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    In Her Service 
 
      
 
    I jumped in my seat as the door of my apartment opened. It was still new to me, this arrangement of ours. It took a second for me to remember the Tiffany now had a key. 
 
    Ms. Robertson had floated the possibility of me giving up my apartment and moving in with her and Tiffany. But since then, it hadn't been mentioned. I didn't dare to ask. Besides, I still wasn't sure what I wanted. Anytime I was in the presence of my mistress, the most outlandish ideas seemed acceptable. Even desirable. The thought of living in a huge mansion and acting as a girly French maid at my mistress's beck and call never failed to reduce me to a trembling puddle every time I thought of it. But in the cold light of day, doubts crept in. 
 
    After my latest submission to Ms. Robertson and her maid, once the two of them had used my body for their deviant pleasure, I'd been sent home again. Eventually. First, I had been kept overnight and made to serve as a suck and fuck toy for both of them. Once Ms. Robertson had fucked me while I was tied to the bench, I had been made to eat Tiffany's pussy. Then Ms. Robertson had demanded that Tiffany eat her pussy. That made our mistress so horny that she couldn't resist pounding me from behind again. When Ms. Robertson had finally tired of pleasure, she left me in the basement, still tied to the bench, still ready to be used. While Tiffany served her dinner upstairs, I lay in the darkness and waited for release. Then the two of them came back downstairs, and the whole degrading spectacle started all over again. 
 
    By the time they sent me home, I was worn out. My mouth and my pussy ached from the intrusion of their toys and tongues and fingers, and my legs were wobbly from pleasure. As reluctant as I was to leave Serena's mansion, I could hardly take any more. As soon as I got back to my apartment, I fell into bed and slept for hours. 
 
    I woke up with my hand between my legs. Pleasure already bloomed inside me. It was a new experience for me, after long weeks of being locked into the training corset. Suddenly I had the ability to touch myself again. And I did. I couldn't resist. Visions of all the things the two women had done to me tormented me with lust, and even orgasm barely seemed to diminish their power. I spent most of the next day in bed playing with myself, calling out the names of Tiffany and Ms. Robertson in my transports of physical ecstasy. Yet, each solitary orgasm only served to remind me that they couldn't compare with the real thing. The raw joy of serving Ms. Robertson, of being touched by her, of being used by her, was more powerful and more intoxicating than any sexual experience I had ever had. Finally, I was free to masturbate while I thought about her. But each lonely spasm of pleasure only left me feeling more hollow and empty. 
 
    Before I had been dismissed from Ms. Robertson's mansion,  Tiffany had been sent to get my house keys copied. Ms. Robertson told me firmly that from now on, her maid would come and go she pleased, without warning, without notice. And I nodded and meekly said yes, ma'am, as this unbelievable woman casually reordered the whole pattern of my life. As always, I had no way of knowing how long I would have to wait until my mistress decided to use me again. Luckily, this time, the wait was short. It was only two days after my latest adventure in Ms. Robertson's dungeon that Tiffany let herself into my apartment for the first time. 
 
    "Hello, slut," she grinned as she swept into the living room. I sat up on the couch, gazing at her in surprise. She was wearing a light blue dress that clung to every curve of her body, its hem ending at mid-thigh and revealing plenty of her long toned legs. The muscles of her thighs stood out as she walked in the high-heeled boots I had seen her wear before, the ones with the pointed toe and the glossy leather that simply screamed of sex. The tight curls of her blonde hair tumbled over her shoulders and down her back, and her trademark pink lips smiled as she looked at me. There was a garment bag slung over her shoulder. And just as I did every time I saw her, I gazed at Tiffany in disbelief of just how good she looked. Just how beautifully feminine, especially when I considered the way she had once been. Tiffany was a living testament to the transformational powers of Ms. Robertson's dominance. Just to look at the sexy maid was to be reminded of what our mistress could do. 
 
    Besides, looking at Tiffany was more than enough to get me going. Even as my surprise subsided, my desire grew. And excitement and nervousness merged together in the pit of my stomach as I wondered what new depravity I would be ordered to endure. 
 
    "Hello," I said carefully. Ms. Robertson had been abundantly clear about the hierarchy in her household. Tiffany had the right to order me around and dominate me just as Ms. Robertson did. But Tiffany had never taken any kind of title for herself. And so I wasn't sure quite what to call her. It seemed safest not to say anything at all. 
 
    "Did you miss me?" Tiffany stood in the center of my living room, a potent reminder of my other life that was steadily overtaking my regular one, and I didn't try to stop my eyes roaming over her beautiful body as I took it all in. She let me, too, standing with her free hand on one cocked hip, one booted foot forward as though posing for paparazzi on the red carpet. Tiffany knew how badly I wanted her. And like any woman, it turned her on to be reminded of it. 
 
    "Yes," I answered truthfully, while Tiffany giggled in that high girlish laugh she had. 
 
    "Have you been thinking about me and the naughty things I do to you while touching yourself?" The question was impertinent, and I felt my cheeks reddening as I opened my mouth to answer. But there was no point in lying. Tiffany was the person who understood my current position better than perhaps anybody else in the world. After all, she had been where I was now, though probably with a lot more confusion and doubt than even I was feeling. Ms. Robertson had changed everything about her, from where she lived to the way she looked to even her name. And as I looked at pretty Tiffany standing in my living room, I saw once again how little of the butch mechanic Ash remained. 
 
    "Yes," I admitted to another mocking giggle. 
 
    "That doesn't surprise me. After all, bimbo sluts like us don't have any other thoughts in our pretty little heads, do we?" 
 
    "No," I said slowly. Tiffany was like that sometimes. This new life was an act that she seemed to have internalized completely, but every now and then, I wondered. There were two of us now, in Ms. Robertson's service. Two of us that the beautiful dominant woman tormented and controlled.  Tiffany and I shared a bond that went far beyond kinky sex. And sometimes, I felt myself wishing I could talk to her. I mean, have a real conversation. But being reminded of her former life seem to make the maid uncomfortable. Besides, most of the time, I was too busy worrying about the changes in me to think too hard about Tiffany. 
 
    "Well, lucky for you, it's arrived." While my brow furrowed in confusion, Tiffany swept the garment bag of her shoulder and laid it down on the sofa beside me. She pulled down the zipper and stepped back, and I leaned forward in my seat to peer inside and see what she had brought. The dark luster of black latex shone up at me from within the bag, and I felt as though a fist in my chest clutched at my heart. I reached into the bag and felt the rubbery fabric under my fingertips as I lifted the latex maid's uniform out into the light. 
 
    Tiffany smiled as she watched me. Just looking at the garment sent a shiver of lust racing through my body. I thought of how sexy and submissive Tiffany looked in her uniform. It was strange to see it here, in the living room of my apartment. Even after all the wild acts that my place had been witness to recently. 
 
    “Is it –?”  
 
    "Yours? Yep. Ms. Robertson took your measurements last time you were in the dungeon, remember? I'm here to help you try it on." I gulped as Tiffany spoke. The simple truth was that there was a large part of me that wanted nothing more than to put the uniform on. But it scared me, too. It represented yet another level of submission to Ms. Robertson. As though I was losing my identity bit by bit, just the way Ash had as she transformed into Tiffany. Putting on the uniform would demonstrate that I was willing to lose myself and become nothing more than a servant of my mistress. As much as I wanted that, it was a scary thing to think about. 
 
    Tiffany waited. The toe of one boot tapped idly on the floor. She said nothing. Her eyes moved over me as she watched my reaction. She understood. She didn’t need to say anything to convince me of that. She knew not to push. 
 
    As I held the skimpy dress in my hands, I felt my resistance wilting as my desire bloomed. Ever since I'd seen Tiffany in her uniform, I had wondered how it would feel to wear such a thing. Now I was about to find out. 
 
    "Okay," I sighed. And Tiffany's smile bloomed on her pink lips as she dropped the purse she carried on her shoulder and stepped forward. Her hands reached out to me, lifting my T-shirt over my head, and desire raged inside me as a beautiful woman help me undress. She unfastened my jeans, and I pulled them down, stepping out of them. Tiffany giggled as she stepped closer to me, the front of her dress pressing against my boobs as she reached behind me to unfasten my bra. She pulled it down my arms and let it drop to the floor before reaching for my panties. She pulled those down too, and I pushed them to the floor, stepping out of them so that I was completely naked in front of Tiffany, remained fully dressed. The smell of her perfume tugged at my memories just as the feel of her hands did. Somehow, I resisted the urge to kiss her, even when her full pink lips hovered just in front of mine, that sly but infectious smile showing on her beautiful face. 
 
    "No underwear with this uniform," she said firmly, staring deep into my eyes. "Ever. And remember, when you're wearing it, you represent Ms. Robertson and her household. You represent me.  Once you put the uniform on, it becomes who you are. A maid. Don't forget that." 
 
    "Okay," I said. The suddenly serious tone of Tiffany's voice added to my fears and doubts. But the smooth latex felt like heaven under my fingers, and the thought of what the future held sent jolts of pleasure racing up and down my spine. With her little speech finished, the smile returned to Tiffany's face. And she reached forward, taking the maid's uniform from me and moving it through her hands. She lifted it above my head, and her smile grew brighter as I raise my arms and let her pull the fabric down over my body. I could smell the rubbery smell of the latex, could feel it already clinging to my body as she adjusted it. The flared skirt floated outward from my hips, barely long enough to cover my ass, so that I risked exposing myself every time I bent over. Of course, that was the point. And the latex stretched and creaked as Tiffany pulled it into place over my shoulders, the glossy fabric clinging tightly to me as she maneuvered it into place. I could see already that there was no need to wear a bra underneath the uniform. The latex was tight enough to keep my breasts lifted and supported, pushed together so that dramatic cleavage formed in the low neckline of the garment. 
 
    "Turn around," Tiffany said. I did as I was told, the short skirt swirling around my thighs in an unignorably feminine way as I turned my back on the other woman. Tiffany gathered up my hair and pushed it forward over one shoulder. I felt the dress tighten around my stomach, and I remembered the built-in corset it contained as Tiffany pulled on the laces. My breathing became shallow as she kept tightening, and even as I reveled in the feeling of constriction that I had missed ever since the training corset had been removed, Tiffany kept pulling. 
 
    "That's — that's enough, isn't it?" I said, pressing my hands to my rapidly shrinking stomach as the laces kept tightening. 
 
    "Not yet," Tiffany said, grunting with effort as she worked on the corset. "Ms. Robertson likes girls with narrow waists. You know that." I gasped as Tiffany pulled harshly on the laces again. My breasts shuddered and shook where I stood, forced to take small and rapid breaths that made them bounce in the latex that covered them. I could feel my nipples harden, and two visible bumps appeared in the fabric to demonstrate my arousal as Tiffany finally tied the corset laces behind me. I felt her hands on my waist as she gently turned me around to face her, and she smiled as she looked me up and down, running her hands over the dress. The feel of her fingers through the latex was incredible. The sensation of touch was heightened to an unbelievable level by the dress that hugged me like a second skin. And Tiffany knew it. Her smiling eyes gazed deep into mine, and she ran her hands over my body, my shoulders, my back, my stomach, and finally my boobs. I trembled and bit my lower lip as her thumbs found two bumps formed by my nipples underneath the latex and toyed with them. Beneath the tiny skirt, I could feel my pussy dampening. 
 
    " Feels nice, doesn't it?" Tiffany said. "I remember the first time I put it on. I couldn't believe I was going to wear something so ridiculous. But now? Now I miss it when I'm not wearing it. I'm almost jealous you get to put it on for the first time." 
 
    " Yeah," I said, my breathlessness only partly because of the tightness of the corset I wore. Tiffany was right. And I had been right too, when I wondered how would feel to wear the uniform. Of course it was humiliating, of course it was. It was also unbelievably sexy. And as Tiffany ran her eyes and her hands up and down my body, I felt again like the sex toy she and Ms. Robertson had turned me into, and it felt incredible. The hem of the flared skirt swished through my hands as I toyed with it, my body crying out as loudly as ever for pleasure while Tiffany teased me. 
 
    "You look amazing, you know," Tiffany said. I smiled at her praise as she stepped closer to me, my skirt crumpling between us as she wrapped her arms around my waist. A waist that was almost unbelievably narrow in a tight corset I wore, tighter even than the training corset had been. 
 
    "Thanks," I said. And then I moaned as Tiffany pressed her pink lips against mine, her tongue slipping into my mouth, my skin prickling wherever her hands touched me through the latex uniform. With one hand teasing my nipples through the latex, the other reached under my skirt, her fingers trailing expertly over my dripping pussy. I saw at once that the uniform was designed not to get in the way of sexual activity, and somehow, it made me feel even more vulnerable than I did naked. I remembered what Tiffany had said about Ms. Robertson's parties, and my heart spasmed again. But as Tiffany's mouth slipped from mine and began to move down my neck, I barely had time to think about that. I moaned, throwing back my head as she kissed my breasts, exposed in the low neck of the maid uniform while her hand continued to work between my thighs. I felt her hand on my shoulder, and I didn't resist as she pushed me down onto the sofa, my skirt immediately riding up around my hips as Tiffany climbed on top of me. She buried her face in my breasts, and I threw an arm around her shoulders as her fingers slid between the trembling lips of my pussy. 
 
    Tiffany was an expert when it came to the female body. Her fingers moved inside me, quickly seeking that magical spot of pleasure that she knew just how to find. I moaned in passion as she began to beckon my orgasm out of my body. I felt her teeth nip playfully at the exposed skin of my boob, and my legs trembled on either side of her as she continued to finger me until the juices of arousal poured freely out of my streaming pussy. I had been wearing the maid uniform for all of five minutes, and I could see that I was about to have my first orgasm while wearing it. The first, I could only hope, of many. If the dress had this effect on Tiffany, when she wore the same uniform every day of her life, I could only hope Ms. Robertson would find it just as appealing. 
 
    "Oh my God!" I threw back my head against the couch cushions as orgasm thundered through me. I heard Tiffany giggle, her breath warm against my cleavage as I trembled and shook underneath her. She raised her face to mine and kissed me again, deeply and passionately, and I held her tight, my hands running over her incredible body underneath the thin dress she wore. I began to lift her skirt, but my eyes opened in surprise as Tiffany pushed my hand away. Sitting up, she swept her blonde curls back from her face and smiled down at me. The pink flush in her cheeks echoed the one I could feel in my own as I stared up at her confused. 
 
    “Not now,” she explained. “Ms. Robertson didn’t give me permission.” 
 
    “She gave me permission?” 
 
    "She said I could do what I wanted with you," Tiffany grinned. " But I'm not to have an orgasm of my own." I opened my mouth to point out that our mistress wasn't there and couldn't possibly know what happened between the two of us. But then I reconsidered. I might wonder sometimes about how Tiffany truly felt about her mistress, but she'd never displayed even the slightest hint of disloyalty. And I remembered all too well the whipping the kinky maid had been only too happy to give me. Suggesting disobedience, I had no doubt, would earn me an even more severe punishment. 
 
    "There are shoes in the bottom of the bag," Tiffany said as she pulled it out from underneath her and passed it to me. "Put those on, too." Fishing the footwear out of the bag, I did as she said. The patent leather high-heels shone with the same black lustre as the uniform itself, the exact same shoes I had seen Tiffany wear. The heels were ridiculously tall, and I knew I would have to walk extremely carefully if I didn't want to fall. But that was what Ms. Robertson wanted, to see her maids tottering about on fuck-me shoes. It was as simple as that. 
 
    "Where does she get this stuff?" I asked, looking again at my skirt as I pulled it down to cover my dripping pussy as best as I could. I was already learning the perils of being turned on in a short dress with no panties underneath. But again, I knew that that was the whole point. Ms. Robertson would want to know when her slaves turned on. And for as long as I was wearing this uniform, I knew that would be almost all of the time. 
 
    “She makes it,” Tiffany said. “Didn’t you know?” 
 
    "She makes it?"  
 
    "Yes. That's what Ms. Robertson does. She owns a lingerie chain, and she designs and makes underwear. Some of it fetish stuff, like this. Some of it more regular. Sometimes, she has me model for her. Maybe she'll have you do the same." 
 
      
 
    "Model? I'm no model." 
 
    "Don't be too sure," Tiffany grinned. "Last week, you weren't a French maid, either. But now look at you." I could hardly argue with that. Sitting in my own apartment dressed as a slutty maid, I didn't feel in much of a position to argue with anything Tiffany was saying. I watched as she rose to her feet and bent over her purse where it lay on the floor, producing two small items that she held out in front of me. A stainless steel egg-shaped item was cupped in one palm. The other held a remote control. 
 
    "Put this into your pussy," Tiffany ordered. "I think you'll enjoy this next bit." Tentatively, I took the egg from her hand. Its surface was warm and smooth. Tiffany watched, smiling that smile of hers as I reached under my skirt and pressed the egg against my dripping lips. My own juices lubricated it as I slid it inside, gasping as I felt the toy pushing apart the walls of my pussy. I had seen things like this before, of course, though I had never used one. But as far as the firsts that Tiffany had introduced me to went, this one hardly rated. 
 
    Tiffany pressed a button on the remote control, and I shrieked in surprise as I felt the egg buzz inside me. Vibration spread from between my legs out through my body, and I panted in pleasure, my breath growing even shallower as the egg vibrated deliciously inside me. 
 
    "That should keep you nice and horny," Tiffany smiled as she released the button and the vibration subsided. "Anytime I like, I can just give you another little buzz and get you gasping for sex again." As she spoke, Tiffany pressed the button again, and I moaned as the vibrations returned. Tiffany giggled. She was right, of course. It's not as though she had any trouble getting me turned on whenever she wanted, but this toy made it almost too easy. And then, she shifted her thumb and pressed another button. I yelped in pain as the egg delivered a tiny electric shock, making me jump in my chair as my panicked eyes sought hers. 
 
    “It can hurt you, too,” Tiffany grinned. “In case you get any funny ideas.” 
 
    "Funny ideas? Like what?" I was almost afraid to ask. But from the smile on Tiffany's face, I could see she had been looking forward to this. 
 
    "Stand up," she ordered. "We're going to Ms. Robertson's house." 
 
    "We are? Okay. Let me change." And then, as I should've known it would, the egg delivered another electric shock deep inside me, stronger than the one before. I clutched frantically between my legs as I sank to my knees on the floor, my muscles spasming and shaking as the current passed through me. As abruptly as it had begun, it stopped. Tiffany stood above me, smiling down wickedly with the remote in her hand. 
 
    "Oh no," she said, her blonde curls swaying as she shook her head. "You're coming just the way you are. And when you're dismissed, you'll have to go home in that uniform too. That's what Ms. Robertson wants. Now, get up. You know it's a bad idea to keep her waiting." 
 
    I gazed up at Tiffany open-mouthed. The kinky maid loved nothing more than to humiliate me, but this was a new low. This was the building where I lived, and though I didn't know my neighbors very well, I certainly didn't want them to see me all dressed up like some fetish slut. I didn't even want strangers to see me like that. I dreaded the leering looks, the catcalls, the photos and videos that could end up who knew where? 
 
    But Tiffany smiled down at me, the remote in one hand and the other hand on her hip again, as though daring me to disobey. As though she wanted to shock me into compliance. There was no reason to believe she would hesitate to use her power over me. The woman had never been shy about disciplining me before. With a growing sense of horror and shame, I knew that I would have to comply. 
 
    “Now?” I meekly asked. 
 
    "Now," Tiffany confirmed. And she stepped back as I rose unsteadily to my feet. A shout of fear escaped my lips as she pressed the remote again, but this time, it was a pleasurable buzz that spread through me from the vibrator I wore. My cheeks burned with shame as I realized that she was once again using punishment and reward to train me to do what she wanted. That didn't make the pleasure any less. In fact, it only made it stronger. 
 
    "Good girl," Tiffany grinned. "Let's go. Time for your first day as Ms. Robertson's new maid." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Preparing For The Party 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was warm in the bathroom. Every single drop that fell from the faucet echoed back from the flawless tiles. Ms. Robertson’s bathroom was almost the size of my apartment, and I knew it wasn’t the only one the house contained. This was her personal bathroom, the one connected to her vast bedroom. It was the first time I had seen where my mistress slept. But I didn’t have much time to take in the view or to study the faint impression of her gorgeous body the still showed on the sheets from the previous night. I was there to work. 
 
    For that matter, so was Tiffany. These kinds of tasks, the most personal care of Ms. Robertson, usually fell to her. After all, I was still in training, still trying to prove my worth to both of these wildly sexy women. When I allowed myself to think about it, it struck me that possibly this new intimacy represented progress in my role. But I told myself not to put too much store in it. Ms. Robertson, I had soon learned, was nothing if not capricious. One day, I might feel that she was very pleased with me, only to find her directing Tiffany to punish me harshly the next. She kept me on my toes, just as the outrageous high heels I was forced to wear with my kinky latex French maid uniform kept me on my toes. And even as I was learning to serve a little better, to move a little more comfortably in the highly restrictive uniform, the shame of being made to wear it never seemed to go away. 
 
    Ms. Robertson reclined in the warm water of a huge bathtub that could comfortably fit the three of us if she so desired. Her dark hair was slicked back wetly from her forehead, her body shining in teasing glimpses that showed through the fine froth of bubbles that floated on the surface of the water. The smell was delicious, a combination of doubtless very expensive products that she used to pamper herself. As though she needed more pampering. And I hunched over the side of the tub, ignoring the pain in my knees as I carefully painted my mistress's toes. That was my job. 
 
    Beside me, Tiffany also kneeled on the bathroom floor. She held a tiny jar the same varnish I did in her hand. Her brush slid over the fingernails of Ms. Robertson's extended left hand. And our mistress watched from under half-closed eyes as we diligently served her, devoting ourselves to our task as though it were the most important thing in the world. 
 
    I tried to focus on what I was doing. The last thing I wanted was to mess up. I had no doubt that even the slightest infraction I committed tonight would be severely punished. Tiffany had made that clear. But it wasn't easy to focus when Ms. Robertson lay beneath the water, and the drifting bubbles alternately concealed and exposed her beautiful body. Tiffany and I had already painted her other foot and her other hand, and she lay with her legs and arms spread completely, letting the varnish dry as she reclined in the tub. Sometimes, the bubbles would part enough to allow me a glimpse of her beautiful pussy beneath the surface of the water, and my own sex dripped at the sight. Her beautiful breasts rose above the surface, shining wetly in a way that was impossible to ignore. I knew that beside me, Tiffany was fighting the same struggle, even if she seemed to be doing a lot better than I did. Presumably, the senior maid was used to this kind of thing. But how could you ever get used to a beauty like this? How could you ever get used to being dominated and humiliated in this way, all your own dreams and hopes and desires rendered irrelevant, and sometimes used to control and torment you by your cruel and beautiful mistress? I certainly wasn't used to it. And somehow, I doubted I ever would be. 
 
    But. With Ms. Robertson and with me, I had learned, there was always a but. Serving our mistress with a full-time job for Tiffany, and more than that. It was her whole life. That wasn't the case with me. I was still only here part-time, even if it felt as though I was spending more and more of my life at Ms. Robertson's house. I still had my job. I still had my own apartment, even if I rarely went there anymore. In fact, I had grown to hate the time I spent there, because it meant being away from these two. The worse they treated me, the more I wanted them. That was no longer a mystery. But it never failed to register with a dull sense of shock in my mind to see what I had been made into in such a short space of time. 
 
    Finished at last with Ms. Robertson's toes, I recapped the bottle of polish and set it aside. She chuckled faintly as I blew gently on her foot, doing my best to dry the polish. Beside me, Tiffany had also finished. Ms. Robertson's fingers glowed with the same deep red color I had applied to her toes. She smiled with satisfaction as she looked down at the job we had done. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said. “I have a feeling this is going to be an especially fun party.” 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson," Tiffany said, and I echoed a beat behind. I tried not to let my nervousness show as I wondered what the night had in store for me. Both Tiffany and Ms. Robertson had been clear about that, at least. I was there to serve as a maid and much more than a maid. I was expected to be some kind of party slut, to be used by strangers in whatever way they saw fit. It was terrifying. But not nearly as terrifying as it was intoxicating. The mere thought of what I would be expected to perform sent bolts of anticipation racing up and down my spine to find a warm home between my thighs. 
 
    Languidly, Ms. Robertson raised her hand from the side of the tub and pointed toward her breast. I felt a tremor of disappointment pass through me as she locked eyes with Tiffany beside me. 
 
    “Suck,” she ordered. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany didn't hesitate any more than I would have. Her maids uniform rustled around her as she crawled forward on her knees, sweeping her blonde curls back as she lowered her face to her mistress's breast. Ms. Robertson sighed in pleasure, leaning her head back against the side of the tub as Tiffany licked and sucked her swollen nipple, her hands shining with bathwater as she caressed Ms. Robertson's body. Concerned about her nail polish, Ms. Robertson kept her hands and feet outside of the tub, but I could see the strain in her body as Tiffany continued to suck on her nipple. A faint frown showed on her smooth brow, even as a gasp of pleasure rose from her open mouth. 
 
    “Good girl, Tiffany,” Ms. Robertson sighed. “You may give me an orgasm now.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," Tiffany said, her excitement and eagerness showing in her voice. Ms. Robertson's smile grew wider as Tiffany lifted her face from the other woman's breast and reached a hand into the water between her legs. I watched, doing my best not to groan with frustrated desire as I watched Tiffany go to work. The water surged and splashed in the tub as Tiffany slid her fingers into our mistress's pussy, sliding them in and out while Ms. Robertson gasped and moaned. As beautiful as the dominant woman was, she was never more beautiful than when she was in the throes of ecstasy.  
 
    And all I could do was watch. I didn't even dare reach up under my own skirt to pleasure myself, despite my body screaming at me to do so. I remembered too well the feeling of being locked in the training corset, of not being allowed to touch myself ever. Breaking one of Ms. Robertson's most sacred rules would no doubt see me locked back into that torturous garment. As humiliating as it was, the kinky French maid uniform I wore was something of a badge of honor. At least, that was how Tiffany described it. Being a slave of this incredible woman was something I was still trying to earn. 
 
      
 
    Ms. Robertson shuddered and gasped. Water splashed over the sides of the tub as her beautiful body convulsed. Tiffany smiled down at her mistress, eyes blazing as she pleasured the other woman. She seemed utterly lost in her task, wholly absorbed in Ms. Robertson's cries of pleasure. And as I felt a puddle of warm bathwater forming at my knees, Ms. Robertson howled in orgasm. Veins showed in her slender neck as the bathroom rang with her cries. As waves of pleasure ran through her, she sank further down into the water, and Tiffany removed her dripping hand. Smiling, she held it out to me, two fingers pointed at me like an imaginary gun. As Ms. Robertson opened her eyes again, she snorted with laughter. 
 
    “Go ahead, slut,” she giggled as Tiffany smiled. “You can lick them.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I said. I leaned forward and ran my tongue over Tiffany's offered fingers. All I could taste was the scented bathwater that dripped from them, but I kept licking. Tiffany extended her arm further, and I took her fingers into my mouth, sucking on them while she grinned wolfishly at me. 
 
    "That's right," Miss Robertson said, smiling with delight as she watched Tiffany slide her fingers in and out of my mouth. "Get that whore mouth warmed up for tonight." I blinked as I continued sucking. I knew what they wanted from me. I had a sneaking suspicion of some of what this night might have in store. As humiliating and shameful as it was, begging and groveling and pleasuring both Tiffany and Ms. Robertson was an absolute thrill. It was something I was always willing to do, something I was often made to beg to do. But there were other things the night might hold that I didn't know how I would handle. And the dark hints both Ms. Robertson and Tiffany had made leading up to this night only made me worry more. Still, it was what I had to do. That much was clear. Along with everything else it was, this party would be a test of my submission to Ms. Robertson. If I failed, the best I could hope for was physical punishment. The worst would be banishment from this house forever. That, I knew, I couldn't stand. 
 
    "Okay," Ms. Robertson said. "Help me up." Tiffany withdrew her shining fingers from my mouth and rose to her feet. I did the same, and Ms. Robertson held out her hands to us. Together, we lifted her out of the tub, her incredible body shining as she stepped onto the floor beside us. Tiffany reached for a towel, and I did the same. Together, we toweled off our mistress, and Ms. Robertson stood naked and proud as she accepted our service like it was her right. 
 
    When she was dry, Ms. Robertson stepped past us without a word. Totally naked, she made her way through the open door of the bathroom into the bedroom. With a quick glance at me, Tiffany followed, and I brought up the rear. Two submissive maids hurrying after their mistress to obey her every command. There wasn't a second that went by of this performance that I wasn't reminded just how pathetic and humiliating it was. And just how exciting that made it. 
 
    Together, we followed Ms. Robertson from her bedroom to her walk-in closet. There was a large vanity unit in there, and she sat down in front of it. Tiffany knew exactly what to do. Long practice guided her hands as she reached for a variety of cosmetics and began to apply them to Ms. Robertson’s face. Powder brush in hand, she glanced up at me, and a scowl appeared momentarily on her pretty face. 
 
    "Dry her hair," she ordered. Gulping nervously, I stepped forward and unhooked the hairdryer that sat in a bracket on one side of the vanity table. It roared into life in my hands, and I dried Ms. Robertson's jet black hair while Tiffany made up her face. Soon,she looked as beautiful as ever, her makeup heavy though not nearly as heavy as what Tiffany and I wore. Red lips matched her nails, and her eyes glittered like precious jewels beneath dark lashes. I switched off the hairdryer, and Tiffany began to apply product, running her fingers through Ms. Robertson's dark locks while I watched. Something told me that one day, I would be expected to know how to do all of this, so I tried to pay attention. It wasn't easy with our mistress sitting naked in front of us. 
 
    Once Tiffany was finished, Ms. Robertson stood. Without a word, she stepped towards the rack of clothes that ran all the way around the room. She lifted a garment bag off the rail and handed it to me. As I took in my hands, she turned and strode back into the bedroom. Tiffany and I followed. 
 
    Ms. Robertson stood in front of the bed, her hands on her hips. 
 
    "Dress me," she ordered. Tiffany glanced at me. I set down the garment bag on the bed and unzipped it. Inside, I found a black dress that I lifted out carefully. It felt stiff in my hands, and I realized the bodice was a steel boned corset. Below it, a skirt of black ruffles cascaded to the floor. A slash of bright red fabric ran from the top of the dress all the way to the bottom in a sweeping line. As I carried the dress toward Ms. Robertson, I already knew that she would look fantastic in it. 
 
    Tiffany stood beside me and helped me unlace and open the back of the corset. We held it out so that Ms. Robertson could step into it. Together, we pulled the dress up around her, fitting the corset around her torso. My hands trembled as I helped Tiffany fit Ms. Robertson's bare breasts into the corset, and I felt her watching me with amusement as I struggled. Then, Tiffany stepped behind our mistress to begin lacing up the corset around her. I watched as the dress conformed to Ms. Robertson's natural hourglass shape, her full breasts swelling over the top as they were pushed higher on her chest. Just as I had expected, she looked absolutely ravishing as Tiffany tightened the dress around her. The low neckline exposed her slender shoulders and what seemed like acres of her mouthwatering breasts, and the sweeping red line coiled over her stomach and accentuated the unbelievable narrowness of her waist. She looked at once elegant and unbelievably sexy — but then, that had always been her trademark. 
 
    “Stop gawking at me and bring me my shoes,” Ms. Robertson said to me, her voice slightly breathless as Tiffany continued tightening the corset around her. “Box number 16.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I said. Hurrying to obey, I reentered the walk-in closet. Ms. Robertson had so many shoes that each was kept in a numbered cubbyhole, and I picked up the ones she wanted quickly. They were black patent leather high heels with a strap around the ankle, and as I brought them to her, I dropped to my knees on the floor in front of her. Ms. Robertson lifted her skirt to expose her feet. I slid the shoes on, trying to control the shaking in my hands as I buckled the straps in place. Once they were on, she let the dress drop, and the full skirt all but covered the sexy footwear. But I knew it was there. Just as I knew Ms. Robertson wore no underwear underneath the dress, that her beautiful pussy was naked and uncovered beneath the fluttering gown. 
 
    Ms. Robertson smirked down at me. Fully dressed now, her breasts rose and swelled over the top of the corset with every breath she took. Her lips and fingernails and toenails were the same vibrant red as the eye-catching line that ran over her dress. She looked magnificent. She was a woman who needed no help in looking good, but the dress and her makeup all combined to make her absolutely irresistible. Just looking at her was enough to make my pussy spasm in unrelieved lust. 
 
    "Look your face," Ms. Robertson giggled as she stared down at me. "You look like you want to fuck me so bad right now." 
 
    “I do, ma’am,” I said. “I always do. But you look beautiful tonight.” 
 
    "Of course you do, you silly little slut," Ms. Robertson sneered. She lifted her skirt again, and I was treated to a glimpse of her toned legs as she raised one foot and pressed her high heel into my shoulder. Straining her leg, she pushed me to the floor, sending me sprawling on the hardwood, my skimpy skirt rising up my thighs and exposing my dripping pussy to both her and Tiffany, who stood smiling beside her mistress. "But that's not going to happen. Not for you, anyway. Let's hope you're not the only person who feels that way about me tonight." With that, she swept past me, her gown trailing elegantly behind her as she made her way to the bedroom door. Tiffany followed, and I struggled to my feet to hurry after them. Tall in her high heels, Ms. Robertson led the two of us through the house, down the sweeping staircase, through the grand entrance hall toward her vast living room. While Tiffany and I stood side-by-side, hands folded in front of us in the waiting posture the other maid had taught to me, Ms. Robertson folded herself onto the couch. Her eyes glittered as she looked at us, a satisfied smile playing on her red lips. And why shouldn't she be satisfied? There we were, two submissive maids dressed up in humiliating and kinky outfits, ready to serve her every command, no matter what it might be. She had every reason to feel triumphant. 
 
    "Bring me a glass of wine," she ordered. "And have more ready for my guests. They'll be arriving any minute. You are to welcome them in, take their coats, and show them to the living room. Understand?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," Tiffany and I said in unison. As I started toward the kitchen to follow her orders, Tiffany came with me. Once we were inside the kitchen, I felt her hand on my arm. 
 
    "Don't fuck this up," Tiffany said to me under her breath. "Remember: an order from one of the guests is an order from Ms. Robertson unless she says otherwise. Women are to be addressed as ma'am. Men are to be addressed as Sir. And everyone is to be shown the same respect as you do for Ms. Robertson. You're here to serve. In any way they want. Don't forget." 
 
    "I won't," I frowned at Tiffany as I opened the fridge and located a bottle of Ms. Robertson's favorite white wine. Her words troubled me, of course. The thought of serving Ms. Robertson's female friends thrilled me more than I could ever have thought possible, and had been occupying my thoughts ever since I first heard mention of a party. But men were trickier. Ever since my first and only short-lived boyfriend, I had had very little interest in men. Not that I hated them or anything. I just wasn't attracted to them. But I know enough men to know what they're like. I knew that, dressed the way I was, some of them would get ideas. I knew what Ms. Robertson expected of me. I knew what Tiffany expected of me. It terrified me, as it should. But I had learned that there was a special delight in being made to do something you didn't want to do. If all Ms. Robertson ever ordered me to do was have sex with her, that would be great. But it wouldn't have the same wild excitement that I got from being made to do things I would never have done normally. This was the ultimate expression of that. 
 
    "Okay," Tiffany said. "Let's go to work." While I poured out a glass of wine, she rummaged in a low cabinet and produced two silver serving trays. Setting them down on the kitchen island, she moved toward another cabinet and began carrying wine glasses across the kitchen. Soon, there were 20 or 30 glasses lined up beside the trays. Next to the fridge, Ms. Robertson kept a huge and no doubt wildly expensive refrigeration unit just for wine. Clearly, she was expecting plenty of guests. 
 
    I picked up a tray, and Tiffany set the single glass of wine on it. She walked beside me as I carried it back to the living room, trying to perfect the swaying feminine strut our mistress demanded of us. As we reached the living room, Tiffany's hand snaked up under my skirt and pinched the flesh of my ass, but I kept the tray steady between my hands. She was testing me. And that same strange pride and defiance echoed inside me. I wouldn't give her the satisfaction. I ignored her attempts to distract me as I carried the wineglass over to Ms. Robertson. She took it from the tray without a word of thanks, accepting my service as her due the way she always did. Her eyes still on me, she took a careful step, her lips leaving a faint red ring at the top of the glass. She didn't say anything, but I knew that she had her doubts about whether I'd be able to go through with what she had planned. Just as Tiffany did. Nervous energy boiled inside me as I watched her take another drink. 
 
    The doorbell rang. I almost jumped at the sudden sound that cut through the tension in the air as the three of us sat and stood in silence. But her smile spread across Ms. Robertson's face as she looked at me. 
 
    "Let them in," she ordered. "Both of you. I want you to watch how Tiffany does it so that you'll do it properly when it's your turn." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I said, as fear sent its icy tendrils reaching up from the pit of my stomach. Still carrying the tray, I went with Tiffany through the echoing hall of Ms. Robertson's mansion to the front door. Tiffany opened it, and I felt my cheeks redden as the eyes of two strangers fell on me. 
 
    "Welcome to Ms. Robertson's home, sir, ma'am," Tiffany said, the perfect maid as she stood in front of the couple. "May I take your coats?" The unknown woman's eyes flickered briefly toward Tiffany as she spoke, but they quickly returned to me. And the man with her — her husband? — didn't even try to conceal the way he was looking at me. I felt suddenly nakedly stood there in front of them, my skimpy French maid uniform barely covering my body, my boobs swelling out of the top of the dress and the tiny skirt flaring out so that it barely covered my ass. The couple stepped through the open door, and the woman half turned so that Tiffany could slide her coat off her shoulders and drape it over her arm. The man followed her, his eyes never leaving my body, sliding his own jacket off and handing it to Tiffany. 
 
    "This must be the new girl we've been hearing about," he said, with a smile that made me tremble where he stood. Had Ms. Robertson been talking about me to her friends? I found myself wondering what she had said, and tried to snap myself out of my daydream to focus on the night ahead. 
 
    "Yes, sir," Tiffany said. "She's still in training, and this will be her first party. But she is available to serve in any way you or ma'am see fit. Just as I am." 
 
    "How does she do it?" The man asked, turning his leering face for a moment towards his wife. The woman's eyes moved up and down my body again, and I noted a kind of disdain in her gaze. 
 
    “God knows,” the woman snorted. “I suppose a certain type of girl will do anything for attention.” Involuntarily, my mouth opened, strong words already forming on my tongue. But Tiffany laid a gentle hand on my arm, and at her warm touch, I remembered what was at stake. I knew that some scornful words would hardly be the worst thing I would have to endure that night. 
 
    “Rebecca, why don’t you show these guests to the living room while I hang their coats?” Tiffany said. 
 
    "Of course. Right this way, Sir. Ma'am." Mustering all the self-control I could, I turned and led the couple through the echoing hallway of Ms. Robertson's house. I could feel their eyes on me as they followed, watching and no doubt judging my every move. And I swayed my hips from side to side just the way Tiffany had trained me to do, the provocative wiggle that Ms. Robertson insisted on. These people thought I was some pathetic bimbo slut, no doubt. But, I reminded myself as I stepped into the living room where my mistress waited, it wasn't them I had to impress. Ms. Robertson's opinion was all that mattered. 
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    Before long, the party was in full swing. Ms. Robertson's guests kept arriving in twos and threes and fours, and both Tiffany and I were kept busy running back-and-forth to the front door to let them in as well as serving drinks. It wasn't the largest gathering, maybe twenty to thirty people in all. In the wide-open spaces of Ms. Robertson's sprawling home, the group seemed smaller than it really was. However, for me, it was more than big enough. To be exposed to that many strangers dressed the way I was, in my ridiculous latex French maid outfit, and be forced to serve as humbly as I was able, was a humiliating thrill unlike any I had ever known. 
 
    But at first, everything seemed more or less normal. As normal as such a scene could ever be, anyway. I wasn't used to serving people at events like this, but it didn't take too much to get the hang of it. Keep the drinks flowing. Mind my manners. Keep addressing everyone as sir and ma'am, even while shame crawled across my skin every time I did it. From time to time, I would look up from whatever submissive task I was doing at the time to find Ms. Robertson's gorgeous eyes staring at me from across the room. And every time it happened, I felt a jolt like electricity race through my body. She looked extravagantly beautiful in her elegant but sexy dress, presiding over the party with the same air of dominant authority she always seemed to exude. I had no idea how she knew all these people, and it was none of my business anyway. But it was clear to me from the very start that Ms. Robertson was calling the shots here, too. And in a strange way, that gave me some comfort. Even though it really shouldn't have. After all, this was a woman who had put me through some of the most painful and frustrating and humiliating experiences of my life. Maybe there were limits to Ms. Robertson's dark desires, but if so, I sensed that we hadn't gotten anywhere near them yet. If there was anyone in that room I should've been afraid of, it was her. And yet I wasn't. For whatever reason, as much as my mistress made me deeply nervous, she didn't actually frighten me. I trusted her. Even though I knew how mean she could be to me. Because I knew that all it would take for me to stop this whole wild game was a single word. And that gave me the courage to carry on. 
 
    Yes, everything seemed relatively normal at first. But as I moved through the room with a tray of drinks in my hand, I could feel eyes following me. Some glittered with mockery and disdain. Others shone with unconcealed lust. And as I pranced around the room, trying to emulate the ultra-feminine walk that Tiffany had perfected, the thought that I was being looked at like a piece of meat only added to my excitement. Under my short skirt, I could feel a telltale moistness between my thighs. I had never thought of myself as an exhibitionist of any stripe. But there's no sense in denying the obvious truth. I was getting off on being looked at like that. 
 
    And as the guests laughed and chatted and drank, the looks became less guarded. Comments began to be made, by men and women alike. At one point, as I served drinks to one couple that were talking to another, one of the women reached over toward me. Without saying a word, without so much as even looking at me, she fondled one of my breasts through the black latex of the uniform that clung tightly to it, her fingers easily finding the prominent swelling of my nipple. I almost jumped in surprise, but I remembered my instructions. Both Ms. Robertson and Tiffany had been abundantly clear on this. I was there to be used. I was there to entertain the guests in whatever way they wanted. And so I stood there, trying to hold the remaining glasses steady on the tray while bolts of pleasure raced up and down my spine. And as unexpectedly and silently as she had begun, the woman simply drew her hand away. Biting my lip, I turned and circulated among the rest of the guests, trying to ignore the buzzing of arousal that she had created deep inside my body. 
 
    And slowly, steadily, the guests got handsier. As I bent to serve a drink to a man on the sofa, I felt another unknown hand creeping up my skirt, its fingers rubbing over the wet lips of my pussy. I tried not to moan as my legs trembled, and the man sitting in front of me smiled as he stared down the top of my dress, where my boobs swelled prominently out of the latex thanks to the built-in corset. Breathless with desire, I shuddered on the spot, not even knowing who was touching me, not even caring. And as the man lifted a wineglass from the tray I held, I couldn't fail to notice the telltale bulge of an erection in the front of his pants as he leered at me. 
 
    "How do you like the new girl?" I gasped involuntarily as Ms. Robertson suddenly appeared at my side, sweeping toward me in her elegant dress. I felt a hand on my back, at once reassuring me and keeping me where I was, awkwardly bent over with the hand of a stranger up my skirt. 
 
    “I don’t know how you do it, Serena,” came a woman’s voice from behind me. “This one’s wet already.” 
 
    "She always is," Ms. Robertson chuckled, talking over me as though I wasn't even there. "That's how I do it. With girls as slutty as this, it's easy. She'll do anything just for the promise of an orgasm. Won't you, Rebecca?" 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson," I said, my voice tight with pleasure as the unknown woman behind me kept rubbing my pussy. I gasped as I felt her fingers curling up inside me, pushing their way between the slick walls of my sex as they filled me. The shame was unbelievable, the sheer humiliation of being handled like this, used like this, without even knowing who was doing it to me. And yet I didn't turn around. I told myself it didn't matter. What was I going to do, argue? With Ms. Robertson standing right beside me, the idea was unthinkable. 
 
    "Tiffany," I heard Ms. Robertson say, raising her voice to be heard over the general buzz of the party. After a moment, Tiffany appeared at my other side, summoned by our mistress. "Take this slut's tray," Ms. Robertson commanded. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” Tiffany’s dark dress whispered as she bent and took the tray from my trembling hands. Straightening up again, I heard her walking away, carrying my tray off to the kitchen while I stood empty-handed. 
 
    "Go ahead and try her out," Ms. Robertson said above me, her voice warm and indulgent in a way it rarely was with me as she spoke to her guests. "I've been training her for this. She's a lesbian, but I've been giving her some cock sucking lessons. I'd love to hear a man's opinion." My heart thumped in my chest as I looked at the man in front of me. His smile only grew wider as he reached for the front of his pants. He unzipped them, and without a moment's hesitation, reached inside and produced his cock. He stood there in front of me, hard and ready, so different from the toys Tiffany and Ms. Robertson used on me. Being made to suck my mistress's strap-on in her dungeon had once been the most humiliating thing I had ever done. Now, I realized, it barely registered. I hadn't seen an actual penis in the flesh in years. I never thought I would again. I never had any desire to. But as Ms. Robertson stood beside me, her hand still on my back, I found myself once again caught up in the idea that I very much wanted to please her. No matter what it took. If this was the price I had to pay, I told myself, so be it. And with my legs still straight and spread of the woman behind me continue to finger me, I leaned forward, placing my hands on the thighs of the man on the sofa. Sweeping my hair back from my face, I open my mouth to wrap my lips around the first cock I had touched in a long, long time. 
 
    “Unbelievable,” said the woman behind me. I didn’t need to be able to see her to hear the disapproval in her voice, to be able to imagine her shaking her head. 
 
    “I told you,” Ms. Robertson left. “My maids know their place.” 
 
    "They sure do." And all the time, the woman's fingers never stopped moving between the dripping lips of my pussy. The rhythm of her hand drove me wild, every thrust of her fingers seeming to force a new wave of pleasure through my body. It was difficult to balance on my high heels as my pleasure grew, but I did my best. In front of me, a man whose name I didn't even know grunted in pleasure as I sucked his cock. The feel of it in my mouth, the live flesh so different to even Ms. Robertson's most realistic toys, was a new experience for me. But I tried to remember everything she had taught me. I looked up at the man as I sucked him off, making eye contact as my cheeks hollowed around his member. I told myself to pretend that I was enjoying it, and then was forced to confront the startling realization that I actually was. There was no need to pretend. Not that I had any real desire for this or any other man, or any particular wish to suck this or any other cock. But the fingers of the woman behind me were doing their work, making my body light up with pleasure, and things that would normally have seemed completely out of the question for me suddenly became real. Besides, Ms. Robertson was there beside me, and this was what she wanted. She was making me do something I would never normally have considered, and that alone was enough to make it deeply erotic for me. 
 
    Caught between two strangers, I rocked back and forth. The man groaned again, louder this time. Beside him on the sofa, I saw the guests watching as I pleasured him and was pleasured myself. Everything Ms. Robertson had said about me was coming true. She loved to call me a slut, and in the position I was in, I couldn't exactly argue. Even if my mouth hadn't been full. 
 
    The man's cock twitched and surged in my mouth, but I was in the grip of a pleasure of my own. The woman's fingers were relentless, sliding in and out of my increasingly wet pussy with a rhythm that called pleasure up lout of some dark cavern of my body. It was all too much. The situation I was in, the way I was dressed, the way I was being forced to behave for the strangers. The deep arousal I had been feeling all day rose up like a great wave inside me, and I gasped around the cock that filled my mouth as I felt my orgasm approaching. I was going to cum, and there was nothing I could do about it. I was going to cum right there and then, in front of a room full of strangers. And I wanted nothing more than that. 
 
    A loud and embarrassing moan was torn from my throat as my pussy spasmed around the woman's fingers. I heard her laugh behind me as she felt the powerful spasms of my body, the surging wetness of my pleasure. Beside me, Ms. Robertson laughed too, delighted with the changes she had wrought in me. Of all the things she had made me do, perhaps none better displayed her terrifying power over me than this. Only a few weeks ago, I had been a normal person living a normal life with no inkling that a world like this even existed. Now look at me. With all the changes that had taken place in my life, it felt as though I had known Ms. Robertson forever. But the truth was, she turned me into a party slut in little more than a couple of months. 
 
    And as the last throb of orgasm echoed inside me, the man in front of me threw back his head and moaned. His cock seemed to thicken in my mouth. Remembering my duties, I tightened my lips around his shaft, sucking for all I was worth. I knew he was about to cum, and I tried to prepare myself for it. But before the inevitable explosion of orgasm came, I felt a hand in my hair that didn't belong to the man in front of me. Ms. Robertson gripped my hair, and I grimaced in pain as she abruptly pulled my face away. The man's eyes that had been closed in pleasure sprang open as he looked at me, and his hand gripped his shaft. With another dull sense of total shame, I realized what Ms. Robertson had in mind. Furiously, the man began to pump away with his hand, and his whole body stiffened as his cock exploded. I closed my eyes as several warm spurts of cum splashed across my face. All around me, I could hear laughter and gasps of surprise from the other guests who were watching, and my cheeks burned with abject humiliation. The man in front of me sighed as he finished. I blinked cautiously, feeling his hot fluids on my face as he sprawled on the sofa in front of me. Ms. Robertson still held me by the hair, and I looked up as she turned my face toward her. There was that smile on her beautiful face, a smile of total sexual triumph as she looked down at me, her humble slut, my face covered in semen for the first time in my life. Evidently, she liked what she saw. And as I looked up at her, I felt my pussy spasm in an echo of the powerful orgasm the mysterious woman behind me had drawn from my body. 
 
    “Good girl,” Ms. Robertson grinned at me. “Now, clean yourself up and get back to work.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am, I said meekly to a ripple of more laughter from the watching guests. I straightened up and moved through the crowd, feeling everyone's eyes on me as I returned to the relative safety of the kitchen. I wondered if they could see the way my body shook and shuddered with every step, a kind of shock at what had just happened radiating through me as I walked. 
 
    At least in Ms. Robertson's vast kitchen, I was momentarily safe from prying eyes. I made my way over to the sink and washed my face, the warm water rinsing away the residue of the stranger's orgasm even if it could do nothing to water down the shame I felt. I patted carefully at my face, trying not to disturb the heavy makeup I'd been made to apply. The corset built into my maid uniform felt tighter than ever as I tried to draw several deep breaths and calm myself down. I couldn't put a name to the emotions I was feeling as I stood there alone for a moment. There were too many complex elements at work inside me. It wasn't the first time under Ms. Robertson's roof that I had done something I would once have thought totally unthinkable. But it was, perhaps, the most powerful experience yet. I could hear the party going on without me in the next room, but the quiet kitchen seem like an oasis of calm where I could shelter for a moment and try to collect myself. Not for long, I knew. I knew better than to keep Ms. Robertson waiting. 
 
    Footsteps echoed on the floor behind me. I didn't need to turn around to know that it was Tiffany. She wore the same shoes I did, a pair of towering high heels that only accentuated her sexy strut. I stayed standing in front of the sink, my hands on the countertop as I gazed out the window at Ms. Robertson's well-manicured gardens. 
 
    "How are you doing?" I felt Tiffany's hand on my shoulder as light as a bird. The concern in her voice was unusual. Lately, she had spent more time barking orders or mocking me almost as much as our mistress did. But even as I appreciated this display of kindness, I didn't know how to deal with it. Having her be kind to me, I suspected, might be harder than having her be cruel. 
 
    “Okay,” I said thickly. 
 
    “First time?” 
 
    “Almost. I had a boyfriend once.” 
 
    “Didn’t take, huh?” 
 
    "Nope." 
 
    "I always knew." Tiffany's voice stayed in the same soft and feminine register it always did, the one that Ms. Robertson had trained her to use. I wondered, not for the first time, if even the voice inside her head had changed to match. Ms. Robertson had turned me into something I had never thought I would be, a submissive slut that would fuck or suck whatever she wanted me to. But still, Tiffany was a living reminder that no matter how drastic the changes in me had been, it wasn't the greatest transformation the dominant woman had ever pulled off. 
 
    "Ever since I was a kid," Tiffany went on. "I never did more than shake a man's hand before I came here. I still remember the first cock I ever sucked. It was right here, in this house, with Ms. Robertson watching. God, it was so humiliating. Disgusting. Or that's what I told myself, anyway. Look, I'm not going to say you learn to enjoy it. I still don't. Men do absolutely nothing for me. I'm a full-blown dike, and I always will be. But it does get easier." 
 
    "That's the thing, though." Finally, I turned toward her. Tiffany's pretty face radiated concern even through the caked-on makeup that gave her the same slutty look I knew I had myself. "I… I did enjoy it. Kind of. I mean, not the cock so much. But… The whole situation. The woman fingering me, and Ms. Robertson watching, and everyone watching, and… Everything. But I don't get it. I'm not one of those girls. I'm not bi. I had my bi phase when I was younger, but it was just something I was telling myself to avoid facing up to the fact that I only liked girls. And then… This." 
 
    "Oh, Rebecca. Come here." Unexpectedly, Tiffany wrapped her arms around me, our flared skirts rustling as they pressed against one another. Caught by surprise, it took a moment before I returned her embrace. More than anybody else in the world, Tiffany could understand what I was going through. But every time in the past I had attempted to deepen the friendship between us, she'd found one way or another to rebuff it. Having her now be so caring only added to the state of confusion I was in. 
 
    "It's okay," Tiffany said softly, stepping back from me and holding my hands in hers as she spoke. "Don't worry about labels. That's not what this is about. Ms. Robertson doesn't worry about labels. She does what she wants. She does what feels good. That's the whole point. That's what this place is. A place where we can be ourselves, our true selves. And… I'm not going to say we don't have to worry about being judged. Because those people out there are definitely judging you, and me. But not in the same way the world does. They might not understand why we do the things we do, but they at least appreciate it. And no one worries about what label you put on yourself. Sure, you're gay. So am I. What makes this whole thing so fucking sexy is that our mistress is making us do things with men that we would never do otherwise. If you actually enjoy it, you're lucky. Be grateful. Be who you are. The slut you secretly always were." 
 
    I blinked. Tiffany was smiling at me, her pink lips parted and her white teeth showing. Slowly, I felt myself beginning to smile back at her. She was about the last person I would have expected a pep talk from. But in its way, it was exactly what I needed. It was about the strangest motivational speech I have ever heard in my life. But in its own weird way, it did what it needed to do. 
 
    "Remember. You have a safe word." Tiffany's eyes roamed over my face as she spoke, her expression suddenly serious. "You know you can use it anytime you want." 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “But you won’t, will you?” 
 
    "No. I don't think so." The grin returned to Tiffany's face as I spoke. 
 
    "That's what I thought. Okay, let's get back out there. This party's just getting started." Crossing the kitchen, Tiffany began to pour out more glasses of wine and set them up on the tray. After a moment, I joined her. I watched liquid flowing into glasses, taking on the shape of the receptacle it was poured into, and I thought about change. I thought about what Tiffany had said. That this was who I was all along. That somehow, from the moment she met me, Ms. Robertson did seem to know something about me that I didn't know myself. How else could she have done what she had done? After all, Tiffany was right. I had a safe word. I had a way out if I wanted one. The only reason I was still there, still willing to put myself through this, was because I wanted it so badly. 
 
    With our trays reloaded with drinks, we set out together for the living room. I followed Tiffany, feeling the same old familiar sense of arousal as I watched her walk, her toned thighs showing underneath the sway of her skirt as she shimmied her way through the house. I tried my best to do the same. 
 
    Predictably, heads turned and eyes followed us as we moved through the room. After all, that was why we were there. The only set of eyes I really cared about belong to Ms. Robertson, who stood where I had left her close to the sofa. She looked at me from across the room, raising a glass to her smiling lips, and I felt myself blush again as I quickly turned away. It had never been easy to meet her gaze. And somehow, it seemed only to be getting harder. 
 
    Tiffany made her way to one end of the living room, while I worked from the other. The two of us circulated through the guests who had gathered in groups here and there, discussing whatever it was these people discussed. Their conversation meant nothing to me. I paid no attention to their words, consumed with my own intoxicating feelings. Hands grabbed me, groped me, caressed me, everywhere I went. Eyes looked me up and down, mentally undressing me, having their way with me in their minds as though they couldn't do the same in real life. It was strange, but I felt as though I was somehow resigned to my position. Still nervous about it, and still thrilled by it. But after Tiffany's speech in the kitchen, a strange kind of acceptance seemed to have washed over me. The night would proceed the way it was meant to, the way Ms. Robertson intended. She was, after all, a woman who always got what she wanted. 
 
    "Rebecca?" I turned at the sound of Ms. Robertson's voice. My tray was almost clear of glasses again as I made my way across the room, through a gap in the partygoers milling around, to where Ms. Robertson stood. She was still talking to my playmates from earlier, the man who had cum on my face still sprawled glassy-eyed on the sofa in front of her. There was a woman in a teal dress beside him who had not been there before, a woman in perhaps her mid-40s with a bright blaze of red hair framing her face as she looked at me. I'd never seen the woman before, but I knew that look. There was a predatory aspect to it, a kind of ravenous hunger barely hidden by her otherwise elegant appearance. As I approached the group, my stomach fluttered nervously. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I said as I stopped beside Ms. Robertson. As tall as my shoes were, she was still slightly taller than me, and that slight difference felt like a lot more than it was with the difference in dignity between us. Ms Robertson was completely in control as ever, and we both knew it. And it seemed she hadn't yet grown tired of demonstrating that fact to her friends. 
 
    "Sandra here was good enough to finger your slut pussy earlier," Ms. Robertson said, indicating the woman in the teal dress with a slight inclination of her head. "Now she's seen what your mouth can do, she'd like to try it for herself. You know what to do." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am." Laughter rose from Ms. Robertson and Sandra and the man beside her as I dropped instantly to my knees. There was no point fighting it. Just as Tiffany said, there was no point lying to myself about what I was and what I wanted. I kneeled on the floor as a woman I didn't know raised her dress out of the way and slid her panties down her hips. And with Ms. Robertson watching, with total strangers watching, I leaned forward and buried my face between the thighs of woman I didn't know and began to lick her streaming pussy. Because after all, that was what Ms. Robertson wanted. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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