
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Copyright Katt Ford 2020 
 
    Kindle Edition 
 
      
 
    All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen 
 
      
 
    Would you like to be notified when I publish new books? Go to my Author Page and click the big yellow Follow button: 
 
      
 
    Author Page 
 
    Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter here! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Inspection Room 
 
      
 
      
 
    From across the room, I saw Carlos raise his hand, his gloved fingers folding as he 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 sometimes. 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 time 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. Sometimes, 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 soft 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 time 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 sometime." 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 soft 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 time," Ms. Robertson said in that same low voice that seemed to emerge from somewhere between my ears rather than coming from outside. "I have time 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 fingertips 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 time 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 sometime. 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. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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 mention 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 so 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 intimate 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 hypnotic. 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.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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 me, 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 shirt. 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. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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 soft." 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 fingertips 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 me 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 time, 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. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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 hotter 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 lipstick 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 tiring 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 me 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 time 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 tied 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. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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 kneeled 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 me 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 kneeled 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 kneeled 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 kneeled, 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 kneeled 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 tip 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. 
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    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 wetter 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 times, 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 me 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 canme 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. 
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