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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Used For Pleasure 
 
      
 
    The basement still echoed with Ms. Robertson's cries of pleasure as I sat back on my knees. I could feel the juices of her orgasm cooling on my face, and I licked my lips with an involuntary shudder. She sprawled on the padded bench in front of me, her long legs pale against the utter black of her tight latex dress that was pulled up around her hips, exposing her dripping sex in front of me. As I watched, she propped herself up on one elbow, her deep blue eyes shining as she gazed down at me. She looked endlessly pleased with herself, and why shouldn't she be? Look what she had reduced me to. It was hard to believe it'd only been a few weeks since this incredible woman walked into the airport where I worked to catch a flight and made me her sexual slave. Because that's exactly what I was, and it gave me a wild thrill to think about it. To recognize what she had done to me and to know that it was what I wanted. It was hard to believe, when I thought back on all that I had lived through since the day we met. All the changes she had awoken in me, the different facets of my personality that she and Tiffany had laid bare before my eyes. Yet, as I kneeled there on the floor of her dungeon, I knew that my journey was only just beginning. 
 
    And Ms. Robertson had a fire in her eyes as she sat up. The latex dress she wore creaked around her waist, and I found myself wondering what it would be like to wear such a garment. Soon, hopefully, I would find out. Soon, I would be dressed up just like Tiffany was, in a sexy rubber maid's outfit of my own. The thought was delightfully humiliating, tugging powerfully at all the strange levers of desire inside me. 
 
    Without a word, Ms. Robertson stood. The heels of her boots echoed on the dungeon floor as she made her way across the room. I watched her go, her body swaying seductively with every step she took, her hips swinging from side to side as she moved. Retrieving something from a drawer, she made her way back to me, taking her time, her long-legged strut carrying her slowly across the dungeon while I gazed at her in open adoration. I didn't bother to turn my head to see if Tiffany was doing the same thing. I didn't doubt for a moment that she was. Because it was that, ultimately, that enslaved us both. Our desire for this incredible woman and her almost divine beauty. That was one thing Tiffany and I shared. That, and a masochistic taste for humiliation. 
 
    "Stand up," Ms. Robertson ordered. Ignoring the ache in my knees, I rose to my feet. Ms. Robertson's dark hair swept over her shoulders as she raised her head to look past me. 
 
    “Undress her,” she said. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," came Tiffany's meek reply. The woman who'd been such a domineering mistress with me at my apartment two weeks earlier was now a humble servant. I couldn't fail to notice that, and think about what it meant. Tiffany dominated me as easily and effortlessly as Ms. Robertson did, as though it was her right. But there was no ambiguity in the relationship between the two of them. Serena was firmly in charge. And I trembled as I listened to Tiffany step close behind me, the smell of her perfume wafting around me as she drew down the zipper of my dress. I stood as still as I was able to as the maid pulled my clothes off me, tossing aside the dress I had bought for this occasion and removing the push-up bra I had worn in the hopes of pleasing my mistress. I stood before them both in nothing but the training corset and my high heels. 
 
    “All of it,” Ms. Robertson ordered imperiously. She raised her hand, and a small key sailed through the air, over my shoulder. Tiffany deftly caught her. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." I tried not to smile with joy as Tiffany began to unlock the training corset I was imprisoned in. I felt her body pressed against mine, the slick latex of her maid's uniform against my skin as she reached between my legs to unlock the chastity panel that covered my dripping pussy. Then, she moved to the small of my back. Another lock clicked, one that hadn't been unlocked since my first adventure in this very dungeon what seemed like a lifetime ago. Tiffany loosened the laces of the corset, and I sighed as I felt last the tightness I no longer noticed around my torso slowly relaxing. After so long tied tightly in the corset, it felt strange to be out of it. And as Tiffany lifted the heavy leather garment off my body, unfastening the collar from my neck as she did so, I stood naked in front of my mistress. It was a strange and vulnerable feeling, enhanced by the fact that I hadn't been completely naked in weeks. And I experienced a feeling I would never have thought I would. As Tiffany carried the training corset across the basement to return it to the rack on the far wall, I found myself missing it. Yes, it was uncomfortable, at least at first. Yes, wearing it was an ongoing humiliation, a stark reminder that my body was no longer my own. But it made me feel sexy. It made me feel wanted. And the tight laces did wonderful things to my body that now felt suddenly shapeless without them. Standing naked in front of Ms. Robertson, I almost felt ashamed of myself. 
 
    And she simply watched me. Her fists were on her hips, her feet apart and her pussy completely exposed as she stood with her dress rolled up to her waist. Ms. Robertson didn't seem to have any of my self-doubts and fears, and why should she? The woman was a goddess. And living the way she did, with a submissive maid available at all times to fulfill her every kinky desire, she could never forget it. Two submissive maids, I reminded myself, and there was that physical tremor racing through me again, the inevitable response to my wild thoughts. Ms. Robertson could do that. All she needed to do was look at me, and I became suddenly helpless. 
 
    "Look at you," Ms. Robertson finally said. Her high heels clicked on the basement floor as she slowly approached me, her eyes running up and down my body. Tiffany stood behind her now, wordlessly watching the whole spectacle, a faint smile showing on her pink lips as she awaited her next instruction. No doubt she remembered the day Ms. Robertson made her into what she now was. It seemed as though Tiffany relished seeing the process repeated with me. I found myself wondering how I would feel in a similar situation, if I would ever be standing in this basement watching my mistress induct a new slave into her household. Quickly, I blinked the thought away, unwilling to deal with the bright stab of jealousy it brought with it. I could handle being another of Ms. Robertson's maids, junior to Tiffany in every way. After all, Tiffany had been her first. But the thought that my mistress might someday take another girl under her roof was something I wasn't ready to process. Even though, I thought to myself, I would have no right to complain if she did. 
 
    Ms. Robertson slowly circled me like a cat toying with its prey. Embarrassed, I instinctively raised my hands, as though to cover myself. But Ms. Robertson placed two fingers on the inside of my forearm and gently but irresistibly pushed it back down. As I complied, her hand trailed slowly over my body, and I felt as though it was drawing sparks everywhere it touched. She touched me everywhere as she circled me, her hand gliding over my hips, my thighs, my belly, my breasts, my arms. I didn't count how many times my mistress circled me like that; I felt as though I had forgotten how to count. But with each pass, I felt myself falling deeper into her spell, a spell enhanced by the sweet smell of her perfume and the gentle creaking of the sexy latex dress she wore. I stood trembling on the spot, my desire for her growing by the second until I felt as though I could barely contain it. As the taste of Ms. Robertson's pussy still lingered in my mouth, my own sex dripped freely with my arousal. I couldn't imagine for a moment that Ms. Robertson and Tiffany hadn't noticed the glistening trails that shone on the inside of my thighs. And that, I supposed, was the point. 
 
    "You have a beautiful body," Ms. Robertson said. She stood behind me as she spoke, her soft lips right next to my ear. I closed my eyes momentarily as yet another tremor passed through me. And Ms. Robertson's hands moved up my sides, reaching under my arms to cup my bare breasts in her palms. Tiffany stood in front of me, her eyes shining with unabashed delight as she watched her mistress toy with me. 
 
    “You had a beautiful body, I should say,” Ms. Robertson corrected herself as her lips brushed against my ear. “But now, all this belongs to me. Say it.” As she spoke, Ms. Robertson squeezed my breasts in her hands, her fingers teasing my swollen nipples, and I yelped with pleasure. 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson," I gasped. "My body belongs to you. I belong to you, ma'am. Please let me serve you." Tiffany chuckled as she watched, a low laugh that seemed more appropriate for Ash than the woman she was now. But I barely noticed. Standing behind me with her body pressed against mine, Ms. Robertson was kneading my breasts, rolling the sensitive flesh between her fingers, and I felt an orgasm rising inside me. My hands twitched and clenched at my sides. It took every ounce of willpower I had to resist the urge to reach for my pussy and pleasure myself. But I knew I would regret such a rash course of action. I hadn't forgotten the rack of whips and other implements of delicious torture that occupied the far wall of the dungeon. Or the cage built-in underneath the stairs. I already knew that serving Ms. Robertson was going to be a trial of frustration and desire. They had left me no illusions about that. But having her so close, the warmth of her body enveloping mine, the taste of her pleasure on my tongue, made me desperate for release. 
 
    “Good,” Ms. Robertson purred. “Don’t forget it. You exist to serve me and anyone else I see fit.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I croaked. But Ms. Robertson didn't seem to hear. Suddenly, her hands dropped from my breasts, and I felt her grip the back of my neck tightly. Stepping forward, she pushed me quickly toward the padded bench, and I struggled to keep up, tottering in my high heels as I all but fell forward. My hands sank into the padded leather of the bench, Ms. Robertson's grip on my neck keeping me in place. 
 
    “Bring me a tape measure,” she said. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany's skirt swayed as she turned and made her way across the dungeon, walking in that practiced and exaggeratedly feminine way that I knew I would have to learn. I watched as Tiffany went into a drawer and return with a tape measure in her hand, handing it to Ms. Robertson. The other woman released her grip on the back of my neck. I felt the cool surface of the tape measure against my hot skin as she began to measure my body. Hips, waist, bust, thighs. Nothing escaped her attention. I cringed with embarrassment, dreading that the numbers the tape measure revealed would be inadequate, too high or not high enough. Ms. Robertson could say what she liked about my body, but no one knew its flaws better than me. I didn't look like Tiffany, whose body was sculpted into unbelievable proportions not only by the tight corset built into her maid's uniform, but also by what I can only assume was rigorous discipline. I didn't have to look far to wonder where that discipline came from, either. 
 
    "Note book," Ms. Robertson said. And Tiffany swayed her way across the dungeon again to retrieve a small notebook and pen from another drawer. I felt my cheeks burning with shame as Ms. Robertson call out my measurements, and Tiffany noted them down. There was nowhere to hide. I had nothing to conceal from these two women. They knew everything about me, inside and out. Everything they needed to, anyway. 
 
    Her measuring done, Ms. Robertson set the tape measure aside. I felt her grip the back of my neck once again, underneath my hair, and her hand forced me irresistibly downwards. Bending at the waist, I lay down on my stomach on the padded bench. I knew what my mistress wanted. And it was the same thing that I wanted. Not that that mattered. Ms. Robertson stood behind me, pushing me down on the bench effortlessly with one arm. I heard her snap her fingers, and Tiffany sprang forward. The submissive maid busied herself around me. I felt leather buckles attached to the legs of the bench being tightened around my limbs. First, around my ankles, spreading my legs apart as I bent over one end of the bench. Then around my wrists, too. In under a minute, I was immobilized, bound to the bench like an animal ready for slaughter, my dripping pussy exposed between my spread thighs. I trembled with fear and shame, but above all desire as Ms. Robertson again began to run her hands over my body, her fingers straying between my legs and teasing the swollen lips of my sex while I moaned in desperation. 
 
    "Being tied up makes you horny, doesn't it?" Ms. Robertson teased, her voice low but still fully audible above the pounding of my heart in my ears. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I answered truthfully. I was a mess of nerves, my body on fire with lust. At least with my hands tied to the bench, I no longer had to resist the temptation to touch myself. That was impossible now. Only Ms. Robertson could touch me. And as her fingers slid steadily over my moist lips, a series of gasps of pleasure rose from my throat as I trembled beneath her. 
 
    "Good," Ms. Robertson said, I could hear the smirk in her voice as she gloated above me. "Because I like tying up sluts like you and using you in whatever way I see fit. Tiffany, bring me a strap-on. And a double-ended dildo. The purple one." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Even in my distracted state, I couldn't miss the eagerness in Tiffany's voice as she hurried across the dungeon to carry out Ms. Robertson's next order. She returned carrying toys in her hands, and my eyes widened as I stared at them, my mind reeling with the possibilities they suggested. Ms. Robertson stepped forward, approaching Tiffany where she stood in front of the bench I was strapped to. Again, she stood with her hands on her hips, her feet apart, every inch in charge of the whole situation. 
 
    “Strap it on to me,” she ordered. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany's skirt ballooned around her thighs as she dropped at once to her knees. I watched as she carefully fed the inner end of the strap-on dildo between Serena's lips, and Ms. Robertson's eyelids fluttered with pleasure as the toy slid between the wet walls of her pussy. Then Tiffany reached around Ms. Robertson's hips to tighten the straps in place so that the fake cock rose from between the other woman's thighs. As black and darkly shining as the latex dress she wore, it looked almost like part of her amazing body as she stood above her submissive maid. And when Tiffany tried to rise to her feet, Ms. Robertson stopped her with a single hand on the top of her head. 
 
    "No," she said softly. "Suck it first. Suck it like this little slut sucked that pizza boy's cock in the video you showed me." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." There wasn't a trace of defiance in Tiffany's voice as she spoke, not a hint of resistance. Her hands on her thighs, Tiffany leaned forward, the blonde ringlets of her hair tumbling over her shoulders as she opened her mouth and slowly licked Ms. Robertson's cock from base to tip. Ms. Robertson chuckled as she smiled down at her maid, pleased with Tiffany's utter submission. And as she went on licking, I saw Tiffany's blue eyes flicker toward me momentarily, smiling at me while her mouth was otherwise occupied. Shame bloomed again in my stomach as I watched the whole degrading spectacle. Even in her totally submissive position, Tiffany was mocking me. Imitating the things she had made me do with Paul, a total stranger. Reinforcing the fact that, just like her, I would far rather have been sucking Ms. Robertson's cock than that of any man. 
 
    "Suck it," Ms. Robertson snarled, and her hand swept Tiffany's bouncing curls back from her face as she pulled the maid's head toward her. Tiffany opened her mouth wider, and Ms. Robertson's cock sank between her pink lips, bulging in one cheek before the dominant woman pressed it further into her throat. Tiffany gagged for a moment, but her hands never left her thighs. I saw her fingers press into her skin, but she did as she was told. Her eyes on her mistress now, looking meekly up at Ms. Robertson, she rocked her head back-and-forth under the other woman's guidance. And Ms. Robertson fucked Tiffany's face. Her beautiful features were frozen in a mask of aggressive desire, her brows knitted and her teeth showing between her parted red lips. She growled and grunted, and Tiffany tightened her lips around the fake member, doing her best to transfer all the motion to the part of the dildo that lay buried in Serena's dripping pussy. Tiffany's eyes watered, but somehow, she resisted the urge to choke. 
 
    "That's it," Ms. Robertson snarled. "That's how you suck a cock. Not bad for a butch dyke, huh?" Tiffany could only moan in response as Ms. Robertson thrust the toy in and out of her mouth. But I seemed to feel her shame and embarrassment as my own, fueling my desire as I watch the degrading spectacle. It seemed that even long and obedient service to Ms. Robertson didn't exempt a maid from being humiliated. Then again, would I want it to? Tiffany knew as well as I did that being humiliated by Ms. Robertson was all part of the thrill of being with her. A kind of turbo boost to desire that made a darkly attractive woman even more irresistible. As I watched Ms. Robertson humiliate the woman who had so easily punished and controlled me, I felt the sweetness of surrender to the power of another. No one could resist this woman. Not me, not Tiffany, not anyone. It didn't lessen the shame of being tied to a bench in her dungeon waiting to be used. But it did remind me why I had gotten myself into such a humiliating position. 
 
    Ms. Robertson cried out. Her black hair tumbled down her shoulders she threw back her head, her open mouth projecting her cries of pleasure at the ceiling. There was no need to be quiet. As far as I knew, there was only the three of us in the echoing spaces of Ms. Robertson's palatial house. And even if there wasn't, it hardly mattered. Ms. Robertson was a woman who had absolutely no doubts about what she wanted. She had absolutely no shame in going after it. I envied her that, even more than I envied her irresistible beauty. But I knew I would never have that kind of confidence myself. That's why I was tied to a bench, and she was fucking a pretty girl's mouth in front of me. 
 
    With a gasp of pleasure, Ms. Robertson pushed Tiffany's head away. The dildo glistened with Tiffany's saliva as she stood above her defeated maid, her cheeks flushed with pleasure. At the thought that she had achieved orgasm from the toy buried inside her, my own pussy spasmed, forlorn and abandoned. But soon, Ms. Robertson turned her attention to me. Her eyes glittered, the predatory nature of her gaze sharpened rather than dulled by the pleasure she had felt. Tiffany was still gasping for air and kneeling at her feet as Ms. Robertson turned back to her. 
 
    "Put the other toy in this bitch's mouth," she instructed, pointing at me as she spoke. "And then get on the other end of it. I want to see both of you dyke sluts sucking cock for me." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," Tiffany panted. Picking up the purple length of the double-ended dildo, she rose stiffly to her feet and approached me. I stared up at her in defeated silence, knowing there was nothing I could do to stop what was about to happen. A sly smile crept across Tiffany's pretty face she stood in front of me, holding the dildo in front of her skirt as though it was a part of her. And her other hand gripped my hair as she steered the toy toward me. 
 
    Feeling Ms. Robertson's eyes on me, I knew I had no choice. I opened my mouth, and the toy invaded my body as Tiffany pushed it past my lips, over my tongue, lodging it toward the back of my throat. As though the only release she had for the humiliation she just suffered was to pass it on to me. And me? I had no one else to victimize. All I could do was take it. So I did, wrapping my lips around the toy as Tiffany sank to her knees in front of me. I watched as she opened her mouth and took the other end of the toy between her lips, sliding down the shaft until her lips almost touched mine. Her beautiful face was blurred by being right in front of me, and as she began to rock her head back-and-forth, the toy started to slide between both our mouths. 
 
    Ms. Robertson laughed. As well she might. The two of us looked ridiculous, both sucking on the toy that could feel nothing of our hot mouths. All for the pleasure of our mistress. And it was clearly working. Ms. Robertson's smile was as broad and beautiful as ever as she watched Tiffany and I humiliate ourselves. 
 
    "That's a couple of good cock suckers," she smirked. Her boots echoed again on the dungeon floor as she stepped out of my sight, disappearing behind me. I moaned around the toy in my mouth as I felt her hands on my hips again, the bench creaking slightly in echo of her latex dress as she moved and I struggled. My eyes rolled in my head as I felt the tip of the strap-on Ms. Robertson wore pushing against the wet lips of my pussy. Tied down and effectively gagged by the toy, there was nothing I could do to stop her, or more likely, encourage her. Because Ms. Robertson was taunting me with the possibility of her doing exactly what I wanted at that moment more than anything else. 
 
    The head of the toy slid up and down my pussy while I moaned and groaned, and Ms. Robertson laughed. Tiffany's eyes were fixed on mine, her face blurring in and out of focus as she moved back and forth, the dildo sliding more easily now between our lips. I thought again of how Tiffany had fucked me while I sucked the cock of a pizza delivery boy, and my pussy spasmed against the head of Ms. Robertson's cock, sending a fresh wave of hot juices rolling down my inner thighs. 
 
    I yelped as Ms. Robertson's hand cracked sharply against my ass. The red sting of the blow spread over my skin as she rubbed it, reveling in my discomfort and humiliation. And while the pain still crawled across my skin, I moaned against the dildo in my mouth as Ms. Robertson thrust her cock into me. 
 
    My mistress already knew that I was wet and ready. There was no need to be gentle. And after her blow job from Tiffany, she was in no mood to hold back. I cried out, and heard Tiffany giggling around the dildo that filled her mouth too as Ms. Robertson's cock forced my wet lips apart. The toy sank into me, hard and deep, claiming my body as hers while Ms. Robertson gripped my hips and slammed her pelvis against mine. Pleasure crackled like fire up and down my spine as I trembled and gasped, Tiffany's face filling my vision and a fake cock filling both my mouth and my pussy. Like the toy I was, the humble sex toy Tiffany and her mistress had turned me into, all I could do was lie there and be used in whatever way my superiors wanted me to be used. And it felt fantastic. Soon, the basement rang with the muffled moans of female pleasure, both mine and Serena's, as my mistress showed me exactly what it meant to be her submissive slave. 
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