exciting than the dreary life I had been living up to that point. Even just to be thinking such thoughts embarrassed me, my pride rebelling at the idea of surrendering myself to someone else so fully. But Tiffany said she was happy. And as her hands ran over my body along with the streaming water, so was I. 
 
    "This is Ms. Robertson's favorite product," Tiffany said, suddenly all business as she lifted a bottle from a rack against the wall of the shower. I opened my eyes to look at what the maid was showing me. "She wants all her girls to use this. And this shampoo." Tiffany held up another bottle, and I peered at the label. "You'll be expected to only use these products from now on, and purchase them to use at home. You never know when Ms. Robertson will decide to call you." 
 
    "That stuff's expensive," I protested. I had recognized the brand, and knew it could only be bought from one specific store in town that I never went to. Tiffany's pretty eyes flashed again, but the smile never left her face. 
 
    “A small price to pay to please Ms. Robertson,” she said. “It’s a sign to her that you’re willing to obey her will. In everything.” 
 
    “I think what we did last night was enough of a sign of that,” I said. Tiffany’s makeup was almost all gone now, and I could see for a fact this time that she blushed as I reminded her of what had happened downstairs. It felt like a tiny triumph to embarrass the woman, the kind of triumph I knew I would never have with Serena. Tiffany held the same power over me that Serena did, but I felt safer pushing the boundaries with her that I did with the other woman. 
 
    "Ms. Robertson likes to be reminded," Tiffany explained. "If you smell the way she likes, if you look the way she wants, you'll please her. And in time, you may be rewarded." I tried to act tough, tried to pretend that it meant nothing to me. But I had experienced some of what those rewards were like. My body tingled at the thought of what lay ahead. It was happening already, I realized. Already, Serena was training me, and she wasn't even there. Tiffany was doing it all for her. As I watched the water continuing to cascade over Tiffany's body tightly wrapped in the latex maid's outfit, my desire loomed and swelled. That, I knew, was the weapon both these women would use to get me to follow their orders. And I knew I would do it, too. 
 
    "It's nice," Tiffany said. I watched her squirt some of the body lotion onto a sponge, a fine lather rising in her hands. "You'll see." And I trembled as she ran the sponge over my body, starting at my neck and working her way slowly down. Soapsuds cascaded over my breasts, my hard nipples poking through the bubbles as Tiffany diligently cleaned them. Then she moved further down. Over my stomach, over my hips, over my thighs. I groaned as the sponge moved between my legs, over my pussy that still ached from the pounding Tiffany had given it the day before. All of my resistance seemed to be washed away by the running water and Tiffany's busy hands. I had started off with a little bit of attitude, but suddenly, I felt all too keenly my powerlessness and desire as the other woman cleaned me. 
 
    "Tiffany," I gasped as her hand continued working between my legs, "please!" 
 
    "You're so naughty," Tiffany giggled. But I noticed her hand never stopped moving between my thighs. In fact, she removed the sponge and held it in her other hand before placing her hand against my pussy again. She rubbed it, and I groaned, the chains above me rattling as I squirmed on the spot. 
 
    "Please, please," I begged as desire rose inside me in time with the movements of her hand. It didn't matter that I had been solidly fucked the night before, although my pussy still ached from the strap-on dildo Tiffany had used on me. I wanted her as badly as ever, every cell of my body crying out for another release, and Tiffany knew exactly what she was doing as she slid two fingers inside me, curling them up to reach the center of my pleasure while I moaned and groaned. 
 
    "See? It's just like Ms. Robertson says. You are a horny slut, and you cannot be trusted." 
 
    "Yes," I gasped, abandoning all inner resistance in the name of getting what I needed. "Yes. It's true. I am a slut. Just fuck me, please!" 
 
    Tiffany giggled as she pressed her fingers deep inside me, her mouth moving over my breast as it sought one of my nipples. I gasped and moaned under the water, pressing my body against hers as much as I was able, feeling the latex of her uniform against my skin. I could feel the heat rising in the pit of my stomach as my orgasm approached, and as Tiffany's fingers rocked back-and-forth inside me, I closed my eyes while my pleasure swelled like a crescendo. 
 
    And then stopped. Abruptly, Tiffany drew her fingers out of me and stepped back. Reaching behind her, she turned off the water, and I stood gasping and dripping in front of her, hovering right on the edge of orgasm without release. Tiffany's beautiful eyes stared at me with unconcealed mirth, and her bright laughter echoed in the shower cubicle. 
 
    "Ms. Robertson owns that pussy now, remember?" she said. "And she gave me permission to play with you, but she said neither of us is to cum. Are you close?" 
 
     "Yes," I gasped, water streaming down my back as I shook my head desperately from side to side. "Yes! Please, Tiffany? Please? I need it so bad! I won't tell anyone."  
 
    "No," Tiffany said firmly. Stepping out of the shower, she let the water drip from her body and clothing as she reached for the training corset. My heart sank as she picked it up and stepped back into the shower with me. She wrapped the garment around my body, and I felt as though she was pulling laces even tighter this time, making it even more restrictive. She didn't neglect to lock the panel in place over my spasming pussy either, rendering my pleasure impossible. One at a time, she unlocked my arms from the chains that dangled from the ceiling, but didn't cuff them back onto the corset. Instead, she stepped briskly out of the shower cubicle. 
 
    "The clothes you came here in are in the closet in the hall," she said. A cloud of steam rolled out of the bathroom as she opened the door. "You're dismissed for now. Put on your clothes and get out. There's a car waiting for you outside. Ms. Robertson will call when she decides to use you again. If she decides to use you again." With those final cruel words, Tiffany stepped out of the bathroom and vanished into the depths of the house. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    9. The New Normal
 
      
 
    If I hadn't already known it, I had plenty of opportunity to learn just how devious my new mistress was. Serena, it seemed, never missed a chance to keep me guessing. To keep me in doubt about what the future held. It was another reminder of my own powerlessness, the insignificance of my own desires and preferences. What mattered was what Serena wanted. That was everything. 
 
    And with every day that passed without me receiving any word from her, my fear and anxiety grew. After the long night and strange morning I had spent in Serena's palatial house, her maid had abruptly dismissed me. As I stepped out of the bathroom, I looked up and down the empty hallway. I listened hard, but heard no sounds of human life. Tiffany had vanished just as completely as Serena had. And what would be the point of going looking for them? I had my orders. With my heart trembling in my chest, I made my way to the closet in the hall and found my work uniform hanging there, just as Tiffany had said it would be. I pulled it on right there in the hallway, remembering how Serena had worn it as she brought me home from work. Hard to believe it was only the day before, when it felt like an absolute lifetime ago. And as I stepped out of the front door of the house, blinking in the morning light, I saw the black car waiting for me in Serena's driveway.  
 
    With a last look back into the seemingly empty house, I closed the door and climbed into the car. The driver asked me where I wanted to go, and I numbly gave him my address. My mouth seemed to work by itself to form the sounds while my mind was completely elsewhere. We drove in silence, the back of the driver's head providing me with no more answers about who Serena was and what she had planned for me than the low purr of the engine did. 
 
      
 
    It was the start of my weekend. I didn't know what to do with myself. All I could think about was Serena and Tiffany. Nothing else could hold my attention. Nothing could compete with the cocktail of memory and fantasy that haunted me by day and by night, filling my mind with visions of dark ecstasy. It was a form of torture, in its way. But as I had learned already at Serena's hands, torture could sometimes be the sweetest pleasure. And I had also learned what Serena seemed intuitively to know: that her absence was the greatest punishment she could inflict on me. 
 
    Somehow, the dull days passed. I could hardly sleep at night, and I could hardly get up in the morning. All of my former pleasures seemed gray and empty after what Serena and Tiffany had put me through. And one reliable source of pleasure was removed completely. I don't know how many times I woke up in the middle of the night in my own bed, gasping breathlessly with my hand between my legs, unable to touch myself through the thick stiff leather of the training corset. Serena had taken even that away from me. My orgasms, my pussy itself, belonged to her now. That was what Tiffany had said. And lying there in my bed, my legs tangled in the sheets as I thrashed, my body seeming balanced on the razor-sharp blade of desire, I knew that she was right. 
 
    Tiffany was right about something else, too. It didn't take more than a couple of days for me to understand that the longer this went on, the worse it became. Most sources of pain can be adapted to, if not overcome. But the burning frustration inside me seemed only to deepen with time rather than diminishing. That was part of Serena's genius, too. The longer I went without orgasm, the hornier I would become. And the more desperately I would want her. Of course, she knew that. She relied on it. 
 
    And yet, in my more lucid moments, when I wasn't pressing my hand between my thighs and groaning and growling in sheer frustration while my pussy streamed desperately, I began almost to feel glad that I was locked into the training corset. Yes, it was brutal. It robbed me of the opportunity to make myself cum, and made it even more difficult to sleep with a restrictive garment tied tightly around me. But it was the only thing that gave me hope that I would see Serena again. Only she and her maid had the keys that could set me free. Until I saw them again, I would remain imprisoned in the corset. And surely, I told myself, battling a rising tide of fear and nervousness, they wouldn't leave me locked in the corset forever. One way or another, they would have to let me go. And to do that, at least one of them would have to see me again. 
 
    Still, the fear persisted. When the corset had first been locked onto me in Serena's dungeon, I had been too busy trying to process the new sensations and experiences I was having to focus a great deal of attention on it. But in the familiar surroundings of my home, I was able to take a closer look. Tiffany had told me that it was waterproof, and I could shower while wearing it. It turned out to be true. Water simply rolled off the tight leather, and all the fastenings appeared to be made of some metal impervious to rust. I could go to the bathroom just fine too, the leather patch that covered my sex specially designed to channel anything I excreted out through a narrow slot that I couldn't fit my fingers through. Whoever designed the corset seemed to have thought of everything. I found myself wondering where Serena had found such a contraption, and how much she had paid for it. Not that money seemed to be much of an issue for. Her house proved that, along with her extensive collection of sex toys and well-appointed dungeon. 
 
    No matter where it came from, my prison seemed inescapable. The locked pouch that concealed the laces tied behind my back and kept the corset tied around me seemed impregnable. I could barely reach it with my hands, and there was no way I would have the dexterity to use any kind of tools on it. The padlock that kept the panel covering my pussy in place was a different story. If I got some bolt cutters and was very, very careful, I supposed I could probably free myself from it. But not in a way that wouldn't be immediately obvious to Serena and Tiffany when they saw me next. And that, in its way, was the most significant lock on the prison that held me. If I didn't play this game exactly the way they wanted, I knew instinctively that it would be over. As much as I wanted an orgasm, as much as I craved it deep down in my bones, I didn't want it as badly as I wanted to play with those two women again. After all, I told myself, any solitary pleasure I could give myself with my hand or with a toy paled in comparison to what Serena and Tiffany could do to me. Trading one for the other would be like giving up a bar of solid gold for a useless lump of lead. Not that I wasn't tempted all the same. Many times I found myself staring at that infuriating little padlock and thinking about running to the hardware store. And as the days passed slowly, the idea became more and more tempting, growing along with the idea that Serena had abandoned me. 
 
    With my bizarre weekend over, I returned to work. I'd never before been so thankful for all the gear we carried on our belts at the airport, so that none of my colleagues would ever pay attention to me setting off the metal detector by myself. I was endlessly glad that I wasn't being asked to step inside the 3D scanner the way the passengers were. I lived in terror of my secret being found out, of my bizarre undergarment discovered by my colleagues. I had no idea what I would possibly say if that happened. 
 
    And yet I have to admit that there was something inherently delicious about having a secret. There was some powerful erotic charge in wearing the corset to work under my drab security uniform. The corset made me feel feminine in a way that was more or less alien to me, but in no sense unwelcome. And even the shapeless uniform I wore to work struggled to hide the changes it made to my figure. With my waist pulled in by the tight lases, my breasts and my hips stood out far more. Not to mention the difference it made to my posture. Locked into the corset, I couldn't help but stand up straighter. Although I couldn't be sure, I felt like I noticed a few more eyes straying my way, or lingering longer when they did. And every time it happened, I hoped that a pink blush wasn't rising to my cheeks as my pussy dampened behind the locked panel of the corset. 
 
    It certainly didn't make work any easier. I had to button my shirts all the way up to hide the collar around my neck that I couldn't remove. It made bending over far more difficult, forcing me to crouch when I needed to pick something up. In a million different ways, the corset made sure I could never forget that I was wearing it. I could never forget on whose command I had been locked into it. Just another facet of Serena's kinky genius, I suppose. 
 
    I hope this helps explain the state I was in. It was unlike anything I had experienced before. We all get horny from time to time, but this was something else. This was a deep and unignorable sexual tension, a kind of madness that never left me alone at any hour of the day or night and only seemed to grow stronger as time went on. At work, we are supposed to be professionals. We aren't supposed to pay any attention to the way people look. But all of us are human, and we all notice when an attractive person walks by. Well, locked into my prison of desire, I was noticing a lot more. Once or twice, I found myself staring at some woman or another in the security line, and had to tear my gaze away. Just as Tiffany had predicted, the training corset had made me into a horny slut who seemed unable to think of anything besides sex. 
 
    And there was nothing I could do about it. I still had Serena's number, but I tried to resist calling it. Tiffany had been unequivocal. When Serena wanted to play with me again, she would let me know. But as my desire and fear grew, I started to second-guess myself. Did Serena even know my number? She didn't know where I lived. What if she couldn't get hold of me? Maybe I should reach out to her after all. And I knew that I was talking myself into it, but that didn't stop me from falling for my own tricks. I'd been back at work for a single day before I picked up the phone and called Serena. There was no answer. And there was no answer on the second or third or fourth try either, my panic and sense of abandonment growing with every hollow ring of the phone. Had Serena forgotten about me? Or was she deliberately avoiding me? Because if it was the latter, I was going to have to free myself from the corset. And then I would need to face the reality of a dull life without her. There is no question that was something I didn't want to do. 
 
    So with all of this going on, you shouldn't blame me too harshly for acting the way I did. I'll confess that it wasn't her face I saw first. It was her legs. My eyes seemed drawn across the airport by some external force. The site of a beautiful woman seemed to register in my brain before I was fully conscious of it. I saw her firm thighs, the smooth skin bare in the large gap between the tops of her tall black boots and the hem of her red skirt. Her hips swayed with every step she took, her feminine gait accentuated by the slender heels of her boots. Her black halter top clung tightly to her torso, revealing a waist narrower than mine was even in the tight corset, and breasts that seemed even larger than mine. Who dresses like that for a flight? Not that I was complaining. The sight of this beautiful young woman could only fuel my desperate sexual hunger, and yet I was still glad of it. But as my eyes continued traveling up her gorgeous body, I gasped in shock. It was Tiffany. 
 
    It was Tiffany, and for a moment, just for a moment, I didn't recognize her outside of her kinky French maid uniform. But in a flash, I realized the truth. The blood roared in my ears. I felt dizzy as I tried to resist the temptation to pinch myself and see if I was dreaming. But those blonde curls cascading around her made-up face were unmistakable. I knew that if I got closer, I would recognize those unique gray-green eyes of hers at once. 
 
    And it seemed like I would get that closer look. Tiffany made her way toward the scanning area, choosing the line that would bring her to me. She waited patiently for the people in front of her, and I felt my cheeks burning hotter and brighter by the second as she steadily approached. A parade of bags and jackets moved along the conveyor belt in front of me. I tried to focus on what I was doing, but all I could think about was her. I silently prayed that I wouldn't see anything strange in any of the bags as they passed through the machine. I didn't feel able to deal with anyone now that I knew Tiffany was so close.  
 
    And finally, she was next in line. 
 
      
 
    The only bag Tiffany carried was a small purse slung over one shoulder. She set it down in a plastic tray and looked up at me. My heart fluttered as I saw the smile on her pink lips, the gleam in those beautiful eyes. She had come here to see me. I was sure of it. My mouth felt dry with nervousness as I passed her purse through the scanner. Her high heels echoed on the polished floor as she strutted through the metal detector, and the machine beeped urgently. One of my male coworkers waived her to one side. 
 
    "I've got this, Carlos," I said, stepping out from behind the screen I was monitoring. Carlos raised his head to look at me, an unspoken question on his face. We weren't supposed to do that. But Tiffany made it easier for me. 
 
    "I'm not going through a scanner," she said. "I want a private room if you're going to search me." Her eyes never left mine as she spoke. Carlos knew he couldn't pat down a female passenger, especially in private. So he simply nodded as I stepped toward the two of them. Without a word, he took my place behind the conveyor belt while I turned to Tiffany. 
 
    "Right this way," I said. And Tiffany's smile never left her face as I led her toward the inspection room, my heart pounding with nervousness. It was the same inspection room where all of this had started, where I had first met Serena and fallen for her dominance. But I couldn't keep engaging in activities like this at work. It was only a matter of time before someone found out. Still, it wasn't like I had a choice. Tiffany might be completely submissive to Serena, but I didn't imagine for a moment that she would take orders from me. 
 
    Tiffany stepped into the small space of the inspection room, and I sighed with relief as I closed the door behind us. At least in there, we were away from prying eyes. Balancing gracefully on her high heels, Tiffany turned to face me, hands behind her back as she giggled in that infuriatingly girlish way she had. 
 
    "So, are you going to search me?" she said. 
 
    "What are you doing here?" 
 
    "What do you think? Ms. Robertson sent me." Tiffany's eyes traveled over my face as she spoke. She wanted to see my reaction. She wanted to see the effect her mistress's name would have on me. Just to spite her, I kept my face as impassive as I could. But my heart throbbed at the mention of Serena, and I felt sure Tiffany knew that. In a way, no one knew how I felt about everything that was happening to me better than she did. After all, it had happened to her first. 
 
    “What — what you want? What does — Ms. Robertson want?” 
 
    "Lots of things," Tiffany smiled. She stepped toward me, and her hand reached for the collar of my shirt. A loaded gun and a set of handcuffs hung from my heavy belt, and yet I felt completely powerless in front of this provocatively dressed woman. Gently, she pulled my shirt collar away from my neck, and I saw her smile deepen as she caught a glimpse of the leather collar I wore beneath it. Checking I was still wearing the training corset, I supposed. Although how she thought I could get it off if I wanted to, I didn't know. 
 
    “She’s thinking about playing with you again,” Tiffany went on. “Moving on to the next stage of your training. Don’t tell me you wouldn’t like that.” 
 
    "Yes," I sighed, my voice vibrating as my lips fluttered uncontrollably. It was all I had been able to think about for nearly a week now. The fear that I had been abandoned by Serena evaporated, to be replaced by the fear of what she was planning for me next. It seemed to be my destiny from the moment I had met Ms. Robertson to oscillate between one fear and another, spurred on all the while by my own desperate desire. 
 
    “Of course you do. But it’s not that simple. After all, Ms. Robertson is a busy woman. She’s not interested in having her time wasted.” 
 
    "I won't waste her time." The forcefulness of my words surprised even me. But Tiffany smiled again as her hands slid over my shirt. Beneath it and above the corset, I had chosen a sexy blue bra. I remembered what Serena had said, and how she liked the thought of me wearing sexy lingerie to work. With the corset locked in place, panties were no longer an option. But I lived in fearful hope of a moment like this, of another visit to my workplace. I had never imagined it might be Tiffany who paid the visit instead of Serena. But I was glad that I hadn't slipped back to wearing my old practical underwear now. 
 
    “So you say,” Tiffany smiled. 
 
    "When have I ever not done what she wanted? I went along with everything." I didn't try to keep the indignation from my voice as I spoke. It was true. The things Serena and Tiffany had done to me were things I'd never imagined in my wildest dreams, and yet I had never protested. I had never even given them a yellow light, let alone a red one. Serena had no reason to doubt my commitment to whatever this new relationship was. 
 
    "True," Tiffany admitted. Her eyes were no longer on mine, studying the front of my shirt instead as she ran her hand over my breast. I shivered as I felt the pressure of her hand through the padded cup, and my nipples swelled in a desire I could do nothing to fight as she touched my body. "You've been pretty good. But sometimes, sluts like you have second thoughts. Sometimes, they lose their nerve. Ms. Robertson sent me to make sure that hasn’t happened with you.” 
 
    “It hasn’t,” I insisted. 
 
    "So you say." Tiffany's voice was soft now, and her white teeth showed against the pink of her lower lip as her hands continued to move over my body. "But I'll need more than words. I think maybe I should strip search you." With that, Tiffany's hands dropped to the front of my belt. I felt its weight removed from my hips as she unfastened it and pulled it off me. Just as Serena had done what seemed like a lifetime ago, Tiffany set my belt beside on the table against one wall. Then her quick fingers began to unfasten the buttons of my shirt. 
 
    I didn't stop her. I couldn't. Despite the danger, there was no part of me that wanted her to stop. Right there in the inspection room of the airport, Tiffany quickly undressed me, and I stood stock still as she did it. I heard her laugh as she pulled my shirt open and saw the lacy bra combined with the locked corset. Flinging the shirt aside, she unfastened my pants, and I wiggled out of them as she pulled them down, kicking off my shoes at the same time.  
 
    Soon, I was naked except for the bra and the corset. And the same strange numbness kept me in place as Tiffany reached for one of my arms. I felt the leather of one of the cuffs attached to the corset wrapped around my wrist and fastened in place, and still I didn't resist. Smiling, Tiffany did the same with the other arm. Just that quickly, I was helpless before her. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” she giggled again. “That’s better. Now, you should probably do your job and search me. I didn’t come to the airport dressed like this to not get strip-searched by someone. You can start by taking my panties off.” 
 
    I didn't even hesitate. Tiffany lifted her red skirt, and I dropped to my knees on the floor of the inspection room, shuffling forward eagerly. She chuckled to herself she felt my lips against her skin, my mouth sliding up her inner thighs as I took the fabric of her panties between my teeth. She wore a tiny thong that barely covered her pussy beneath the miniskirt, and I bent my neck as I pulled her panties down, exposing her inch by laborious inch. Finally, I was able to pull her underwear over her hips, and it fell down her legs, over her boots, lying on the floor at her feet as she stepped easily out of it. Stepping forward again, she kept her skirt lifted in one hand while she placed the other on the back of my head. 
 
    "I think you know what to do next," she said. And I nodded as I gazed up her, overwhelmed by her beauty and the sheer strangeness of the situation the two of us found ourselves in. I leaned forward, and heard Tiffany sigh happily as I pressed my lips against her pussy. I ran my tongue over the damp folds of flesh, and the gasp she gave made my own sex stream with desire. Her pussy tasted every bit as wonderful as I remembered. In the depths of my almost painful desire, the feeling of her sex against my mouth was nearly unbearably sweet.  
 
    And I licked and kissed and pleasured her as though nothing else mattered, as though it was what I was put on this earth to do. I channeled all the frustration and sexual despair of a long week of denial into giving Tiffany head, and she was soon moaning and groaning in pleasure as I ate her out. 
 
      
 
    Still with her hand on the back of my head, she stepped back and perched herself on the edge of the table. Guided by her hand, I shuffled forward on my knees, following her pussy across the room as she spread her thighs further. Her juices streamed over my chin and lips as I returned my mouth to her crotch, tasting her arousal again. Tiffany shrieked, but I was too lost in lust to care if anybody heard. I was focused solely on pleasing her, my own sexual pleasure abandoned and ignored. I knew it was impossible. Unless Tiffany carried the key to the corset in her purse, I knew there would be no release for me. But it didn't matter. The only hope I had of getting what I wanted was to give Tiffany exactly what she wanted. And as she screamed and howled above me, I knew that I was doing just that. 
 
    "Oh my God," Tiffany gasped. "Oh my God, that feels so good!" She squealed, a sound every bit as girlish as everything else about her, and I felt her pussy spasm against my mouth. I felt the sudden rush of her juices, as though she was baptizing me into this new life that I had once again chosen. This life of torment and fear and humiliation, all of them eclipsed by the sweetness of ecstasy. I licked and kissed Tiffany's pussy right there in the inspection room where I had first met her mistress, and felt as though everything would somehow be better now. 
 
    Tiffany sighed as she finally released her grip on the back of my head. I sat back, and her skirt fell down around her hips. Her face was flushed pink with pleasure as she smiled at me, her pretty eyes shining. 
 
    "Well, I guess Ms. Robertson was right," she said. "You are a naughty little slut. You'll fit right in." 
 
    Shaking and trembling on my knees, I nodded in silence. If this was fitting in, I thought to myself, it was the only thing I truly wanted. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    10. Learning Her Lesson
 
      
 
    Tiffany was waiting for me when I got off work. Just as she had said she would be. Just as Serena had been, that time she'd taken me to her house. I no longer bother to change at work, even though we had facilities for that. I lived in fear of someone seeing the locked corset I wore underneath my uniform, and so I came to work already dressed and left the same way. Tiffany smiled as she saw me, uncrossing her legs as she rose from the bench she had been waiting on. Her skirt was so short that when she sat, it was almost like she was wearing nothing at all below the waist. Besides the high-heeled black leather boots she had on, anyway. I wondered if her outfit had been dictated to her by Serena, or whether she had chosen it herself. Most likely it was Serena's idea, I thought.  
 
    Hard to believe that this womanhood had once been Ash, an overweight and masculine mechanic. Now, Tiffany was the consummate bimbo slut, and I noticed heads turning as she walked toward me. I could hardly blame them. I looked too. I watched her approach with a growing hunger inside me, every swaying movement of her body plucking at some taut string of desire within me. She looked unbelievably hot, and seeing her at my workplace, outside the confines of Serena's dungeon, somehow only emphasized how beautiful Tiffany was. Without her gorgeous mistress around, the submissive maid had her chance to shine. And I knew that her beauty owed a great deal to the cosmetics brush and the way she dressed. But – the mechanic would have had those same gorgeous eyes, even if she didn't have the incredible body that Tiffany did. And as I watched her come closer and closer to me, all kinds of strange thoughts ran through my head. What would it feel like to look like her? What would it feel like to dress that way in public? I've never been butch in the same way that Ash was, but I'd always been at least a tomboy. I'd never worn outfits like Tiffany's. I never thought I wanted to. I never felt a need to be the center of attention, to have people watching my every move with obvious hunger on their faces. But now? Now I no longer knew how I felt. 
 
      
 
    “Finally,” Tiffany said. “Ready to go?” 
 
    "Yes," I said quietly. All I wanted was to get out of the airport and away from where anyone I knew might see us and start to wonder about us. Tiffany had had a ticket for a flight; she would never have gotten to security without one. But once I had finished searching her in the inspection room, she had simply thrown away the ticket. I escorted her out of the secure area, hoping no one was watching too closely. In plain view of anyone, she had waited for my shift to end. I was risking my job with these kinky games, but I was in no position to tell her to stop. 
 
    Side-by-side, Tiffany and I walked out of the airport. I led her to the staff parking lot where my car waited. I didn't ask how she had got to the airport. It hardly seemed to matter. She climbed into the passenger seat, her skirt rising up around her thighs again, and I started the car. Heaving a sigh of relief, I drove away from the airport, away from the demands of my regular life, back into the wild fantasy world that Tiffany and her mistress inhabited. 
 
    "How long have you had this car?" 
 
    “A few years,” I shrugged. The question seemed irrelevant. The last thing on my mind at that moment with the vehicle we were in. 
 
    "It's pretty low mileage for this year. Have you had the suspension looked at?" 
 
    “Why would I do that?” I rounded the corner, and Tiffany nodded. “There,” she said. “Clunk. You hear it?” 
 
    "I guess." The truth was, the clunking sound when I steered my car had been going on so long, I barely heard it anymore. I had been meaning to get it fixed, but somehow had never found the time. 
 
    "It's the coil springs," Tiffany said. "There's a cap that covers them, and after a while, it deforms and starts to rub on the body of the car. It's not a huge deal, but it's something you should probably get fixed." I nodded in silence. It felt strange to be lectured about my car in Tiffany's high girlish voice, even though I knew her history. She had left her old life as Ash behind, but she hadn't forgotten everything she once knew. In a way, that made her transformation even more striking. Somewhere in that sexy and feminine body, the butch mechanic still existed. Once Serena was done with me, I wondered how much of my old persona would remain. How much I wanted to keep. 
 
    "Pull in here." Without knowing why, I did as Tiffany said. I'd passed this strip mall a thousand times on my way to or from work, and like the clunking noise in my car, I no longer really noticed it. Just part of the background scenery of my daily existence, not really worth paying attention to. But as I turned my car into the parking lot, I saw the place with new eyes. My heart fluttered again in my chest as I knew exactly where Tiffany intended to go.  
 
    One of the stores was a sex shop. I didn't need to ask what Tiffany had in mind. I pulled up into an empty parking space close to the store, knowing there was no point in denying the truth. 
 
      
 
    "Wait here," Tiffany smiled. With that, she got out of the car and walked quickly into the sex store. I waited. I could only imagine what kind of a stir she caused in there, with her gorgeous body and her tight clothing and the fact that she was all alone. Tiffany seemed fearless about those things. Being gay had never prevented me from getting hit on by unwanted men, perhaps because I usually presented more on the femme side. But I had never been even half as girly as Tiffany was. And while she shopped, I waited. I supposed that at that point, I could've driven away and left Tiffany there. Spared myself whatever fresh humiliations the kinky maid had in mind. But why would I do that? I might be scared, but that didn't mean I didn't want this. If fear and desire were exclusive emotions, I never would have gone home with Serena in the first place. Managing the fear was the key. Letting myself feel the desire and not give in to my doubts and nervousness. 
 
    Before long, Tiffany emerged from the door of the sex store, carrying a large bag. I gulped as I watched her approach, wondering what new devices she had bought to torment me. Because I didn't doubt for a moment that that was her plan. It always was. And Tiffany threw the bag into the backseat of my car before climbing into the passenger seat beside me again. 
 
    "Okay, let's go to your place," she said. Without a word, I backed the car out of the parking stall and drove back onto the road, doing as I was told. Lust was burning deep inside me, sparked by the sight of Tiffany and anticipation of what was coming. The long days of frustration and denial conspired to work me up into a frenzy of sexual desire, sweeping away whatever puny resistance might have had. The fact that I knew that was the intention didn't change anything. Knowing you're being played doesn't mean you're immune to the game. I certainly wasn't. And with every mile the two of us traveled, my heart seemed to rise higher in my chest, hovering somewhere in my throat as I tried to act casual. 
 
    "It's good that you're so obedient," Tiffany said beside me. Her eyes were on the road ahead, just like mine were. "It's easier. I put up more of a fight. But as you can see, Ms. Robertson got her way." Tiffany actually giggled at that, at her own defeat. It fascinated me. I knew that Tiffany was playing a role, and that she knew that I knew that. But she played it anyway, rarely ever letting her mask slip except in the most extreme moments. I'll admit that Serena's maid fascinated me, and not just sexually. What was the psychology of a woman who allowed someone else to transform them so completely? Tiffany seemed happy with her lot in life, but maybe that was all part of the act. As I pulled the car into my parking space at home, I hoped that wasn't the case. If Serena had been able to transform Ash into Tiffany, I told myself that there must have been some trace of Tiffany already existing inside Ash, just as there was still some kernel of Ash inside Tiffany. Serena was like an unstoppable force of nature. But I suspected that even her power had its limits.  
 
    And certainly, for all the kinky games we had played, Serena had made it very clear that this had to be consensual. But the minute I wasn't enjoying it, the game would end. I had to imagine that the same thing applied to Tiffany. But things had been done to her that there was no going back from. There was that tattoo, for instance, proclaiming her pussy as Ms. Robertson's property. There was her body, too, almost unrecognizable from how it had been when she was Ash. Was it nothing but diet and exercise, or some of the darker cosmetic arts involved? Not that I had anything against that per se. If Tiffany had had surgery to more closely fit her mistress's sexual preferences, it indicated a level of commitment to her role that frankly terrified me. These kinds of games were a dark delight, and recently they seemed to have filled my mind to the exclusion of all else. But for me, the only changes were psychological. Anytime I wanted, I could go back to my old life. For Tiffany, that evidently wasn't true. It was part of what made her so fascinating. 
 
      
 
    But I didn’t try to talk to her about it. I remembered what had happened last time. It was clear to me that Tiffany didn’t like talking about her previous life, or the changes between now and then. And she felt no need to justify herself to me. Which made sense. If I was to be honest, I’d have to admit that my concern was mostly for myself and what lay in my future. To what extent did Tiffany represent what I would one day also become? 
 
    The heels of Tiffany's boots echoed on the concrete floor of the parkade as she stepped out of the car. The plastic bags from the sex store rustled as she lifted it out of the backseat. I locked the car and led the way through the parkade, toward the elevator. We rode upward in silence, alone with our thoughts. I was glad none of my neighbors were around to see. Not that it was any of their business. I had brought girls home before. But none of them looked like Tiffany. And none of them were carrying a bag from the sex store, either. 
 
    When I opened the front door of my apartment, Tiffany strode in. I watched her blonde curls tumble over her shoulders as she looked around the place. There wasn't much to see. My entire apartment was probably no bigger than the basement of Serena's house, which was almost all I had seen of the place. I didn't have anything like Serena's apparent wealth, and if Tiffany was used to living in that mansion, I had no doubt that my bland apartment would seem very unimpressive. But it was mine. At least my home wasn't the servants quarters in the house of a wealthy dominatrix. Not yet, anyway. 
 
    "Take your clothes off," Tiffany ordered. The ever-present smile showed again on her pretty face as she turned to me. I chafed inwardly at taking orders from her. After all, I had seen how simperingly submissive she was whenever Serena was around. But I also knew on whose orders she was there. I had no doubt that a full report of my behavior would be making its way back to Ms. Robertson after whatever happened here. Besides, I'd be lying if I said that was my only concern. The truth was, I wanted Tiffany badly, as badly as I had ever wanted anyone. I was willing to do whatever it took. As she knew that. Her gorgeous eyes danced over my body as I undressed right there in my living room, shedding my work uniform quickly until I stood before her in nothing but the training corset. I even removed my bra and dropped that to the floor, my breasts exposed on either side of the leather strap that ran from the corset to the collar I wore. My nipples were embarrassingly hard and puckered, and I knew that Tiffany noticed as her eyes danced over them. But there was no point in being coy. It was nothing she hadn't seen before. 
 
    "Good," Tiffany said again. "Consider this a test of your obedience. You've done well so far, but there's still a long way to go. Ms. Robertson wants to make sure you're ready for the next step." 
 
    "I am." I spoke almost without realizing it, before I could consider the consequences of what I was saying. I didn't even know what the next step was. And yet I was ready to plunge headlong into this lifestyle without a second thought. My readiness surprised even me. Tiffany seemed delighted as she stepped closer. I felt her hands sliding down my arms. I knew what she would do before she did it. One by one, she fastened my wrists to the sides of the corset again, rendering me helpless. More helpless than I was already. A shiver raced through me as she bound my arms. The feeling was intoxicating. Somehow, it seemed even more wild, even more sexy, in my own home. Serena's dungeon was a kind of Neverland that had nothing to do with my everyday life. What had happened there, as wild and exciting as it was, had the quality of something like a dream. But being dominated like this in my own apartment was far more real. 
 
    Once my arms were secured, Tiffany turned away from me. She bent over the bag she had brought, her legs perfectly straight as her body hinged at the waist, her tiny red skirt riding higher up over her ass in a way I knew was anything but accidental. I tried not to groan in desire and despair at the sight of her toned buttocks, at the tiny string of her panties that disappeared between her firm cheeks. Tiffany knew exactly what she was doing. I wondered again if she had learned to genuinely enjoy this, to bask in the reaction she got from others when she exposed herself like this. As though the hundreds of pounds of fat she had carried on her body as Ash were a kind of protective shield, a wall to keep that kind of attention away. Looked at from that point of view, although you could never say Tiffany's relationship with Serena was conventional, maybe it was healthier than I had first imagined. 
 
    But I wasn't thinking about that as Tiffany turned around to face me again. There was a plastic package in her hands, and as she tore it open, I saw at once what she had in mind. It was a strap-on dildo, much like the one Serena had in her dungeon. Complete with an interior dildo on the inside so that the person wearing it would feel pleasure from the thrusts of the toy. Holding the obscene object in one hand, Tiffany wriggled out of her panties and let them drop to the floor. She removed her skirt and tossed that, too, aside. Her halter top came next, so that she was standing in front of me in nothing but a black push-up bra and her black knee-high boots. I watched speechless as she reached between her legs, her eyelids fluttering momentarily as she fed the inner dildo between her lips. Then she buckled the straps in place, tightening them around her ample hips so that the dildo rose from her body as though it were a part of her. I had seen this before, but it had lost none of its impact to entice me. The memories of Tiffany pounding me in Serena's basement came flooding back, and a corresponding flood erupted from my streaming pussy underneath the panel of the corset that locked it away. 
 
    "The main thing you have to learn is that your own pleasure is irrelevant." Tiffany assumed a lecturing tone as she spoke. She held the dildo at its base, I noticed, as she spoke, her hand moving slowly up and down the toy as though it really were a part of her. Tiffany was a lesbian through and through, but I'd noticed before how much she enjoyed wearing this particular kind of device. "If you're going to be Ms. Robertson's slave, you will need to put her needs and desires first. Always. And your own last. They don't matter. You're a sex toy now, just like this cock I'm wearing. No one cares how it feels about being used. That's what it's there for." 
 
    I gulped as she spoke. Perhaps her words wouldn't have stung so much if I didn't know their inner truth. But it was impossible to deny that what Tiffany said was accurate. It was less than a week since I had been in Serena's dungeon, and already I felt myself bending to her will. The pleasure she and Tiffany had given me was unlike anything else I had experienced in my life, and I was willing to sacrifice for it. And, to be clear, the suffering and humiliation and frustration the two of them put me through wasn't the price I had to pay to be with them. It was part of what made it all so exciting. That was possibly the hardest thing to admit to myself. But as I stood there in my living room, staring at Tiffany and her menacing cock, I couldn't deny the truth. 
 
    “You want me to fuck you with this big cock, don’t you?” Tiffany said, her voice little more than a whisper now. 
 
    “Yes,” I rasped, and Tiffany giggled again. 
 
    "I thought so. I would like that too. But that's not what we're here for. Those are my orders. And your orders are to do exactly as I tell you. So it's time to get down on your knees, slut." 
 
    Tiffany placed one hand on my shoulder, and I did as I was told. My movements made awkward by the corset tied tightly around me, I sank to my knees on the floor in front of her. I knew what was coming, of course. I wasn’t necessarily looking forward to it. There wasn’t much in it for me to enjoy. But that, I knew, was the whole point. And knowing that made the whole scene more exciting than I would ever have believed it could be. 
 
    Tiffany stepped forward. The hand that had been on my shoulder reached instead for the back of my head, and she pulled me toward herself. I opened my mouth as she fed the dildo inside, closing my eyes as I tried to suppress my gag reflex and not choke on the toy she was steadily pushing between my lips. 
 
    "No," Tiffany said sharply. My eyes opened in shock as she slapped my cheek with her hand. Not hard, but enough to get my attention. I gazed up her with my mouth full of cock, and Tiffany stared down at me sternly. "You maintain eye contact you're sucking cock," Tiffany said, as though she were some kind of expert. "You make it look like you're enjoying yourself. Like there's nothing more you want in the world than to have your mouth fucked. That's what people want to see." I blinked, unable to say a word around the toy that filled my mouth. But I did as I was told. I maintained eye contact with Tiffany as she began to rock her hips back and forth. Now both her hands were on my head, holding it in place. With my hands bound to my sides, there was nothing I could do except kneel there and take it. I kept my mouth open, breathing through my nose while Tiffany growled above me. Slowly but steadily, her movements picked up speed. 
 
    “That’s right,” she snarled. I had noticed before the change that came over her when she wore a toy like this. It was in these moments that the giggly little maid disappeared, and Tiffany began to show a certain tendency toward dominance herself. It wasn’t on the same level as Serena’s talents for enslaving people, but it was there nonetheless. I didn’t need to wonder where she had learned it. 
 
    "Tighten those lips," Tiffany ordered. "I want to feel it when I'm fucking your face." I blushed in shame at her words as I did what she said. Keeping my teeth well back, I squeezed the fake cock between my lips, and Tiffany's happy grunt of pleasure told me I was doing it right. The dildo slid in and out between the tight circle of my lips, sliding over my tongue, making the back of my throat ache as Tiffany's movements became more aggressive, more urgent. I knew what she wanted. I tried to give it to her. I imagined the end of the dildo that was buried inside her sliding back and forth between the moist wet walls of her pussy, bringing pleasure with every thrust. I held the strap on as tightly as I could in my mouth. I kept staring up her, just as she had ordered. But as her pleasure grew, it was Tiffany that broke eye contact with me. Her eyes closed, and her blonde curls tumbled over her shoulders as she threw back her head and howled at the ceiling. She was going to cum, and I knew it, and I devoted myself completely to making sure it happened. I could smell the unmistakable scent of her arousal, could hear the wet sound of the dildo sliding in and out of her body, and over it all, the beautiful music of Tiffany's pleasure rang out in my apartment. 
 
    Her body stiffened. Her legs trembled. With a loud cry, Tiffany came. I knew it the moment I saw it, her whole body seeming to glow with unstoppable ecstasy that bubbled up inside her. I held the dildo in my mouth, ignoring the dull ache in my jaw, while Tiffany trembled above me. 
 
    Finally, with a long sigh, she stepped back. I gasped for air as the dildo slid out of my mouth, my saliva dripping from the silicone shaft as Tiffany stumbled backward and flopped down on my sofa.  
 
    For a moment, she seemed overcome with pleasure, her boot heels scraping on the floor as she pressed her legs together. But her eyes opened as she seemed to regain control over herself. A smug and satisfied smile spread across her flushed face as she looked at me, kneeling on the floor, waiting to be used. 
 
      
 
    "Good. That was good. Ms. Robertson says sucking cock is an important part of being a girly girl, so she insists that we learn to do it properly. You're a natural. It took me a lot longer to learn how to do it right." I said nothing. Tiffany's words delighted and horrified me in equal measure. I had no interest in sucking cock at all unless it was attached to Tiffany or to Serena. And even then, there were other, better things that I would far rather do. But after all, that was the point. That was the lesson that Tiffany had already drilled into my head. What I wanted didn't matter. And from the point of view of Serena, the point of view of Tiffany, making me do something I didn't want to do was its own reward. Tiffany's orgasm, I suspected, was nothing more than a nice bonus. 
 
    I watched as Tiffany rose from the couch. She moved unsteadily now in her high-heeled boots, her legs still shaking from orgasm as she returned to the bag on the floor. I watched in rising fear as she pulled another implement out of it. This time, it was a whip, a short handle with a multitude of leather straps dangling from it. And seeing the fear on my face, Tiffany laughed as she swung it through the air, making it hiss menacingly. 
 
    "Oh yes," she said, grabbing the tails of the flogger in her free hand and stretching them out in front of her. "It's not all pleasure, you know. If you want to be Ms. Robertson's slave, you have to learn to take a beating, too. Come on. This way." Holding the whip at her side, Tiffany across the floor toward me. I felt her free hand seize a fistful of my hair, and I rose awkwardly to my feet. Trembling in fear, I followed as she led me toward my bedroom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    11. Punished
 
      
 
    “Nine.” 
 
    My howls of pain rang out in the bedroom as the vicious tails of the flogger curled over my skin again. The skin of my ass felt as though it was on fire where Tiffany had struck it with the toy. I lay on my stomach, face down on my bed, my legs straight and my ass raised to the blows of Tiffany's whip. As though the physical pain of the punishment wasn't enough, it was deeply humiliating too. To be beaten like an animal, forced to endure pain for no other reason than to emphasize my helplessness. 
 
    And yet. As always with these games, there was another facet I hadn't considered. The pain was considerable. As the blows rained down, the pain grew steadily until it was red-hot. I was sobbing with it, my eyes streaming with tears. But it wasn't like other agonies I had experienced in my life. There was something else there, a kind of twisted pleasure mingled with the pain. I could feel it buzzing inside me, roaring between my legs with more urgency, the more my ass hurt. I could hardly believe it myself. But while I sobbed and begged, while part of me wanted nothing more than for Tiffany to stop, there was another part of me that wanted the opposite. Every blow brought me closer to the edge, and underneath the locked panel of the training corset, my pussy was streaming. It was hard even to believe what was happening. But in the darkest parts of my heart, I was enjoying being tortured. 
 
    "Ten." The whip cracked again, and I screamed. Tiffany had saved her hardest blow for the end, lashing wildly at me with the flogger so that my skin seemed to ignite. I lay panting on the bed, squirming uncomfortably as I tried to adjust. My breath came in ragged gasps, and my heart pounded in my chest. Ten lashes, Tiffany had prescribed. Finally, they were done. But while the pain continued to register in my body, I was only half glad that the punishment was over. 
 
    "There." I heard the smile in Tiffany's voice as she set down the whip. Involuntarily, I flinched as I felt her hand on my ass. But her skin slid over mine as she rubbed it, feeling the heat that rose from my body. And after the rough blows of the whip, her gentle hand felt like heaven. Slowly, I felt it creep lower, sinking between my legs as she admired what I had to assume was a pattern of bright red bruising on my backside. I squirmed now with the pain of sexual frustration rather than that caused by the whip. 
 
    "That's what naughty girls get," Tiffany went on, her voice low so that I struggled to hear her over the roar of my own blood in my ears. "Generally, Ms. Robertson won't trouble herself to punish you. She'll have me do it. Luckily, I really enjoy whipping sluts like you." 
 
    I said nothing. I simply lay there, panting and listening and waiting to see what would happen next. We might be in my apartment, but I had no more control over events than I had in Serena's dungeon. It was embarrassing how easily Tiffany had taken control of me. But it was impossible to fight it. My body was burning with both pain and desire, and Tiffany used both as the strings to make me dance. 
 
    “So you’re going to be a good girl. Right?” 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," I babbled, and heard the other woman laugh. But what little resistance I had ever had was completely shattered. And even as she whipped me, I realized I had never been anywhere close to saying my safe word. It had never even crossed my mind. Because this was what I wanted. And the more badly Tiffany treated me, the more desperately I wanted both her and her mistress. 
 
    "Good," Tiffany giggled. Her girlish voice was completely at odds with the force of the blows that had struck me. Impossible to forget that she used to be Ash, a burly mechanic. It felt far more like it was Ash that whipped me than slender and feminine Tiffany. 
 
    I felt the mattress shift underneath me as Tiffany placed one knee on it. She leaned over me, and I felt her hand in my hair, pulling my face up toward her. I blinked away hot tears as I gazed up her, her pretty face distorted by my watering eyes as I sniffed and sniveled. But I could see that she was smiling. Evidently, she was delighted with my compliance, and why wouldn't she be? For my part, despite the strange fire that raged inside me with every blow of the whip, I was determined not to give her an excuse to punish me again. 
 
    "Open your mouth," Tiffany ordered. And I did as I was told. Tiffany placed the handle of the flogger between my teeth and told me to keep it there. I closed my mouth around it, the rubber handle functioning as a kind of gag. Tiffany climbed off the bed. 
 
    "Stay there," she ordered. And her boots echoed on the floor as she stepped briskly out of the bedroom, heading back toward the living room. I waited, glad of the opportunity to regain some semblance of control of myself, no matter how short-lived it was. In no time at all, I heard again the sound of Tiffany's boot heels coming back to the bedroom. The leather tales of the flogger trailed over the bed as I turned my head to watch her approach. The strap-on dildo still swayed with every step she took, rising obscenely up from between her legs and making me feel even weaker at the knees than I already did. As Tiffany stepped behind me, I felt her hands on my hips, and my heart began to race again. 
 
    With almost unbearable slowness, Tiffany reached between my spread legs. I heard the rattle of the lock that kept the chastity panel of the corset in place over my sex. Hope swelled in my heart as I heard the lock click, the panel falling away as Tiffany unfastened it. The handle of the flogger muffled my groans and gasps as I pleaded silently with her to give me what I wanted. What I needed. Exactly what I had been craving since Serena's basement, a week earlier that felt like an absolute lifetime. And to my delight, Tiffany did what I wanted. 
 
    My eyes rolled back in my head as I felt the pressure of her strap-on dildo pressing against the entrance of my pussy. The bulbous head slid easily inside, lubricated by my streaming juices. I moaned in pleasure as I felt the walls of my womanhood being pushed slowly but relentlessly apart, and Tiffany buried every inch of the dildo inside me until I was screaming and shaking with unbridled lust. I didn't care how ridiculous I looked. I didn't care if I looked every bit the horny submissive slut that Tiffany said I was. Nothing mattered except pleasure, the pleasure I could feel already growing inside me as Tiffany held my hips from behind and began to rock the dildo back-and-forth inside me. 
 
    She said nothing. And for my part, I felt incapable of forming words, even if I hadn't had the whip in my mouth as a gag. The sensations were just too intense, an intoxicating mix of humiliation and pleasure flooding my brain with blissful chemicals as the bed rocked beneath us. Tiffany grunted, and I shrieked as she plunged the cock deep inside me, her movements becoming ever more aggressive. I screamed again as she slapped me, her bare hand reigniting the pain of the flogger on my bruised skin. I heard Tiffany moan as my pussy clenched in answer, gripping the dildo tight as my body responded to her in a way I couldn't control. 
 
    I closed my eyes. Everything seemed to be spinning. I was dizzy, and I knew what was coming. My legs felt like jelly. I was glad of the mattress that held me up while I steadily lost control of my body. My feet scrabbled uselessly on the floor, but Tiffany's grip on my hips kept me in place. Right where she wanted me. Right where I wanted to be too. My breath caught in my chest. I howled in pleasure as I bit down on the handle of the whip, shaking and convulsing, my arms struggling pointlessly against the cuffs that held them trapped at my sides. 
 
    There was no way that Tiffany could miss the fact that I was having an orgasm. She moaned in pleasure as my spasming pussy gripped the dildo like a fist, its other end moving inside her and giving her pleasure that echoed my own erupting bliss.  She held me tight as I moaned and thrashed on the bed as much as my bonds would allow, shaking and trembling as powerful contractions tore through my body. 
 
    And as my climax slowly faded, I could still feel Tiffany's cock sliding in and out of my dripping pussy. Because just as she had said, I was there for her pleasure. A toy to be used. A piece of meat for her to fuck until she was fully satisfied. That's what mattered. And without saying a word, Tiffany never let me forget it. Her hand slapped against my ass again, and I yelped as she continued to fuck me. 
 
    I don't know how long it went on. I wasn't counting. Nor was I counting the orgasms that continued to sweep over me at regular intervals, coming faster and faster as though each one made the next more inevitable. I was a mess, drunk with pleasure, sobbing with bliss, my body taken over by the irresistible power of sexual pleasure until I could think of nothing, could feel nothing but ecstasy. And Tiffany kept on fucking me, pounding me into the mattress with her remorseless cock. 
 
    Finally, Tiffany got what she was after. The dildo moving inside her did its job, and I heard a loud cry of pleasure that echoed my own. My throat was raw from screaming around the flogger I still held in my mouth, but I couldn't help it. And hearing Tiffany cum was enough to push me over the edge of yet another orgasm of my own. Our screams mingled and merged with one another as we came together, the bed rocking and shaking to our movements as though it might come apart at any moment and hurl us to the floor. 
 
    With a loud sigh, Tiffany stepped back. I gasped as I felt the dildo sliding inside me one last time, my sensitive lips swollen with pleasure and feeling every movement she made as she withdrew. As Tiffany removed the dildo from my trembling sex, I felt a great emptiness inside me, the contented hollowness that follows a really good fuck. And I stayed where I was, struggling to regain my breath as Tiffany flopped down on the mattress beside me. The air in my bedroom dripped with the smell of sex, mutual cries of pleasure seeming to echo back from the walls still. I wondered how much my neighbors had heard. But I hardly cared. Pleasure was the only thing that mattered. And we both had had plenty of that. 
 
    For a while, Tiffany lay on the mattress beside me without saying a word. I waited. After multiple orgasms, I was awash with hormones that made me feel closer to her than ever before. But I knew that Serena's maid was still very much in charge. And I also knew that her personality could shift at any moment. Tiffany was a dangerous woman to annoy, just as her mistress was. And so I waited for her to speak. 
 
    Finally, she turned to me. Tiffany's beautiful gray-green eyes were glowing, lit up from within by obvious pleasure. Her cheeks were flushed, and I could see her excitement even through the heavy makeup she wore. She really was beautiful. I still couldn't get over the cognitive shock of knowing how she used to look, back before Serena had transformed her into the sexy and ultra-feminine servant that she was now. But outside of Serena's dungeon, Tiffany was no servant. There, in my bedroom, she was calling all the shots. 
 
    Still smiling, Tiffany sat up. She turned and crawled across the bed toward my head, taking the flogger out of my mouth. I stared up her as she kneeled in front of me. The black shaft of her dildo still rose from between her thighs, as hard and menacing as ever. Tiffany bent over me, and I felt her hands under my arms, pulling me toward her. I struggled to follow, awkwardly raising one leg to the mattress as I scrambled onto my knees. Having my hands cuffed at my sides made everything difficult, but Tiffany didn't care about that. She just kept pulling, guiding me into the position she wanted me in, kneeling on the mattress in front of her. One hand reached up under my hair to take hold of the back of my neck. Tiffany's gorgeous eyes moved over my face as she studied my expression, as though trying to plumb the depths of my submission and desire. 
 
    "Look at the mess you've made," Tiffany said in a quiet voice that dripped with the honeyed residue of her orgasm. "You need to clean that up. From now on, anytime anyone is kind enough to use your slut pussy, you need to clean them up afterward." I knew exactly what she meant. And the outrageousness of her command only made the situation that much more enticing. Her hand on the back of my neck pulled my head down, and I bent at the waist. Her other hand was gripping the shaft of her dildo, and as I lowered my face toward it, I could see that it was still dripping with my juices. The toy filled my vision as Tiffany forced me ever downward. For a moment, she held me there. 
 
    "Have you ever tasted your pussy before? Don't lie to me, whore." 
 
    “No,” I gasped. Not unless you counted kissing a girl after she had been down on me, I thought to myself. But this was a world away from that. This was far darker and wilder than any of the adventures I had had before Serena came into my life. 
 
    "Well, there's a first time for everything. Lick your cum off my cock and swallow it all. And do a good job. I want it nice and clean when you're finished." With that, Tiffany pulled me closer toward her. And I did as I was told. I heard her mocking laughter above me as she watched me run my tongue over the silicone shaft, tasting my own juices on the toy. Humiliation burned inside me, but I kept licking, scooping up more and more of my fluids with every pass. Then, at Tiffany's urging, I opened my mouth and took her toy inside it again.  
 
    She swept my hair back from my face, holding it gathered at the back of my head while I bobbed up and down as best as I was able, sucking her toy cock the way she had taught me. My jaw ached. My pussy ached. Every part of my body seemed to cry out for rest, even if only for a while. But it wasn't on the cards. All I could do was what Tiffany told me. And so that's what I did. I sucked her fake cock as though it was real, as though there was nothing more I wanted to do in the whole world. And I raised my eyes to her face as I did it, just as she had taught me, watching the sadistic smile shine on her pink lips as she watched me debase myself for her amusement. 
 
      
 
    "Good," Tiffany said as she watched me. "That's a good girl. You don't want me to beat you again, do you?" 
 
    “Uh-mmm,” I moaned around the dildo, shaking my head in agreement. 
 
    "Of course you don't. So keep sucking my cock like a good little bitch, and I won't have to punish you again." The words stung almost as badly as the lash that lay beside her. But I did as I was told. And when Tiffany was finally satisfied, when she finally leaned back and slid the strap on out of my mouth, it was glistening with my saliva instead of my juices, every trace of my multiple orgasms licked clean and swallowed by me. 
 
    Tiffany moved again. She climbed down off the bed, and I turned my head to watch as she removed the strap-on dildo and let it fall carelessly to the floor. The faint sigh she gave as she removed the toy from her pussy sent a quick bolt of pleasure racing through me, as though I hadn't had enough of that already. After a long week of frustration, my body was exhausted by multiple orgasms, and yet the erotic charge of the situation I was in didn't seem to have diminished at all. But Tiffany had her own ideas. I watched with growing horror as she picked up the panel of the corset that she had removed and the lock that held it in place. She climbed back onto the bed, moving toward me with the implements in her hands. 
 
    "Don't fight me," she warned as she pushed me easily down on the bed. With my hands cuffed at my sides, I was no match for her. She reached between my legs, positioning the stiff leather panel over my pussy and attaching the lock. 
 
    "Please, Tiffany," I shamefully begged, "please don't lock me back into that thing. I'll do whatever you say, I promise." Tiffany's smile was chilling as she looked at me. 
 
    "I know you will," she said. "I was the same way during training. You're going to do whatever I say, no matter what. And when your pussy is under lock and key, you'll be even more obedient. Besides, you know Ms. Robertson likes her slaves horny and frustrated. So that's how I'm going to keep you. Just be glad I let you out at all." I groaned in despair as I heard the lock click, locking my pussy away. Tiffany reached over the bed, setting the key down on the bedside table. She put her whip beside it, then crawled toward me again. I felt the buckles loosen on the cuffs that held my wrists, and suddenly my arms were free. 
 
    "You know I couldn't trust you with both your hands and your pussy free," Tiffany smiled, as though what she was saying with the most obvious thing in the world. "I don't want you fingering yourself without permission." Moving away from me again, Tiffany reached toward the bedside table and picked up the key. I watched with a dull sense of fear as she slipped it into one of the cups of her bra. The only way to get it now would be to overpower her somehow. And I didn't like my chances of being able to do that, even if I had wanted to. 
 
    “Well, that was fun,” Tiffany said. “You hungry?” 
 
    I pause for a moment before answering. In all the wild chaos after Tiffany had appeared at the airport, I hadn't given a moment's thought to my need for food. It was only now that she mentioned it that my stomach began to growl. I was hungry, but it paled in comparison to the deep inner ache of lust I felt as I looked at her, sitting up on my bed in nothing but her bra and sexy black boots. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    "My phone is in my purse in the living room," Tiffany said, that ever-present smile again on her lips. "Go get it for me, and I'll order us a pizza." 
 
    Inwardly, I balked at her tone. But I knew better than to argue. Laboriously, I climbed off the bed, my shaking legs feeling barely able to support me as I stumbled for the door. I could feel Tiffany's eyes watching me, following every step I took down the short hallway to the living room. I found her purse and dug out her phone, then returned to the bedroom. She didn't even try to hide the lustful appraisal on her face as she watched me approaching, dressed in nothing but the corset that was locked on to me, my bare breasts swinging with every step I took. I handed her the phone, and she began tapping her finger on its screen, her brow furrowing slightly she peered at it. 
 
    “What’s the address here?” 
 
    I gave it to her, and Tiffany entered it on whatever website she was using. Finished, she set the phone aside. I hadn't even been asked what I wanted. Not that there was anything new about that. As far as I could tell, that was the standard approach when I was around Tiffany and Serena. One more reminder of my lowly status, my helplessness, the meaninglessness of my own opinions and preferences. All I could do was say yes or no to this complete domination. Once I said yes, no further input seemed required from me. 
 
    And Tiffany carried on watching me as I crawled on to the bed beside her. It was still early, but I felt exhausted. Worn out from long-awaited pleasure and the powerful thrusts of her cock. I still ached from the blows of the whip, but the most pressing sensation I had was one of tiredness. I lay down, my head on the pillow as I gazed at Tiffany in dull disbelief. And she smiled down at me. 
 
    "That wasn't so bad, was it?" she said. With a strange kind of tenderness, she lifted one hand and used it to brush a few strands of hair back from my face. And what was even stranger was that I felt a similar tenderness rising in my chest for her. Look at what this woman had just put me through, and yet I still wanted her. Worse, I felt a strange affection for her. Telling myself it was just the chemistry of sex did nothing to lessen the sensation of it. 
 
    “No,” I grudgingly admitted. 
 
    "Ms. Robertson doesn't often give me the chance to fuck anyone like that," Tiffany said. "I think I'm going to enjoy having you around as a little fuck toy." Her words might be mocking, but her tone was surprisingly gentle. And in spite of myself, I smiled. If this was what it meant to be Tiffany's fuck toy, I wasn't inclined to protest. Tired as I was, my body still seemed flushed with glorious pleasure, and as much as I wanted to rest, I could still feel desire glowing like a pilot light inside me. Desire that I knew could erupt back into a roaring inferno at any moment. 
 
    “When will I see her again? Ms. Robertson, I mean.” 
 
    “That’s up to her,” Tiffany said. “Everything is up to her. Your training will continue at whatever pace she thinks appropriate. It’s not smart to question her decisions.” 
 
    “I wasn’t questioning,” I said hurriedly. “I was just… Curious.” 
 
    "Of course you are," Tiffany smiled. "It's okay. You're coming along nicely. If you keep behaving yourself and doing as you're told, you'll be ready for her in no time." I let another smile show on my face, as though there was nothing I wanted more than to please Ms. Robertson. And in a way, that was true. Which only made the humiliation that much greater to know that I had so quickly capitulated to the will of a near stranger. 
 
    But Tiffany's fingers in my hair soothed me, and as my body slowly relaxed, my tiredness grew. For a while, I lay there in silence, savoring the feelings of contentment that radiated through my body. I knew they couldn't last, that soon enough, Tiffany would show me her crueler side, and I would be forced to obey her in whatever depravity she thought up next. But for a while, we lay there together in a silence that was oddly intimate. 
 
    I wasn’t asleep, but when the buzzer of my apartment building sounded, I jumped. Tiffany looked over at me, her eyes blazing again as she smiled. I sat up in bed, my movements hindered by the tight corset that was all I wore. 
 
    “That’s the pizza guy,” Tiffany said. “Go let him in. And don’t put anything on. I want him to see you like this.” 
 
    "Tiffany…" I began to protest. But the smile fell instantly from the maid's pink lips. Her eyes flashed, turning suddenly to steel at the faintest hint of a challenge. And at that sight, while my heart thumped nervously in my stomach fluttered, I felt my pussy clench beneath the panel locked over it. It was stupid to fight. Useless. And while my cheeks burned with shame, I knew that Ms. Robertson's maid had already won. 
 
    The smile slowly returned to Tiffany's face as she watched me climb off the bed and make my way toward the door. I heard the springs groan as she shifted, no doubt positioning herself for a better view. And the hallway of my apartment suddenly seemed a thousand feet long as I walked slowly toward the buzzer, toward my next humiliation, unable to prevent what was about to happen. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   12. Three’s A Crowd
 
      
 
    Slowly, I opened the front door of my apartment. I was cringing with shame as I did it. But I could feel Tiffany's eyes on me, watching me from behind, making sure I obeyed her commands. And the red pain of my beaten ass was there to remind me what would happen if I disobeyed her. 
 
    The pizza delivery guy was young. His mouth opened to greet me, and then said nothing. I felt my cheeks burning as his brown eyes looked me up and down, taking in the sight of me in my training corset. I tried to hide myself behind the half-open door, but it was already too late for that. He'd seen everything. Everything that there was to see, everything that wasn't covered by the leather of the garment locked tightly onto my body. I took the pizza from his hand, and he hardly seemed to notice. Instead, he just stood there staring at me. 
 
    "Thanks," I shyly said. He nodded, as though he didn't understand the word. It was only then that I realized I didn't have any money on me. I close my eyes in resignation as I heard Tiffany's voice ring out behind me. 
 
    "Invite him in," she said. I heard the heels of her boots echoing on the floor behind me as she walked toward me. Opening my eyes, I addressed the pizza guy again. 
 
    "Do you want to come in?" 
 
    "Okay," he said, a goofy grin spreading across his face as he stepped eagerly through the door into my apartment. I closed the door behind him and, carrying the pizza, led him toward the living room where Tiffany was now waiting. His eyes darted from me to her and back again to me. The man had walked into what must look exactly like the set of a porno movie, and it seemed he could barely believe his luck. 
 
    “Hello,” Tiffany smiled at the man. “My name’s Tiffany. And this is my slut Rebecca. What’s your name?” 
 
    Paul," said the pizza guy automatically. His eyes never stop moving between the two of us, even while Tiffany was talking to him. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Paul,” Tiffany grinned. “Don’t be rude, slut.” 
 
    "Nice to meet you," I meekly echoed Tiffany's greeting. 
 
    “This is messed up,” said Paul. But the smile on his face showed his true feelings. “Is she your sex slave or something?” 
 
    "Not mine, no, Tiffany explained. "But she does have to do what I say. Rebecca, why don't you show Paul here what happens when you're a naughty girl?" 
 
    I gulped. The blush in my cheeks burned as fiercely as ever as I slowly turned. Breathless shame bloomed inside me as I heard the pizza guy spluttering with disbelieving laughter when he saw the damage Tiffany's whip had done to my ass. 
 
    “This is wild,” Paul grinned. “This is like something from a movie.” 
 
    "Do you like to watch movies like that, Paul?" Even in the depths of my humiliation, I couldn't help but notice that Tiffany seemed as comfortable taking charge in this situation as she was with me. I couldn't detect an ounce of self-consciousness or doubt in her voice as she spoke. As wild as this new scenario we found ourselves in was, Tiffany behaved as though she had done this 100 times before. 
 
    “Sometimes,” Paul shrugged. 
 
    "Well, how would you like to see one in real life?" Tiffany grinned. And I trembled, even though I had known what was coming. I knew what Tiffany had in mind from the moment she invited the delivery guy inside. I had hoped it wasn't true. But I wasn't surprised. Even if I was absolutely mortified at what was happening, and what I knew was about to happen. 
 
    "Okay," Paul grinned. Just as I knew he would. And Tiffany smiled right along with him, completely delighted that this new playmate. As far as I knew, Tiffany was every bit as gay as I was. I had never imagined she would contemplate bringing a man into our games, in any role. But clearly, there was still a lot I had to learn about this woman, as well as the woman she served. 
 
    "Good," Tiffany said. "Take a seat. Don't touch either of us unless I say it's okay. If you do, the game is over. But anything else you do is up to you." Paul nodded. The rules of the game explained to him, he sat down on my sofa, right there in my living room. And Tiffany's smile was chilling as she turned once again to me. 
 
    "Put that pizza in the kitchen," she ordered. I felt both her eyes and Paul's eyes following me across my apartment as I hurried to do what she said. My hunger forgotten, I dropped the pizza on the kitchen counter and returned to the living room to see what wild new humiliation Tiffany had in store for me. 
 
    "Hands at your sides," Tiffany ordered. I did what she said, knowing what she wanted. And Paul watched every moment as Tiffany buckled both my wrists to the sides of the corset, immobilizing my arms again. As though I would have fought back if I could. As though I stood a chance. Another tremor of wild desire tore through me as Tiffany bound my wrists at my sides. 
 
    “She’s a lesbian, this little slut,” Tiffany said, turning to Paul. “She doesn’t like guys. She likes girls like me. Right, slut?” 
 
    "Yes, Tiff - ow!" I cried out as Tiffany quickly slapped my ass. The contact of her hand re-awoke the pain of the beating she had given me, and I bit my lip to keep from crying out as I felt it blooming redly over my skin. Tiffany laughed cruelly, and Paul laughed too as they watch me squirm. 
 
    "Our mistress is a lesbian too," Tiffany went on. "But she's instructed me to train this slut to suck cock. My mistress like girly girls, and I'm sure you agree that all good girls need to know how to suck a dick." 
 
    “Sure,” Paul said. His smile was wolfish and predatory as he looked at me, and I couldn’t fail to notice the growing bulge in the front of his pants. Fear bloomed in my stomach as my mind raced, trying to get ahead of where Tiffany was going. 
 
    "She's so horny right now," Tiffany said. "Look at this." It took every ounce of self-control I had not to grown with desire as Tiffany's hands strayed down my body, over the tightly laced corset, her fingers sliding at last over the chastity panel locked in place against my pussy. Paul leaned forward in his seat, peering intently between my legs as Tiffany teasingly rubbed the panel. "I've locked her slutty little cunt away. I only let it out when I want to use it. Then it goes back under lockdown so she can't play with it. You wouldn't believe how horny a girl can get when you take control of her orgasms. I bet you've never tried that, have you, Paul?" 
 
    "No," Paul said. Even from that single syllable, I could hear the strain in his voice. The tension of desire. He was watching us both, and his hand had drifted down between his own legs, rubbing unconsciously at the erection that bulged in his pants. Tiffany was right; I'm not attracted to men. Their heavy utilitarian bodies and their aggressive genitals do nothing for me. But she was right about my horniness too. I was so turned on that I couldn't even explain the ideas racing through my mind. 
 
    "Well, you won't be able to fuck her," Tiffany went on. As she spoke, her hand strayed higher on my body, reaching for my breasts, and I shuddered and gasped as her thumb idly toyed with my nipple, making me tremble humiliatingly with a desire I couldn't control. "That's only for my mistress or for me. I'm training her to be a perfect little fuck toy for my mistress, and that pussy belongs to her. That doesn't mean this slut can't give you a tip." Tiffany's hand had been creeping ever higher, toward my throat. She hooked a finger into the ring that dangled from my collar and abruptly pulled me forward. I half-stumbled, but I knew exactly what Tiffany wanted. And while fear and shame bubbled in my stomach, I sank to my knees on the floor of my living room in front of a man I had only just met. I knew what Tiffany was going to make me do. And even though the act itself had zero appeal for me, even though it was something I never thought I would do again in a million years, the mere fact that Tiffany was making me do it made it somehow agonizingly sexy. The idea of being made to do something so repulsive, so contrary to my nature, thrilled me more than I would ever have thought possible. As I squirmed on my knees at the pizza delivery guy's feet, I felt total turmoil in my heart. And as always, my state of utter confusion and shame only fed my desire. Behind the locked panel of the corset, my pussy was streaming. 
 
    "Are you going to suck this cock for me? Or do I need to whip you again?" Tiffany asked me. She smiled down at me as she spoke, her hand now on my head, affectionately stroking my hair. I looked up at her, seeing the dildo protruding from between her legs, it's black shape completely at odds with the ultra-feminine curves of her delightful body, and my pussy spasmed uncontrollably. 
 
    “I’ll - I’ll suck it, Tiffany.” Tiffany grinned.  
 
    "That's my girl. But I think Paul here needs to hear a little more enthusiasm. Wait there." Tiffany suddenly turned, and her high heels beat out a quick drumbeat on the floor as she headed to the bedroom. When she returned, I saw she had her cell phone in her hand. I gulped nervously as she pressed its screen and held it out to me. She didn't need to tell me that I was being filmed. I knew at once. And I knew exactly why, too. I knew exactly what audience the shameful display was intended for. Ms. Robertson. The idea that the powerful and beautiful woman would be watching only made my desire grow stronger. 
 
    "Now, ask nicely to suck his cock," Tiffany directed. And as Paul stared down at me with that same predatory glare, an unappetizing smile on his face, I choked back the tattered remnants of my pride and did what I was told. 
 
    “Please may I suck your cock, Paul?” I said, doing my best to keep my voice from cracking with shame and need as I spoke. 
 
    "Hell yeah," Paul said. He reached for the waistband of his pants and pulled them down in one swift motion, and his underwear went with them. His cock sprang into the air, rigid and threatening, the first penis I had seen in years. While the camera rolled, I shuffled forward on my knees, feeling Tiffany's and Paul's eyes following my every movement. Some strange masochistic cavern of my heart throbbed with the knowledge that I was the center of attention, the focus of the desire of both of these people. But there wasn't much time to reflect on that. I leaned forward, the leather corset creaking around my waist as I moved, and my extended tongue touched Paul's cock. 
 
    "That's it," I heard Tiffany say, her boots loud on the floor as she took a step closer to me to get a better angle. "Lick it first. Get it nice and wet." My tongue still protruding from my mouth, I ran it up and down Paul's shaft, feeling the heat of his arousal as I tasted him. He grunted in pleasure, his breathing already more rapid as I licked him. 
 
    "Look at me," Tiffany said. Without stopping, I turned my eyes toward her. Tiffany grinned behind her phone as he held out toward me, filming it all. She crouched on the floor beside me to get a better angle, and I maintained eye contact with the camera of her phone as I licked the stranger's cock. After all, I knew exactly what Tiffany wanted. What Ms. Robertson wanted. They wanted my total and complete humiliation. They wanted to turn me into a bimbo slut, a pleasure toy to be used in whatever way they saw fit. And its own twisted way, that was exactly what I wanted too. As defeated and humiliated as I felt as I licked Paul's cock, I also felt completely alive with wild desire. Not for him, but for the scene that we were all involved in. For the slutty slave Tiffany was turning me into. 
 
    "Good," Tiffany cooed, "that's good. You're really learning. You might be lesbian, but I think you're a natural cocksucker. That's good. Ms. Robertson could use a cum bucket like you for her parties. After all, you're just so easy to control." I moaned at what Tiffany was saying. It was the first that I was hearing of Ms. Robertson's parties, but I could imagine. She was a woman uniquely uninhibited by the normal rules of sex and relationships. After all, I was living proof of that, just as much as Tiffany was. There I was, kneeling on the floor of my own apartment, licking the cock of a stranger to gain the approval of a woman who wasn't even there. Ms. Robertson's power was undeniable. Look what she had turned Tiffany into. Look what she was turning me into. Because deep down, there is no doubt in my mind that I wanted to be turned. 
 
    "Okay, now suck it," Tiffany ordered, her voice becoming suddenly harsh in the way it sometimes did when she gave out orders. "Keep sucking until he cums in your mouth. And then you know what you have to do, don't you? You need to swallow it like a good girl." 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," I said, defeated. Paul's laughter turned into a long moan as I opened my mouth and took him inside. My lips tightened around his shaft as I began to gently suck, using my tongue to tease the head of his cock as I slid my mouth up and down. It had been a long time, but I wasn't a complete novice. I remembered what it took to get a guy off. Judging by the hot throb of Paul's cock in my mouth, I could tell he was almost ready to blow. I felt his hand on the back of my head, and I gagged as he forced my head downward, his cock sinking deeper toward the back of my throat. My eyes watered. But with my hands bound at my sides, I couldn't resist. And Tiffany was in no mood to help me. Instead, she howled with laughter as she watched the delivery guy fuck my face. All I could do was breathe through my nose and keep sucking, knowing that the only way to end the ordeal was to make him cum. 
 
    And cum he did. Paul's whole body stiffened, and then he let out a long groan of satisfaction. I gagged as I felt the first hot spurt of his cum in the back of my throat, his cock pulsing between my lips as he emptied into me. I coughed and retched around his cock, but I remember Tiffany's instructions. As he filled my mouth with a load of salty semen, I gulped it down as best as I could while stray drops ran down my chin. His orgasm seemed to go on forever, pulse after pulse erupting into my mouth. But finally, he sighed and sank back on the couch. His member slid out from between my lips, lying limp and soft against his thigh. I gulped down the last of his load and panted for air, trembling on my knees at his feet. 
 
    Tiffany's phone beeped as she stopped recording. Bending, she tucked it into the top of one of her boots. 
 
    “Good,” she grinned. Stepping forward, she put her hand on my head, stroking my hair again. “That was very, very good. How do you feel? Like a slut?” 
 
    “Yes,” I gasped, my voice trembling as I spoke. “I feel like a total slut.” 
 
    "Good. You should. Because that's what you are." Tiffany gloated above me. "No, stay there." Once again, she returned to the bedroom. I listened to her footsteps echoed through the apartment as I kneeled on the living room floor. I couldn't bring myself to even look up at Paul. I'd never thought I would ever touch another penis in my life, and certainly not that of a pizza delivery guy. And he seemed content to sit back on my couch, sprawled limply on the cushions, his pants around his ankles and his cock satiated with pleasure. Neither of us said a word. The whole scene was just too bizarre for both of us. 
 
    Tiffany soon returned. At her urging, I rose unsteadily to my feet. Hope bloomed in my heart as she reached between my legs and once again unlocked the panel of the corset. She tossed it aside, and I felt the air on the wet lips of my pussy as I stood ashamed in front of both of them. I wondered for a moment if Tiffany had gone back on what she said earlier. I wondered for a moment if she was going to give me to the stranger. I wondered how that would feel, to be penetrated by a man again after all these years, to be fucked by someone I had no real attraction to just for Tiffany and Ms. Robertson's amusement. There was no doubt in my mind that if that was what Tiffany wanted to do, she would achieve it. I would do what she said. I knew that from experience. 
 
    But apparently, Tiffany had other ideas. She stood behind me. I felt the head of her dildo pressing against the skin of my ass as she held my hips in her hands. 
 
    "Bend over, slut," she ordered. My heart pulsed in my chest as I bent at the waist, spreading my feet apart and bowing my head toward Paul again. Tiffany held me tight from behind, and I moaned as I felt the head of her cock pressing against my wet lips once again. Even though she had fucked me before, I felt as though I had never needed her as badly as I did at that moment. The pure shame and disgrace of what she had made me do echoed inside me, driving me wild with the desire to be taken, to be used, to be fucked. It was all I wanted. I didn't care how it happened. And the fact that that was exactly what Tiffany wanted, to turn me into a reckless slut who only cared about physical pleasure, did absolutely nothing to dampen my raging desire. 
 
    Tiffany's cock slid easily inside me. I gasped and moaned as she guided it between my wet lips, her dildo filling me inch by inch as I trembled and shook. Pleasure seemed to leap like lightning from the densely packed nerves in my lower body as Tiffany claimed me. My hair hung down around my face, brushing Paul's bare thighs as I hovered above his lap. 
 
    "Now," Tiffany said behind me, and the raw aggression in her voice made my pussy spasm around her dildo, "get that cock back in your mouth and see how quickly you can make him hard again. I want you filled at both ends like the horny little fuck toy that you are." 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," I gasped. I heard Paul gasp too as I nuzzled my face into his lap, my mouth seeking his cock as though my life depended on it. As though there was nothing I wanted more than to feel once again his member inside my mouth. My tongue ran over the wet flesh, and I felt it harden against my lips as I opened them to receive it. I began sucking, his cock swelling noticeably in my mouth, and Tiffany rocked her hips back and forward as she fucked me from behind. 
 
    Ever since Ms. Robertson came into my life, I'd lost count of the new experiences I had been through. No one had ever so much as dreamed of doing half the things to me that woman did. Every day seemed to bring fresh new experiences, new facets of desire and shame, as she revealed parts of myself that even I had never known existed. This was another new experience to add to the list. Fucked from both ends at once, bent over uncomfortably in my own living room, my hands bound my sides. And I have to admit, it was deliciously exciting. I couldn't imagine ever coming to enjoy the sensation of having a man's cock in my mouth, but being made to do it was an unbelievable thrill. I felt like the biggest slut in the world as my pussy tightened around Tiffany's dildo, and as her hand cracked again against my bare ass, I shuddered uncontrollably. The hot juices of my orgasm poured down the inside of my legs, and I panted and gasped in orgasm, my moans transmitted to Paul's cock in my mouth as he, too, moaned in pleasure. 
 
    But as Tiffany was repeatedly teaching me, it wasn't my pleasure that mattered. Even as my climax slowly subsided, the two of them kept using me. And I kept sucking and licking Paul's cock as my body rocked to Tiffany's thrusts from behind me. Because after all, that's what I was there for. The pleasure of others. 
 
    With a loud cry, I heard Tiffany cum. Her dildo was buried deep inside me as she squeezed my hips and her hands, her whole body stiffening. My pussy spasmed and clenched around the toy, another miniature orgasm racing through me in response to hers. 
 
    Finally, she withdrew. But I knew my job wasn't done. Sinking gratefully to my knees again, I carried on sucking Paul's cock. And now that I could focus solely on that, it didn't take long before I had him at the brink of pleasure again. He cried out as he emptied into me once again, and I swallowed every drop of his hot load just as I knew Tiffany would want. Only once his manhood was no longer pumping fluids into my mouth did I stop and raise my head. 
 
    Paul lay on the sofa gasping. Tiffany seemed unsteady on her high heels as she stepped to my side. I gazed up her, and she grinned down at me, her face flushed with pleasure and pride at the performance I had given. But it was Paul she turned her attention to. 
 
    "Okay," Tiffany said, breathless with pleasure as she addressed the pizza delivery guy. "Show's over. Get out." 
 
    Paul simply nodded. He seemed stupefied by the two orgasms I had given him, exhausted in that way that men get afterward that I'd all but forgotten about. He didn't object. He pulled up his pants and stumbled to his feet. Tiffany watched him as he made his way to the door and let himself out. He didn't even ask for payment. Then again, I supposed, he had had plenty of that already. 
 
    "That was incredible," Tiffany beamed out at me. "Don't say I never give you anything. You had to suck a dick, but you got to cum." 
 
    “Yes, Tiffany. Thank you, Tiffany.” 
 
    "Such a good girl." Tiffany affectionately ran her hand over my hair, caressing my cheek through it in a strange show of affection. Then, she reached for the ring of my collar and pulled upward. At her urging, I rose to my feet. 
 
    "Let's get you locked away again," she said. Even as fear bloomed in my stomach, I was too tired to protest. I stood meekly by, my legs spread, as Tiffany picked up the chastity panel and reattached it to the corset, locking it in place. The keys disappeared into a cup of her bra. Only then did she unfasten my hands from the cuffs that held them. 
 
    "Okay," Tiffany said as she stepped across the living room toward the kitchen. "Let's eat." She retrieved the pizza from the kitchen and carried it back toward the sofa. With a grateful sigh, I collapsed on the cushions, my body aching with the contorted positions it had been forced into. Hunger rumbled in my stomach as Tiffany flipped back the lid of the pizza box and handed me a slice. For a while, neither of us said a word. We just sat there beside each other on my sofa, a dildo glistening with my cum and my own dripping pussy locked away again, while we ate pizza in famished silence. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   13. Going Home
 
      
 
    These wicked women certainly knew how to keep you waiting. In fact, it was a big part of what they were doing to me. The bizarre process of turning me into a depraved sex toy who wanted nothing more than to be used for the pleasure of Ms. Robertson and anybody else she saw fit to give me to involved a lot of waiting. As though she and her sexy maid didn't have enough weapons to use against me. 
 
    After the humiliating spectacle with Tiffany and Paul the pizza guy, Tiffany had stayed at my place for the night. I didn't question it. I wanted desperately to see Ms. Robertson again, but I knew better than to push my luck. Besides, Tiffany wasn't such a bad consolation prize. The kinky maid was almost as irresistibly sexy as her dominant mistress. And the longer I spent in her presence, the more I found myself longing for her nearly as much as I longed for Ms. Robertson. The two of them were unforgettable. And my blood buzzed every time I thought of either of them and the strange and thrilling future that lay ahead of us. 
 
    But the next day, Tiffany had left without playing with me even once. Just as I always was, I was a fraught bundle of nerves and desire, desperate to be allowed to cum. But that wasn't what Tiffany wanted. She had left me locked into the training corset with no way to relieve myself of the constant sexual itch I experienced. As always, she gave me no indication how long I would be kept waiting. As always, she told me not to try and contact her or Ms. Robertson. When either of them decided to use me again, they would let me know. 
 
    And slowly, agonizingly, hours turned to days and days turned to weeks. I was haunted by the memory of all that had happened and the anticipation of what might be to come. Tiffany and Ms. Robertson had pushed me to places I had never thought I would go, never thought I would have wanted to go. But every time I thought of what they had made me do, my body cried out for more. 
 
    Wild visions haunted my dreams, and fantasies merged with memories. Tiffany and Ms. Robertson featured heavily. But so did others, both men and women, hands clutching at my body, mouths and other organs on me, forcing me down, pinning me, using me. And the longer I went without an orgasm, the more insistent and wild and relentless those dreams became. Soon, I was waking up in the night, my hands already pawing at my crotch before my conscious mind remembered how pointless that was. It was a constant distraction, an unending lust that only grew more powerful with time. At work, all I could think of was sex. Ms. Robertson and Tiffany loved to talk about how they would turn me into a slut. I couldn't deny that they had achieved their aim. All day long, all I wanted to do was fuck. And all night, I dreamed of the pleasure I was denied. 
 
    Two weeks passed like that. It doesn't sound like much. I had certainly spent far longer periods than that on my own before. But this was different. Even a day, even an hour without an orgasm was a kind of torture now. When all you can think of is sex, when you need it the way you need air, to be deprived of it makes hours feel like years. 
 
    And in the long cold absence of Tiffany, of Ms. Robertson, I felt more alone than I ever had before. None of my old pleasures seem to distract me anymore. I couldn't read. I couldn't focus on watching TV. I didn't want to go out and be around anyone else who could never understand what I was feeling. I became a semi-recluse, going only to work and then back home to dream of what had happened and what might be still to come. 
 
    It's not a way of life I recommend. But I knew why it had to be that way. Even in their absence, Tiffany and Ms. Robertson were training me. Keeping me horny. Making me desperate. They knew that by withdrawing, they were ensuring I would want them even more than I already did. And the more desperately I wanted them, the easier it was for them to control me. 
 
    Until one fine day, I got a text message that made my heart freeze in my chest. It was from Tiffany. It was typically terse. Tomorrow, it read. 5 PM. Ms. Robertson’s house. It wasn’t asking, of course. It was telling. As though they never even considered the possibility that I might have other things to do. As though it never even occurred to them that I might have a life that didn’t involve submitting to the 2 of them. And the most aggravating thing was that they were right. 
 
    Okay, I texted back. Will Ms. Robertson be there? Half an hour passed before I got a reply. 
 
    No questions, it read. 
 
    With a sigh, I let my phone fall onto the sofa cushion beside me. There was no point pushing things. Tiffany would only tell me what she felt like telling me, or what Ms. Robertson instructed her to. It wasn't my place to ask questions. And even after all that had happened, it still surprised me how easily I came to believe the things they told me. It was all a game, but one that felt spectacularly real to me. The more time that passed, the more I genuinely did feel inferior to Tiffany. Let alone Ms. Robertson. The more I felt like the horny little slut they said I was, a brainless bimbo with nothing on her mind besides sex. As though they had every right to order me around and punish me if they saw fit. As though it was my natural place to kneel at their feet and beg for scraps. 
 
    There was never any doubt. The following evening, I was in a taxi to Ms. Robertson's palatial house. Terrified of being late, I had erred on the side of caution and made myself early. I waited outside the solid wooden front door until five minutes before my appointment. Then I rang the bell. 
 
    It seemed to take forever before the door opened. And there, standing in front of me, was Tiffany. My heart leaped at the sight of her, and I didn't even try to keep the goofy smile off my face. She was dressed in her maid's uniform again, the corseted black latex dress clinging tightly to every curve of her body before flaring out from her hips. The maid's uniform that they had once told me I might get to wear. The first time I had met Tiffany, I had thought there was no way I would ever submit to Ms. Robertson the way that she did. There was no way I would allow another woman, no matter how sexy, to control and humiliate me like that. But now, as I gazed at Tiffany in her mouthwateringly sexy uniform, all I wanted was to wear one of my own. 
 
    "Come in," said Tiffany, without a word of greeting. I meekly stepped inside. I felt suddenly conscious of my own outfit. I knew what Ms. Robertson liked. And even if I didn't know whether she was at home or not, I had intentionally dressed to please her. The blue dress I wore was new, completely different to the clothes I ordinarily wore. For a girl who never normally went out in anything besides a pair of jeans, it was a departure. But Tiffany didn't seem to notice. Any more than she noticed the uncomfortable high-heeled shoes I wore, that made me feel unsteady with every step I talked. Ms. Robertson likes girly girls. That's what I had tried to be. I could feel the humiliating weight of the makeup on my face as Tiffany shut the door behind me, the sound of it reverberating in the spacious entrance hall. Another sign of my submission, my pathetic capitulation to the will of another. 
 
    "This way." Tiffany's high heels cracked rhythmically on the floor as she led me deeper into the house. I knew where we were going. And with every step we took, my heart seemed to rise a little higher in my chest. My breath seemed to get just a little bit shorter. My dress swished against my thighs with every tottering step I talk, this garment that had seemed so daringly short in the store and yet was still longer than Tiffany's uniform. It was quite the pair we made as she led me tothe stairs and down into the basement. My nerves tingled as I saw once again the racks of toys and instruments of torture, and the large cage where I had been imprisoned before. It was there, in that basement, I had had my first taste of sexual submission. And being there again ensured I couldn't wait for another. 
 
    Tiffany led me to the center of the basement. I saw once again the padded bench that Ms. Robertson had put to such deviant use the first time I entered her dungeon. I saw again the instruments of torture lined up neatly along one wall. I felt dizzy. As though I were overwhelmed by being here again, back at the scene of the crime. I felt the strong pull of desire for Tiffany in a way that I couldn't ignore. It was a feeling as powerful as any I had ever known. A feeling that made the strangest ideas seem wise. Tiffany opened her mouth to speak, but before she could say a word, I dropped to my knees on the floor in front of her. Her eyes widened as she stared at me, her open mouth ringed by her pink lips. I kneeled at the feet of the kinky maid and felt slick material of her latex skirt against my cheeks as I buried my face in her crotch, my hands feeling the taut muscle of her thighs as I held her. 
 
    "Please, Tiffany," I begged, abandoning all attempts at self-restraint as my desire got the better of me. "Please let me come, please! Please fuck me Tiffany." It was like I was drunk with lust, all my inhibitions blown away by the desperate need for release. And Tiffany's expression of shock soon turned to one of amusement. She laughed at me as she gazed down, enchanted by my submission. 
 
    "Oh, I don't think so," Tiffany giggled in that girlish voice of hers. Only one of the things that made it so hard to believe the woman she used to be, before Ms. Robertson had remade her into this. But for all Ms. Robertson had done to her, all the frustration and humiliation and physical pain it must've taken to turn masculine mechanic Ash into super feminine Tiffany, I couldn't help feeling it was worth it. There was no doubt in my mind that Tiffany's life, small as it might be as it ceaselessly orbited Ms. Robertson's needs, was full of far more pleasures then Ash had ever known. This, I didn't doubt, was another one of them. And like a dog, I felt my mouth begin to water as Tiffany lifted her skirt in front of me. 
 
    "You can make yourself useful while you're down there, though," she chuckled. And I didn't hesitate. With a moan of gratitude, I lunged forward, my hands reaching under the skirt to clutch the cheeks of Tiffany's backside while I run my tongue over her pussy. Tiffany wore no underwear, of course. Ms. Robertson's edict forbade it. And I was grateful as I licked and kissed Tiffany's pussy, my body on fire as I listened to the sounds of her pleasure steadily growing in the echoing space of the basement. Locked away by the training corset, my own pussy spasmed desperately, and the near-constant trickle of my juices down my thighs became a flood. But I tried to ignore it, burying my face between Tiffany's legs, licking and kissing her pussy and sliding my tongue inside the wet walls with genuine hunger. Tiffany held my head in her hands, directing my hot mouth, and I tasted her pleasure on my tongue as her body responded to my humble worship. Soon, she was trembling and moaning, rocking back and forth on her tall high heels as her body responded. I felt her pussy tighten around my tongue, almost pushing it out as it spasmed, and suddenly my mouth filled up with her juices like a pothole filling with rain. I swallowed gratefully, the taste of Tiffany's orgasm so much more enticing than the one of the pizza delivery guy that I had been made to swallow last time we met. Finally, it was just me and her. And as her orgasm settled in my stomach, I felt my own desire raging like an animal in a cage, clawing at the vibrating walls of my heart. 
 
    "Oh my God, what a slut," Tiffany laughed as she smiled down at me. "How long have you been thinking about doing that?" 
 
    "Ever since I last saw you," I panted. It was true. Though eating Tiffany's pussy, delightful as it been, was hardly the only thing I had had on my mind. 
 
    "Wow," Tiffany smiled. "I mean, I knew you were a submissive slut, but maybe you're further along in your training than I thought. I was going to tie you up. But I don't really need to, do I? If I tell you to stay there, you'll stay and wait until I come back, won't you?" 
 
    “Yes,” I gasped. “I’ll stay. I’ll be good.” 
 
    "Oh my God," Tiffany laughed again. Her blonde curls bounced as she shook her head in disbelief. She stepped back, letting her skirt fall back down around her hips, covering the pussy I had just licked where it shone beneath the tattoo that proclaimed her the property of Ms. Robertson. I could never look at that tattoo without feeling a tiny thrill of excitement. Ms. Robertson had marked her maid for life, and no matter what Tiffany did in the future, anyone who was intimate with her would know who really owned her. It was a reminder of the power of the woman we served that hovered in front of my eyes the whole time I ate Tiffany out. Between my legs, the chastity panel of the training corset dripped with my juices. 
 
    Tiffany walked across the dungeon, back toward the stairs. I watched her go, mesmerized by the sway of her skirt and the click of her high heels. She didn't look back. She didn't need to. Tiffany knew that I was watching. And her walk was as artificial and yet as enchanting as everything else about her. She swung her hips exaggeratedly from side to side with every step she took, mincing her way across the dungeon just as Ms. Robertson had no doubt trained her to do. Everything about the way Tiffany looked and acted was intended to please her mistress. Even when Ms. Robertson wasn't around, Tiffany behaved as though she was. She had completely assimilated the other woman's desires into her personality. 
 
    I listened to her footsteps as she climbed the stairs. My heart raced as I wondered what was coming next. The taste of Tiffany's pussy clung to my tongue, haunting my mouth like a promise of carnal delights to come. I hardly noticed that my hands were plucking at my skirt, crumpling the fabric as I waited. My knees ached on the concrete floor, but I ignored the discomfort. No matter what the price, I believed it would be worth paying. 
 
    And finally, I heard footsteps returning. My heart quickened to match their pace as I realized that two people were climbing down into the basement. And there, at last, appearing in front of me like the gorgeous physical manifestation of every torment and joy I had been through over the past few weeks, was Ms. Robertson. 
 
    “Well, hello, slut,” Ms. Robertson said. The words dripped like honey from her red lips. 
 
    "Hello, Ms. Robertson,' I said meekly as I gazed up her from my knees. It wasn't an act — or at least, not entirely. Being in her presence again completely overwhelmed me. 
 
    Ms. Robertson stepped forward. The heels of her boots were every bit as tall as the ones Tiffany wore. A row of shining buckles rose up the sides of the boots, the black patent leather gleaming with every step as they hugged her legs up to the knee. Above that, a few bare inches of her beautiful thighs showed, tugging at the taut wires of desire within me as I watched her approach. She wore a black latex dress so tight it might have been painted on, hugging every curve of her magnificent body in a way that made my mouth water. In a way, it had something in common with Tiffany's latex uniform. But no one would ever mistake this woman for a maid. The skirt gripped her legs tightly, shining with every step she took. The fabric shone on her hips and on her stomach and on the dizzying swell of her breasts, her deep cleavage partially revealed by the plunging neckline of the dress. She looked absolutely incredible. And after all I had suffered in her absence, I was overcome as I gazed up her from the floor. 
 
    "Tiffany tells me that you're almost ready for the next stage of your training," Ms. Robertson said. Her cool blue eyes stared into mine, their rich color enhanced by the utter blackness of the hair that spilled over her shoulders and framed her beautiful face. It wasn't that I had forgotten how beautiful this woman was. It was more that imagination and memory could never hope to compete with the real thing. It was hard to even speak in her presence, as though my tongue had suddenly become clumsy and wooden. It was hard to believe, as I gazed up her in awe, that such perfection existed. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I stammered. Ms. Robertson’s white teeth showed as her smile widened. 
 
    "But you don't even know what the next step is yet, silly," she mocked. 
 
    "I don't care, Ms. Robertson," I moaned. "I just want to serve you in any way I can. Please, train me to please you." I could barely believe the words coming out of my own mouth. But they rose up from my heart, as unstoppable as a rising tide of the sea. It was how I felt, and there was no point denying that. Standing behind her mistress, Tiffany giggled girlishly, and her laughter grew louder as, seized by some wild impulse, I bent my head to the floor. My lips brushed the leather of Ms. Robertson's boot, and humbly, disgracefully, I kissed her feet without even being asked, a spontaneous expression of my total submission to her. 
 
    "Please, ma'am," I begged again, punctuating my words with passionate kisses on my mistress's shining boots. "Please make me yours." 
 
    "Well done, Tiffany," Ms. Robertson said, her voice dripping with amusement as she turned her head toward her maid. "When you told me she was ready, I had my doubts. I didn't think she'd be at this stage for a while yet." 
 
    "She's just a naturally submissive slut, ma'am," Tiffany said by way of explanation. I blushed to the roots of my hair as I continued kissing Ms. Robertson's boots. "It's easy to train them when all they really want is to submit." 
 
    "I suppose you're right." Ms. Robertson turned her attention back to me. She raised one foot from the floor, and I raised my head as she used her toe to lift my chin. I gazed up her, trembling with desire at her feet, as she stood above me, her hands on her hips. 
 
    "I suppose you're hoping that with this pathetic display, I'll take that training corset off, aren't you?" She said. 
 
    "No, Ms. Robertson," I said. Her delicately arched eyebrows climbed her smooth forehead in surprise as she smiled down at me. 
 
    “No?” 
 
    "No, ma'am. If you want me to wear it, I'll wear it. I'll wear it forever. If that's what you want." While Ms. Robertson chuckled, fear burned in my heart. I could hardly believe what I was saying. In the lonely nights that had haunted me recently, all I wanted was to be free from the cruel corset and be able to touch myself. Until that very moment, I had thought that that was what I wanted. But now, finally in the presence of my mistress once again, I realized that I was speaking the truth. The thing that mattered most to me, above anything else, was that I be allowed to continue serving this incredible woman in any way she saw fit. 
 
    "Good. It seems you've finally learned your place," Ms. Robertson said. Somehow, no matter what happened, she never seemed really surprised. She always kept her cool. But judging by Tiffany's face behind her mistress, they hadn't expected this.  
 
    "Do you know what the next step is? Of course you don't. But I'm going to tell you." Ms. Robertson bent at the waist she spoke. The tight latex fabric of her dress creaked as she moved. Her dark hair hung around her face, and she reached out her arm, gripping my chin in her hand as she peered deep into my eyes. I tried to return her stare, but I couldn't withstand it for long. And as my eyes dropped to wear her boobs swelled in the low neck of her tight dress, I felt my pussy spasm again with desire. 
 
      
 
    "The next step is to get you fitted up for a maid uniform, just like Tiffany," Ms. Robertson said slowly, making sure every word she spoke sank deep into the center of my brain. "Would you like that?" 
 
    "Oh, yes, Ms. Robertson," I babbled. "Please, please let me serve as your maid." 
 
    "It's not as easy as Tiffany makes it look, you know," Ms. Robertson went on. "You'll be expected to serve not only me but any of my friends or guests. You'll be used in public. You'll have to perform menial chores for me. It's not all pussy eating and boot licking. Sometimes, you'll be doing nothing more exciting than scrubbing the floor or dusting the house." 
 
    “I don’t care, Ms. Robertson,” I gasped, shaking my head as much as her grip on my chin would allow. 
 
    “You’ll be junior to Tiffany, of course,” Ms. Robertson went on. “I’m sure you already know what a strict instructor she can be.” 
 
    “Yes, Ms. Robertson,” I said. 
 
    "What if I decided you needed to live here with us?" Ms. Robertson said. She was smiling openly now as she stared at me. "What if I told you you need to quit your job and leave your apartment and spend the rest of your days here at my beck and call like Tiffany does?" 
 
    "I would love that, Ms. Robertson," I said. And it was only as I said it I realized how true it was. My whole life, I've been independent. My job isn't anything to brag about, but I'm proud that I've made my own way in this world. I had never until that point realized what a strain it can sometimes be, and how lonely it often is. I'd never imagined I would be so ready to give up my freedom entirely to somebody else. But as Ms. Robertson smiled down at me, I knew that that was all I wanted. 
 
    "Okay then," Ms. Robertson grinned. Releasing her grip on my chin, she straightened up. The latex dress she wore sighed around her as she moved. Her blue eyes danced up and down my body as though seeing me for the first time. 
 
    "And look," she chuckled, "you put on a nice dress for your mistress. You wanted to look pretty for me, didn't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson," I said as my cheeks burned anew. Ms. Robertson laughed, and Tiffany giggled along with her as the two of them enjoyed my submission. 
 
    "Well, I think attention to detail like that deserves a little reward," Ms. Robertson said. Her high heels echoed on the concrete floor of the basement as she stepped past me and made her way over to the padded bench. The latex dress creaked and groaned as she turned to face me and pulled it slowly up, the rubbery fabric shining as she raised it with some effort above her hips. Underneath, she was as naked as Tiffany was under her uniform. I turned on my knees, and Ms. Robertson's pussy shone between her flawless legs, a beacon leading me into my new life. 
 
    "Get over here and worship my pussy, slut," Ms. Robertson ordered. "Remind me why I should keep you around and allow you to serve me." 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson." I didn't hesitate. The concrete floor was cold and unforgiving on my knees and hands as I crawled forward like a dog summoned to her mistress's aside. And while Tiffany laughed, endlessly pleased with the role she had played in my training, I crawled between Ms. Robertson's legs. Her pussy on my tongue tasted like heaven as I tenderly kissed the sex of the woman I was so determined to serve. It was only my second time in Ms. Robertson’s well-equipped dungeon. But somehow, it felt like coming home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   14. Used For Pleasure
 
      
 
    The basement still echoed with Ms. Robertson's cries of pleasure as I sat back on my knees. I could feel the juices of her orgasm cooling on my face, and I licked my lips with an involuntary shudder. She sprawled on the padded bench in front of me, her long legs pale against the utter black of her tight latex dress that was pulled up around her hips, exposing her dripping sex in front of me. As I watched, she propped herself up on one elbow, her deep blue eyes shining as she gazed down at me. She looked endlessly pleased with herself, and why shouldn't she be? Look what she had reduced me to. It was hard to believe it'd only been a few weeks since this incredible woman walked into the airport where I worked to catch a flight and made me her sexual slave. Because that's exactly what I was, and it gave me a wild thrill to think about it. To recognize what she had done to me and to know that it was what I wanted. It was hard to believe, when I thought back on all that I had lived through since the day we met. All the changes she had awoken in me, the different facets of my personality that she and Tiffany had laid bare before my eyes. Yet, as I kneeled there on the floor of her dungeon, I knew that my journey was only just beginning. 
 
    And Ms. Robertson had a fire in her eyes as she sat up. The latex dress she wore creaked around her waist, and I found myself wondering what it would be like to wear such a garment. Soon, hopefully, I would find out. Soon, I would be dressed up just like Tiffany was, in a sexy rubber maid's outfit of my own. The thought was delightfully humiliating, tugging powerfully at all the strange levers of desire inside me. 
 
    Without a word, Ms. Robertson stood. The heels of her boots echoed on the dungeon floor as she made her way across the room. I watched her go, her body swaying seductively with every step she took, her hips swinging from side to side as she moved. Retrieving something from a drawer, she made her way back to me, taking her time, her long-legged strut carrying her slowly across the dungeon while I gazed at her in open adoration. I didn't bother to turn my head to see if Tiffany was doing the same thing. I didn't doubt for a moment that she was. Because it was that, ultimately, that enslaved us both. Our desire for this incredible woman and her almost divine beauty. That was one thing Tiffany and I shared. That, and a masochistic taste for humiliation. 
 
    "Stand up," Ms. Robertson ordered. Ignoring the ache in my knees, I rose to my feet. Ms. Robertson's dark hair swept over her shoulders as she raised her head to look past me. 
 
    “Undress her,” she said. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," came Tiffany's meek reply. The woman who'd been such a domineering mistress with me at my apartment two weeks earlier was now a humble servant. I couldn't fail to notice that, and think about what it meant. Tiffany dominated me as easily and effortlessly as Ms. Robertson did, as though it was her right. But there was no ambiguity in the relationship between the two of them. Serena was firmly in charge. And I trembled as I listened to Tiffany step close behind me, the smell of her perfume wafting around me as she drew down the zipper of my dress. I stood as still as I was able to as the maid pulled my clothes off me, tossing aside the dress I had bought for this occasion and removing the push-up bra I had worn in the hopes of pleasing my mistress. I stood before them both in nothing but the training corset and my high heels. 
 
    “All of it,” Ms. Robertson ordered imperiously. She raised her hand, and a small key sailed through the air, over my shoulder. Tiffany deftly caught her. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." I tried not to smile with joy as Tiffany began to unlock the training corset I was imprisoned in. I felt her body pressed against mine, the slick latex of her maid's uniform against my skin as she reached between my legs to unlock the chastity panel that covered my dripping pussy. Then, she moved to the small of my back. Another lock clicked, one that hadn't been unlocked since my first adventure in this very dungeon what seemed like a lifetime ago. Tiffany loosened the laces of the corset, and I sighed as I felt last the tightness I no longer noticed around my torso slowly relaxing. After so long tied tightly in the corset, it felt strange to be out of it. And as Tiffany lifted the heavy leather garment off my body, unfastening the collar from my neck as she did so, I stood naked in front of my mistress. It was a strange and vulnerable feeling, enhanced by the fact that I hadn't been completely naked in weeks. And I experienced a feeling I would never have thought I would. As Tiffany carried the training corset across the basement to return it to the rack on the far wall, I found myself missing it. Yes, it was uncomfortable, at least at first. Yes, wearing it was an ongoing humiliation, a stark reminder that my body was no longer my own. But it made me feel sexy. It made me feel wanted. And the tight laces did wonderful things to my body that now felt suddenly shapeless without them. Standing naked in front of Ms. Robertson, I almost felt ashamed of myself. 
 
    And she simply watched me. Her fists were on her hips, her feet apart and her pussy completely exposed as she stood with her dress rolled up to her waist. Ms. Robertson didn't seem to have any of my self-doubts and fears, and why should she? The woman was a goddess. And living the way she did, with a submissive maid available at all times to fulfill her every kinky desire, she could never forget it. Two submissive maids, I reminded myself, and there was that physical tremor racing through me again, the inevitable response to my wild thoughts. Ms. Robertson could do that. All she needed to do was look at me, and I became suddenly helpless. 
 
    "Look at you," Ms. Robertson finally said. Her high heels clicked on the basement floor as she slowly approached me, her eyes running up and down my body. Tiffany stood behind her now, wordlessly watching the whole spectacle, a faint smile showing on her pink lips as she awaited her next instruction. No doubt she remembered the day Ms. Robertson made her into what she now was. It seemed as though Tiffany relished seeing the process repeated with me. I found myself wondering how I would feel in a similar situation, if I would ever be standing in this basement watching my mistress induct a new slave into her household. Quickly, I blinked the thought away, unwilling to deal with the bright stab of jealousy it brought with it. I could handle being another of Ms. Robertson's maids, junior to Tiffany in every way. After all, Tiffany had been her first. But the thought that my mistress might someday take another girl under her roof was something I wasn't ready to process. Even though, I thought to myself, I would have no right to complain if she did. 
 
    Ms. Robertson slowly circled me like a cat toying with its prey. Embarrassed, I instinctively raised my hands, as though to cover myself. But Ms. Robertson placed two fingers on the inside of my forearm and gently but irresistibly pushed it back down. As I complied, her hand trailed slowly over my body, and I felt as though it was drawing sparks everywhere it touched. She touched me everywhere as she circled me, her hand gliding over my hips, my thighs, my belly, my breasts, my arms. I didn't count how many times my mistress circled me like that; I felt as though I had forgotten how to count. But with each pass, I felt myself falling deeper into her spell, a spell enhanced by the sweet smell of her perfume and the gentle creaking of the sexy latex dress she wore. I stood trembling on the spot, my desire for her growing by the second until I felt as though I could barely contain it. As the taste of Ms. Robertson's pussy still lingered in my mouth, my own sex dripped freely with my arousal. I couldn't imagine for a moment that Ms. Robertson and Tiffany hadn't noticed the glistening trails that shone on the inside of my thighs. And that, I supposed, was the point. 
 
    "You have a beautiful body," Ms. Robertson said. She stood behind me as she spoke, her soft lips right next to my ear. I closed my eyes momentarily as yet another tremor passed through me. And Ms. Robertson's hands moved up my sides, reaching under my arms to cup my bare breasts in her palms. Tiffany stood in front of me, her eyes shining with unabashed delight as she watched her mistress toy with me. 
 
    “You had a beautiful body, I should say,” Ms. Robertson corrected herself as her lips brushed against my ear. “But now, all this belongs to me. Say it.” As she spoke, Ms. Robertson squeezed my breasts in her hands, her fingers teasing my swollen nipples, and I yelped with pleasure. 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson," I gasped. "My body belongs to you. I belong to you, ma'am. Please let me serve you." Tiffany chuckled as she watched, a low laugh that seemed more appropriate for Ash than the woman she was now. But I barely noticed. Standing behind me with her body pressed against mine, Ms. Robertson was kneading my breasts, rolling the sensitive flesh between her fingers, and I felt an orgasm rising inside me. My hands twitched and clenched at my sides. It took every ounce of willpower I had to resist the urge to reach for my pussy and pleasure myself. But I knew I would regret such a rash course of action. I hadn't forgotten the rack of whips and other implements of delicious torture that occupied the far wall of the dungeon. Or the cage built-in underneath the stairs. I already knew that serving Ms. Robertson was going to be a trial of frustration and desire. They had left me no illusions about that. But having her so close, the warmth of her body enveloping mine, the taste of her pleasure on my tongue, made me desperate for release. 
 
    “Good,” Ms. Robertson purred. “Don’t forget it. You exist to serve me and anyone else I see fit.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I croaked. But Ms. Robertson didn't seem to hear. Suddenly, her hands dropped from my breasts, and I felt her grip the back of my neck tightly. Stepping forward, she pushed me quickly toward the padded bench, and I struggled to keep up, tottering in my high heels as I all but fell forward. My hands sank into the padded leather of the bench, Ms. Robertson's grip on my neck keeping me in place. 
 
    “Bring me a tape measure,” she said. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany's skirt swayed as she turned and made her way across the dungeon, walking in that practiced and exaggeratedly feminine way that I knew I would have to learn. I watched as Tiffany went into a drawer and return with a tape measure in her hand, handing it to Ms. Robertson. The other woman released her grip on the back of my neck. I felt the cool surface of the tape measure against my hot skin as she began to measure my body. Hips, waist, bust, thighs. Nothing escaped her attention. I cringed with embarrassment, dreading that the numbers the tape measure revealed would be inadequate, too high or not high enough. Ms. Robertson could say what she liked about my body, but no one knew its flaws better than me. I didn't look like Tiffany, whose body was sculpted into unbelievable proportions not only by the tight corset built into her maid's uniform, but also by what I can only assume was rigorous discipline. I didn't have to look far to wonder where that discipline came from, either. 
 
    "Note book," Ms. Robertson said. And Tiffany swayed her way across the dungeon again to retrieve a small notebook and pen from another drawer. I felt my cheeks burning with shame as Ms. Robertson call out my measurements, and Tiffany noted them down. There was nowhere to hide. I had nothing to conceal from these two women. They knew everything about me, inside and out. Everything they needed to, anyway. 
 
    Her measuring done, Ms. Robertson set the tape measure aside. I felt her grip the back of my neck once again, underneath my hair, and her hand forced me irresistibly downwards. Bending at the waist, I lay down on my stomach on the padded bench. I knew what my mistress wanted. And it was the same thing that I wanted. Not that that mattered. Ms. Robertson stood behind me, pushing me down on the bench effortlessly with one arm. I heard her snap her fingers, and Tiffany sprang forward. The submissive maid busied herself around me. I felt leather buckles attached to the legs of the bench being tightened around my limbs. First, around my ankles, spreading my legs apart as I bent over one end of the bench. Then around my wrists, too. In under a minute, I was immobilized, bound to the bench like an animal ready for slaughter, my dripping pussy exposed between my spread thighs. I trembled with fear and shame, but above all desire as Ms. Robertson again began to run her hands over my body, her fingers straying between my legs and teasing the swollen lips of my sex while I moaned in desperation. 
 
    "Being tied up makes you horny, doesn't it?" Ms. Robertson teased, her voice low but still fully audible above the pounding of my heart in my ears. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I answered truthfully. I was a mess of nerves, my body on fire with lust. At least with my hands tied to the bench, I no longer had to resist the temptation to touch myself. That was impossible now. Only Ms. Robertson could touch me. And as her fingers slid steadily over my moist lips, a series of gasps of pleasure rose from my throat as I trembled beneath her. 
 
    "Good," Ms. Robertson said, I could hear the smirk in her voice as she gloated above me. "Because I like tying up sluts like you and using you in whatever way I see fit. Tiffany, bring me a strap-on. And a double-ended dildo. The purple one." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Even in my distracted state, I couldn't miss the eagerness in Tiffany's voice as she hurried across the dungeon to carry out Ms. Robertson's next order. She returned carrying toys in her hands, and my eyes widened as I stared at them, my mind reeling with the possibilities they suggested. Ms. Robertson stepped forward, approaching Tiffany where she stood in front of the bench I was strapped to. Again, she stood with her hands on her hips, her feet apart, every inch in charge of the whole situation. 
 
    “Strap it on to me,” she ordered. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany's skirt ballooned around her thighs as she dropped at once to her knees. I watched as she carefully fed the inner end of the strap-on dildo between Serena's lips, and Ms. Robertson's eyelids fluttered with pleasure as the toy slid between the wet walls of her pussy. Then Tiffany reached around Ms. Robertson's hips to tighten the straps in place so that the fake cock rose from between the other woman's thighs. As black and darkly shining as the latex dress she wore, it looked almost like part of her amazing body as she stood above her submissive maid. And when Tiffany tried to rise to her feet, Ms. Robertson stopped her with a single hand on the top of her head. 
 
    "No," she said softly. "Suck it first. Suck it like this little slut sucked that pizza boy's cock in the video you showed me." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." There wasn't a trace of defiance in Tiffany's voice as she spoke, not a hint of resistance. Her hands on her thighs, Tiffany leaned forward, the blonde ringlets of her hair tumbling over her shoulders as she opened her mouth and slowly licked Ms. Robertson's cock from base to tip. Ms. Robertson chuckled as she smiled down at her maid, pleased with Tiffany's utter submission. And as she went on licking, I saw Tiffany's blue eyes flicker toward me momentarily, smiling at me while her mouth was otherwise occupied. Shame bloomed again in my stomach as I watched the whole degrading spectacle. Even in her totally submissive position, Tiffany was mocking me. Imitating the things she had made me do with Paul, a total stranger. Reinforcing the fact that, just like her, I would far rather have been sucking Ms. Robertson's cock than that of any man. 
 
    "Suck it," Ms. Robertson snarled, and her hand swept Tiffany's bouncing curls back from her face as she pulled the maid's head toward her. Tiffany opened her mouth wider, and Ms. Robertson's cock sank between her pink lips, bulging in one cheek before the dominant woman pressed it further into her throat. Tiffany gagged for a moment, but her hands never left her thighs. I saw her fingers press into her skin, but she did as she was told. Her eyes on her mistress now, looking meekly up at Ms. Robertson, she rocked her head back-and-forth under the other woman's guidance. And Ms. Robertson fucked Tiffany's face. Her beautiful features were frozen in a mask of aggressive desire, her brows knitted and her teeth showing between her parted red lips. She growled and grunted, and Tiffany tightened her lips around the fake member, doing her best to transfer all the motion to the part of the dildo that lay buried in Serena's dripping pussy. Tiffany's eyes watered, but somehow, she resisted the urge to choke. 
 
    "That's it," Ms. Robertson snarled. "That's how you suck a cock. Not bad for a butch dyke, huh?" Tiffany could only moan in response as Ms. Robertson thrust the toy in and out of her mouth. But I seemed to feel her shame and embarrassment as my own, fueling my desire as I watch the degrading spectacle. It seemed that even long and obedient service to Ms. Robertson didn't exempt a maid from being humiliated. Then again, would I want it to? Tiffany knew as well as I did that being humiliated by Ms. Robertson was all part of the thrill of being with her. A kind of turbo boost to desire that made a darkly attractive woman even more irresistible. As I watched Ms. Robertson humiliate the woman who had so easily punished and controlled me, I felt the sweetness of surrender to the power of another. No one could resist this woman. Not me, not Tiffany, not anyone. It didn't lessen the shame of being tied to a bench in her dungeon waiting to be used. But it did remind me why I had gotten myself into such a humiliating position. 
 
    Ms. Robertson cried out. Her black hair tumbled down her shoulders she threw back her head, her open mouth projecting her cries of pleasure at the ceiling. There was no need to be quiet. As far as I knew, there was only the three of us in the echoing spaces of Ms. Robertson's palatial house. And even if there wasn't, it hardly mattered. Ms. Robertson was a woman who had absolutely no doubts about what she wanted. She had absolutely no shame in going after it. I envied her that, even more than I envied her irresistible beauty. But I knew I would never have that kind of confidence myself. That's why I was tied to a bench, and she was fucking a pretty girl's mouth in front of me. 
 
    With a gasp of pleasure, Ms. Robertson pushed Tiffany's head away. The dildo glistened with Tiffany's saliva as she stood above her defeated maid, her cheeks flushed with pleasure. At the thought that she had achieved orgasm from the toy buried inside her, my own pussy spasmed, forlorn and abandoned. But soon, Ms. Robertson turned her attention to me. Her eyes glittered, the predatory nature of her gaze sharpened rather than dulled by the pleasure she had felt. Tiffany was still gasping for air and kneeling at her feet as Ms. Robertson turned back to her. 
 
    "Put the other toy in this bitch's mouth," she instructed, pointing at me as she spoke. "And then get on the other end of it. I want to see both of you dyke sluts sucking cock for me." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," Tiffany panted. Picking up the purple length of the double-ended dildo, she rose stiffly to her feet and approached me. I stared up at her in defeated silence, knowing there was nothing I could do to stop what was about to happen. A sly smile crept across Tiffany's pretty face she stood in front of me, holding the dildo in front of her skirt as though it was a part of her. And her other hand gripped my hair as she steered the toy toward me. 
 
    Feeling Ms. Robertson's eyes on me, I knew I had no choice. I opened my mouth, and the toy invaded my body as Tiffany pushed it past my lips, over my tongue, lodging it toward the back of my throat. As though the only release she had for the humiliation she just suffered was to pass it on to me. And me? I had no one else to victimize. All I could do was take it. So I did, wrapping my lips around the toy as Tiffany sank to her knees in front of me. I watched as she opened her mouth and took the other end of the toy between her lips, sliding down the shaft until her lips almost touched mine. Her beautiful face was blurred by being right in front of me, and as she began to rock her head back-and-forth, the toy started to slide between both our mouths. 
 
    Ms. Robertson laughed. As well she might. The two of us looked ridiculous, both sucking on the toy that could feel nothing of our hot mouths. All for the pleasure of our mistress. And it was clearly working. Ms. Robertson's smile was as broad and beautiful as ever as she watched Tiffany and I humiliate ourselves. 
 
    "That's a couple of good cock suckers," she smirked. Her boots echoed again on the dungeon floor as she stepped out of my sight, disappearing behind me. I moaned around the toy in my mouth as I felt her hands on my hips again, the bench creaking slightly in echo of her latex dress as she moved and I struggled. My eyes rolled in my head as I felt the tip of the strap-on Ms. Robertson wore pushing against the wet lips of my pussy. Tied down and effectively gagged by the toy, there was nothing I could do to stop her, or more likely, encourage her. Because Ms. Robertson was taunting me with the possibility of her doing exactly what I wanted at that moment more than anything else. 
 
    The head of the toy slid up and down my pussy while I moaned and groaned, and Ms. Robertson laughed. Tiffany's eyes were fixed on mine, her face blurring in and out of focus as she moved back and forth, the dildo sliding more easily now between our lips. I thought again of how Tiffany had fucked me while I sucked the cock of a pizza delivery boy, and my pussy spasmed against the head of Ms. Robertson's cock, sending a fresh wave of hot juices rolling down my inner thighs. 
 
    I yelped as Ms. Robertson's hand cracked sharply against my ass. The red sting of the blow spread over my skin as she rubbed it, reveling in my discomfort and humiliation. And while the pain still crawled across my skin, I moaned against the dildo in my mouth as Ms. Robertson thrust her cock into me. 
 
    My mistress already knew that I was wet and ready. There was no need to be gentle. And after her blow job from Tiffany, she was in no mood to hold back. I cried out, and heard Tiffany giggling around the dildo that filled her mouth too as Ms. Robertson's cock forced my wet lips apart. The toy sank into me, hard and deep, claiming my body as hers while Ms. Robertson gripped my hips and slammed her pelvis against mine. Pleasure crackled like fire up and down my spine as I trembled and gasped, Tiffany's face filling my vision and a fake cock filling both my mouth and my pussy. Like the toy I was, the humble sex toy Tiffany and her mistress had turned me into, all I could do was lie there and be used in whatever way my superiors wanted me to be used. And it felt fantastic. Soon, the basement rang with the muffled moans of female pleasure, both mine and Serena's, as my mistress showed me exactly what it meant to be her submissive slave. 
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    15. In Her Service
 
      
 
    I jumped in my seat as the door of my apartment opened. It was still new to me, this arrangement of ours. It took a second for me to remember the Tiffany now had a key. 
 
    Ms. Robertson had floated the possibility of me giving up my apartment and moving in with her and Tiffany. But since then, it hadn't been mentioned. I didn't dare to ask. Besides, I still wasn't sure what I wanted. Anytime I was in the presence of my mistress, the most outlandish ideas seemed acceptable. Even desirable. The thought of living in a huge mansion and acting as a girly French maid at my mistress's beck and call never failed to reduce me to a trembling puddle every time I thought of it. But in the cold light of day, doubts crept in. 
 
    After my latest submission to Ms. Robertson and her maid, once the two of them had used my body for their deviant pleasure, I'd been sent home again. Eventually. First, I had been kept overnight and made to serve as a suck and fuck toy for both of them. Once Ms. Robertson had fucked me while I was tied to the bench, I had been made to eat Tiffany's pussy. Then Ms. Robertson had demanded that Tiffany eat her pussy. That made our mistress so horny that she couldn't resist pounding me from behind again. When Ms. Robertson had finally tired of pleasure, she left me in the basement, still tied to the bench, still ready to be used. While Tiffany served her dinner upstairs, I lay in the darkness and waited for release. Then the two of them came back downstairs, and the whole degrading spectacle started all over again. 
 
    By the time they sent me home, I was worn out. My mouth and my pussy ached from the intrusion of their toys and tongues and fingers, and my legs were wobbly from pleasure. As reluctant as I was to leave Serena's mansion, I could hardly take any more. As soon as I got back to my apartment, I fell into bed and slept for hours. 
 
    I woke up with my hand between my legs. Pleasure already bloomed inside me. It was a new experience for me, after long weeks of being locked into the training corset. Suddenly I had the ability to touch myself again. And I did. I couldn't resist. Visions of all the things the two women had done to me tormented me with lust, and even orgasm barely seemed to diminish their power. I spent most of the next day in bed playing with myself, calling out the names of Tiffany and Ms. Robertson in my transports of physical ecstasy. Yet, each solitary orgasm only served to remind me that they couldn't compare with the real thing. The raw joy of serving Ms. Robertson, of being touched by her, of being used by her, was more powerful and more intoxicating than any sexual experience I had ever had. Finally, I was free to masturbate while I thought about her. But each lonely spasm of pleasure only left me feeling more hollow and empty. 
 
    Before I had been dismissed from Ms. Robertson's mansion,  Tiffany had been sent to get my house keys copied. Ms. Robertson told me firmly that from now on, her maid would come and go she pleased, without warning, without notice. And I nodded and meekly said yes, ma'am, as this unbelievable woman casually reordered the whole pattern of my life. As always, I had no way of knowing how long I would have to wait until my mistress decided to use me again. Luckily, this time, the wait was short. It was only two days after my latest adventure in Ms. Robertson's dungeon that Tiffany let herself into my apartment for the first time. 
 
    "Hello, slut," she grinned as she swept into the living room. I sat up on the couch, gazing at her in surprise. She was wearing a light blue dress that clung to every curve of her body, its hem ending at mid-thigh and revealing plenty of her long toned legs. The muscles of her thighs stood out as she walked in the high-heeled boots I had seen her wear before, the ones with the pointed toe and the glossy leather that simply screamed of sex. The tight curls of her blonde hair tumbled over her shoulders and down her back, and her trademark pink lips smiled as she looked at me. There was a garment bag slung over her shoulder. And just as I did every time I saw her, I gazed at Tiffany in disbelief of just how good she looked. Just how beautifully feminine, especially when I considered the way she had once been. Tiffany was a living testament to the transformational powers of Ms. Robertson's dominance. Just to look at the sexy maid was to be reminded of what our mistress could do. 
 
    Besides, looking at Tiffany was more than enough to get me going. Even as my surprise subsided, my desire grew. And excitement and nervousness merged together in the pit of my stomach as I wondered what new depravity I would be ordered to endure. 
 
    "Hello," I said carefully. Ms. Robertson had been abundantly clear about the hierarchy in her household. Tiffany had the right to order me around and dominate me just as Ms. Robertson did. But Tiffany had never taken any kind of title for herself. And so I wasn't sure quite what to call her. It seemed safest not to say anything at all. 
 
    "Did you miss me?" Tiffany stood in the center of my living room, a potent reminder of my other life that was steadily overtaking my regular one, and I didn't try to stop my eyes roaming over her beautiful body as I took it all in. She let me, too, standing with her free hand on one cocked hip, one booted foot forward as though posing for paparazzi on the red carpet. Tiffany knew how badly I wanted her. And like any woman, it turned her on to be reminded of it. 
 
    "Yes," I answered truthfully, while Tiffany giggled in that high girlish laugh she had. 
 
    "Have you been thinking about me and the naughty things I do to you while touching yourself?" The question was impertinent, and I felt my cheeks reddening as I opened my mouth to answer. But there was no point in lying. Tiffany was the person who understood my current position better than perhaps anybody else in the world. After all, she had been where I was now, though probably with a lot more confusion and doubt than even I was feeling. Ms. Robertson had changed everything about her, from where she lived to the way she looked to even her name. And as I looked at pretty Tiffany standing in my living room, I saw once again how little of the butch mechanic Ash remained. 
 
    "Yes," I admitted to another mocking giggle. 
 
    "That doesn't surprise me. After all, bimbo sluts like us don't have any other thoughts in our pretty little heads, do we?" 
 
    "No," I said slowly. Tiffany was like that sometimes. This new life was an act that she seemed to have internalized completely, but every now and then, I wondered. There were two of us now, in Ms. Robertson's service. Two of us that the beautiful dominant woman tormented and controlled.  Tiffany and I shared a bond that went far beyond kinky sex. And sometimes, I felt myself wishing I could talk to her. I mean, have a real conversation. But being reminded of her former life seem to make the maid uncomfortable. Besides, most of the time, I was too busy worrying about the changes in me to think too hard about Tiffany. 
 
    "Well, lucky for you, it's arrived." While my brow furrowed in confusion, Tiffany swept the garment bag of her shoulder and laid it down on the sofa beside me. She pulled down the zipper and stepped back, and I leaned forward in my seat to peer inside and see what she had brought. The dark luster of black latex shone up at me from within the bag, and I felt as though a fist in my chest clutched at my heart. I reached into the bag and felt the rubbery fabric under my fingertips as I lifted the latex maid's uniform out into the light. 
 
    Tiffany smiled as she watched me. Just looking at the garment sent a shiver of lust racing through my body. I thought of how sexy and submissive Tiffany looked in her uniform. It was strange to see it here, in the living room of my apartment. Even after all the wild acts that my place had been witness to recently. 
 
    “Is it –?”  
 
    "Yours? Yep. Ms. Robertson took your measurements last time you were in the dungeon, remember? I'm here to help you try it on." I gulped as Tiffany spoke. The simple truth was that there was a large part of me that wanted nothing more than to put the uniform on. But it scared me, too. It represented yet another level of submission to Ms. Robertson. As though I was losing my identity bit by bit, just the way Ash had as she transformed into Tiffany. Putting on the uniform would demonstrate that I was willing to lose myself and become nothing more than a servant of my mistress. As much as I wanted that, it was a scary thing to think about. 
 
    Tiffany waited. The toe of one boot tapped idly on the floor. She said nothing. Her eyes moved over me as she watched my reaction. She understood. She didn’t need to say anything to convince me of that. She knew not to push. 
 
    As I held the skimpy dress in my hands, I felt my resistance wilting as my desire bloomed. Ever since I'd seen Tiffany in her uniform, I had wondered how it would feel to wear such a thing. Now I was about to find out. 
 
    "Okay," I sighed. And Tiffany's smile bloomed on her pink lips as she dropped the purse she carried on her shoulder and stepped forward. Her hands reached out to me, lifting my T-shirt over my head, and desire raged inside me as a beautiful woman help me undress. She unfastened my jeans, and I pulled them down, stepping out of them. Tiffany giggled as she stepped closer to me, the front of her dress pressing against my boobs as she reached behind me to unfasten my bra. She pulled it down my arms and let it drop to the floor before reaching for my panties. She pulled those down too, and I pushed them to the floor, stepping out of them so that I was completely naked in front of Tiffany, remained fully dressed. The smell of her perfume tugged at my memories just as the feel of her hands did. Somehow, I resisted the urge to kiss her, even when her full pink lips hovered just in front of mine, that sly but infectious smile showing on her beautiful face. 
 
    "No underwear with this uniform," she said firmly, staring deep into my eyes. "Ever. And remember, when you're wearing it, you represent Ms. Robertson and her household. You represent me.  Once you put the uniform on, it becomes who you are. A maid. Don't forget that." 
 
    "Okay," I said. The suddenly serious tone of Tiffany's voice added to my fears and doubts. But the smooth latex felt like heaven under my fingers, and the thought of what the future held sent jolts of pleasure racing up and down my spine. With her little speech finished, the smile returned to Tiffany's face. And she reached forward, taking the maid's uniform from me and moving it through her hands. She lifted it above my head, and her smile grew brighter as I raise my arms and let her pull the fabric down over my body. I could smell the rubbery smell of the latex, could feel it already clinging to my body as she adjusted it. The flared skirt floated outward from my hips, barely long enough to cover my ass, so that I risked exposing myself every time I bent over. Of course, that was the point. And the latex stretched and creaked as Tiffany pulled it into place over my shoulders, the glossy fabric clinging tightly to me as she maneuvered it into place. I could see already that there was no need to wear a bra underneath the uniform. The latex was tight enough to keep my breasts lifted and supported, pushed together so that dramatic cleavage formed in the low neckline of the garment. 
 
    "Turn around," Tiffany said. I did as I was told, the short skirt swirling around my thighs in an unignorably feminine way as I turned my back on the other woman. Tiffany gathered up my hair and pushed it forward over one shoulder. I felt the dress tighten around my stomach, and I remembered the built-in corset it contained as Tiffany pulled on the laces. My breathing became shallow as she kept tightening, and even as I reveled in the feeling of constriction that I had missed ever since the training corset had been removed, Tiffany kept pulling. 
 
    "That's — that's enough, isn't it?" I said, pressing my hands to my rapidly shrinking stomach as the laces kept tightening. 
 
    "Not yet," Tiffany said, grunting with effort as she worked on the corset. "Ms. Robertson likes girls with narrow waists. You know that." I gasped as Tiffany pulled harshly on the laces again. My breasts shuddered and shook where I stood, forced to take small and rapid breaths that made them bounce in the latex that covered them. I could feel my nipples harden, and two visible bumps appeared in the fabric to demonstrate my arousal as Tiffany finally tied the corset laces behind me. I felt her hands on my waist as she gently turned me around to face her, and she smiled as she looked me up and down, running her hands over the dress. The feel of her fingers through the latex was incredible. The sensation of touch was heightened to an unbelievable level by the dress that hugged me like a second skin. And Tiffany knew it. Her smiling eyes gazed deep into mine, and she ran her hands over my body, my shoulders, my back, my stomach, and finally my boobs. I trembled and bit my lower lip as her thumbs found two bumps formed by my nipples underneath the latex and toyed with them. Beneath the tiny skirt, I could feel my pussy dampening. 
 
    " Feels nice, doesn't it?" Tiffany said. "I remember the first time I put it on. I couldn't believe I was going to wear something so ridiculous. But now? Now I miss it when I'm not wearing it. I'm almost jealous you get to put it on for the first time." 
 
    " Yeah," I said, my breathlessness only partly because of the tightness of the corset I wore. Tiffany was right. And I had been right too, when I wondered how would feel to wear the uniform. Of course it was humiliating, of course it was. It was also unbelievably sexy. And as Tiffany ran her eyes and her hands up and down my body, I felt again like the sex toy she and Ms. Robertson had turned me into, and it felt incredible. The hem of the flared skirt swished through my hands as I toyed with it, my body crying out as loudly as ever for pleasure while Tiffany teased me. 
 
    "You look amazing, you know," Tiffany said. I smiled at her praise as she stepped closer to me, my skirt crumpling between us as she wrapped her arms around my waist. A waist that was almost unbelievably narrow in a tight corset I wore, tighter even than the training corset had been. 
 
    "Thanks," I said. And then I moaned as Tiffany pressed her pink lips against mine, her tongue slipping into my mouth, my skin prickling wherever her hands touched me through the latex uniform. With one hand teasing my nipples through the latex, the other reached under my skirt, her fingers trailing expertly over my dripping pussy. I saw at once that the uniform was designed not to get in the way of sexual activity, and somehow, it made me feel even more vulnerable than I did naked. I remembered what Tiffany had said about Ms. Robertson's parties, and my heart spasmed again. But as Tiffany's mouth slipped from mine and began to move down my neck, I barely had time to think about that. I moaned, throwing back my head as she kissed my breasts, exposed in the low neck of the maid uniform while her hand continued to work between my thighs. I felt her hand on my shoulder, and I didn't resist as she pushed me down onto the sofa, my skirt immediately riding up around my hips as Tiffany climbed on top of me. She buried her face in my breasts, and I threw an arm around her shoulders as her fingers slid between the trembling lips of my pussy. 
 
    Tiffany was an expert when it came to the female body. Her fingers moved inside me, quickly seeking that magical spot of pleasure that she knew just how to find. I moaned in passion as she began to beckon my orgasm out of my body. I felt her teeth nip playfully at the exposed skin of my boob, and my legs trembled on either side of her as she continued to finger me until the juices of arousal poured freely out of my streaming pussy. I had been wearing the maid uniform for all of five minutes, and I could see that I was about to have my first orgasm while wearing it. The first, I could only hope, of many. If the dress had this effect on Tiffany, when she wore the same uniform every day of her life, I could only hope Ms. Robertson would find it just as appealing. 
 
    "Oh my God!" I threw back my head against the couch cushions as orgasm thundered through me. I heard Tiffany giggle, her breath warm against my cleavage as I trembled and shook underneath her. She raised her face to mine and kissed me again, deeply and passionately, and I held her tight, my hands running over her incredible body underneath the thin dress she wore. I began to lift her skirt, but my eyes opened in surprise as Tiffany pushed my hand away. Sitting up, she swept her blonde curls back from her face and smiled down at me. The pink flush in her cheeks echoed the one I could feel in my own as I stared up at her confused. 
 
    “Not now,” she explained. “Ms. Robertson didn’t give me permission.” 
 
    “She gave me permission?” 
 
    "She said I could do what I wanted with you," Tiffany grinned. " But I'm not to have an orgasm of my own." I opened my mouth to point out that our mistress wasn't there and couldn't possibly know what happened between the two of us. But then I reconsidered. I might wonder sometimes about how Tiffany truly felt about her mistress, but she'd never displayed even the slightest hint of disloyalty. And I remembered all too well the whipping the kinky maid had been only too happy to give me. Suggesting disobedience, I had no doubt, would earn me an even more severe punishment. 
 
    "There are shoes in the bottom of the bag," Tiffany said as she pulled it out from underneath her and passed it to me. "Put those on, too." Fishing the footwear out of the bag, I did as she said. The patent leather high-heels shone with the same black lustre as the uniform itself, the exact same shoes I had seen Tiffany wear. The heels were ridiculously tall, and I knew I would have to walk extremely carefully if I didn't want to fall. But that was what Ms. Robertson wanted, to see her maids tottering about on fuck-me shoes. It was as simple as that. 
 
    "Where does she get this stuff?" I asked, looking again at my skirt as I pulled it down to cover my dripping pussy as best as I could. I was already learning the perils of being turned on in a short dress with no panties underneath. But again, I knew that that was the whole point. Ms. Robertson would want to know when her slaves turned on. And for as long as I was wearing this uniform, I knew that would be almost all of the time. 
 
    “She makes it,” Tiffany said. “Didn’t you know?” 
 
    "She makes it?"  
 
    "Yes. That's what Ms. Robertson does. She owns a lingerie chain, and she designs and makes underwear. Some of it fetish stuff, like this. Some of it more regular. Sometimes, she has me model for her. Maybe she'll have you do the same." 
 
      
 
    "Model? I'm no model." 
 
    "Don't be too sure," Tiffany grinned. "Last week, you weren't a French maid, either. But now look at you." I could hardly argue with that. Sitting in my own apartment dressed as a slutty maid, I didn't feel in much of a position to argue with anything Tiffany was saying. I watched as she rose to her feet and bent over her purse where it lay on the floor, producing two small items that she held out in front of me. A stainless steel egg-shaped item was cupped in one palm. The other held a remote control. 
 
    "Put this into your pussy," Tiffany ordered. "I think you'll enjoy this next bit." Tentatively, I took the egg from her hand. Its surface was warm and smooth. Tiffany watched, smiling that smile of hers as I reached under my skirt and pressed the egg against my dripping lips. My own juices lubricated it as I slid it inside, gasping as I felt the toy pushing apart the walls of my pussy. I had seen things like this before, of course, though I had never used one. But as far as the firsts that Tiffany had introduced me to went, this one hardly rated. 
 
    Tiffany pressed a button on the remote control, and I shrieked in surprise as I felt the egg buzz inside me. Vibration spread from between my legs out through my body, and I panted in pleasure, my breath growing even shallower as the egg vibrated deliciously inside me. 
 
    "That should keep you nice and horny," Tiffany smiled as she released the button and the vibration subsided. "Anytime I like, I can just give you another little buzz and get you gasping for sex again." As she spoke, Tiffany pressed the button again, and I moaned as the vibrations returned. Tiffany giggled. She was right, of course. It's not as though she had any trouble getting me turned on whenever she wanted, but this toy made it almost too easy. And then, she shifted her thumb and pressed another button. I yelped in pain as the egg delivered a tiny electric shock, making me jump in my chair as my panicked eyes sought hers. 
 
    “It can hurt you, too,” Tiffany grinned. “In case you get any funny ideas.” 
 
    "Funny ideas? Like what?" I was almost afraid to ask. But from the smile on Tiffany's face, I could see she had been looking forward to this. 
 
    "Stand up," she ordered. "We're going to Ms. Robertson's house." 
 
    "We are? Okay. Let me change." And then, as I should've known it would, the egg delivered another electric shock deep inside me, stronger than the one before. I clutched frantically between my legs as I sank to my knees on the floor, my muscles spasming and shaking as the current passed through me. As abruptly as it had begun, it stopped. Tiffany stood above me, smiling down wickedly with the remote in her hand. 
 
    "Oh no," she said, her blonde curls swaying as she shook her head. "You're coming just the way you are. And when you're dismissed, you'll have to go home in that uniform too. That's what Ms. Robertson wants. Now, get up. You know it's a bad idea to keep her waiting." 
 
    I gazed up at Tiffany open-mouthed. The kinky maid loved nothing more than to humiliate me, but this was a new low. This was the building where I lived, and though I didn't know my neighbors very well, I certainly didn't want them to see me all dressed up like some fetish slut. I didn't even want strangers to see me like that. I dreaded the leering looks, the catcalls, the photos and videos that could end up who knew where? 
 
    But Tiffany smiled down at me, the remote in one hand and the other hand on her hip again, as though daring me to disobey. As though she wanted to shock me into compliance. There was no reason to believe she would hesitate to use her power over me. The woman had never been shy about disciplining me before. With a growing sense of horror and shame, I knew that I would have to comply. 
 
    “Now?” I meekly asked. 
 
    "Now," Tiffany confirmed. And she stepped back as I rose unsteadily to my feet. A shout of fear escaped my lips as she pressed the remote again, but this time, it was a pleasurable buzz that spread through me from the vibrator I wore. My cheeks burned with shame as I realized that she was once again using punishment and reward to train me to do what she wanted. That didn't make the pleasure any less. In fact, it only made it stronger. 
 
    "Good girl," Tiffany grinned. "Let's go. Time for your first day as Ms. Robertson's new maid." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    16. Her Training Begins
 
      
 
    My cheeks burned with shame. For all the things Ms. Robertson and Tiffany had put me through over the past few weeks, I had never experienced a humiliation quite like this one. The two of them lived in this world, a world of domination and submission, a world that was built in large part on this kind of humiliation. But now, we ran the risk of being exposed to civilians. People who knew nothing about me except that I lived close to them. People that I would have to see and interact with like a regular person. I kept my head down as I followed Tiffany out of the door of my apartment and toward the elevator. But like a condemned man on his way to the electric chair, I noticed everything. 
 
    The hallway outside was mercifully empty. Tiffany sauntered along in front of me as though there was nothing out of the ordinary about what we were doing. I felt the hem of the maid's uniform I wore brushing against my thighs with every step I took. I was painfully aware that I was wearing nothing underneath it, and that the flared skirt risked giving me away with every step I took. Combined with the ludicrously high heels I wore, it forced me to pay careful attention to every step. In fact, it was hard to keep up with Tiffany, who walked in her own heeled boots as though it was as natural as being barefoot. Long practice, I supposed, with another delicious shudder of fear. Once again, I was reminded of the unbelievable transformation that had changed Ash into Tiffany. The clearest demonstration I could imagine of Ms. Robertson's power. 
 
    I stood meekly beside Tiffany in the elevator as we sank to the ground floor, my hands clasped in front of me. Even if I had wanted to, I realized that it was impossible to be in any way defiant when dressed like I was. The kinky French maid uniform not only made me feel ridiculous, but it made me feel even more submissive than usual. The built-in corset gripped my torso with every breath I took, reminding me of what I had been reduced to. A sex toy for other women to use. Besides, the last thing I wanted to do was make a scene. The more quickly and more quietly we could get out of my building, the lower the chances of me being seen like this. I hoped Tiffany had parked nearby. 
 
    And as the elevator descended, the sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach was accompanied by a sudden bright burst of pleasure. Tiffany held the remote control in her hands, her eyes shining maliciously as she pressed the button. I bit my lip in a futile attempt to keep myself from moaning in pleasure, my hands gripping my skirt uselessly as I squeezed my legs together. The vibrating egg inside me sent waves of excitement swelling out from between my legs, and under the flared skirt, I could feel the warm juices of arousal running down the inside of my thighs. Tiffany giggled girlishly as she finally released her hold on the remote. My legs felt like jelly as the elevator doors parted, and she stepped out onto the ground floor, with me wobbling along behind her. As if it wasn't already hard enough to walk in my ridiculous outfit. 
 
    In the lobby of the building, we weren’t alone. Tiffany’s boot heels cracked on the tiled floor, and my own high heels clicked meekly along behind her. A couple stood in the lobby, just emerging from the mailroom. Their jaws dropped together as though they had been practicing as their eyes moved from Tiffany to me. I felt my cheeks burning, I quickly looked at the floor, uselessly trying to hide my face from my neighbors. But not so quickly that I didn’t notice the way the young woman’s expression of shock and disbelief was already turning to one of amusement. 
 
    Tiffany didn't say a word. Instead, she strode toward the door of the building, knowing I would follow. What choice did I have? I scampered along behind her, feeling the fresh air outside against the bare skin of my legs as we emerged onto the street. 
 
    More heads turned. Phones came out of pockets. I cringed inwardly, hurrying along as best as I could behind Tiffany and praying for the ordeal to end soon. People were pointing and laughing at me. Ordinarily, looking the way she did, Tiffany would have been the center of attention. But not now. Not now there was me, clad in a black latex French maid uniform in broad daylight, a character from some kinky fetish movie come to life right in my own neighborhood. My only hope was that people be too busy looking at my outfit and the deep cleavage it exposed, and not focusing on my face. Maybe, I hoped desperately, I would be recognized next time I was at home dressed normally. I tried not to think about the fact that Tiffany hadn't allowed me to bring a change of clothes with me. Whenever she or Ms Robertson finally decided to send me home, I would have to return dressed just as I was. 
 
    But although feelings of shame and disgrace echoed through my body like the tolling of some great ion bell, they weren't alone. As we walked down the street, the two of us forming the nucleus of a bubble that seemed to draw the attention of every bystander, Tiffany pressed the button on the remote again. I sobbed in pleasure as the ecstatic vibrations tore through me, my steps becoming stumbling and erratic as my legs trembled. Tiffany chuckled to herself, my pleasure and humiliation a private joke for her to enjoy. Barely able to believe what was happening to me, I followed her down the street until finally, mercifully, she stopped beside a car. 
 
    "Get in," she ordered. There was nothing I wanted to do more. My uniform flared up around me as I all but dived into the passenger seat of the car, pulling the door shut behind me and heaving as long and deep of a sigh as the tight corset of the uniform would allow. I was breathless from it and from the heart-pounding insanity of what we had just done. And I sat there vibrating with shame and masochistic pleasure as Tiffany circled around the car and climbed in to the driver's side. 
 
    "That was fun," she giggled. "That's given your neighbors something to talk about, anyway." 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned, closing my eyes for a moment as I leaned back in my seat. “What are they going to think about me?” 
 
    "They'll think the truth," Tiffany said, one hand on the steering wheel as she turned to face me. "They'll think you're a kinky submissive slut who gets off on being used and abused. I mean, that's what you are, isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes," I gasped, "but — ow!" my words were cut off by a yelp of pain as Tiffany pressed a different button on the remote, the one that delivered a sharp electric shock to my most vulnerable parts. She laughed out loud as I squirmed in discomfort. The shock didn't last long, nor was it especially powerful. But it was all she needed to remind me of what she could do if she wanted. My hands were free, but they might as well have been tied for all the control I had. I was hers to play with. Until she delivered me to our mistress. 
 
    "No buts," Tiffany said. "That's what you are. Besides, I wouldn't worry about what the neighbors think. Serve Ms. Robertson properly, and they won't be your neighbors for long. She'll move you into the house with us, and you'll be a full-time maid before you know it." The car's engine roared into life. Tiffany's pretty eyes flickered from one mirror to another as she pulled out of her parking space and eased into the road. I lay back in my chair, still panting breathlessly. Ms. Robertson had discussed this with me before, as much as she discussed anything. More correctly, she had told me it might happen. And the idea had both thrilled and terrified me, the way it seemed most of her ideas were destined to do. In the heat of the moment, when my desire was at the peak, every outlandish idea she or Tiffany came up both seem like the best thing I'd ever heard. And lately, I seemed to spend more and more time at that suggestible peak.  
 
    That didn't mean that doubts didn't creep in every once in a while. What Ms. Robertson proposed was a complete change in lifestyle, a change I knew I would struggle to come back from. How do you explain the gap on your resume that you spent as the fuck toy of a beautiful dominatrix? For all her commanding authority, Ms. Robertson had made it clear that I could end this game anytime I wanted. And I knew I didn't want that. But the thought of making a commitment as irrevocable as Tiffany had never failed to terrify me. 
 
      
 
    “Do you think so?” 
 
    "I know so," Tiffany smiled. "Ms. Robertson has been very impressed with how quickly you've come along. But I told her, you're a natural submissive slut. Not like me. She had to completely break me before I would agree to this life. But you? You want this. Don't pretend you don't." 
 
    "I do," I said. Even giving voice to those two words seemed abnormally hard, as though I had to drag them out of some hidden depth inside me. "I mean, I think I do. But how do you know? What if I change my mind? What if I quit my job and give up my house to live with you guys full-time, and then decide I don't want to anymore? What if — oh my God!" My words trailed off into a desperate whine as Tiffany pressed the button on the remote control and sent pleasure soaring inside me again. She held the remote in one hand, pressed against the steering wheel so that she could activate it as she drove us through the busy streets. Right there in my chair, I felt the egg vibrating urgently inside me, the juices of my desire pouring out of my streaming pussy unhindered by underwear as I squirmed naked underneath the fetish outfit. I gripped my thighs, not knowing myself whether I wanted to resist the pleasure or go with it, to ride it over the edge of orgasm and cum right there and then in the car with Tiffany. But it didn't matter what I wanted. That wasn't what Tiffany had in mind. 
 
    The vibrations stopped as abruptly as they had started, leaving me gasping and squirming, wringing my hands in my lap as I longed for that last push over the cliff. Tiffany knew exactly what she was doing. The same things, I knew, had been done to her to transform her into the perfect submissive maid that she was now. I had no idea how long she had been in Ms. Robertson's service. But I wondered if my arrival was the first time Tiffany had gotten to exert any kind of dominance of her own. Clearly, it was something she enjoyed. I could see that on every line of her pretty face as she sat beside me, beaming with triumph as she steered the car through the city toward our mistress's house. 
 
    "Don't worry so much." Tiffany's eyes were on the road ahead as she drove through the streets. "You know you love this life. You've never even been close to using a safe word. No matter what Ms. Robertson does to you, no matter what I do to you, you love it. You know you do." 
 
    "Yeah," I sighed. The maddening thing was that Tiffany was right. Every scene I had been involved in had been a dizzying rush for me. I hadn't protested when Ms. Robertson played with me in my workplace, or when Tiffany did. I hadn't argued when they strapped me into a training corset and took complete control of my sexual release. I hadn't resisted now, when Tiffany led me through the streets in my fetish maid's uniform. If none of that was enough to scare me off, what more could they do? I was reluctant to think about it. Because Ms. Robertson had demonstrated over and over again that she had an imagination far more creative than mine. There was no way of anticipating what delights and torments lay ahead for me.  
 
    But even as I considered it, I felt again that faint shiver of delight, the nervous excitement that came from contemplating all that might lie ahead. The dark hints I had been given up to that point only served to keep my mind bubbling over with the possibilities. Between that and the faint afterglow of the vibrations of the egg inside me, the feel of it lodged inside my dripping pussy, it was almost too much. Just like Tiffany said. In a contest between my caution and my lust, my lust would always win. It was obvious to her, and it should have been obvious to me too. 
 
      
 
    “Do you ever regret it?” Tiffany smiled without looking at me. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Never?” 
 
    "Never." Tiffany's voice was firm, her blonde curls bouncing on her shoulders as she shook her head. "My old life — there was a lot of anger there. A lot of shame. I wasn't comfortable with who I was, but I didn't know what to do about it. Ms. Robertson did. She saw this side of me that even I didn't know existed. And that's what she brought out when she made me Tiffany. And I love being Tiffany. I love belonging to Ms. Robertson. I can't imagine anything else. Give it some time, and you won't be able to either." I nodded slowly. Her words were reassuring, even if I struggled to believe they were true. After all, Tiffany had made much more of a lifestyle change that I was being asked to. No one had talked about changing my name yet, of erasing my entire identity. Being Ms. Robertson's maid would be a thrilling humiliation for me, but I didn't feel it would change the core of who I was the way it must've done for Ash. If she could take it, why couldn't I? 
 
    And as I looked over at the other woman, watching her drive, the fading sunlight lighting up her golden hair and casting soft shadows on the delicate features of her pretty face, I felt lust stirring inside me again. Say what you want about Tiffany, but she was a woman who got to explore her sexuality in a way very few women do. That was the same deal that was being offered to me. In some strange and paradoxical way, submitting to Ms. Robertson seemed to have made Tiffany free, even while her mistress controlled every aspect of her life. It was part of why Tiffany fascinated me so much. Because in her own way, she represented one possible future for me. 
 
    "Do you love her?" I asked. My voice was soft as I spoke, and a new type of nervousness bubbled inside my gut. Tiffany generally didn't like to talk about her past. Almost from the day we had met, I had been trying to have the same conversation with her, and she usually resisted. But this time, Tiffany paused before answering. The clicking of her turn signal was loud in the car as we waited at a traffic light, and she said nothing. 
 
    “Yes, I do,” Tiffany said at last as she steered the car down another street. 
 
    "Does she love you?" 
 
    "You'd have to ask her that," Tiffany said. "But that's probably not wise. You're a maid now. It's not our place to question our mistress." 
 
    "I know that," I said. "But it's just the two of us talking here. If we're going to — if I'm going to — be like you, I'm guessing we're going to spend a lot of time together. We should try to be friends." 
 
    "Friends?" Tiffany smiled as she spoke, but it wasn't a warm expression that showed on her face as she continued to drive.  "You know, sometimes, just when I think you're starting to understand what's going on here, you say something like that that makes me doubtful again. We're not here to be friends. We're here because Ms. Robertson wants us to serve her, and that's what we want too. That's all that matters. She didn't bring you here to be my friend. She brought you here to be trained." 
 
    “I know that,” I said. “I’m not trying to deny it. But she hasn’t said we can’t be friends, has she?”  
 
    "You want to be my friend? After everything I've done to you?" 
 
    "Sure," I shrugged. Turning in my seat, I laid one hand on Tiffany's knee, feeling the smooth bare skin of her leg beneath the hem of her dress. "Why not? I know you're just doing what you're told. The same as I do." 
 
    “Doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy it,” Tiffany said. 
 
    "I know that," I said quietly. "But as you know, I enjoy it too." The car chimed as I unfastened my seatbelt. I leaned forward, my movements driven by the monstrous lust that boiled inside me. We had been having a serious conversation, but Tiffany looked the way she looked. I felt the way I felt, all dressed up in my ridiculous French maid's outfit. I felt like exactly what Tiffany called me, a fuck toy, an object to be summoned and used for the pleasure of others.  
 
    And it turned me on. It turned me on to think that this might end up being my life, a full-time reality instead of an occasional game. For all the terror it inspired, it excited me too. And the feel of the vibrating egg between the wet walls of my pussy only spurred me on as I bent over Tiffany's lap, pushing her dress higher on her thighs. 
 
      
 
    Tiffany laughed. But she didn't stop me. In fact, she parted her legs even further as she drove. Between her thighs, I could see her pussy. As per Ms. Robertson's edict, Tiffany wore no underwear. And there was the tattoo that proclaimed her Ms. Robertson's property, right above Tiffany's womanhood, the tattoo that never failed to make my stomach spasm in disbelief and nervousness every time I saw it. The tattoo that I couldn't help wondering might eventually be applied to my own body, too. Would I resist that? If I did, it would be the first of Ms. Robertson's wild ideas I stood up to. No, I thought to myself with a sense of deepening desire, most likely I would let her do it just like I let her do everything else. Because it was no more than the shameful truth. I barely knew Ms. Robertson, yet I already felt completely owned by her. As completely as Tiffany evidently was. 
 
    Tiffany kept driving as I lowered my head between her legs. Her pussy tasted delicious as I ran my tongue over the sensitive folds, as delicious as the soft moan that rose from her throat above me. My position was awkward as I kneeled on the passenger seat, arching my body over the center console to reach her. But Tiffany didn't pull over. I didn't stop. I licked and lapped at her pussy as she drove us down the road, serving her not because I had been told to but for the sheer thrill of doing so. I felt like such a slut as I made out with her pussy there in the car where anyone could see, the tiny skirt of my maid's outfit riding up around me as I hunched over her lap. Instantly, Tiffany's moans and gasps of pleasure grew greater as I ate her out. 
 
    Between my legs, the egg buzzed. I moaned with a desperate pleasure of my own, my lips vibrating against hers as I gasped and trembled on the car seat. Inspired by pleasure, I drove my tongue between her silken folds more forcefully, chasing the heat and wetness of her orgasm while she gasped and moaned about me. The egg buzzed again, and a fresh load of juices poured down the inside of my shaking thighs. 
 
    I heard a truck honk. My cheeks burned with shame, but I never lifted my face from Tiffany's lap. My ass and pussy were completely exposed by the short skirt I wore, framed in the window of the car as I crouched over the other woman. But I didn't care. And as the egg continued to buzz inside me, I even found a strange pleasure in being watched. Suddenly, I didn't care who saw. The thought of how we must luck, me dressed up in my ridiculous French maid uniform pleasuring Tiffany as she drove, excited me more than I would ever have believed possible. And I channeled that excitement into eating Tiffany out as she continued to steer us through the streets. 
 
    My pussy spasmed. The egg buzzed, sending its powerful vibration spreading out through my body. I gasped and panted, losing the rhythm of my tongue as pleasure swept through me. I was going to cum right there and then, and I wanted it as badly as I have wanted anything. I ached for it, trembled for it, would have begged for it if my mouth wasn't busy pleasing Tiffany. And finally, my orgasm tore through me, making me tremble and groan next to Tiffany in the car as I gasped and panted with pleasure. 
 
    "Don't stop," Tiffany said above me. "We're almost there." Her own voice sounded strained with the pleasure I was giving her, and even as the egg stopped buzzing inside me and the last tremors of orgasm passed through me, I kept licking her pussy as though nothing was more important in all the world. I devoted myself to my task, losing myself in the pleasure of another the way a good fuck toy should.  
 
    And Tiffany kept on driving. I had to marvel at her self-control as I felt her pussy spasm and tremble against my tongue. I knew her whole body was awake with pleasure, but she kept driving as though nothing was happening. And finally, I felt the car surge as it climbed the long sloping driveway to Ms. Robertson's mansion. 
 
      
 
    Pulling to a halt in front of the door, Tiffany killed the engine. Her fingers tangled in my hair as she lifted my face from between her thighs. Her eyes were glowing with pleasure, her cheeks flushed. She smiled at me. And then, as though some in a debate with herself, she pulled my face toward hers. She kissed me, and I kissed her back, our tongues sliding over each other. She must have been tasting herself on my mouth, and I knew it wouldn't be the first time. That thought, too, was enough to send another dart of submissive pleasure racing through me. 
 
    Finally, Tiffany pushed me away. I sat back on my knees, panting breathlessly in the tight corset that made my boobs swell in the front of my dress. Tiffany's eyes moved up and down my body, the delighted grin still showing on her face as she sized me up. 
 
    “Wipe your face,” she ordered. “You need to look presentable for Ms. Robertson.” 
 
    "Is she here?" I sat down in my seat, flipping down the car's sun visor so that I could use the tiny mirror inside. Tiffany was right; my lips and cheeks were shining with her abundant juices, and my hair was a mess. I did what I could to fix myself up, running my fingers through my hair and wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, careful not to smudge my lipstick. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Tiffany said. “She might be, or she might not. But that doesn’t matter. I’m going to handle your training. And I hope you’re going to be a good girl for me.” 
 
    “Yes, Tiffany,” I said in the meekest and most submissive voice I could manage. Tiffany laughed out loud as I turned to her, my body still trembling with desire for her. She knew it. Opening her door, she stepped out of the car, and there was nothing I could do but follow her as she led me to the front door of the house. 
 
    She pushed the door aside, and I followed. As the door swung shut behind us, I felt again the increasingly familiar sensation of nervous excitement I felt whenever I was in Ms. Robertson's house. Every time I came here, strange and beautiful things happened. And I had never come here like this. Dressed and ready to serve. I didn't know whether I hoped that she was home or not. All by herself, Tiffany was enough for me. Ms. Robertson, beautiful as she was, was almost too much. 
 
    "Come on," Tiffany said, her voice all business now as she led me deeper into the house. "I need to get changed. You can help me with that. Then we can get started." 
 
    “Yes, Tiffany,” I said again, but with a little less conviction this time. Our footsteps echoed on the tiled floor as she led me deeper into the sprawling house. Toward an uncertain but thrilling future. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    17. Her Mistake
 
      
 
    The small room smelled of rubber. It didn't take me long to figure out why. I'd never been to this part of the house before. Until that point, my adventures in Ms. Robertson's house had been confined to her well-equipped basement dungeon. But these few rooms on the ground floor were what Tiffany referred to as the maid's quarters. A small windowless room functioned as a kind of walk-in closet, and a rod on one wall was hung with several latex French maid uniforms just like the one I was wearing.  
 
    Other than that, there was a large dressing table against one wall with a huge well-lit mirror above it. It was like something you'd expect to see in the dressing room of the theater. Its surface was almost covered with various cosmetics, and I didn't have to check inside the drawers to guess that there was more there. 
 
    As we entered the room, Tiffany shed her dress at once. She dropped it into a laundry basket at the far end of the room. I watched as she bent to unzip her boots and kicked them off. Then she shed her bra and dropped that into the laundry basket too. Completely naked and completely unashamed in front of me, she crossed the room toward another closet that she opened and put the boots inside. From the brief glimpse I got through the open doors, I saw that it contained Tiffany's street clothes, the outfit she wore when she was allowed to leave the house. All of them, from what I'd seen so far, totally feminine and deeply sexy. But nothing like what I was wearing. 
 
    Tiffany stepped past me. I smelled the intoxicating scent of her perfume as she reached for one of the uniforms that hung from the rod. She removed it from its hanger, replacing the hanger on the rod, and then handed the dress to me. Her eyes shone with mischief as she looked up at me, shorter now that she wore no shoes while I still tottered in my uncomfortable high heels. 
 
    "Put it on me," she said. As she spoke, she raised her arms above her head, and I lifted the dress as I stepped toward her. I felt her bare breasts brushing against the latex of my own uniform, and I tried to control my desire as another faint trickle of juices ran down the inside of my leg. How did Tiffany walk around in these uniforms with no underwear all day without leaving puddles everywhere she went? Being dressed like this was turning me on in a way I never would have thought it could, and it was hard to imagine ever getting used to being dressed up like this. 
 
    My arousal was only heightened as I drew Tiffany's dress down over her body. The shiny latex stretched as it clung to every curve of her. On her instruction, I gently maneuvered her boobs into place inside the dress before adjusting her skirt around her hips. She turned, and I drew on the laces of her corset, the tight dress becoming even tighter around her with every pull. 
 
    "Tighter," she instructed, and I did as I was told. She had an hourglass figure anyway, but the built-in corset of the maid's uniform sculpted her body to ludicrous proportions. I could barely believe how tiny her waist became before she told me to stop pulling on the laces and tie the dress shut. It made me breathless just look at her. 
 
    "Shoes," she brusquely ordered. I turned to see a row of identical patent leather pumps lining the floor below the uniforms. I crouched on the floor and picked up a pair, turning back to Tiffany with the shoes in my hands as she raised one foot. I slid the shoes into place one by one, while Tiffany balanced above me with enviable grace. Getting dressed like this was all routine for her by now. Then again, I wondered if she had ever had another maid do it for her. More likely, I supposed, she was the one who had to dress Ms. Robertson. I tried unsuccessfully to blink away the image that erupted in my mind of Tiffany serving the dominant woman. I would be seeing the real thing for myself soon enough, I knew. 
 
    "Now, makeup," Tiffany said. Her dress swished around her as she turned and bounced over to the dressing table. Quite the pair we made, both now dressed up in our fetish French maid uniforms. Ready to serve. Another tremor ran through me as I watched Tiffany reach for a makeup brush. I could see myself in the large mirror, standing behind her, wearing the same sexy outfit she wore. There was only our hair color to tell us apart, her blonde curls contrasting beautifully with the shiny black latex, whereas my own dark hair matched it more closely. 
 
    Tiffany was already wearing makeup, of course. I had never seen her without it. But Ms. Robertson, I had come to learn, had high standards. She expected her maids to be beautiful at all times. And Tiffany evidently took her duty seriously. I watched in a kind of dull amazement as Tiffany transformed herself, adjusting her makeup to a less subtle style that made her eyes sparkle in deep wells of shadow and her lips shine like the pink petals of a rose. When she was finally done, she turned in her seat to face me. 
 
    “Are you good at makeup?” She asked. 
 
    "Not that good," I said. She smiled. The truth was, I really only wore cosmetics on special occasions. It always seemed like an unnecessary chore to me if I wasn't on a date or something. Besides, until Ms. Robertson had come along, I tended to date women who preferred the natural look. Although I was never even half as butch as Ash was, I liked girly girls myself. Just like Ms. Robertson did. That was a big part of what made it so humiliating to now be the one who was supposed to look pretty and feminine. 
 
    "Come here," Tiffany said, patting the seat beside her. I sat down as ordered, flared skirts rustling against one another as we shared the small bench. Tiffany picked up a brush, and I close my eyes as she began to apply it to my face. 
 
    "I'm going to give you a pink lip too," she said thoughtfully, almost as though she was talking to herself. "I think we should match, at least for now. Ms. Robertson might have other ideas on that, though. Usually she lets me choose my own makeup, but she'll tell me if there's something she doesn't like. Or if somebody else has a preference." 
 
    “Somebody else?” I asked. 
 
    "Ssshhh," Tiffany said, gripping my chin in one hand while her other smeared makeup on my lips. She followed it up with a coat of lipgloss. I rub my lips together when she told me to, making sure the color was evenly applied. Then she went to work on my eyelids. I sat meekly beside her, allowing her to doll me up, knowing that there was no point resisting. If this was what Ms. Robertson wanted, this was what Ms. Robertson would get. 
 
    "There," Tiffany finally said. I opened my eyes as she set down her mascara. The process had been lengthy, far more lengthy than any cosmetic procedure I had ever done myself. But as I turned toward the large mirror, I gasped as I saw what looked like a different woman looking back at me. Tiffany had contoured my makeup expertly, seeming to change the shape of my face, bringing out my cheekbones and jawline and eyes. 
 
    “Do you like it?” Tiffany giggled beside me. 
 
    "Yes," I panted, almost surprised myself. This wasn't my kind of thing at all — at least, I hadn't thought so. But I couldn't deny the results. Looking at myself in the mirror, I felt like I looked good. If not as pretty as Tiffany, still pretty nonetheless. The fact that I was going through all this to please another woman who might not even be in the building only made the whole adventure that much more exciting. 
 
    "Good," Tiffany smiled. "With a bit of practice, you'll learn to do it yourself. You learn to enjoy it. It's fun. I never thought I'd say it, but it's the truth. It's fun getting all dressed up for Ms. Robertson. 
 
    " 
 
    Numbly, I nodded. I could see that much myself already. While I sat beside Tiffany staring at myself in the mirror, I was all too conscious of the vibrating egg still buried inside my body. My pussy spasmed around it, a constant reminder of my new status as a pleasure toy for the use of others. 
 
    "The only problem is it can be hard to maintain," Tiffany went on. "You have to reapply every time anyone uses your face. With a pretty face like that, that could be a lot." Tiffany giggled again as I turned to her. I could still taste her pussy on my tongue as I gazed at her, could still feel the excitement that had gripped me in the car. Tiffany looked even more desirable now than she had then, dressed up and made up just as I was according to Ms. Robertson's tastes. Mindful of my makeup, I tried to resist the urge to drop to my knees right there and then and begin making out with Tiffany's pussy all over again. 
 
    "Okay, stand up," Tiffany ordered. "Time to show you around." As she spoke, Tiffany stood too, smoothing her flared skirt with both hands as she stepped away from the dressing table. I followed her as she led me out of the dressing room, to an open door next to it. Tiffany stood in the doorway, pointing into another windowless room that looked exactly the same size as the dressing room. Only this one had no closets. The only furniture had was a narrow bed pushed against one wall. As we stepped inside, I saw that at the back of the room there was another door that led to a tiny alcove containing a toilet and a sink. The white walls were bare. In the ceiling, next to the bright light that shone down, a black half-sphere of glass protruded. 
 
    “That’s a camera,” Tiffany explained, following my eyes upward. “Ms. Robertson could be watching any time. Knowing that helps naughty girls like you behave a little better.” 
 
    “What is this place?” Tiffany’s blonde curls bounced as she shook her head, a cheeky smile on her face at my naivety. 
 
    "These are the maid's quarters," Tiffany explained, as though the answer was obvious. "If you come to live with us, this will be your room. I have one just like it on the other side of the dressing room." 
 
    “This is where you live?” 
 
    “When Ms. Robertson doesn’t need me elsewhere,” Tiffany shrugged. I tried to ignore the growl of lust inside me as her breasts bounced in the tight corset of her maid’s uniform. “I spend the night in here. The door unlocks automatically in the morning when it’s time to start work. Ms. Robertson can override it at any time, of course.” 
 
    “She locks you in?”  
 
    "Of course," Tiffany giggled with another shrug. "Unless she wants me elsewhere, I'm locked in here all night." As she spoke, Tiffany pushed the door half shut. It was a solid wood door with a substantial lock that, now that I looked at it, I saw had no keyhole. It must be electronically operated somehow. I shook my head in disbelief, even as desire bubbled inside me. 
 
    “That’s crazy, Tiffany,” I said. 
 
    "Well, you know how Ms. Robertson is," Tiffany smiled. "She likes to have things her way." That was an understatement. I knew for a fact that I would never forget being locked in the cage downstairs, waiting to be used by the beautiful dominatrix who owned the house. But the idea that Tiffany lived full-time in a situation like that was mind-blowing. I wasn't sure what exactly I expected, but to see the reality in front of me only brought home the bizarre situation I had stumbled into. The room was like a cell, little better than the cage downstairs, even if it had walls instead of bars. The camera in the ceiling made that irrelevant. To live in this plain room, constantly under threat of surveillance, only allowed out when our mistress decided — the life Tiffany was living was unbelievable. And the fact that she enjoyed it so much was perhaps the most shocking thing of all. 
 
    "Come on," Tiffany said, her skirt whispering around her thighs as she led me back out of the room. "There's not much to see in here. And to be honest, I don't spend a lot of time in my room. Ms. Robertson always seems to find some other use for me. Maybe with you around, that'll change. It might lessen the workload. Or not." As I followed Tiffany back out into the echoing hallway of the mansion, I thought I detected a new note in her voice. 
 
    "Does it make you jealous?" I asked. "Having Ms. Robertson play with me, I mean?" Without breaking stride, Tiffany turned her head to look at me over her shoulder. She was smiling as brightly as ever, that flawless smile of hers that I never knew just how much I should believe in. 
 
    “Maids don’t get to be jealous,” she said. “Ms. Robertson was very clear about that when she told me about you. She doesn’t want any tension between us. Not that kind of tension, anyway.” 
 
    "I know, but —" I tried before trailing off. Tiffany turned her head away again as she led me through the house. With what she had told me in the car, the fact that she loved her mistress, it was hard to imagine she didn't feel some tinge of jealousy on my arrival. I had no intention of replacing her in Ms. Robertson's affections, but if I had been in love with the woman instead of simply madly in lust the way I was, I couldn't imagine the thought wouldn't have crossed my mind. It was a politician's answer she had given me, a way of talking around the question without ever answering it. 
 
    "This is the kitchen, obviously," Tiffany said as she led me into a huge and spotless room. I'd never seen a kitchen like it, at least not in a single person's house. You could've fed a hundred people with the gleaming steel appliances that shone in the high ceiling room. The fridge alone seemed almost the size of the kitchen in my apartment. An apartment that was looking more and more inadequate by the minute. 
 
    “Can you cook?” Tiffany asked. 
 
    "I'm okay," I said. The smile never left Tiffany's face as she shook her head. 
 
    “Okay isn’t good enough for Ms. Robertson,” she said. “But you’ll learn. I did.” 
 
    “You cook for her?” Tiffany nodded. 
 
    "I cook for her. I clean for her. I do her laundry. I do everything. I serve Ms. Robertson in any and every way she sees fit. I told you, it's not all bondage and pussy eating and kinky sex. Being a maid means actually being a maid. It's a real job. Just one with unusual benefits." 
 
    "Except real jobs pay," I said. "And a regular boss doesn't lock you in a room at night." 
 
    As soon as the words were out of my mouth, I knew I’d made a terrible mistake. Tiffany turned to face me, her hair whirling around her face as she pivoted. She was no longer smiling. Instead, her blue eyes blazed with the fire of anger. And I remembered suddenly who this woman really was, and what she was capable of. 
 
    “You want to go home right now?” She snapped. 
 
    “No, Tiffany, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean —” 
 
    "Shut the fuck up," Tiffany barked. "Stay there." Without another word, she strode past me, storming toward the door. Fear bristled all along my spine as I listened to her footsteps receded through the echoing house. I'd gone too far. I didn't know what had possessed me to talk to her that way. Maybe I had been lulled by the growing cameraderie I was feeling for her, now that we were both dressed the same and performing the same function. But I remembered again what Ms. Robertson had said, that I would be junior to Tiffany in all things. She would have the right to punish me. I squirmed on the spot as I waited for her to return. 
 
    I heard her coming long before I saw her. Finally, Tiffany swept through the door of the kitchen toward me. My heart sank as I saw what she carried in her hands. Clearly, she had been down to the dungeon to retrieve a few of Ms. Robertson’s tools. 
 
    “Please, Tiffany,” I tried. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    "Shut up." Tiffany gripped my arm in a vice-like grip, and I winced from the pain. Despite her size, she was surprisingly strong. And even as fear rose inside me, I didn't try to fight her. She pinned my arms behind my back, and I felt her attaching a pair of leather cuffs. Next, she grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back. As I cried out, she stuffed a rubber ball inside my mouth. I felt her fasten the strap around the back of my head, holding the ball gag in place. She pushed me forward, and I bent over the huge marble-topped island in the center of the kitchen, feeling the cold stone against the skin of my boobs exposed by the maid's outfit. Tiffany lifted my skirt. 
 
    "Spread your legs, slut," she snarled. Something tapped against the inside of my thighs to emphasize her command. Terrified, I did as I was told, standing with my feet apart. I knew what was coming next. The thin whine of a riding crop slashed the air, and a loud slap reverberated around the kitchen as it made contact with my bare ass. For a moment, everything was calm. And then the pain exploded like a red flare across my skin, my beaten ass feeling hot where it been struck.  
 
    But Tiffany was all business. Ignoring my muffled cries that managed to make their way past the ball gag that filled my mouth, she struck again and again. I whimpered and squirmed, bent over the kitchen island, unable to do anything except take it as Tiffany whipped me. And even beyond the physical pain, I felt the regret of my own stupid actions. I shouldn't have said a word. I'd pushed things too far with Tiffany, and even as I was doing it, I knew it was a bad idea, but I did it anyway. It's not that I thought I deserved this punishment. After all, all I did was make one snide comment. But I could hardly be surprised. Tiffany and Ms. Robertson had both made my position very clear, and talking back wasn't part of it. 
 
      
 
    Above the loud cracking of the whip and my gagged cries of pain, I didn't hear anything else. I didn't hear a pair of high heels echoing on the floor, coming steadily toward us. I didn't know anybody else was present until Tiffany suddenly stopped. Panting in pain, I raise my head from where it lay on the kitchen island at the sound of Ms. Robertson's voice. 
 
    "What's going on here?" she asked. Tiffany was panting almost as breathlessly as I was as she turned to her mistress, the riding crop dangling from one hand. 
 
    "I was punishing the new girl, ma'am," Tiffany answered meekly. It was always startling to see the rapid change in her, from a woman who seemed perfect comfortable dominating me to one who submitted immediately to Ms. Robertson. In its way, it contributed to the aura of unquestionable power the other woman projected. And her beauty was part of that, too. Even as my legs trembled from holding me up and my ass burned with the pain of the whip, I noticed what Ms. Robertson was wearing. A black sleeveless sheath dress that clung to her body in all the right places, making her look more ready for a cocktail reception than a late afternoon at home. Her outfit was completed with patent leather ankle boots with a rounded toe and an incredibly high heel, silver buckles shining against the black leather from the top of her foot to her shin. Just like she always did, Ms. Robertson moved in impractical high heels as though they were a natural part of her body. Slowly, she walked across the huge kitchen, and every footstep seemed to echo my desperate heartbeats as I watched her approach. 
 
    "What did she do?" She spoke to Tiffany, but Ms. Robertson's eyes were fully on me. Standing over me, she ran the back of her hand slowly over my cheek, over the leather strap that kept the ball gag in place. I trembled beneath her as she petted me like an animal, unable to ignore the fact that it felt good to be touched by her even in such a humiliating way. I stared up at her, pleading silently with my eyes. If she wanted to, she could stop Tiffany from whipping me anymore with simply a word. But even if I hadn't been gagged, I'm not sure I would have dared ask her to do such a thing. 
 
    “She talked back,” Tiffany said. Ms. Robertson’s dark hair bounced as she nodded, as though she had expected nothing less. 
 
    "Bad idea," Ms. Robertson said. "But I'm sure she'll learn. I'm trusting you to teach her what her place in my household is, Tiffany." 
 
    "Of course, ma'am," Tiffany said. Ms. Robertson's startling blue eyes were still on me. Every time I saw her, I was struck anew by her beauty, the beauty that bewitched me from the first time I saw her. The irresistible beauty that had gotten me here, in this ridiculous position, dressed up and tied up and being mercilessly whipped for a minor transgression. Ms. Robertson's eyes moved over my body, and I felt a shiver pass through me as though I could feel her gaze. 
 
    “She does look cute in her uniform, though,” Ms. Robertson conceded. “It fits well, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Tiffany conceded. 
 
    "I'll get some more made on the same pattern." Ms. Robertson's hand moved over my body as she spoke, over my back, over my artificially narrowed waist, tugging at the skirt around my hips. I remembered what Tiffany had said, that this was where her money came from, that Ms. Robertson designed lingerie for a living and clearly did very well out of it. It was hard to believe there was so much money in kinky garments. Then again, of all things that were hard to believe about what was going on around me, that one rated pretty low. 
 
    "See what happens when you're naughty?" Ms. Robertson said, finally addressing herself to me. I moaned around the gag that filled my mouth. Ms. Robertson smiled wickedly as she watched me squirm. "You should listen to Tiffany here. I know it seems like she's being mean to you now, but really, she's helping you. Training you to serve me better. And believe me, it's better for you to be punished by her than by me. If I have to train you myself, you'll both be very, very sorry." Her beautiful smile was at odds with the terror her words inspired in me. Somehow, I didn't doubt what she said. After all, Tiffany was living proof of the transformation Ms. Robertson could bring about. Her beauty and her innate sexiness made one hell of a carrot, but I didn't think for a minute that she spared the stick, either. 
 
    "Come here, Tiffany." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany stepped forward at once, her own high heels echoing on the kitchen floor as she stood beside her mistress. Ms. Robertson took the riding crop from her hand, placing her other hand on the maid's shoulder. She pushed down, and Tiffany sank at once to her knees, her whole attention on her mistress now as she crouched on the floor in front of her. Without a word, Ms. Robertson pulled up the skirt of her dress, wiggling her hips from side to side as she raised it. Finally, once it was bunched up around her hips, she pulled down her panties and let them fall to the floor. From where I was bent over the kitchen island, I had a close-up view as Ms. Robertson leaned back, and Tiffany leaned forward. The kinky maid knew exactly what was expected of her. Without needing to be told, she immediately began to kiss and lick Ms. Robertson's pussy. And while the dominant woman groaned in pleasure, I felt my own desire bubbling inside me. Below my beaten ass, my Percy convulsed, my juices running once again down the inside of my legs as I watched. Behind the gag, my mouth watered. Jealousy burned me just as fiercely as the beaten skin of my backside. I wanted to be the one kneeling in front of our mistress, pleasuring her with my mouth. That, I knew, was the whole point. 
 
    "That's what a good girl uses her mouth for," Ms. Robertson said with a smile. And while Tiffany continued to lick her, Ms. Robertson turned toward me. She raised the riding crop in her hand and brought it down in a long arc over my body so that its tip cracked once again on my ass. I moaned in a strange mixture of pleasure and pain that the ball gag did little to silence, and Ms. Robertson smiled in satisfaction. She raised the crop again, and again brought it down on my skin, making me jump as it struck me. And just like that, the huge kitchen of her mansion rang with the mixed sounds of pain and pleasure as my mistress beat me while her maid ate her to orgasm. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    18. Maid’s Education
 
      
 
    "Again." 
 
    Ms. Robertson stood in the center of the living room, her arms folded across her chest in a way that only accentuated the tightness of the black sweater she wore. A black leather pencil skirt hugged her thighs, and tall black high heels completed the outfit. By the standards of some of the clothes I had seen her wear, it was a relatively conservative look. But the riding crop she held in one hand left no doubt as to the true nature of the woman in front of me. 
 
    Turning at the door to the living room, I began walking again. I held a silver tray between my hands, with several wine glasses balanced on it. Today, for the purposes of training, they were filled with water. My eyes down, I watch the water wobble and lap at the sides of the glasses with every step I took as I made my way across the living room. 
 
    Who would've thought walking would be this hard? It seems like such a natural thing. But as in everything, Ms. Robertson had very exacting standards. We were supposed to walk in a very specific way, a kind of swaying shimmy that would make the flared skirt of the maid's uniform swing from side to side. And all of that in ludicrously high heels. I placed one foot in front of the other carefully, as though walking an invisible tightrope, making sure to roll my hips the way she wanted while still holding the glasses steady. I could feel both Ms. Robertson's and Tiffany's eyes watching me as I crossed the living room to where our mistress stood. 
 
    "Better," Ms. Robertson said as I approached. A quick smile bloomed on my face before I could suppress it. My shame was only magnified by the idea that I was actually pleased by her praise. As though I had internalized Ms. Robertson's dominance of me so much that it actually made me happy to do what she wanted. But it was the truth. A truth Tiffany had warned me about. It was already happening. 
 
    And all the while, there was the bright burning sensation of my undying arousal. Between my legs, my pussy was moist with desire. Being treated like this, being trained to serve as a submissive maid by Ms. Robertson and Tiffany was turning me on as much as everything they did to me. That, and the thought of why they were doing it. The thought of Ms. Robertson's parties had occupied my mind ever since I first heard about them. Now, it seemed, I was going to be made to serve at one of them. The idea was intoxicating. 
 
    "May I offer you a drink, ma'am?" Ms. Robertson's eyes traveled up and down my body as I stopped in front of her, holding out the tray with the glasses on top of it. I tried to be as meek and humble as I knew she wanted, my voice a soft simper that I based on the way Tiffany talked. 
 
    “No,” Ms. Robertson said curtly.” Go back to the kitchen.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." I turned, feeling my tiny latex French maid's uniform swirl around my thighs as I moved. And as I began to walk back toward the door, focusing on keeping my walk as provocative as possible without spilling the drinks, I didn't notice what was coming. I didn't hear the quick hiss of Ms. Robertson's riding crop. It was only when I felt the sudden bloom of pain on the back of my thigh that I realize she had struck me. I cried out, and jumped. The tall glasses leaped on the tray and tumbled to the floor, shattering with sharp pops as they hit the floor in a puddle of spilled water. 
 
    Ms. Robertson stepped forward. Before I could even turn around, she was on me. I felt her grip a fistful of my hair and yank my head painfully back. Her other arm coiled around my body, pulling me back against her as she hissed in my ear. 
 
    "You stupid little slut," she growled, and fear raced through me at her words. "To serve at one of my parties, you need to be able to deal with distractions. People are going to touch you. To do things to you. You need to be able to handle that. Tiffany?" At either end of the room, I watched the other maid step forward at once. Tiffany's pretty face smiled as she approached me, walking perfectly in the way her mistress wanted, swaying provocatively as she minced along on her own high heels as naturally as if they were a part of her. While I watched, Ms. Robertson's hand moved over my body. Still holding me by the hair, her other hand reached for one of my boobs, squeezing it through the tight latex that clung to it. Involuntarily, my nipples swelled in desire, forming two hard visible bumps in the shiny black latex. As Ms. Robertson's thumb slid over my nipple, I shivered and trembled in her arms. 
 
    Tiffany took the tray I still held and set it down on the floor. Then, her pretty blue eyes peering into mine the whole time, she reached up underneath my skirt. It didn't take much to push it out of the way, and I moaned in humiliating desire as I felt the other maid's fingers caressing the dripping lips of my pussy. Sandwiched between two beautiful women, I moaned and gasped as pleasure floated through me, overwhelming the fear I felt at having failed my mistress yet again. 
 
    "That's what you're there for," Ms. Robertson said again in my ear. "To be used in any way my guests see fit. Maybe that means serving drinks. Maybe it means shining their shoes. Or maybe it means being groped and fucked and used. Whatever it is, whoever wants it, you're going to give it to them. Isn't that right?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I moaned. Her hand had never stopped caressing my breast through the uniform, and the built-in corset gave me no choice but to stand with my chest thrust forward for her use. Meanwhile, Tiffany's hand was busier than ever between my legs, rubbing faster and faster at my pussy. My pleasure swelled, my clit emerged, and Tiffany teased it expertly with her hand. I knew that I was on the edge of orgasm there and then, the two women handling me like a toy in a way that my body couldn't help but respond to. My own hands clenched into useless fists at my side, my legs suddenly weak with the pleasure that flowed through me. The excitement I felt was so intense it bordered on pain, and yet all I wanted was more. And as I moaned and howled in desperate delight, Tiffany slid two fingers inside me, parting the wet walls of my womanhood as she reached for my G spot. I leaned back against Ms. Robertson who still held me from behind, quaking like a leaf in her arms as Tiffany began to curl her fingers back and forth inside me. A loud scream of pleasure was torn from my throat, and my inevitable orgasm exploded within me. Hot juices of desire ran like a river down the inside of my thighs, coating Tiffany's hand as she toyed with me, and I shivered and moaned with pleasure. 
 
    "Such a slut," Ms. Robertson said dismissively as she released her grip on my hair and my boob. She stepped back, and with that unspoken signal, Tiffany withdrew her hand from my spasming pussy. She, too, stepped away from me, leaving me standing between the two women, feeling more alone than ever as the last throb of pleasure slowly faded inside me. My knees felt like jelly, and it was all I could do to stay on my feet in my ridiculous high heels, swaying like a tree in a storm as I struggled to maintain my balance. Silver flecks danced the edges of my vision while I tried to catch my breath, hindered by the tight corset laced around my stomach. The latex of my outfit creaked with every breath I took, feeling tighter than ever as it clung to my torso. Exhausted by pleasure, all I wanted to do was sit down, to bask in the warm glow my superiors had given me. But I knew that wouldn't be allowed. 
 
    “Clean up your mess,” Ms. Robinson curtly ordered. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I gasped. Lurching forward as though I'd forgotten how to make my legs work, I stumbled toward the kitchen. Tiffany watched me go, her eyes shining with the same devious mischief that I had come to fear and adore. Meanwhile, I listened to Ms. Robertson's footsteps as she made her way to the huge sofa that sat in the middle of the room. As she sat, I headed for the kitchen. I knew by now where the cleaning supplies were kept. 
 
    Leaning on the huge island in the middle of the kitchen, I drew as deep a breath as the corset I wore would allow. Ms. Robertson was waiting, I knew, but I needed a minute to compose myself. Not that that was easy. My hands on the cool granite of the island, I remembered what had been done to me on that same island a few days earlier, and it predictably fueled the desire I still felt. As blissful as my orgasm had been, it did nothing to dampen my desire. If anything, it enhanced it. The reminder of what these women could do to me, what they could make me feel so easily, only served to emphasize their power over me. 
 
    But there was no time for thinking about everything I already knew. I had a job to do. And as I turned, ready to go to the closet to fetch a broom and a dustpan and some paper towels, I stopped. Tiffany had followed me into the kitchen. And her eyes were shining still as she slowly walked toward me. 
 
    "Well, you fucked that up," she said. 
 
    "I couldn't help it," I protested, noticing my own lingering breathlessness as I spoke. "She whipped me." 
 
    "I would think you'd be used to that by now," Tiffany said. She was standing right in front of me now, and the smell of her perfume mingled with my own. We smelled the same. We looked the same, or at least as close as the two of us would ever look. We both wore the same skimpy maid's uniform that exposed as much as it concealed. Ms. Robertson knew exactly what she wanted in a maid, and it was our job to give it to her. Still, I didn't look like Tiffany. My hair was dark and mostly straight, compared to her blonde curls. My makeup might be just as heavy as hers was, but I didn't feel that I looked as pretty as Tiffany did. I was trying to emulate her, trying to copy her submissive femininity that pleased Ms. Robertson so much. It was proving to be harder than I thought. 
 
    “With the amount I’ve been whipping you, I mean,” Tiffany went on. “Or are you saying I haven’t been whipping you enough?” 
 
    "No," I said, shaking my head. I didn't need to show the same total deference to Tiffany that I did to Ms. Robertson. Still, I had to tread carefully. We weren't equals. Both of the women had made that much clear to me. And I wasn't sure we ever would be. Tiffany had a power over me that came mostly from Ms. Robertson's borrowed authority. But that wasn't its sole source. For all that Tiffany seemed like the perfect submissive in her dealings with Ms. Robertson, it was abundantly clear to me by now that she possessed a sexually dominant streak of her own. I had once wondered if she was jealous of me coming into Ms. Robertson's life. But now I knew that she enjoyed it. 
 
    "No? Let me see what she did to you." Without waiting for an answer, Tiffany gripped my arm. Again, I was surprised at her strength as she turned me around, pushing me back against the kitchen island. I felt her hand on the back of my neck, pushing me down, and I didn't resist. Bending at the waist, I bent over the kitchen island just as I had done before, when I'd crossed the line and earned punishment from Tiffany. She lifted my skirt, and I knew she could see my pussy shining with the moisture of my arousal, the damp trace of the orgasm she had given me moments before in the living room. 
 
    "She barely even touched you," Tiffany said. I felt her hand on the heated skin where Ms. Robertson's riding crop had struck me. "If that's all it takes to make you forget your duties, you're really going to struggle at this party." I cried out as Tiffany suddenly slapped my ass, spanking me hard so that my body jumped on the kitchen island. The echo of the loud slap drifted around the kitchen. 
 
    "I can do it," I said through gritted teeth, as pain and pleasure melted together inside me, my pussy spasming wildly as the pain of Tiffany's blow spread across my skin. My cry of pain had more than a hint of that same pleasure about it as Tiffany spanked me again, just as hard. 
 
    "It's not easy," Tiffany warned. "She means what she says. And you're the new girl. People are going to want to touch you. To use you. And you have to let them. You have to thank them. You have to treat them the same way you treat Ms. Robertson, as though they have total authority over your body." 
 
    "I know," I groaned, and Tiffany spanked me again. I didn't even know why I was protesting so much. Hard to believe I had any kind of pride left after everything these women had done to me. But apparently I did, because it came bubbling up when Tiffany talked this way. Of course I was nervous about what might happen at this party, and the things I would be made to do. But somehow, I resented the implication that it would be too much for me. If Tiffany could do it, I reasoned with myself, so could I. If that was what Ms. Robertson wanted, if that was what it took to continue playing these wild games that had been the most exciting thing in my life up to that point, I was ready to do it. 
 
    "I hope you do," Tiffany said, spanking me again. And this time, there was no doubt. The cry I gave owed more to pleasure than it did to pain. Tiffany noticed. I knew that. In the weeks we had known each other, she had become an expert in the signs of my arousal. It was another tool she used to torment me, to train me, to mold me into what Ms. Robertson had molded her into. The perfect submissive slave. Even just to think about it added another thrill of desire to the emotions boiling inside me. 
 
    "When we go back in there, after you've cleaned up the mess, I want you to show Ms. Robertson how grateful you are that she's allowing you to serve at this party," Tiffany went on, emphasizing her orders with another slap of my ass. "You should be honored. You should want nothing more than to serve her. And her guests. That's what you need to show her." 
 
    “Okay,” I gasped, trembling and shaking once again as I bent over the kitchen island. 
 
    "Good," Tiffany said. Finally, she stepped back. Slowly, I straightened up. My ass was burning far worse now from her blows than it had from the riding crop. I pulled my skirt back down around me, the flared latex and the petticoats beneath it barely covering a backside that I knew must be bright red. "Get to work," Tiffany ordered. And as I turned toward her, she was already leaving. I watched her cross the kitchen, her walk everything Ms. Robertson would've wanted it to be even as she moved at high speed. Heading back toward the living room where our mistress waited, she disappeared through the doorway, and I was alone again. 
 
    Ignoring the pain in my ass, I walked over to the closet where the cleaning supplies were kept. I picked out a broom and a dustpan and some paper towels and carried them back to the living room. Ms. Robertson still sat on the sofa, her legs crossed and her skirt shining on her thighs, as poised and elegant and regal as ever as her beautiful eyes followed me across the room. Tiffany stood at one end of the sofa, her hands clasped in front of her, ready to serve. Neither of them said a word while I made my way toward the spill in the center of the room. But as I began to crouch, Tiffany's harsh voice stopped me. 
 
    “Is that how a maid bends over?” 
 
    "No, Tiffany. I'm sorry," I said as submissively as I could through gritted teeth. Ms. Robertson's delighted chuckle only enhanced the humiliation as I turned to face away from my audience. Tiffany had explained before that being Ms. Robertson's maid was a performance. A character I should never break in the presence of our mistress. We maids were expected to preserve an attitude sexual availability at all times. Ms. Robertson wanted us to be sluts. And so, remembering my training, I kept my legs straight and bent at the waist to set down the dustpan and begin sweeping the fragments of broken glass into it. My skirt rose up around me, exposing my dripping pussy and my bare ass, and I heard Ms. Robertson laugh out loud behind me. 
 
    "Why is she so red? I only hit her once," Ms. Robertson said. 
 
    “I had to give her a quick attitude adjustment in the kitchen, ma’am,” Tiffany said, her total meekness a jarring contrast with the way she ordered me around. “I hope that’s okay?” 
 
    "Of course it's okay, Tiffany," Ms. Robertson said indulgently. "You did well. Whatever it takes to bring this slut in line for my guests." 
 
    My cheeks burned as I bent over the mess on the floor. I spread paper towels over the puddle and let them soak it up before sweeping them into the dustpan. It wasn't easy in my position. My thighs ached. My boobs threatened to spill out over the low-cut top of the maid's uniform as I worked. But finally, I had cleaned up the mess while the other two women watched. Still feeling our eyes on me, I picked up the dustpan and broom and carried them back into the kitchen to dispose of the broken glasses. Then, I returned to the living room. Remembering Tiffany's words and feeling her burning eyes on me, I concentrated on getting my walk just right as I approached Ms. Robertson. 
 
    She didn't move. She simply watched, perfectly still, fully poised, as I approached her. A faint smile still shone on her face. Our mistress was unbelievably gorgeous, and there was never a time I looked at her that I wasn't again struck by her beauty as though it was the first time. I felt weak at the knees as I approached, just as I had as the two of them gave me an unexpected orgasm earlier. And when I finally stood in front of Ms. Robertson, I dropped at once to my knees on the floor in front of her. 
 
    "I'm sorry, ma'am," I said, as humbly as I was able. At the side of the couch, Tiffany was grinning with unconcealed delight. I felt my cheeks burning almost as hotly as my ass as I debased myself. "I'll try to do better. I know it's a great honor to serve at one of your parties. Thank you for allowing me to serve." 
 
    “Oh my,” Ms. Robertson purred. Her black hair tumbled over her shoulder as she turned her smiling face to Tiffany. “Is this your doing, Tiffany?” 
 
    “I just pointed out to her how lucky she is to be serving you, ma’am,” Tiffany said. “How lucky we both are.” 
 
    "Wonderful," Ms. Robertson murmured. She turned her eyes back to me, her gaze traveling once again over my body as though she had never seen it before. I felt almost as though I was shrinking in front of her, and that she was steadily growing, filling my vision and my thought to the exclusion of all else. Her black hair and the black outfit she wore seemed to draw in all light, and desire clawed at my heart as I gazed up at an absolute goddess. 
 
    Slowly, without crossing her legs, Ms. Robertson extended one foot. Her painted toes showed in the gap at the front of her high heel shoe, pointing at me. I knew what was expected. I shuffled forward on my knees, painfully aware that the riding crop lay on the sofa next to my mistress. Taking her heel gently in my hands, I began to kiss her foot. The skin of her toes was soft under my lips, and the shame that burned inside me found its way down between my thighs as I groveled. 
 
    “Thank you, Ms. Robertson,” I said between kisses as the dominant woman gloated above me. 
 
    "That's much better," Ms. Robertson said. I was close enough to her now to hear the leather of her tight skirt creak as she shifted her position on the sofa. "That's how you should behave for my guests. Don't embarrass me. Or I will turn Tiffany loose on you, and she'll make you regret your failure to please me." 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I panted. My head was spinning again. Just touching my mistress, even the most humble part of her body, was enough to make me feel drunk with desire. And she knew that. 
 
    “Enough,” Miss Robertson suddenly said. She lifted her foot from my hands, and I jumped a little as her heel cracked on the floor. In a smooth motion, she rose to her feet, towering above me now as I gazed up at her expectantly. “Remove my skirt,” she ordered, half turning as she spoke. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I said, trying to moderate the eagerness in my voice. But my body gave me away. My hands trembled as I sat up on my knees, reaching for the zipper at the back of the skirt. Between my legs, my pussy was spasming wildly at the thought of what might be about to happen. I drew the zipper down and carefully pulled Ms. Robertson's tight skirt over her hips, baring more and more of her flawless skin as I pulled it to the ground. She stepped out of the garment, and I folded it carefully before setting it on the floor in front of the sofa. 
 
    "Now my panties," Ms. Robertson ordered without looking at me. Reaching toward her again, I took the delicate string of her underwear in my hand and pulled it down. She stepped out of those too, and I set them down on top of the skirt. She turned toward me, reaching for the hem of her sweater and pulling it over her head. Carelessly, she tossed the garment at me, and I folded it blindly, my eyes locked on her the whole time. She stood in front of me in nothing but high heels and a push-up bra, her toned body like a magnet that pulled fiercely on every desire-flooded cell of my body. My mouth actually watered as I looked up at her, and the dark strip of pubic hair that pointed down between her legs to her pussy. No one in my life had ever been able to make me want them as badly as Ms. Robertson did. And she did it by looking the way she did, but also rarely letting me have what I wanted. The thought that she might be about to do so filled my mind to the exclusion of all else. 
 
    But I should have known better. 
 
    “Tiffany?” 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson." My stomach spasmed as Tiffany hurried forward. The submissive maid was clearly every bit as eager to serve as I was. And Ms. Robertson smiled a satisfied smile as she sat back down on the sofa, spreading her legs this time. Tiffany dropped obediently to her knees on the floor beside me, and I saw Ms. Robertson's fingers disappear into the tight curls of Tiffany's blonde hair as she gripped her head and guided it between her thighs. Ms. Robertson's eyes closed for a moment. A soft sigh escaped her open lips as Tiffany humbly kissed her mistress's pussy. And all I could do was kneel beside the other maid and watch, my heart burning and my pussy streaming with denied desire. My short skirt crumpled in my hands as I clutched at it, watching forlornly as though I were peering through the bars of Paradise as I watched Tiffany pleasure our mistress. 
 
    Ms. Robertson raised her foot again. She didn't say a word; she didn't need to. Her voice was given over to a growing symphony of moans and gasps of pleasure as Tiffany ate her out. The senior maid knew exactly what she was doing, and long practice had made her skills impressive. I felt Ms. Robertson's foot shaking as I took it in my hands again. Sweeping my hair back from my face, I lowered my lips to her foot and tenderly kissed, trying to ignore the frustrated desire that burned inside me. The message was clear. Maybe, if I had served her better, it would be my face buried between Ms. Robertson's legs, and not Tiffany's. But if I wanted that particular joy, I was going to have to work a lot harder to earn it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    19. Preparing For The Party
 
      
 
    It was warm in the bathroom. Every single drop that fell from the faucet echoed back from the flawless tiles. Ms. Robertson’s bathroom was almost the size of my apartment, and I knew it wasn’t the only one the house contained. This was her personal bathroom, the one connected to her vast bedroom. It was the first time I had seen where my mistress slept. But I didn’t have much time to take in the view or to study the faint impression of her gorgeous body the still showed on the sheets from the previous night. I was there to work. 
 
    For that matter, so was Tiffany. These kinds of tasks, the most personal care of Ms. Robertson, usually fell to her. After all, I was still in training, still trying to prove my worth to both of these wildly sexy women. When I allowed myself to think about it, it struck me that possibly this new intimacy represented progress in my role. But I told myself not to put too much store in it. Ms. Robertson, I had soon learned, was nothing if not capricious. One day, I might feel that she was very pleased with me, only to find her directing Tiffany to punish me harshly the next. She kept me on my toes, just as the outrageous high heels I was forced to wear with my kinky latex French maid uniform kept me on my toes. And even as I was learning to serve a little better, to move a little more comfortably in the highly restrictive uniform, the shame of being made to wear it never seemed to go away. 
 
    Ms. Robertson reclined in the warm water of a huge bathtub that could comfortably fit the three of us if she so desired. Her dark hair was slicked back wetly from her forehead, her body shining in teasing glimpses that showed through the fine froth of bubbles that floated on the surface of the water. The smell was delicious, a combination of doubtless very expensive products that she used to pamper herself. As though she needed more pampering. And I hunched over the side of the tub, ignoring the pain in my knees as I carefully painted my mistress's toes. That was my job. 
 
    Beside me, Tiffany also kneeled on the bathroom floor. She held a tiny jar the same varnish I did in her hand. Her brush slid over the fingernails of Ms. Robertson's extended left hand. And our mistress watched from under half-closed eyes as we diligently served her, devoting ourselves to our task as though it were the most important thing in the world. 
 
    I tried to focus on what I was doing. The last thing I wanted was to mess up. I had no doubt that even the slightest infraction I committed tonight would be severely punished. Tiffany had made that clear. But it wasn't easy to focus when Ms. Robertson lay beneath the water, and the drifting bubbles alternately concealed and exposed her beautiful body. Tiffany and I had already painted her other foot and her other hand, and she lay with her legs and arms spread completely, letting the varnish dry as she reclined in the tub. Sometimes, the bubbles would part enough to allow me a glimpse of her beautiful pussy beneath the surface of the water, and my own sex dripped at the sight. Her beautiful breasts rose above the surface, shining wetly in a way that was impossible to ignore. I knew that beside me, Tiffany was fighting the same struggle, even if she seemed to be doing a lot better than I did. Presumably, the senior maid was used to this kind of thing. But how could you ever get used to a beauty like this? How could you ever get used to being dominated and humiliated in this way, all your own dreams and hopes and desires rendered irrelevant, and sometimes used to control and torment you by your cruel and beautiful mistress? I certainly wasn't used to it. And somehow, I doubted I ever would be. 
 
    But. With Ms. Robertson and with me, I had learned, there was always a but. Serving our mistress with a full-time job for Tiffany, and more than that. It was her whole life. That wasn't the case with me. I was still only here part-time, even if it felt as though I was spending more and more of my life at Ms. Robertson's house. I still had my job. I still had my own apartment, even if I rarely went there anymore. In fact, I had grown to hate the time I spent there, because it meant being away from these two. The worse they treated me, the more I wanted them. That was no longer a mystery. But it never failed to register with a dull sense of shock in my mind to see what I had been made into in such a short space of time. 
 
    Finished at last with Ms. Robertson's toes, I recapped the bottle of polish and set it aside. She chuckled faintly as I blew gently on her foot, doing my best to dry the polish. Beside me, Tiffany had also finished. Ms. Robertson's fingers glowed with the same deep red color I had applied to her toes. She smiled with satisfaction as she looked down at the job we had done. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said. “I have a feeling this is going to be an especially fun party.” 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson," Tiffany said, and I echoed a beat behind. I tried not to let my nervousness show as I wondered what the night had in store for me. Both Tiffany and Ms. Robertson had been clear about that, at least. I was there to serve as a maid and much more than a maid. I was expected to be some kind of party slut, to be used by strangers in whatever way they saw fit. It was terrifying. But not nearly as terrifying as it was intoxicating. The mere thought of what I would be expected to perform sent bolts of anticipation racing up and down my spine to find a warm home between my thighs. 
 
    Languidly, Ms. Robertson raised her hand from the side of the tub and pointed toward her breast. I felt a tremor of disappointment pass through me as she locked eyes with Tiffany beside me. 
 
    “Suck,” she ordered. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany didn't hesitate any more than I would have. Her maids uniform rustled around her as she crawled forward on her knees, sweeping her blonde curls back as she lowered her face to her mistress's breast. Ms. Robertson sighed in pleasure, leaning her head back against the side of the tub as Tiffany licked and sucked her swollen nipple, her hands shining with bathwater as she caressed Ms. Robertson's body. Concerned about her nail polish, Ms. Robertson kept her hands and feet outside of the tub, but I could see the strain in her body as Tiffany continued to suck on her nipple. A faint frown showed on her smooth brow, even as a gasp of pleasure rose from her open mouth. 
 
    “Good girl, Tiffany,” Ms. Robertson sighed. “You may give me an orgasm now.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," Tiffany said, her excitement and eagerness showing in her voice. Ms. Robertson's smile grew wider as Tiffany lifted her face from the other woman's breast and reached a hand into the water between her legs. I watched, doing my best not to groan with frustrated desire as I watched Tiffany go to work. The water surged and splashed in the tub as Tiffany slid her fingers into our mistress's pussy, sliding them in and out while Ms. Robertson gasped and moaned. As beautiful as the dominant woman was, she was never more beautiful than when she was in the throes of ecstasy.  
 
    And all I could do was watch. I didn't even dare reach up under my own skirt to pleasure myself, despite my body screaming at me to do so. I remembered too well the feeling of being locked in the training corset, of not being allowed to touch myself ever. Breaking one of Ms. Robertson's most sacred rules would no doubt see me locked back into that torturous garment. As humiliating as it was, the kinky French maid uniform I wore was something of a badge of honor. At least, that was how Tiffany described it. Being a slave of this incredible woman was something I was still trying to earn. 
 
      
 
    Ms. Robertson shuddered and gasped. Water splashed over the sides of the tub as her beautiful body convulsed. Tiffany smiled down at her mistress, eyes blazing as she pleasured the other woman. She seemed utterly lost in her task, wholly absorbed in Ms. Robertson's cries of pleasure. And as I felt a puddle of warm bathwater forming at my knees, Ms. Robertson howled in orgasm. Veins showed in her slender neck as the bathroom rang with her cries. As waves of pleasure ran through her, she sank further down into the water, and Tiffany removed her dripping hand. Smiling, she held it out to me, two fingers pointed at me like an imaginary gun. As Ms. Robertson opened her eyes again, she snorted with laughter. 
 
    “Go ahead, slut,” she giggled as Tiffany smiled. “You can lick them.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I said. I leaned forward and ran my tongue over Tiffany's offered fingers. All I could taste was the scented bathwater that dripped from them, but I kept licking. Tiffany extended her arm further, and I took her fingers into my mouth, sucking on them while she grinned wolfishly at me. 
 
    "That's right," Miss Robertson said, smiling with delight as she watched Tiffany slide her fingers in and out of my mouth. "Get that whore mouth warmed up for tonight." I blinked as I continued sucking. I knew what they wanted from me. I had a sneaking suspicion of some of what this night might have in store. As humiliating and shameful as it was, begging and groveling and pleasuring both Tiffany and Ms. Robertson was an absolute thrill. It was something I was always willing to do, something I was often made to beg to do. But there were other things the night might hold that I didn't know how I would handle. And the dark hints both Ms. Robertson and Tiffany had made leading up to this night only made me worry more. Still, it was what I had to do. That much was clear. Along with everything else it was, this party would be a test of my submission to Ms. Robertson. If I failed, the best I could hope for was physical punishment. The worst would be banishment from this house forever. That, I knew, I couldn't stand. 
 
    "Okay," Ms. Robertson said. "Help me up." Tiffany withdrew her shining fingers from my mouth and rose to her feet. I did the same, and Ms. Robertson held out her hands to us. Together, we lifted her out of the tub, her incredible body shining as she stepped onto the floor beside us. Tiffany reached for a towel, and I did the same. Together, we toweled off our mistress, and Ms. Robertson stood naked and proud as she accepted our service like it was her right. 
 
    When she was dry, Ms. Robertson stepped past us without a word. Totally naked, she made her way through the open door of the bathroom into the bedroom. With a quick glance at me, Tiffany followed, and I brought up the rear. Two submissive maids hurrying after their mistress to obey her every command. There wasn't a second that went by of this performance that I wasn't reminded just how pathetic and humiliating it was. And just how exciting that made it. 
 
    Together, we followed Ms. Robertson from her bedroom to her walk-in closet. There was a large vanity unit in there, and she sat down in front of it. Tiffany knew exactly what to do. Long practice guided her hands as she reached for a variety of cosmetics and began to apply them to Ms. Robertson’s face. Powder brush in hand, she glanced up at me, and a scowl appeared momentarily on her pretty face. 
 
    "Dry her hair," she ordered. Gulping nervously, I stepped forward and unhooked the hairdryer that sat in a bracket on one side of the vanity table. It roared into life in my hands, and I dried Ms. Robertson's jet black hair while Tiffany made up her face. Soon,she looked as beautiful as ever, her makeup heavy though not nearly as heavy as what Tiffany and I wore. Red lips matched her nails, and her eyes glittered like precious jewels beneath dark lashes. I switched off the hairdryer, and Tiffany began to apply product, running her fingers through Ms. Robertson's dark locks while I watched. Something told me that one day, I would be expected to know how to do all of this, so I tried to pay attention. It wasn't easy with our mistress sitting naked in front of us. 
 
    Once Tiffany was finished, Ms. Robertson stood. Without a word, she stepped towards the rack of clothes that ran all the way around the room. She lifted a garment bag off the rail and handed it to me. As I took in my hands, she turned and strode back into the bedroom. Tiffany and I followed. 
 
    Ms. Robertson stood in front of the bed, her hands on her hips. 
 
    "Dress me," she ordered. Tiffany glanced at me. I set down the garment bag on the bed and unzipped it. Inside, I found a black dress that I lifted out carefully. It felt stiff in my hands, and I realized the bodice was a steel boned corset. Below it, a skirt of black ruffles cascaded to the floor. A slash of bright red fabric ran from the top of the dress all the way to the bottom in a sweeping line. As I carried the dress toward Ms. Robertson, I already knew that she would look fantastic in it. 
 
    Tiffany stood beside me and helped me unlace and open the back of the corset. We held it out so that Ms. Robertson could step into it. Together, we pulled the dress up around her, fitting the corset around her torso. My hands trembled as I helped Tiffany fit Ms. Robertson's bare breasts into the corset, and I felt her watching me with amusement as I struggled. Then, Tiffany stepped behind our mistress to begin lacing up the corset around her. I watched as the dress conformed to Ms. Robertson's natural hourglass shape, her full breasts swelling over the top as they were pushed higher on her chest. Just as I had expected, she looked absolutely ravishing as Tiffany tightened the dress around her. The low neckline exposed her slender shoulders and what seemed like acres of her mouthwatering breasts, and the sweeping red line coiled over her stomach and accentuated the unbelievable narrowness of her waist. She looked at once elegant and unbelievably sexy — but then, that had always been her trademark. 
 
    “Stop gawking at me and bring me my shoes,” Ms. Robertson said to me, her voice slightly breathless as Tiffany continued tightening the corset around her. “Box number 16.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I said. Hurrying to obey, I reentered the walk-in closet. Ms. Robertson had so many shoes that each was kept in a numbered cubbyhole, and I picked up the ones she wanted quickly. They were black patent leather high heels with a strap around the ankle, and as I brought them to her, I dropped to my knees on the floor in front of her. Ms. Robertson lifted her skirt to expose her feet. I slid the shoes on, trying to control the shaking in my hands as I buckled the straps in place. Once they were on, she let the dress drop, and the full skirt all but covered the sexy footwear. But I knew it was there. Just as I knew Ms. Robertson wore no underwear underneath the dress, that her beautiful pussy was naked and uncovered beneath the fluttering gown. 
 
    Ms. Robertson smirked down at me. Fully dressed now, her breasts rose and swelled over the top of the corset with every breath she took. Her lips and fingernails and toenails were the same vibrant red as the eye-catching line that ran over her dress. She looked magnificent. She was a woman who needed no help in looking good, but the dress and her makeup all combined to make her absolutely irresistible. Just looking at her was enough to make my pussy spasm in unrelieved lust. 
 
    "Look your face," Ms. Robertson giggled as she stared down at me. "You look like you want to fuck me so bad right now." 
 
    “I do, ma’am,” I said. “I always do. But you look beautiful tonight.” 
 
    "Of course you do, you silly little slut," Ms. Robertson sneered. She lifted her skirt again, and I was treated to a glimpse of her toned legs as she raised one foot and pressed her high heel into my shoulder. Straining her leg, she pushed me to the floor, sending me sprawling on the hardwood, my skimpy skirt rising up my thighs and exposing my dripping pussy to both her and Tiffany, who stood smiling beside her mistress. "But that's not going to happen. Not for you, anyway. Let's hope you're not the only person who feels that way about me tonight." With that, she swept past me, her gown trailing elegantly behind her as she made her way to the bedroom door. Tiffany followed, and I struggled to my feet to hurry after them. Tall in her high heels, Ms. Robertson led the two of us through the house, down the sweeping staircase, through the grand entrance hall toward her vast living room. While Tiffany and I stood side-by-side, hands folded in front of us in the waiting posture the other maid had taught to me, Ms. Robertson folded herself onto the couch. Her eyes glittered as she looked at us, a satisfied smile playing on her red lips. And why shouldn't she be satisfied? There we were, two submissive maids dressed up in humiliating and kinky outfits, ready to serve her every command, no matter what it might be. She had every reason to feel triumphant. 
 
    "Bring me a glass of wine," she ordered. "And have more ready for my guests. They'll be arriving any minute. You are to welcome them in, take their coats, and show them to the living room. Understand?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," Tiffany and I said in unison. As I started toward the kitchen to follow her orders, Tiffany came with me. Once we were inside the kitchen, I felt her hand on my arm. 
 
    "Don't fuck this up," Tiffany said to me under her breath. "Remember: an order from one of the guests is an order from Ms. Robertson unless she says otherwise. Women are to be addressed as ma'am. Men are to be addressed as Sir. And everyone is to be shown the same respect as you do for Ms. Robertson. You're here to serve. In any way they want. Don't forget." 
 
    "I won't," I frowned at Tiffany as I opened the fridge and located a bottle of Ms. Robertson's favorite white wine. Her words troubled me, of course. The thought of serving Ms. Robertson's female friends thrilled me more than I could ever have thought possible, and had been occupying my thoughts ever since I first heard mention of a party. But men were trickier. Ever since my first and only short-lived boyfriend, I had had very little interest in men. Not that I hated them or anything. I just wasn't attracted to them. But I know enough men to know what they're like. I knew that, dressed the way I was, some of them would get ideas. I knew what Ms. Robertson expected of me. I knew what Tiffany expected of me. It terrified me, as it should. But I had learned that there was a special delight in being made to do something you didn't want to do. If all Ms. Robertson ever ordered me to do was have sex with her, that would be great. But it wouldn't have the same wild excitement that I got from being made to do things I would never have done normally. This was the ultimate expression of that. 
 
    "Okay," Tiffany said. "Let's go to work." While I poured out a glass of wine, she rummaged in a low cabinet and produced two silver serving trays. Setting them down on the kitchen island, she moved toward another cabinet and began carrying wine glasses across the kitchen. Soon, there were 20 or 30 glasses lined up beside the trays. Next to the fridge, Ms. Robertson kept a huge and no doubt wildly expensive refrigeration unit just for wine. Clearly, she was expecting plenty of guests. 
 
    I picked up a tray, and Tiffany set the single glass of wine on it. She walked beside me as I carried it back to the living room, trying to perfect the swaying feminine strut our mistress demanded of us. As we reached the living room, Tiffany's hand snaked up under my skirt and pinched the flesh of my ass, but I kept the tray steady between my hands. She was testing me. And that same strange pride and defiance echoed inside me. I wouldn't give her the satisfaction. I ignored her attempts to distract me as I carried the wineglass over to Ms. Robertson. She took it from the tray without a word of thanks, accepting my service as her due the way she always did. Her eyes still on me, she took a careful step, her lips leaving a faint red ring at the top of the glass. She didn't say anything, but I knew that she had her doubts about whether I'd be able to go through with what she had planned. Just as Tiffany did. Nervous energy boiled inside me as I watched her take another drink. 
 
    The doorbell rang. I almost jumped at the sudden sound that cut through the tension in the air as the three of us sat and stood in silence. But her smile spread across Ms. Robertson's face as she looked at me. 
 
    "Let them in," she ordered. "Both of you. I want you to watch how Tiffany does it so that you'll do it properly when it's your turn." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I said, as fear sent its icy tendrils reaching up from the pit of my stomach. Still carrying the tray, I went with Tiffany through the echoing hall of Ms. Robertson's mansion to the front door. Tiffany opened it, and I felt my cheeks redden as the eyes of two strangers fell on me. 
 
    "Welcome to Ms. Robertson's home, sir, ma'am," Tiffany said, the perfect maid as she stood in front of the couple. "May I take your coats?" The unknown woman's eyes flickered briefly toward Tiffany as she spoke, but they quickly returned to me. And the man with her — her husband? — didn't even try to conceal the way he was looking at me. I felt suddenly nakedly stood there in front of them, my skimpy French maid uniform barely covering my body, my boobs swelling out of the top of the dress and the tiny skirt flaring out so that it barely covered my ass. The couple stepped through the open door, and the woman half turned so that Tiffany could slide her coat off her shoulders and drape it over her arm. The man followed her, his eyes never leaving my body, sliding his own jacket off and handing it to Tiffany. 
 
    "This must be the new girl we've been hearing about," he said, with a smile that made me tremble where he stood. Had Ms. Robertson been talking about me to her friends? I found myself wondering what she had said, and tried to snap myself out of my daydream to focus on the night ahead. 
 
    "Yes, sir," Tiffany said. "She's still in training, and this will be her first party. But she is available to serve in any way you or ma'am see fit. Just as I am." 
 
    "How does she do it?" The man asked, turning his leering face for a moment towards his wife. The woman's eyes moved up and down my body again, and I noted a kind of disdain in her gaze. 
 
    “God knows,” the woman snorted. “I suppose a certain type of girl will do anything for attention.” Involuntarily, my mouth opened, strong words already forming on my tongue. But Tiffany laid a gentle hand on my arm, and at her warm touch, I remembered what was at stake. I knew that some scornful words would hardly be the worst thing I would have to endure that night. 
 
    “Rebecca, why don’t you show these guests to the living room while I hang their coats?” Tiffany said. 
 
    "Of course. Right this way, Sir. Ma'am." Mustering all the self-control I could, I turned and led the couple through the echoing hallway of Ms. Robertson's house. I could feel their eyes on me as they followed, watching and no doubt judging my every move. And I swayed my hips from side to side just the way Tiffany had trained me to do, the provocative wiggle that Ms. Robertson insisted on. These people thought I was some pathetic bimbo slut, no doubt. But, I reminded myself as I stepped into the living room where my mistress waited, it wasn't them I had to impress. Ms. Robertson's opinion was all that mattered. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    20. Used
 
      
 
    Before long, the party was in full swing. Ms. Robertson's guests kept arriving in twos and threes and fours, and both Tiffany and I were kept busy running back-and-forth to the front door to let them in as well as serving drinks. It wasn't the largest gathering, maybe twenty to thirty people in all. In the wide-open spaces of Ms. Robertson's sprawling home, the group seemed smaller than it really was. However, for me, it was more than big enough. To be exposed to that many strangers dressed the way I was, in my ridiculous latex French maid outfit, and be forced to serve as humbly as I was able, was a humiliating thrill unlike any I had ever known. 
 
    But at first, everything seemed more or less normal. As normal as such a scene could ever be, anyway. I wasn't used to serving people at events like this, but it didn't take too much to get the hang of it. Keep the drinks flowing. Mind my manners. Keep addressing everyone as sir and ma'am, even while shame crawled across my skin every time I did it. From time to time, I would look up from whatever submissive task I was doing at the time to find Ms. Robertson's gorgeous eyes staring at me from across the room. And every time it happened, I felt a jolt like electricity race through my body. She looked extravagantly beautiful in her elegant but sexy dress, presiding over the party with the same air of dominant authority she always seemed to exude. I had no idea how she knew all these people, and it was none of my business anyway. But it was clear to me from the very start that Ms. Robertson was calling the shots here, too. And in a strange way, that gave me some comfort. Even though it really shouldn't have. After all, this was a woman who had put me through some of the most painful and frustrating and humiliating experiences of my life. Maybe there were limits to Ms. Robertson's dark desires, but if so, I sensed that we hadn't gotten anywhere near them yet. If there was anyone in that room I should've been afraid of, it was her. And yet I wasn't. For whatever reason, as much as my mistress made me deeply nervous, she didn't actually frighten me. I trusted her. Even though I knew how mean she could be to me. Because I knew that all it would take for me to stop this whole wild game was a single word. And that gave me the courage to carry on. 
 
    Yes, everything seemed relatively normal at first. But as I moved through the room with a tray of drinks in my hand, I could feel eyes following me. Some glittered with mockery and disdain. Others shone with unconcealed lust. And as I pranced around the room, trying to emulate the ultra-feminine walk that Tiffany had perfected, the thought that I was being looked at like a piece of meat only added to my excitement. Under my short skirt, I could feel a telltale moistness between my thighs. I had never thought of myself as an exhibitionist of any stripe. But there's no sense in denying the obvious truth. I was getting off on being looked at like that. 
 
    And as the guests laughed and chatted and drank, the looks became less guarded. Comments began to be made, by men and women alike. At one point, as I served drinks to one couple that were talking to another, one of the women reached over toward me. Without saying a word, without so much as even looking at me, she fondled one of my breasts through the black latex of the uniform that clung tightly to it, her fingers easily finding the prominent swelling of my nipple. I almost jumped in surprise, but I remembered my instructions. Both Ms. Robertson and Tiffany had been abundantly clear on this. I was there to be used. I was there to entertain the guests in whatever way they wanted. And so I stood there, trying to hold the remaining glasses steady on the tray while bolts of pleasure raced up and down my spine. And as unexpectedly and silently as she had begun, the woman simply drew her hand away. Biting my lip, I turned and circulated among the rest of the guests, trying to ignore the buzzing of arousal that she had created deep inside my body. 
 
    And slowly, steadily, the guests got handsier. As I bent to serve a drink to a man on the sofa, I felt another unknown hand creeping up my skirt, its fingers rubbing over the wet lips of my pussy. I tried not to moan as my legs trembled, and the man sitting in front of me smiled as he stared down the top of my dress, where my boobs swelled prominently out of the latex thanks to the built-in corset. Breathless with desire, I shuddered on the spot, not even knowing who was touching me, not even caring. And as the man lifted a wineglass from the tray I held, I couldn't fail to notice the telltale bulge of an erection in the front of his pants as he leered at me. 
 
    "How do you like the new girl?" I gasped involuntarily as Ms. Robertson suddenly appeared at my side, sweeping toward me in her elegant dress. I felt a hand on my back, at once reassuring me and keeping me where I was, awkwardly bent over with the hand of a stranger up my skirt. 
 
    “I don’t know how you do it, Serena,” came a woman’s voice from behind me. “This one’s wet already.” 
 
    "She always is," Ms. Robertson chuckled, talking over me as though I wasn't even there. "That's how I do it. With girls as slutty as this, it's easy. She'll do anything just for the promise of an orgasm. Won't you, Rebecca?" 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson," I said, my voice tight with pleasure as the unknown woman behind me kept rubbing my pussy. I gasped as I felt her fingers curling up inside me, pushing their way between the slick walls of my sex as they filled me. The shame was unbelievable, the sheer humiliation of being handled like this, used like this, without even knowing who was doing it to me. And yet I didn't turn around. I told myself it didn't matter. What was I going to do, argue? With Ms. Robertson standing right beside me, the idea was unthinkable. 
 
    "Tiffany," I heard Ms. Robertson say, raising her voice to be heard over the general buzz of the party. After a moment, Tiffany appeared at my other side, summoned by our mistress. "Take this slut's tray," Ms. Robertson commanded. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” Tiffany’s dark dress whispered as she bent and took the tray from my trembling hands. Straightening up again, I heard her walking away, carrying my tray off to the kitchen while I stood empty-handed. 
 
    "Go ahead and try her out," Ms. Robertson said above me, her voice warm and indulgent in a way it rarely was with me as she spoke to her guests. "I've been training her for this. She's a lesbian, but I've been giving her some cock sucking lessons. I'd love to hear a man's opinion." My heart thumped in my chest as I looked at the man in front of me. His smile only grew wider as he reached for the front of his pants. He unzipped them, and without a moment's hesitation, reached inside and produced his cock. He stood there in front of me, hard and ready, so different from the toys Tiffany and Ms. Robertson used on me. Being made to suck my mistress's strap-on in her dungeon had once been the most humiliating thing I had ever done. Now, I realized, it barely registered. I hadn't seen an actual penis in the flesh in years. I never thought I would again. I never had any desire to. But as Ms. Robertson stood beside me, her hand still on my back, I found myself once again caught up in the idea that I very much wanted to please her. No matter what it took. If this was the price I had to pay, I told myself, so be it. And with my legs still straight and spread of the woman behind me continue to finger me, I leaned forward, placing my hands on the thighs of the man on the sofa. Sweeping my hair back from my face, I open my mouth to wrap my lips around the first cock I had touched in a long, long time. 
 
    “Unbelievable,” said the woman behind me. I didn’t need to be able to see her to hear the disapproval in her voice, to be able to imagine her shaking her head. 
 
    “I told you,” Ms. Robertson left. “My maids know their place.” 
 
    "They sure do." And all the time, the woman's fingers never stopped moving between the dripping lips of my pussy. The rhythm of her hand drove me wild, every thrust of her fingers seeming to force a new wave of pleasure through my body. It was difficult to balance on my high heels as my pleasure grew, but I did my best. In front of me, a man whose name I didn't even know grunted in pleasure as I sucked his cock. The feel of it in my mouth, the live flesh so different to even Ms. Robertson's most realistic toys, was a new experience for me. But I tried to remember everything she had taught me. I looked up at the man as I sucked him off, making eye contact as my cheeks hollowed around his member. I told myself to pretend that I was enjoying it, and then was forced to confront the startling realization that I actually was. There was no need to pretend. Not that I had any real desire for this or any other man, or any particular wish to suck this or any other cock. But the fingers of the woman behind me were doing their work, making my body light up with pleasure, and things that would normally have seemed completely out of the question for me suddenly became real. Besides, Ms. Robertson was there beside me, and this was what she wanted. She was making me do something I would never normally have considered, and that alone was enough to make it deeply erotic for me. 
 
    Caught between two strangers, I rocked back and forth. The man groaned again, louder this time. Beside him on the sofa, I saw the guests watching as I pleasured him and was pleasured myself. Everything Ms. Robertson had said about me was coming true. She loved to call me a slut, and in the position I was in, I couldn't exactly argue. Even if my mouth hadn't been full. 
 
    The man's cock twitched and surged in my mouth, but I was in the grip of a pleasure of my own. The woman's fingers were relentless, sliding in and out of my increasingly wet pussy with a rhythm that called pleasure up lout of some dark cavern of my body. It was all too much. The situation I was in, the way I was dressed, the way I was being forced to behave for the strangers. The deep arousal I had been feeling all day rose up like a great wave inside me, and I gasped around the cock that filled my mouth as I felt my orgasm approaching. I was going to cum, and there was nothing I could do about it. I was going to cum right there and then, in front of a room full of strangers. And I wanted nothing more than that. 
 
    A loud and embarrassing moan was torn from my throat as my pussy spasmed around the woman's fingers. I heard her laugh behind me as she felt the powerful spasms of my body, the surging wetness of my pleasure. Beside me, Ms. Robertson laughed too, delighted with the changes she had wrought in me. Of all the things she had made me do, perhaps none better displayed her terrifying power over me than this. Only a few weeks ago, I had been a normal person living a normal life with no inkling that a world like this even existed. Now look at me. With all the changes that had taken place in my life, it felt as though I had known Ms. Robertson forever. But the truth was, she turned me into a party slut in little more than a couple of months. 
 
    And as the last throb of orgasm echoed inside me, the man in front of me threw back his head and moaned. His cock seemed to thicken in my mouth. Remembering my duties, I tightened my lips around his shaft, sucking for all I was worth. I knew he was about to cum, and I tried to prepare myself for it. But before the inevitable explosion of orgasm came, I felt a hand in my hair that didn't belong to the man in front of me. Ms. Robertson gripped my hair, and I grimaced in pain as she abruptly pulled my face away. The man's eyes that had been closed in pleasure sprang open as he looked at me, and his hand gripped his shaft. With another dull sense of total shame, I realized what Ms. Robertson had in mind. Furiously, the man began to pump away with his hand, and his whole body stiffened as his cock exploded. I closed my eyes as several warm spurts of cum splashed across my face. All around me, I could hear laughter and gasps of surprise from the other guests who were watching, and my cheeks burned with abject humiliation. The man in front of me sighed as he finished. I blinked cautiously, feeling his hot fluids on my face as he sprawled on the sofa in front of me. Ms. Robertson still held me by the hair, and I looked up as she turned my face toward her. There was that smile on her beautiful face, a smile of total sexual triumph as she looked down at me, her humble slut, my face covered in semen for the first time in my life. Evidently, she liked what she saw. And as I looked up at her, I felt my pussy spasm in an echo of the powerful orgasm the mysterious woman behind me had drawn from my body. 
 
    “Good girl,” Ms. Robertson grinned at me. “Now, clean yourself up and get back to work.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am, I said meekly to a ripple of more laughter from the watching guests. I straightened up and moved through the crowd, feeling everyone's eyes on me as I returned to the relative safety of the kitchen. I wondered if they could see the way my body shook and shuddered with every step, a kind of shock at what had just happened radiating through me as I walked. 
 
    At least in Ms. Robertson's vast kitchen, I was momentarily safe from prying eyes. I made my way over to the sink and washed my face, the warm water rinsing away the residue of the stranger's orgasm even if it could do nothing to water down the shame I felt. I patted carefully at my face, trying not to disturb the heavy makeup I'd been made to apply. The corset built into my maid uniform felt tighter than ever as I tried to draw several deep breaths and calm myself down. I couldn't put a name to the emotions I was feeling as I stood there alone for a moment. There were too many complex elements at work inside me. It wasn't the first time under Ms. Robertson's roof that I had done something I would once have thought totally unthinkable. But it was, perhaps, the most powerful experience yet. I could hear the party going on without me in the next room, but the quiet kitchen seem like an oasis of calm where I could shelter for a moment and try to collect myself. Not for long, I knew. I knew better than to keep Ms. Robertson waiting. 
 
    Footsteps echoed on the floor behind me. I didn't need to turn around to know that it was Tiffany. She wore the same shoes I did, a pair of towering high heels that only accentuated her sexy strut. I stayed standing in front of the sink, my hands on the countertop as I gazed out the window at Ms. Robertson's well-manicured gardens. 
 
    "How are you doing?" I felt Tiffany's hand on my shoulder as light as a bird. The concern in her voice was unusual. Lately, she had spent more time barking orders or mocking me almost as much as our mistress did. But even as I appreciated this display of kindness, I didn't know how to deal with it. Having her be kind to me, I suspected, might be harder than having her be cruel. 
 
    “Okay,” I said thickly. 
 
    “First time?” 
 
    “Almost. I had a boyfriend once.” 
 
    “Didn’t take, huh?” 
 
    "Nope." 
 
    "I always knew." Tiffany's voice stayed in the same soft and feminine register it always did, the one that Ms. Robertson had trained her to use. I wondered, not for the first time, if even the voice inside her head had changed to match. Ms. Robertson had turned me into something I had never thought I would be, a submissive slut that would fuck or suck whatever she wanted me to. But still, Tiffany was a living reminder that no matter how drastic the changes in me had been, it wasn't the greatest transformation the dominant woman had ever pulled off. 
 
    "Ever since I was a kid," Tiffany went on. "I never did more than shake a man's hand before I came here. I still remember the first cock I ever sucked. It was right here, in this house, with Ms. Robertson watching. God, it was so humiliating. Disgusting. Or that's what I told myself, anyway. Look, I'm not going to say you learn to enjoy it. I still don't. Men do absolutely nothing for me. I'm a full-blown dike, and I always will be. But it does get easier." 
 
    "That's the thing, though." Finally, I turned toward her. Tiffany's pretty face radiated concern even through the caked-on makeup that gave her the same slutty look I knew I had myself. "I… I did enjoy it. Kind of. I mean, not the cock so much. But… The whole situation. The woman fingering me, and Ms. Robertson watching, and everyone watching, and… Everything. But I don't get it. I'm not one of those girls. I'm not bi. I had my bi phase when I was younger, but it was just something I was telling myself to avoid facing up to the fact that I only liked girls. And then… This." 
 
    "Oh, Rebecca. Come here." Unexpectedly, Tiffany wrapped her arms around me, our flared skirts rustling as they pressed against one another. Caught by surprise, it took a moment before I returned her embrace. More than anybody else in the world, Tiffany could understand what I was going through. But every time in the past I had attempted to deepen the friendship between us, she'd found one way or another to rebuff it. Having her now be so caring only added to the state of confusion I was in. 
 
    "It's okay," Tiffany said softly, stepping back from me and holding my hands in hers as she spoke. "Don't worry about labels. That's not what this is about. Ms. Robertson doesn't worry about labels. She does what she wants. She does what feels good. That's the whole point. That's what this place is. A place where we can be ourselves, our true selves. And… I'm not going to say we don't have to worry about being judged. Because those people out there are definitely judging you, and me. But not in the same way the world does. They might not understand why we do the things we do, but they at least appreciate it. And no one worries about what label you put on yourself. Sure, you're gay. So am I. What makes this whole thing so fucking sexy is that our mistress is making us do things with men that we would never do otherwise. If you actually enjoy it, you're lucky. Be grateful. Be who you are. The slut you secretly always were." 
 
    I blinked. Tiffany was smiling at me, her pink lips parted and her white teeth showing. Slowly, I felt myself beginning to smile back at her. She was about the last person I would have expected a pep talk from. But in its way, it was exactly what I needed. It was about the strangest motivational speech I have ever heard in my life. But in its own weird way, it did what it needed to do. 
 
    "Remember. You have a safe word." Tiffany's eyes roamed over my face as she spoke, her expression suddenly serious. "You know you can use it anytime you want." 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “But you won’t, will you?” 
 
    "No. I don't think so." The grin returned to Tiffany's face as I spoke. 
 
    "That's what I thought. Okay, let's get back out there. This party's just getting started." Crossing the kitchen, Tiffany began to pour out more glasses of wine and set them up on the tray. After a moment, I joined her. I watched liquid flowing into glasses, taking on the shape of the receptacle it was poured into, and I thought about change. I thought about what Tiffany had said. That this was who I was all along. That somehow, from the moment she met me, Ms. Robertson did seem to know something about me that I didn't know myself. How else could she have done what she had done? After all, Tiffany was right. I had a safe word. I had a way out if I wanted one. The only reason I was still there, still willing to put myself through this, was because I wanted it so badly. 
 
    With our trays reloaded with drinks, we set out together for the living room. I followed Tiffany, feeling the same old familiar sense of arousal as I watched her walk, her toned thighs showing underneath the sway of her skirt as she shimmied her way through the house. I tried my best to do the same. 
 
    Predictably, heads turned and eyes followed us as we moved through the room. After all, that was why we were there. The only set of eyes I really cared about belong to Ms. Robertson, who stood where I had left her close to the sofa. She looked at me from across the room, raising a glass to her smiling lips, and I felt myself blush again as I quickly turned away. It had never been easy to meet her gaze. And somehow, it seemed only to be getting harder. 
 
    Tiffany made her way to one end of the living room, while I worked from the other. The two of us circulated through the guests who had gathered in groups here and there, discussing whatever it was these people discussed. Their conversation meant nothing to me. I paid no attention to their words, consumed with my own intoxicating feelings. Hands grabbed me, groped me, caressed me, everywhere I went. Eyes looked me up and down, mentally undressing me, having their way with me in their minds as though they couldn't do the same in real life. It was strange, but I felt as though I was somehow resigned to my position. Still nervous about it, and still thrilled by it. But after Tiffany's speech in the kitchen, a strange kind of acceptance seemed to have washed over me. The night would proceed the way it was meant to, the way Ms. Robertson intended. She was, after all, a woman who always got what she wanted. 
 
    "Rebecca?" I turned at the sound of Ms. Robertson's voice. My tray was almost clear of glasses again as I made my way across the room, through a gap in the partygoers milling around, to where Ms. Robertson stood. She was still talking to my playmates from earlier, the man who had cum on my face still sprawled glassy-eyed on the sofa in front of her. There was a woman in a teal dress beside him who had not been there before, a woman in perhaps her mid-40s with a bright blaze of red hair framing her face as she looked at me. I'd never seen the woman before, but I knew that look. There was a predatory aspect to it, a kind of ravenous hunger barely hidden by her otherwise elegant appearance. As I approached the group, my stomach fluttered nervously. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I said as I stopped beside Ms. Robertson. As tall as my shoes were, she was still slightly taller than me, and that slight difference felt like a lot more than it was with the difference in dignity between us. Ms Robertson was completely in control as ever, and we both knew it. And it seemed she hadn't yet grown tired of demonstrating that fact to her friends. 
 
    "Sandra here was good enough to finger your slut pussy earlier," Ms. Robertson said, indicating the woman in the teal dress with a slight inclination of her head. "Now she's seen what your mouth can do, she'd like to try it for herself. You know what to do." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am." Laughter rose from Ms. Robertson and Sandra and the man beside her as I dropped instantly to my knees. There was no point fighting it. Just as Tiffany said, there was no point lying to myself about what I was and what I wanted. I kneeled on the floor as a woman I didn't know raised her dress out of the way and slid her panties down her hips. And with Ms. Robertson watching, with total strangers watching, I leaned forward and buried my face between the thighs of woman I didn't know and began to lick her streaming pussy. Because after all, that was what Ms. Robertson wanted. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    21. Conquered
 
      
 
    I have a tendency to over think things. I have one of those brains that just won't shut up, that keeps up a constant breathless monologue on anything and everything. Forever analyzing and probing everything around me in an attempt to — well, I don't know what. I don't know why it's like this. I just know that I've always been this way. 
 
    But there are times when the near-constant internal chatter finally gives way. There are times when even someone like me finally stops analyzing and overthinking and instead just appreciates the moment that they're in. Those times are rare, but all the more precious because of that. 
 
    And there’s no better way to experience those moments than sex. 
 
    I lay on the floor. My hands were stretched out over my head, my arms pinned to the ground. My right was held in the viselike grip of a man. My left was pinned under the high heel of a woman. It wouldn't have mattered anyway. I suspected Ms. Robertson's guests knew that there was no need to pin me down. I wasn't going anywhere. If I had let my mistress dress me up like a kinky French maid and make me serve at a party for her friends, I wasn't likely to resist now. That was all part of the fun, I supposed. The fun of using me completely. And if I'm being honest, being held down only added to the excitement I felt. The feeling of helplessness was a dizzying drug, one that seemed to burn in my blood and make everything I was feeling that much more powerful. If they had released me there and then, I wouldn't have tried to get away. But I didn't want them to release me. I wanted to be held down, to be used, to be forced. That was the dark truth that Ms. Robertson had known about me even before I did. 
 
    Like I said, I think about everything. Only in the throes of sexual pleasure does the chatter finally stop, and even then, not for long. Once the pleasure has passed, the thinking starts again. I've thought about this a lot, and I've come to wonder if the whole reason why I so deeply enjoy being treated so badly by dominant women like Ms. Robertson because it allows me to let go. To stop thinking. When I'm with her, my choices boil down to only one: yes or no. If I say yes to her and yes to submitting, I don't have to decide anything else. She does it all. All I have to do is keep saying yes to whatever wild ideas occur to her next. And Ms. Robertson never seems to run out of those. Maybe that's what lies at the heart of this unexpected delight I take in being mistreated the way I do. 
 
    But lying there on the floor Ms. Robertson's living room, I wasn't thinking about any of that. 
 
    I was still dressed in my maid's uniform, which didn't exactly stop people from doing what they wanted with me. Darkness enveloped me completely, darkness and the smell of female arousal. A woman whose name I didn't even know was sitting on my face, rocking her hips back and forth as she coated my face with the juices streaming from her pussy. And I looked eagerly at her wet warm sex, letting her fluids flow down my throat and anoint my face as I lay beneath her. Her moans and screams of pleasure above me were like the sweetest music imaginable, rising above the laughter and chatter of the other guests. 
 
    And as I licked this woman I didn't know, my whole body rocked to the  thrusts of a man between my legs. His hard cock was buried deep inside me, my pussy aching from overuse as he fucked me. And I wrapped my legs around his hips, moaning in pleasure as they drew him deeper into me. His thrusts were wild and aggressive as he pounded me relentlessly, and I welcomed it, welcoming the pain along with the pleasure, welcoming the humiliation of being fucked by a man when I wasn't even attracted to men. Every wild thrust seemed to drive home the point that it didn't matter what I preferred or was attracted to. I was there to be used. How I felt about it was utterly irrelevant. And my pleasure, the deep and shameful pleasure that burned like a wildfire deep inside me, was utterly irrelevant. They weren't doing these things to me because I liked it. They were doing them because it was what they wanted. 
 
    The woman above me let out a loud shriek. I felt her pussy spasm against my lips. While she howled, I moaned beneath her, the vibrations of my voice rising up through her body. My pussy spasmed around the cock of the stranger buried inside me. I might be gay, but my body still responds to penetration. My hungry pussy didn't seem to notice the difference between one of Ms. Robertson's strap on dildos and the real thing. I didn't care. I moaned and howled as another orgasm washed over me, my body shaking as much as it could under the weight of the people holding me down.  
 
    I had long ago stopped counting the orgasms I had experienced that night, either given or received. As the night wore on and the drinks flowed, people shed their inhibitions, and  Tiffany and I had been called to give ever more personal service to our mistress's guests. Soon, our trays of drinks were set aside and completely forgotten. The two of us were passed around the party like toys, barely able to keep up with what was happening as we felt the hands of strangers all over us. I realized that the latex the maid's uniforms were made from served a practical purpose in this situation. Fluids dripped right off. Late in the night, I was soaked with sweat and come, both mine and that of strangers, men and women who had decided to try me out for themselves. This was just the latest group to use me. 
 
      
 
    With a loud gasp, I felt the man on top of me release into me. His spurting cock filled me with yet another load of hot cum - a sensation Ms. Robertson's dildos had not prepared me for. As he withdrew, I could feel his load dripping from between my thighs, mingling with my own juices and the residue of the others who had used me in the same way. My pussy was sore, having taken more cocks and fingers and tongues in a single night than most other years of my life. For that matter, my whole body was sore. And as the man climbed off me, I let my legs fall to the floor wearily, the muscles contracting spastically as stray nerves and neurons fired out of rhythm. 
 
    With her own orgasm finally complete, the woman on top of me climbed off my face. I felt the pressure on my wrists relieved. I was released, left to lie what felt like a pool of fluids and shame, my skimpy maid's uniform bunched up around my hips, my well fucked pussy completely on display. I could feel the fragrant juices of the woman I had just pleasured all over my face, and I knew that by now, my hair and makeup must be a total disaster. Now they had finished with me, the group standing around me were giddy with excitement as they spoke to one another. For a moment, no one paid me any attention. And I took as much of a break as I could, taking a moment to collect myself as I lay there on the floor. Then slowly, awkwardly, my movements made clumsy by the tight corset that gripped my torso and the weariness of my limbs, I sat up. 
 
    The party was quieter now. Several people had left. I had no idea what time it was, but I knew it must be late. Clearly, the guests that Tiffany and I had shown in had been able to find their own way out. As I looked around, I saw the partygoers had been reduced to the four that had just been using me, plus Ms. Robertson and another man standing beside her. And the two men with Tiffany. 
 
    I gulped as I looked over at her. The glossy latex of her maid's uniform shone with every movement of her body as she rocked back and forth. Just like mine, her uniform was crumpled and stained, showing traces of past orgasms all over her body. She was on the sofa on her hands and knees, her skirt pulled up around her hips just as mine had been. Behind her, a naked man kneeled, his hands on her hips and his cock sliding rapidly in and out of her pussy from behind. Tiffany's slender body looked unusually small and vulnerable as she rocked in time with his motions. Hard to believe this was the woman who had beaten and broken me, who had done even more than Ms. Robertson to train me into the submissive slut I had become. She looked so vulnerable now. 
 
    And at the other end of the couch, another man was kneeling. He was still clothed, though his shirt was untucked and his jeans were around his knees. His cock was buried in Tiffany's mouth, and his hands held her head, his thick fingers disappearing into the dense mass of her blonde curls. He was fucking her face, his cock sliding in and out Tiffany's mouth just as aggressively as the one behind her was sliding in and out of her pussy. Used at both ends, Tiffany's body rocked back and forth between the two men, and as I watched, I felt a variety of different things. Even though I knew she wanted to be there just as I did, I felt sorry for her. After all, if anything, Tiffany was even more lesbian than I was. She was a woman with no attraction whatsoever to men, and yet there she was, getting fucked at both ends by two of them. But Tiffany was far too well-trained to protest, even if she had been able to. She knew that she was there to serve, and she seemed determined to do her best. 
 
    Besides, she looked sexy. I mean, she always did. But watching her get used, even if it was by men, was doing interesting things to me. Hard to believe I could even still feel arousal after all that had been done to me that night. My body was tired and sore, and part of me wanted nothing more than to go to bed and sleep. Watching Tiffany getting fucked by two strangers plucked predictably at the frayed wire of my list. Somehow, I was still turned on. 
 
    And of course, Ms. Robertson watched it all. Standing tall in her beautiful black corset dress, her arm draped through the arm of the tall man beside her, a glass of wine in her other hand, she smiled and watched everything. Everything that was done to us, every guest that used us, was another reminder of the magnitude of her power. The ability she had to make the unthinkable happen, to make people behave in ways they would normally find never dream of. It was as true for me as it was for Tiffany. She had made all of this happen, her will affecting everybody in the room with us. All of this, out of that same beautiful head and the dark dungeon that it contained. It was impressive, and as deeply alluring to my submissive soul as ever. 
 
    With a loud cry, the guy kneeling behind Tiffany came. I could see the tension in his body suddenly released as he buried his orgasm in her. And Tiffany moaned around the cock that filled her mouth, feeling yet another orgasm explode inside her just as I had only moments before. The man withdrew, and Tiffany leaned forward, her body still rocking in time to the thrusts of the man in front of her. Soon, he came too. With a kind of growl, he emptied his balls into her mouth, and Tiffany valiantly swallowed as much of his semen as she could while more of it cascaded down over her chin. The man withdrew, and I could see the mess in the other maid's mouth. Still holding her by the hair, he slapped his wet cock against Tiffany's cheek, and a ripple of laughter traveled around the room. Finally finished, he sat back, and Tiffany wiped her mouth. She sat up on her knees, fatigue showing in every line of her body, no matter how much she tried to hide it. 
 
    "All right," said Ms. Robinson with a smile. "I hope everyone had a good time tonight. Let's give our two maids a round of applause. Especially Rebecca, on her first of hopefully many nights like this." The guests applauded, and I looked at the ground. Somehow, this was almost as embarrassing as all the wild things that had been done to me that night. And the thought of many more nights like this ahead filled my mind to the exclusion of almost everything else. Serving Ms. Robertson, at these parties and elsewhere, was Tiffany's entire life. It wasn't yet mine. But after a night like that, it seemed unthinkable that I could just return to regular life. To go back to my dull job in my quiet apartment and live as though nothing had happened. As there absolutely everything hadn't changed. 
 
    Evidently, the party was over. The guests said their goodbyes to Ms. Robertson and left, one after another. I stayed where I was, sitting on the floor as I watched them depart. Tiffany slumped on the couch. Neither of us moved. It seemed as though my will had evaporated completely, and we were just waiting for Ms. Robertson's next instruction. As though neither of us had a single independent thought in our minds. Too much sex had robbed us of the capacity to think. 
 
    And soon, all the guests were gone. Only one remained, the tall man who stood beside Ms. Robertson, her arm still in his. I saw his brown eyes flicker from Tiffany to me and back again. A thick growth of dark hair sprouted from his scalp. I supposed he was handsome, in that objective way that was the only mechanism I had for appreciating the looks of men. They didn't do anything for me sexually — at least, not until that night. But just as I can tell that one car might look better than another of a different model, I know when a man is handsome or not. 
 
    "Okay, girls," Ms. Robertson said. "You've sat around long enough. Get this place cleaned up." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," Tiffany said, rising at once from the sofa as though she had been caught doing something she shouldn't have. I said the same thing as I rose stiffly to my feet. I had hoped we would be allowed to go to bed, but I ought to have known better. I was hardly surprised that Ms. Robertson wasn't going to let us off the hook that easily. 
 
    And as I stumbled on shaky legs around the room, picking up discarded glasses along with Tiffany, Ms. Robertson moved toward the sofa. The man came with her, taking a seat beside her. Ms. Robertson was smiling at him, a glass of wine still held in her hand. As I cleaned, I kept sneaking glances at the two of them, transfixed with her and the way her breasts swelled in the top of her tight corset dress with every breath she took, every laugh she shared with this mysterious man. She was undeniably beautiful. And even as glutted with sex as I was, I still felt that same familiar desire for her crawling through my body as I looked at her from the couch. 
 
    And then an unexpected thing happened. Ms. Robertson leaned over toward the man. I almost gasped as she wrapped her arms around his shoulders. They kissed, and I could barely believe what I was seeing. Even worse, as their lips moved against one another, I saw Ms. Robertson look over at me from the corner of her eyes, the twin blue jewels glittering as she continued kissing this stranger. Suddenly nervous, I went back to cleaning, tearing my eyes away from the unexpected display in front of me. While Tiffany and I worked, Ms. Robertson made out with a man on the sofa, a soft moan of pleasure escaping from her long throat as her excitement grew. 
 
    I carried an armful of empty glasses into the kitchen and set them down on the large island. Soon, Tiffany appeared, carrying a tray with more glasses piled on it. 
 
    “What is she doing?” I hissed at the other maid, anxious that Ms. Robertson wouldn’t hear my voice. 
 
    “I told you,” Tiffany said wearily. “Whatever she wants. As always.” 
 
    “I thought she was gay.” 
 
    "Gay. You're gay. I'm gay. And how many cocks did we suck tonight?" 
 
    "That's different," I said with a struggle. "We only do that because Ms. Robertson makes us. She doesn't have to make out with a man." 
 
    "No," Tiffany said. Her blonde curls bounced as she shook her head from side to side. "But she wants to. Ms. Robertson isn't gay, and she isn't straight. She isn't bisexual. She isn't anything. She just does what she wants, whenever she wants to do it, with whoever she wants to do with. You should get used to that." 
 
    “Yeah — I mean, okay. I’m just — I’m surprised, that’s all.” 
 
    "Yeah, well. She's a complex woman." As she spoke, Tiffany pulled open the door of the dishwasher and began to load it. Stepping toward her, I started to help. She looked as much of a mess as I  felt, as tired and disheveled as I was. But the sooner we got our work done, the sooner we could go to bed. After all that had happened that night, I knew I would sleep like a log the minute I was allowed to. How I felt about all of this in the cold light of day could wait until tomorrow.  As much of an overthinker as I tend to be, I had had enough of thinking for one night. 
 
    Tiffany closed the dishwasher and turned it on, and a low rumble rose from the machine. She turned to me, weariness showing on her pretty face as she spoke. 
 
    "Okay, let's go." She turned, and I followed her back out of the kitchen, back toward the living room where Ms. Robertson still sat on the sofa. Her arms wrapped tightly around the man beside her, her long legs now draped over his lap. He was kissing her neck, his mouth moving steadily southward, and a stab of jealousy gripped me as he worked his way toward her magnificent breasts. That, I guessed, was partly the point. Because Ms. Robertson's eyes flashed as she stared across the room at us, one hand on the back of the man's head, running her slender fingers through his thick hair. There was a wicked smile on her beautiful face. Tiffany stood with her hands meekly folded in front of her in the position she always adopted when waiting for instruction. Adjusting myself, I did the same. And Ms. Robertson's smile grew wider as she looked at us both, her humble and submissive French maids. 
 
    “Come on, Steve,” Ms. Robertson said, her voice dripping with pleasure as she spoke to the man kissing her. “Let’s take this upstairs.” 
 
    "Okay," he said, his voice a deep bass rumble. He adjusted his position on the sofa, one arm sliding under Ms. Robertson's legs as he wrapped the other around her slender corseted waist. She shrieked with laughter as he rose swiftly to his feet, picking her up as though she were weightless. She draped her arms around his neck as he carried her, her sexy high heels showing from underneath the hem of her dress. Steve seemed to know exactly where he was going as he carried Ms. Robertson out of the living room. Her beautiful blue eyes flashed again as she turned her head to look over his shoulder at Tiffany and me. 
 
    “Come on, girls,” she said. “Come with me.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." It was quite the procession we made through the echoing halls of Ms. Robertson's house. Steve carried her easily up the stairs, still kissing her throat and shoulders and her mouthwatering cleavage while she laughed in joy. And Tiffany and I following submissively behind him, not knowing — at least in my case — what was about to happen, but knowing I would do nothing to stop it.  
 
    Steve carried Ms. Robertson down the hallway to her bedroom and set her down on the mattress. As he climbed onto the bed beside her, Tiffany and I followed, standing once again in a ready position at the foot of the bed. Steve's hands moved over Ms. Robertson's gorgeous body, sweeping over the swell of her breasts and the indrawn curve of her stomach, reaching around behind her to the tight laces of her corset dress. But Ms. Robertson gently but firmly pushed his hands away. 
 
      
 
    "Oh no," she said, smiling at him as she shook her head. "Why would we undress ourselves when I have maids to do that? Tiffany, get over here and take my dress off. Rebecca, undress Steve." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Now I was jealous even of Tiffany as the other maid stepped gladly forward. But orders are orders. As Steve sat up on the side of the bed, smiling faintly at me, I approached him with downcast eyes. My hands trembled as I reached out for the buttons of his shirt. And as I parted them one by one, I felt his hands on my body. On my hips, on my waist, reaching toward my breasts, squeezing them through the latex fabric of my uniform. As I slid his shirt down his arms, I tried to focus on my task instead of on my own unbelievable arousal. 
 
    But over on the other side of the bed, Tiffany was undressing our mistress. And it was hard not to stare as she loosened the laces of the corset and slowly parted it. Ms. Robertson's breasts showed as Tiffany pulled the dress down, and I was reminded that she wore no underwear underneath. The dress fell to the floor, and Ms. Robertson stepped out of it, still in the high heels I put on her myself early that night. Tiffany gathered up the dress and carried it over to the walk-in closet. Ms. Robertson was watching me. Shaking my head, trying to dispell the distraction of her naked in front of me, I unfastened Steve's belt and pulled his pants down. His cock sprang out, hard and ready as it bobbed in the air in front of me. It was huge. As I kneeled to the floor to pull his pants and underwear completely off his feet, his manhood swayed above me like a menacing weapon. 
 
    "Tiffany," Ms. Robertson called, projecting her voice toward the walk-in closet where the other maid was hanging her dress, "bring two pairs of handcuffs with you when you come back." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany's voice drifted out from the closet. If she felt anything like the fear and nervousness I was feeling at that moment, it didn't show in her voice. And soon, obedient as ever, she reemerged from the closet with two pairs of handcuffs rattling in her hands. 
 
    "Cuff Rebecca's hands behind her back." 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” Tiffany didn’t hesitate. I  rose to my feet, but before I could even turn around, Tiffany was behind my back, pulling my wrists behind me. I didn’t resist the cold steel encircled my arms, binding them together. Steve watched the whole spectacle, grinning up from his side of the bed, naked and hard. 
 
    “Steve, could you do the honors with Tiffany?” Ms. Robertson asked. 
 
    "Sure thing," he grinned. Without the faintest sign of hesitation, Tiffany wordlessly handed him the handcuffs and turned her back on him, her hands clasped together behind her. The metal cuffs clicked as Steve snapped them on, binding Tiffany's arms just like mine were bound. Tiffany turned to face the bed again, standing beside me, cuffed just as I was. Slowly, her movements as languid yet precise as a cat, Ms. Robertson climbed onto the mattress. 
 
    "That's better," she purred. "I don't want you silly little girls getting overexcited and touching yourselves. I know what you sluts are like." 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Steve turned away from us, swinging his legs up onto the bed. Ms. Robertson turned her attention to him now, smiling down at him as she placed one hand on his chest. She climbed on top of him, throwing one long leg over his body to straddle him. Her free hand reached down between her legs, taking hold of the hard shaft of his impressive cock. While Tiffany and I watched, she lowered herself slowly down onto him, gasping with effort and delight as his thick manhood spread the wet lips of her pussy apart. Inside, I burned with jealousy and hatred as I watched her gorgeous pussy slide down on his cock. I was unworthy of Ms. Robertson, but in my opinion, so was everybody else. As much as it pained me on those occasions when Tiffany got to have sex with our mistress, this pained me so much more. To see this man who'd suffered nothing getting to be with her in this way, and being able to do nothing but watch. Being forced to watch, confronted yet again with my own inadequacy. It was dizzying. 
 
    "I've been waiting for this all night," Ms. Robertson said. And slowly, she began to bounce up and down on top of Steve's cock, her movements getting steadily quicker as she cried out in pleasure. Beside me, I heard Tiffany's dress rustle. She was transfixed on the scene in front of her, watching our mistress riding a fat cock just as I was. With the two of us standing there helpless and transfixed, Ms. Robertson cried out in selfish pleasure. It seemed this night still had a sting in its tail. 
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