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 New Boy: Parts 1-12 

         
 
    1. Meeting The Maids 
 
      
 
    That’s one thing about this job. You get to see all kinds of different people. Whether you’re rich or poor, sooner or later, kitchen appliances are liable to break down. And that’s when a guy like me gets a call to go and fix it. 
 
    Just from the address, I knew the house would be something. In that part of town, there are no cheap properties. In fact, it's not really even in town at all. The neighborhood's on the outskirts of the city, where trees and fields and rivers start to replace streetlights and roads. So as I pulled up at the tall gate and pressed the button on the intercom, I knew what to expect. At the female voice that questioned me, I identified myself, and the gate swung silently open. I steered my van up the long and winding driveway through the manicured grounds while the gate swung shut behind me. 
 
    The house was as grand as I had expected. Perhaps even more so. It was a mansion, standing tall on the slight hill at the top of the long driveway. Parking my van close to the door, I grabbed my tool bag and the work order. Rich or poor, doesn’t matter to me. As long as I get paid.  
 
    The heavy wooden door opened before I could knock on it. And that was when I got my first surprise. It's not unusual for people who live in houses like this to have staff. In fact, you wouldn't be able to maintain a property of this size without them. But while I've met my share of maids before, I'd never met one like this. It was all I could do to keep a grip on the toolbox in my hand as a young woman smiled at me. 
 
    I blinked rapidly. She was very pretty, her dark brown hair flowing freely down around her shoulders, her warm brown eyes glowing under long dark eyelashes. Her lips were pink and showed her even white teeth as she smiled. And I tried to return the smile, ttried to meet her eyes. But given what she was wearing, it was virtually an impossible task. 
 
    I had never seen a maid's uniform like that one outside of porn. It bared her shoulders and clung to her torso tightly, the fabric shining glossily in the bright light of day. It looked like it was made of some kind of black rubber material that shone and stretched with every movement she made. In the top of her uniform, her breasts swelled with every breath she took, seeming to strain against the fabric. Her waist was tiny, emphasizing an astounding hourglass figure. At her hips, the uniform swelled outward, the flared skirt decorated with a white apron and edged with white lace details. The skirt was outrageously short, so short that I had a feeling that if this young woman were to bend over, it would reveal everything. As I stood there looking at her, I felt at once the low growl of desire in the pit of my stomach. And the wicked smile she gave me told me that this woman knew exactly the effect she was having on me. After all, she couldn't be wearing a uniform like that for practical reasons. 
 
    “Hello,” the woman said. “You must be here to fix the dishwasher.” 
 
    "That's right," I said, and cleared my throat. Her smile only seemed to deepen. Every so often in this line of work, you meet some hot housewife, and it gives a little lift to your day. But no one had ever greeted me in an outfit this provocative. The guys back at the depot were never going to believe this. 
 
    "Come in," the maid said. She stepped aside, and her high heels echoed loudly on the floor of the hallway. I stepped through the open door, and the maid swung it shut behind me. As she passed close by me, I could hear the fabric of the uniform creak as she moved. I could smell the faint perfume that rose from her body. Stepping past me again, she led me deeper into the house, her flared skirt swaying provocatively with every step she took. And I followed, carrying my toolbox in front of me, trying to hide the growing erection between my legs. I couldn't take my eyes off her. Whoever owned this house, he must be paying his maids a fortune to dress like this. Unless she wasn't a maid at all. Perhaps this was the lady of the house I was looking at, and this was part of some kinky game. Nothing like that had happened to me before, but I had heard stories from the other guys. Stories I hadn't really believed up to that point. Some people just like to show off. And the maid's outfit this young woman wore was certainly designed to do that. If I had to guess her age, I would've put it close to mine, somewhere in her mid-20s. Not too young to marry when there's this much money at stake. But she wasn't wearing a wedding ring. 
 
    "There it is," the maid said. She stopped in front of a huge stone-topped kitchen island that was bigger than my entire kitchen. I saw at once that a bulky stainless steel dishwasher was built into it. "When we try to turn it on, nothing happens," the maid explained. "It just sort of gurgles, but doesn't do anything." 
 
    "I see," I responded. I tried to remain professional, while inside, it felt as though my brain was splitting in two. Part of me was already going to work. The part that had noted the model of the machine and was already running through the usual problems with it. And that practiced analytical part freed up the rest of my mind to think about the woman standing in front of me. To wonder who she was and why she was dressed the way she was. 
 
    I could feel her brown eyes on me as I stepped toward the machine. Pulling open the door, I saw that it was still loaded. 
 
    “I’ll need these dishes out of here before I can work on it,” I said. 
 
    "Oh, of course. How silly of me." The maid stepped forward, and I stepped back, giving her room to work as she pulled out the drawer and started to unload the dishes. Her body bent over the machine as she worked, and I wondered how her boobs didn't simply fall out of the tight low-cut uniform. Just as I had imagined, her skirt rose up high on her hips every time she bent over. I found myself regretting I wasn't standing more directly behind her to see up her dress. I wondered if she would complain about it if I did. She was bending at the waist, keeping her legs perfectly straight, arching her back in a way that was making all kinds of wild thoughts raced through my mind. You can never really be sure whether what you see in these situations is reality, or whether it's just wishful thinking. But I found myself more willing to believe by the second that this sexy maid was trying to tease me. The only question was whether she wanted me to do anything about it, or whether the whole point was just to tease. 
 
    Uncertain, I watch the maid move around the kitchen, setting glasses and plates aside. The friendly smile never quite left her face. As though she was infinitely happy in this job of hers. As though she wanted nothing more than to unload the dishwasher while a horny repairman watched indecisively. I wasn't ready to risk my job over a clumsy advance. But it took everything I had to resist the urge to do something about what was happening in front of me. 
 
    “There,” the maid said once the dishwasher was finally empty. “Is that enough?” 
 
    "Yeah, thanks," I mumbled as I stepped forward. Setting my toolbox on the floor, I kneeled down by the open door of the dishwasher and peered inside. How could it not be enough? She had emptied everything. One after another, I pulled out the drawers and detached them from the machine, setting them on the floor beside me. The maid was still watching me. 
 
    “My name is Rebecca,” she said in a quiet voice. “If you need anything, just call me.” 
 
    “Okay. Thanks, Rebecca,” I replied. “I’m Jay.” 
 
    "Nice to meet you, Jay." The maid made no attempt to go anywhere. In fact, as I kneeled beside the dishwasher, she bent over again, her hands on her knees and her breasts jiggling invitingly in the tight uniform she wore. My cock throbbed. I was glad that my kneeling position allowed me to better hide the erection that seemed to be growing by the minute. 
 
    "Nice to meet you too." It took a real effort to tear myself away and open my toolbox. Even though I could no longer see them, I could practically feel the closeness of the maid's deep cleavage beside me. I had been single for a couple of months by that point, and it didn't take a lot to attract my interest in a pretty young woman. But this was overkill. This fetish outfit, I felt sure, was going to haunt my dreams in the nights to come. And again, a devious thought flashed through my mind. Did she want me to make a move on her? My desire not to risk my job was fading by the minute as my arousal grew. Maybe getting fired wouldn't be such a bad thing. 
 
    I tried to push the thought away as I focused my attention on the dishwasher. I was anticipating a simple fix. Most likely a blockage in the drain hose. It happens a lot. If that was the case, I could be in and out in five minutes, on my way to my next job with plenty of time to spare. But as I caught once again the faint sweet scent of Rebecca's perfume, I knew that I didn't want to leave here in a hurry. 
 
    Clearly, neither did Rebecca. As I worked on the machine, she straightened up. I could hear the creak of her uniform as she moved. But she carried on watching me, standing just the other side of the gaping door of the dishwasher. Why had she given me her name if she wasn't going to leave? These were the thoughts that plagued me, encouraging me in my hopes and wild fantasies. Telling me to go for it while the other half of my brain preached caution. 
 
    The sound of high heels on the hard floor made me lift my head. But Rebecca hadn't moved. Like me, she turned her head to the kitchen door as somebody else approached the large room. And when a new woman stepped through the broad archway that led to the kitchen, my questions about Rebecca and her position in this house only became more pressing. 
 
    The woman who now stepped into the kitchen looked completely different from Rebecca. Her bright blonde hair fell in ringlets that bounced with every step she took. Her eyes flashed like blue crystals above her well-defined cheekbones, her pink lips unsmiling as she strode confidently into the room. But her outfit was exactly the same as the other maid's. The same tightly fitting black rubber dress that flared out into a short skirt. The same ludicrously high heels that she walked in as though they were a natural part of her. The toned muscles of her long legs showed with every step she took as she moved quickly through the kitchen, her body swaying every bit as seductively as Rebecca's had as she walked. The swelling in my pants grew stronger. Whoever's house this was, I had to admire his taste. I could only imagine how much money he must be paying these beautiful women to dress like this. How many maids did he need? 
 
    "You're here to repair the dishwasher? Good. Rebecca, give him some space. You'd think you'd never seen a man before." 
 
    "Sorry, Tiffany." Rebecca stepped back at once. The two women might be dressed the same, but I could see just from that tiny exchange that there was a difference in authority between them. You could see it just in the way Tiffany moved, the way she spoke. Her outfit might suggest the perfect submissive French maid, but her manner suggested anything but. I turned my attention back to the machine open in front of me, but I listened with every fiber of my body as the two maids began to talk. 
 
    “What are these dirty dishes doing here?” 
 
    “I had to take them out of the dishwasher so he could work on it.” 
 
    "And you figured you'd just leave them here? Wash them. You have hands, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." Rebecca's voice was achingly meek as she responded to the other maid. I heard a glass clink behind me as Rebecca lifted it from the island. There was a faint rustle of fabric. 
 
    "No, never mind that for now," Tiffany said. "You shouldn't need me to tell you these things. Come here." The glass clinked again as Rebecca set it back down. High heels echoed like bullets through the kitchen. With one arm in the dishwasher, I tried to raise my eyes and peer over the top of the island. Tiffany had taken Rebecca by the wrist and was leading her around the island. Rebecca hurried after her, as though it never occurred to her that she could say no. Her cheeks were glowing. Tiffany stared straight ahead, but as the two of them passed, Rebecca snuck a quick glance at me. Our eyes met, just for a second. I had no idea what it all might mean. 
 
    But I wasn't left wondering for long. Tiffany was no bigger than Rebecca; in fact, she was the slimmer of the two women. But Rebecca seemed to accept everything the blonde did to her. Even when Tiffany turned Rebecca around at one end of the kitchen island and pushed down on her shoulders, bending her over the edge of the stone top. I could no longer even pretend not to see what was going on. Instead, I watched in disbelief as Rebecca lay on top of the stone, the hard surface pushing her breasts even more invitingly out of the top of her French maid uniform as she placed her hands on the cold stone. Her eyes found mine, and I would struggle to find the words to describe the expression I saw in them. Embarrassment, certainly. Maybe even a slight trace of fear. But also excitement. An excitement that registered all along my crackling spine as I watched in total disbelief. 
 
    Tiffany, on the other hand, didn't even acknowledge that I was there. She went about her business as though I was immaterial, no more important in the dishwasher I was fixing. I watched with wide eyes as she lifted Rebecca's skirt. She raised her hand and quickly brought it down in an open-handed slap that echoed through the kitchen. Rebecca yelped, and her eyes closed momentarily. Her teeth showed as she bit her bottom lip, and her hands clutched at nothing on top of the kitchen island. The look on her face confirmed what I had already known but had hardly dared to believe. There was something deeply kinky going on in this house, and it was playing out right in front of me while I watched. 
 
    Tiffany spanked Rebecca again and again. Rebecca's yelps of pain were barely distinguishable from sounds of pleasure. She lay flat on the kitchen island now, her face mostly hidden by a storm of dark hair. But her beautiful body jumped every time Tiffany struck her. The huge kitchen echoed to a combination of Rebecca's squeals and the sharp sound of skin on skin. And Tiffany's beautiful eyes glowed she spanked the submissive maid, all her attention on Rebecca, none of it on me. I had never really been interested in that kind of kinky stuff. But as I watched one sexy French maid discipline the other, I realized that my cock had never been harder. It was, without a doubt, the hottest thing I had ever seen. 
 
    “Have you learned your lesson?” Tiffany’s question hung in the air as the echo of Rebecca’s punishment slowly faded away. 
 
    “Yes, Tiffany,” Rebecca panted, her voice faintly muffled as she lay panting on the kitchen island. But Tiffany’s blonde curls rolled on her shoulders as she slowly shook her head. 
 
    "I'm not so sure you have," she said. "But I think I know a way I can teach you. You. Repair boy. Want to help me punish this slut?" A low moan rose from Rebecca at Tiffany's words. But she didn't protest. Tiffany was staring fully at me now, and there was an obvious challenge in those jewel-like green eyes of hers. 
 
    "Uh, no thanks," I said carefully. I had no idea what was going on here. And I didn't want to get involved in something I didn't understand. Even if every cell of my body was crying out to do just that. Even though I had a distinct feeling that in the lonely nights to come, I would regret passing up the opportunity. And Tiffany seemed to understand that. A slow smile spread across her pretty face, beautifying it with every passing second as she grinned at me. 
 
    “No?” She said in a low voice. “You don’t think she’s sexy?” 
 
    "No, she is," I said. "She's very sexy. You both are. It's just — I'm at work, and… I mean, does she even want to?" 
 
    "Of course she does." Tiffany's smile grew even broader and brighter as she spoke. "Trust me, this bitch is desperate for attention. She doesn't care where she gets it. You're not really her type, but believe me, she'd love it. Tell him, slut." 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," Rebecca panted through the tattered curtain of her hair. "Please. Please, Jay. Oh my God, I need — please!" I couldn't believe the spectacle unfolding in front of me. But from the satisfied smile on Tiffany's face, it seemed like this was exactly what she was expecting. Like this kind of thing was a regular occurrence between them. And clearly, Rebecca consented to be dressed up like she was and treated the way she allowed Tiffany to treat her. After all, as far as I could see, there was nothing stopping her from walking out. 
 
    "See?" Tiffany grinned. "She needs a good spanking. And maybe more than that. Come on, don't be a pussy. Don't act like chances like this come along every day." Grudgingly, I had to admit the dominant maid had a point there. Slowly, I rose to my feet. I circled around the kitchen island to where the women stood, as wary as a hunted animal looking out for a trap. But Tiffany just watched me with that wild smile on her face. Rebecca watched too, her eyes burning through stray strands of her hair. 
 
    Once I stood behind Rebecca, my cock surged. The woman wore no underwear beneath her dress. Her ass was bare and red, the skin showing where Tiffany had spanked her. And she stood with her legs parted, her pussy brazenly on display. I could see the moisture of her arousal glistening on the swollen lips, and my cock ached at the sight. I hadn't seen that part of a woman since my last girlfriend months before. I had never seen anything like this. This was like something from a twisted fantasy, something far wilder than I had ever thought I would get to engage in. Was Tiffany right? If I passed up the opportunity, would I regret it for the rest of my life? 
 
    I stepped forward. Rebecca moaned as I ran my fingers over the skin of her ass. It was soft and warm, glowing with the heat of the blows that had struck it. I could feel her squirming on the kitchen island in front of me. Her lips moved, and in amongst the tiny puffs of air, I caught her whispering please, please. Slowly, I raised my hand. And Tiffany nodded in approval as I spanked a woman I had only just met. 
 
    "Oh, come on," Tiffany said. "I hit harder than that. Go on. Spank her properly." Feeling a boiling cocktail of feelings in my chest that I couldn't put names to, I raised my hand again. Rebecca jumped on the island as I slapped her again, and the moan of pleasure she gave went straight to my cock. I could see that her thighs were starting to tremble with pent-up lust, and I felt the exact same way. Tiffany laughed as I slapped Rebecca's ass again and again. She could see what I was feeling internally. With every blow, I warmed to this erotic game. 
 
    Tiffany circled around the kitchen island again. Bending over Rebecca, she seized a fistful of the other maid's brown hair and pulled her head up from the stone surface. The look on her face as she stared deep into Rebecca's eyes was at once chilling and incredibly sexy. It was a look of total dominance, a look of absolute pleasure in the degradation and humiliation of another woman. 
 
    "You want to cum now, don't you, slut?" 
 
    "Oh my God, yes, Tiffany, please!" Rebecca shrieked. 
 
    "It's not me you need to be begging," Tiffany grinned sadistically. "There's a man right behind you that I'm sure would be willing to help you out. Go on. Ask him nicely." 
 
    "Please, Jay!" Rebecca shrieked, her whole body trembling as she spoke. I could see the faint glistening trail of her juices down the inside of one thigh as she squirmed in front of me. I felt dizzy as I stood behind her, holding her by the hips, my body automatically getting itself ready for what it wanted. "Please fuck me, Jay! Please fuck my slut pussy like the whore I am." 
 
    There's only so much a man can take. I didn't stop to think. I didn't listen to the vanishing part of my brain that pleaded for caution. Probably I had less choice in what was going to happen than Rebecca did. Before I even knew what I was doing, I was reaching for the front of my pants and pulling out my engorged cock. Tiffany crowed in triumph as she watched me step up behind Rebecca, guiding my swollen manhood toward her dripping lips. Rebecca moaned a deep and lusty cry as I slid myself inside her. Her pussy was beautifully tight, gripping my shaft as I sunk with a groan into her. The warmth and softness of her body ignited every part of me, and I no longer thought about the strangeness of the situation. I no longer worried about who this woman was or why she allowed herself to be treated this way. Pleasure was all that mattered. And as I began to work my hips back and forth, sliding my cock in and out of Rebecca's spasming pussy, pleasure enveloped us both. 
 
    Tiffany watched, her arms folded under her swelling breasts and that wicked smile still on her face. I had never been watched having sex before, and it was a strange experience. But desire can get you through anything. I wanted nothing more in that moment than to keep on fucking Rebecca, this beautiful girl that was bent over the island in the house of a complete stranger, begging for me. Begging me to fuck her, gasping with pleasure as I plunged myself in and out of her. 
 
    I moaned as I felt Rebecca's pussy clench around my cock. She was getting close. I try to hold myself back, trying to prolong the moment without succumbing to my ultimate ecstasy. Somehow, I managed it. Soon, Rebecca's passionate cries filled the kitchen, bouncing back from the painted walls while she moaned and thrashed on the island in front of me. And her movements only contributed to my own pleasure. I could feel the orgasm boiling in my balls, and I groaned through gritted teeth, on the very brink of release. 
 
    I was so caught up in my own pleasure, I hadn’t heard the approaching sound of another pair of high heels on the floor behind me. It wasn’t until another, unfamiliar voice split the air of the kitchen that I realized somebody other than Tiffany was watching. 
 
    "What the hell is going on in here?"I turned my head. Tiffany gasped. Rebecca moaned, trying to peer back through a curtain of hair past me to see the woman who had appeared in the kitchen doorway. Tall and elegant, her bright eyes flashed in her unsmiling face, made all the more striking by the parted curtain of dark hair that framed her exquisite features. My brow furrowed in surprise, my mouth opening but unable to form words. And while Tiffany rushed toward the unknown woman, Rebecca suddenly squirmed. Straightening up, she pushed me away from her, and my wet cock slid out of her dripping hole as I stumbled back, my pants around my ankles. While Rebecca turned to face the other women, I stumbled and fell, sprawling on the kitchen floor. 
 
    The unknown woman stepped forward. Thin heels cracked against the kitchen floor as she strode toward me. I tried to sit up, but the woman raised one foot and pushed it against my shoulder, pushing me back down to the floor, her heel pressing into the skin as she stood above me. 
 
    "Who are you, and what do you think you're doing with my maids?" The woman asked in a voice sharp enough to cut glass. And while I stared up her, not knowing what to say, silence echoed through the kitchen. The two kinky maids who got me into this trouble were clearly in no hurry to get me out of it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    2. Ms Robertson Returns 
 
      
 
    I stared up at the woman standing above me. Embarrassment rolled over me like a great wave. There I was, pants and underwear around my ankles, my erection plainly exposed to another complete stranger. Behind the woman who loomed over me, Tiffany and Rebecca stood watching, their faces uncertain. But the woman who stood with her foot on my shoulder, her high heel pinning me to the ground, was no maid. 
 
    Her outfit was as jet black as her hair. The top she war clung to her body, the long sleeves and high neckline covering everything but hinting at a lot more than it revealed. There was a eye-shaped gap in the front of the shirt that exposed the upper slopes of her large breasts, doing nothing to lessen the throb of desire I felt between my legs as I stared at her. Tight black leather pants covered her legs, clinging to every rounded curve of hip and thigh, shining in the light whenever she moved. They disappeared into the top of tall leather boots with slender metal heels. In short, while the woman standing above me wasn't dressed as provocatively as the two maids, she wasn't exactly modest in her appearance, either. And she was absolutely beautiful. The tight clothing showed off a body that defied belief, an hourglass shape that tugged at every nerve I had. Her bright blue eyes glittered dangerously, set like diamonds in a face of exquisite beauty. I admit it; from the moment I saw her, I was captivated. As beautiful as Tiffany and Rebecca were in their own ways, this new woman was even more breathtaking. 
 
    I knew at once that she was in charge. I could see it in the way the maids reacted to her presence. I could see it in the way she moved, the way she stood above me, the way she put her foot on my shoulder as though I belonged beneath her. All you had to do was look at her to see the incredible confidence the radiated from her, the total self-belief that made her even more attractive than she would otherwise have been. Repairing dishwashers for a living, you meet all kinds of people. But I knew within seconds of seeing her that you don't meet many people quite like this. 
 
    "Speak," the woman demanded. She had the kind of voice that seemed practiced in making demands. My mouth opened and closed as I stared up her, trying to find the right words to say. There was no denying the truth of what she had seen. 
 
    “I’m here to fix the dishwasher,” I stammered. “And then — she said — Tiffany said I could…” 
 
    "Fuck my maid? Is that right, Tiffany?" The woman's black hair slid over her shoulder she turned her head to the two maids standing side-by-side. I could see Rebecca's cheeks glowing as she blushed. Tiffany seemed more confident. But it was still a jarring contrast to see her deference toward this woman when she had seemed so in charge before. 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson," Tiffany said. "I thought Rebecca should be punished for leaving dirty dishes on the countertop. I spanked her, and then I thought it would be even more humiliating being spanked by a man. One thing led to another." 
 
    "Well, you know I don't mind you taking some initiative," Ms. Robertson said. "But I decide who cums in this house." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." I could barely believe what I was hearing, let alone what I was seeing. If it hadn't been obvious before, it was abundantly clear now. Ms. Robertson was the mistress of these two maids, and they both seemed more than ready to obey her. My cock surged again as I wondered how exactly she enforced such humble compliance. And the thought of this gorgeous woman living in this giant house with her two sexy French maids was almost more than I could take. My head was spinning as I considered the possibilities. 
 
    "It stinks of sex in here," Ms. Robertson said. She turned back to me as she spoke. Her beautiful eyes moved over me as she looked me up and down, and once again, I felt embarrassment floating through me. It felt totally humiliating to be sprawled on the floor half-naked under the heel of this fully dressed woman. And yet I didn't try to get away. There was no point denying the obvious truth that the situation excited me. These women were clearly kinky in a way I had never before experienced in my life. I could still remember the snug feel of Rebecca's pussy spasming around my cock, leaving me just short of the orgasm I so desperately craved. Desire still overwhelmed me as I lay on the kitchen floor. 
 
    "Did you like fucking my maid?" Ms. Robertson's eyes peered deep into mine as she spoke. 
 
    “I — yeah, I — I did.” 
 
    "Of course you did." A smile lifted the corners of Ms. Robertson's mouth at last. But for all its beauty, it wasn't the kind of smile that warms the heart. It was chilling. "And it looks like she enjoyed it too. Which is funny, because Rebecca over there is a lesbian. Isn't that right, Rebecca?" 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson." Rebecca's eyes stayed on the floor as she spoke. She looked absolutely humiliated by everything that had happened, her cheeks burning as red as her ass had under Tiffany's punishing hand. 
 
    "But I've been training her to take a dick like a good girl should," Ms. Robertson went on. "And it looks like it's working. It looks like she's starting to crave it. Even from strangers. Just like the perfect little slut I want her to be." Slowly, Ms. Robertson's foot was making its way down my body. Her steel heel dragged over the T-shirt I wore. My chest rose and fell underneath it as I breathed slowly. I didn't try to get up. I felt as though any movement I might make could upset the delicate balance of whatever was going on in this house. And that was the last thing I wanted. 
 
    Ms. Robertson's heel press lightly into the skin just above my raging erection. My cock twitched as she pressed slightly, almost experimentally. But her foot kept moving. Her boot circled my genitals, sliding down my inner thigh. I grunted as the sole of her foot pressed against the underside of my shaft, pushing my manhood back against my stomach. At the same time, her high heel slid underneath my scrotum, pressing against my perineum. Instinctively, I put out my arms, feeling the tight leather that gripped her calf as I grabbed it. But I didn't push her away. It was a deeply strange sensation that she was giving me, her heel seeming to send a jolt of pleasure rising up from the very base of my being. It felt good. 
 
    "Both these girls are dikes," Ms. Robertson said. "But first and foremost, they are my slaves. It doesn't matter what they want. Only what I want. That's the rule in this house. What I say goes. Tiffany, get over here." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Ms. Robertson's sparkling eyes never left me as she spoke. She gave the maid orders in the total confidence that they would be followed. And they were. Tiffany's high heels echoed on the kitchen floor as she stepped toward me. I sighed as Ms. Robertson lifted her foot from between my legs, the smooth warm leather sliding out from between my hands as she stepped back. 
 
    “Clean Rebecca’s mess off his cock,” Ms. Robertson ordered, as casually as though she was ordering dinner. “But I don’t want him to come. Not yet.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany didn't hesitate for even a moment. Her short skirt ballooned around her as she dropped at once to her knees.  I moaned as I felt her hand wrap itself around my still wet cock. Clearly, none of these women were interested in asking my permission for anything they were going to do to me. Then again, it was obvious what I would've said if I had been asked. My raging erection was all the invitation they needed. 
 
    Still standing above me, Ms. Robertson watched with smiling eyes as her sexy maid did her bidding. Tiffany leaned forward, the tight fetishistic French maid uniform creaking and groaning around her gorgeous body. I felt her blonde curls tickling my thighs, her warm breath on the sensitive skin of my manhood. As she ran her tongue up my shaft from base to tip, I let out a loud moan of pleasure. Ms. Robertson chuckled. 
 
    "Make sure you get it nice and clean," she ordered. "Don't stop until I tell you." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany paused only to answer her mistress before returning to her task. I lay on the floor, barely daring to believe my good fortune. The sensation of Tiffany's tongue on my cock was driving me wild with desire as she diligently cleaned the other maid's juices from my manhood. But she never took it all the way into her mouth. She just kept on licking, moving her head to access every part of my cock. And I let her. 
 
    Ms. Robertson's boot heels were loud on the kitchen floor as she stepped away from me at last. Strutting with absolute confidence, the undisputed ruler of her domain, she moved toward the kitchen island. Tearing my eyes away from Tiffany, I turned my head to watch as Ms. Robertson leaned back against the countertop. 
 
    “Rebecca, get over here and undo my pants,” she ordered. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Rebecca hurried forward at once. While the pretty maid rushed to attend to her mistress's wishes, Ms. Robertson fixed me with another smile. She wanted me to see the power she had. She wanted me to understand that with these two maids at her service, she didn't even need to undress herself. And even through the rising fog of my lust, I understood her message. Her power seemed absolute, and it was intoxicating. As though she hadn't been beautiful enough by herself, it made her almost unbelievably sexy. 
 
    I watched Rebecca crouch at her mistress's feet. Slowly, she drew down the zipper of Ms. Robertson's pants and began to pull the tight leather down. Slowly, inch by inch, more of Ms. Robertson's beautiful body was revealed. Below a carefully trimmed strip of dark pubic hair, her pink pussy shone. Once her pants were around her thighs, Ms. Robertson placed her hand on the back of Rebecca's head and pulled her in. Immediately, I heard the wet sound of the French maid licking her mistress's pussy right in front of me. 
 
    "Now it's my turn to cum," Ms. Robertson said, her eyelids fluttering slightly as she spoke. "No one else gets what they want until this slut has satisfied me." Lying on the floor, staring up at her, I moaned again. The pleasure from Tiffany's mouth was radiating through me. My hands clenched at my sides as she continued to lick my cock. I was trying to resist the urge to grab her, to feel her mouth more fully envelop my cock. It was clear to me that Ms. Robertson had her rules, a certain way she wanted this to go. And as badly as I wanted orgasm, I didn't want this wild scene to come to a premature end. 
 
    Leaning against the island, Ms. Robertson moaned. Her eyes closed at last, her head tipping back to expose her long elegant neck. Her moans of pleasure grew louder and more frequent, filling the kitchen as they all but overwhelmed my own gasps and sighs. My cock bulged under Tiffany's busy tongue, but my attention was all on her mistress. Everybody's was. Ms. Robertson was like some glorious supernova, a beautiful star that sucked in all light. And as she howled in ecstasy, brought to orgasm by the hungry mouth of submissive Rebecca, I felt lightheaded just from watching. 
 
    Finally, Ms. Robertson pushed Rebecca's head away. Her eyes opened. Her cheeks were flushed with the rosy glow of satisfaction. Her white teeth showed in a dazzling smile as she looked at me again. 
 
    “Is he close, Tiffany?”  
 
    "Very, ma'am." 
 
    "Good. Now stop." I groaned in frustration as Tiffany instantly stopped, the soft warmth of her tongue disappearing from my cock as though it had never been there. Ms. Robertson stepped forward, and as she did so, she seized a handful of Rebecca's long brown hair. I saw the maid wince in pain as her mistress dragged her toward me, forcing her to crawl on hands and knees across the kitchen until she was beside me. 
 
    "You wanted dick so bad? Here it is," Ms. Robertson snarled. Using her grip on Rebecca's hair, she pushed the maid's head down until her face hovered directly over my shaft. I lay panting on the floor beneath them both, waiting to see what wild delight was in store next. Releasing her grip on Rebecca's hair, Ms. Robertson straightened up. I moaned as the top of her leather boot slid over my cock again. 
 
    “Stay there,” Ms. Robertson ordered Rebecca. “Stay right there.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," came the inevitable reply. And I gasped and moaned as Rebecca crouched above me. I could see what Ms. Robertson had in mind. And the idea was so outrageous that I couldn't help responding to it. Lubricated by Tiffany's saliva, the leather of her boot felt almost as good as her maid's tongue had on my cock. And I couldn't hold out any longer. 
 
    With a loud cry, I came. My orgasm rocked me, bright light exploding inside my skull as I closed my eyes for a moment. My cock erupted, launching spurt after spurt of semen to splash all over Rebecca's face as she waited above me. And as I anointed her submissive maid with my cum, Ms. Robertson laughed out loud. 
 
    "That's it," she crowed in triumph. "Paint this slut's face. Show her what happens when she goes around teasing cocks." I sighed as my cock twitched in the final throes of ecstasy, the last of my cum rolling slowly down my shaft. I saw Rebecca open her eyes, her skin shining with my juices. I felt a strange spasm in my stomach that I couldn't put a name to. It was almost like being nervous. Except that there was a huge portion of desire in there, too. Despite the orgasm that still glowed inside me, the scene the dominant woman had orchestrated was still the sexiest thing I had ever encountered. 
 
    "Stand up," Ms. Robertson ordered. Rebecca's eyes darted toward me, just for a moment, before she obeyed her mistress's instructions. Grinning, Ms. Robertson stepped forward, one hand gripping her maid's chin as she turned her face this way and that, admiring the streaks of semen that ran down Rebecca's cheeks. And Ms. Robinson leaned closer still, and I saw her whisper into Rebecca's ear. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Without another word, Rebecca turned and headed out of the room. Her tiny skirt bounced around her thighs as she tottered on her high heels through the door that led to the rest of the house. Slowly, I sat up. My drained cock rested on one thigh. Still slightly breathless from my orgasm, I was in no hurry to get up. 
 
    “What’s your name?” Ms. Robertson stood in front of me with her arms folded now, her posture accentuating the way her breasts pushed against the tight shirt she wore. 
 
    “Jay,” I said. 
 
    “Jay,” Ms. Robertson echoed. “Well, Jay, have you ever played like this before?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You seem to enjoy it.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    "Do you want to fuck me, Jay?" The question startled me. As she spoke, Ms. Robertson ran her hands down over her body. She still hadn't pulled up her tight pants, and her pussy was still on display. Standing right in front of me, she started to rub it, her slender fingers exploring the intricate folds of her sex right in front of me. 
 
    "Yes," I answered. Ms. Robertson smiled, a faint chuckle escaping her lips as her pleasure grew. 
 
    “Good,” she answered. “So do my maids. They both want me so badly. That’s why they let me treat them this way. Every now and then, they get the privilege of having sex with me. But they have to work hard to earn it. Is my dishwasher fixed?” 
 
    It was difficult to keep up with the abrupt movements of the woman's mind. I was hardly in a fit state to even think about work, much less talk about it. But this gorgeous woman standing over me touching herself and the smell of sex hanging in the air, the last thing on my mind was my job.it's 
 
    “Not yet,” I said. “But it shouldn’t take long.” 
 
    "Then I'll give you a choice," Ms. Robertson said, grinning evilly down at me. "If you like, you can put your pants back on, fix my dishwasher, and get out of here. Go home with a story to tell that no one will believe and enough jerk-off material to last you the rest of your life. Or, you can stay and see what happens. I have a feeling you'll enjoy it." Her blue eyes glittered as she looked deep into mine. Between her legs, her hand never stop moving. There was no choice to be made at all. There was only one answer I could possibly give. 
 
    "I'd —I'd like to stay," I said, my voice cracking as I spoke. Ms. Robertson's smile grew even wider and more dazzling than it had been before. 
 
    “Excellent,” she said. “Then stay there. Tiffany, get his cock hard again. I don’t care how.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." With the same unhesitating obedience she displayed before, Tiffany stepped forward. Ms. Robertson watched smugly as her maid dropped to the floor beside me. Without a word, Tiffany took one of my hands and placed it against her breasts. Beneath the black rubber that gripped her tightly, I could feel the shape of her nipple pressing against the dress. Her breasts bounced in the top of her maid's uniform as I groped her, my breath growing shorter as my desire grew. There was a faint smile on Tiffany's pretty face as she guided my head toward her chest, burying my face in her cleavage. Simultaneously, the other hand reached between my legs. I felt her fingers wrapping around my flaccid cock. She began to stroke slowly, and almost instantly, I felt myself starting to harden again. While I licked and nibbled the soft flesh of her boobs, her hand teased me back toward erection, my cock responding unstoppably to her actions. 
 
    The clatter of high heels on the floor announced the return of Rebecca. Tiffany's hand was still busy on my cock, but as she pulled back, I looked up from her boobs to see the other maid standing beside her mistress. My heart began to pound as I saw what she held in her hands. A pair of thick black leather cuffs, linked together by a short chain. Ms. Robertson's hand was still busy between her legs as she smiled at me. 
 
    “If you really want to fuck me, you can,” Ms. Robertson grinned. “But only if you put these cuffs on first. Otherwise, forget it.” There was never any doubt what my answer would be. Ms. Robertson herself seemed to know that as well as I did. 
 
    "Okay," I sighed. And Ms. Robertson's smile made my cock surge in Tiffany's hand as she slowly nodded, as though my submission was a foregone conclusion. 
 
    “Tiffany, take his shirt off,” Ms. Robertson ordered. “Rebecca, cuff his hands behind his back.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," came the predictable reply, the two sexy maids speaking almost in unison. My heart beat wildly in my chest as I raised my arms above my head and Tiffany pulled my T-shirt off. Rebecca seemed unable to meet my eyes as she circled around behind me. Her hands were gentle, almost tentative, as she took hold of my wrists and pulled them behind my back. The leather of the cuffs was warm against my skin as she buckled them into place. The whole time, my eyes were on Ms. Robertson, watching as she continued playing with herself, standing tall above us all as she watched the scene she had created. 
 
    "Good," Ms. Robertson beamed as Rebecca finally fasten the handcuffs in place. They were surprisingly comfortable, but I felt deliciously vulnerable as I sat on the floor, surrounded by three beautiful women. Tiffany kneeled close to my feet, pulling my pants and underwear all the way off at last. Naked and cuffed and sitting on the floor, I felt completely at the mercy of Ms. Robertson and her French maids. And after all, I was. 
 
    Ms. Robertson stepped forward. Her maids seemed to recede on either side as she approached. Her tight leather pants creaked around her thighs as she moved. Straddling me, she stood above me for a moment, still touching herself, still teasing me with the motion of her fingers against her damp pussy. I couldn't remember ever seeing a more beautiful sight as I gazed up at her, helpless and aroused. Then, slowly, enjoying the mute adoration not just of me but also of her two horny maids, Ms. Robertson lowered herself down into my lap. Reaching beneath herself, she took hold of my cock that Tiffany had so skillfully brought back to erection and guided it between her dripping lips. I groaned at the tight feel of her body engulfing mine, and she sighed happily, her eyes closing just for a moment as she impaled herself on top of me. 
 
    "Watch, girls," Ms. Robertson ordered, still in control even now. "Watch me cum while you two get nothing. Kneel here by my side." 
 
    "Yes ma'am," the two submissive women said in unison. Rebecca stepped from behind me and dropped to her knees on the floor beside Tiffany. They were both watching, their hands in their laps, their pretty faces blank while their beautiful eyes burned with desire. And Ms. Robertson laughed as she looked at them, a deep laugh that rose from her chest and echoed in her throat as she sat on top of me. 
 
    "These bitches want me so bad," she said, turning to me. "They want me to do this to them. But I don't like to spoil them. So when a new man shows up in my house, it seems like a win-win. I can tease these sluts and still have some fun of my own." 
 
    "Yeah," I said, not knowing what else to say. My attention was all on her now, even if I hadn't forgotten the other two women kneeling beside us and watching every movement. Ms. Robertson's hips rocked back-and-forth in my lap, her pants creaking as her thighs tensed, riding my cock while I sat helpless beneath her. Ms. Robertson draped her arms over my shoulders, pressing her breasts against my face the same way Tiffany had earlier. I kissed her through the fabric of her tight top, and heard her chuckle in pleasure under her breath. She rode me slowly, savoring the moment, in no hurry to get to where she wanted. And as pleasure climbed the ladder of my spine, I told myself I had to try to hold out. As wildly sexy as the situation I found myself in was, I had to try and wait until the dominatrix had had at least one orgasm of her own. Already, I found I didn't want to disappoint her. 
 
    Slowly, Ms. Robertson's movements grew faster. Slowly, her cries of pleasure began to echo in my ears. Her pussy spasmed around my cock, and we moaned in mutual pleasure at the powerful sensation it gave us. 
 
    "I'm not sure how long I'm going to keep you here," Ms. Robertson said, panting with desire as she spoke. "Now I've got you tied up, I can keep you here all day. Use you as a fuck toy the way I use my maids. You'd fucking love that, wouldn't you?" 
 
    "Yes," I gasped. It was nothing more than the truth. Everything she was saying sounded infinitely appealing to me at that moment. I no longer cared about the other jobs I had to get to that day. I didn't care about my job at all. I didn't understand what was happening in this house, but I knew that I had never been so excited in my life. I'd never wanted anyone more than I wanted this commanding dominatrix that was riding my cock to ecstasy. 
 
    But to my dismay, Ms. Robertson suddenly stopped. She sat in my lap, her eyes springing open to stare deep into mine, the smile vanishing from her face. My heart clenched like a fist in my chest. 
 
    "Address me correctly," Ms. Robertson said, the iron suddenly returning to her voice. "Just like my maids do. You may call me Ms. Robertson or ma'am. Say it. Or else we stop right now, and I let the sluts get me off instead." 
 
    My heart was racing. The blood roared in my ears. My cheeks prickled with embarrassment at the thought of what she wanted. It was too late to say no. Far too late for that. Despite my recent orgasm, I could feel another climax boiling in my balls, and all I wanted was the sweet release she promised. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I panted, and Ms. Robertson howled in triumph. Throwing back her head, she closed her eyes and bounced up and down on top of me, her pussy spasming wildly as she began to fuck me again. Soon, I could feel her body trembling on top of mine, her knees gripping my hips as her pussy milked my cock. Her orgasm swept through her, her cries of passion filling the echoing space of the kitchen where we fucked. 
 
    And all the time, her submissive French maids watched in silence. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    3. Deciding To Submit 
 
      
 
    Tiffany looked amazing. From the moment I entered the coffee shop, my eye gravitated toward her blonde curls. I wasn't the only one. The woman seemed to sit in a bubble of attention, the focus of the straying eyes of both men and women. I couldn't blame them, given what she was wearing. 
 
    Tiffany's blue dress seemed like it was made of silk or satin or some other shimmering material that clung to her body as though it never wanted to let go. The moment I stepped through the door of the café, I could see that the dress was cut low in the back to show off acres of her bare skin. And it was astonishingly short, barely even covering her as she sat with her legs crossed at a table by herself. The tall blue pumps she wore had an outrageously high-heel, every bit as high as the shoes I had seen her wear as part of her French maid's uniform. She looked great, but she looked like a slut. The outfit was more appropriate for the nightclub than daytime at a café near my house. 
 
    Nervousness fluttered in my stomach as I made my way through the crowded tables toward her. As I took the seat opposite her, she raised her head. Her blue eyes sparkled in her unsmiling face as she saw me. 
 
    I didn't know what to say. It's always awkward running into someone you've had sex with but don't know that well. This was far beyond that. The things I had witnessed at Ms. Robertson's house a week earlier were far outside the bounds of any normal sexual activities. For me, anyway. Clearly, Tiffany's life was very different from mine in that regard. And seeing her here, in this familiar setting, brought back with startling clarity the memories of what had happened the week before. The memories I had been replaying over and over in my mind until I could barely focus on anything else. The images that haunted my dreams and had me waking up at all hours of the night, frantic with arousal. 
 
    While her maids watched, Ms. Robertson had ridden my cock to orgasm. I had managed to hold out long enough for her to have a second one, but no more. The erotic power of the situation was too much. With a loud cry, I had released into her, my twitching cock pumping my cum deep into her beautiful body while she moaned in pleasure. Then, she had climbed off me. She ordered Tiffany to take my clothes and hide them. And she had Rebecca uncuff me. Hoping for more kinky adventures, I waited where I was, sitting naked on the kitchen floor and gazing up at the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. But evidently, Ms. Robertson had different ideas. Coldly, she told me to fix the dishwasher. And so, overcome with disbelief at what was happening, I did. Naked in her kitchen, I worked on the dishwasher while she watched me. Once the job was finished, she told Tiffany to bring my clothes back and told me to put them on. Then, in no uncertain terms, I was told to leave. As Tiffany led me toward the hallway of Ms. Robertson's home, I turned to see her mistress one last time, beckoning Rebecca toward her and guiding her head between her legs. 
 
    Before I left the house, Tiffany took my phone number. It was the only thing they gave me any hope as I stumbled back to my van. The moment I got behind the wheel, it seemed as though everything that had passed before was some dream. An incredibly vivid fantasy that couldn't possibly be real. But I knew that I wasn't that creative. I didn't have the imagination to come up with something so wild, so raw, so darkly inviting. Ms. Robertson was far better at that than I would ever be. 
 
    And then for a week, nothing happened. I was left alone with my memories of an encounter I could hardly believe. Once or twice, in an agony of desperate desire, I contemplated returning to the house. But something told me it was a bad idea. Nothing about Ms. Robertson had made me think she was a woman who would tolerate being pushed into something. The tall iron gates of her sprawling property were as closed to me as the gates of heaven. All I could do was hope that one day, I might be summoned again. 
 
    And that day came on a Friday afternoon, when Tiffany texted me to arrange a meeting the following Saturday. She refused to come to my house, to my disappointment. The meeting had to be public. And so, here we were, sitting in the coffee shop near my house. With me in jeans and a T-shirt, and Tiffany dressed like she was looking to get fucked. The thought of seeing her again and what this meeting might mean already had my cock half-hard as I arrived at the cafe. Seeing her dressed the way she was got me the rest of the way. I was glad of the table between us as my erection raged inside my jeans. 
 
    "I'm glad you could meet with me," Tiffany said. Her voice was flat and even, almost without inflection. She looked deadly serious as she stared me in the eye. She was so achingly pretty, her pink lips pouting and practically inviting kisses. Or more. I could still remember the feel of her tongue on my shaft, and I almost shuddered in my chair at the memory. In the time I had spent with Ms. Robertson and her two maids, I had been distracted. They were all beautiful, all sexy in their own ways. But seeing Tiffany in this new setting was reminding me just how beautiful she was. 
 
    “Yeah, of course,” I said weakly. Why on earth would I refuse? The truth was, I knew absolutely nothing about Tiffany. But I had thought about her plenty, especially after receiving her text message. I wondered if Ms. Robertson been telling the truth when she said that her maids were both lesbians. It was obvious that they wanted her; why else would they submit to her so readily? But Tiffany didn’t handle my cock like a lesbian, that was for sure. 
 
    “Ms. Robertson would like to see you again,” Tiffany said in that same monotone. Straight to business. My heart soared in my chest as I heard the words I had been hoping to hear. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, not even trying to stop the goofy grin spread across my face. 
 
    "Wait." Tiffany raised one long finger, her eyes flashing she did so. The smile dropped from my face. She drew a deep breath, and her breasts rose in the low cut dress, adding to the torment of lust I was feeling as I watched her. 
 
    "My mistress is a woman of very specific tastes," Tiffany said. My eyes darted around the coffee shop, wondering if anyone could hear us. Tiffany seemed to have no such worries. "She has made it clear to me, and told me to make it clear to you, that any interaction between the two of you will not be as equals. You'll be expected to do as you're told." 
 
    "Yeah, I — I figured that." Was it just my imagination, or was there a glimmer of something in Tiffany's eyes at my words? Something like recognition. Something like amusement. 
 
    “As you found out for yourself, Ms. Robertson likes to be in control,” Tiffany went on. “Nothing less than total submission will do. If you want to see her again, you must be willing to accept her terms. If you please her, she may decide to train you the way she trained me. The way I trained Rebecca.” 
 
    “Train me?” 
 
    "To serve." Tiffany spoke as though it was the most obvious thing in the world. I found myself wondering how long this woman had been submissive to Ms. Robertson. How long since she had known a normal life? In a flash, I realized that the provocative outfit the woman was wearing was not intended solely to titillate me. My guess was that Ms. Robertson had ordered her to wear it. A fetish French maid uniform might be too much in public, but this tiny dress was hardly any less eye-catching. Under the table, my cock surged and throbbed. 
 
    "Up until now, Ms. Robertson has only had female slaves," Tiffany said. "But she has been thinking about changing that. I don't understand it personally. I can't see the appeal of touching a man when you could have a woman instead. But what Ms. Robertson wants, she gets." 
 
    "Slaves?" I could hardly even bring myself to speak the word. Everything was moving far too fast. Even though this was exactly what I had hoped for from this meeting, I hadn't expected it to go this way. I wanted to return to Ms. Robertson's house, more than anything. I was even ready to call her ma'am like she asked and let her tie me up if that was what it took. But I had never considered volunteering to be someone's slave. Not even a woman like Ms. Robertson. 
 
    “Exactly,” Tiffany said. “You’ve seen her. You know she could have any man she wanted groveling at her feet. For whatever reason, she’s decided to give you the opportunity. If you’re not interested, that’s fine. She’ll find someone who is.” 
 
    "I didn't say that," I mumbled. Nothing scared me like the thought that this opportunity might slip away if I didn't play my cards right. What Tiffany was pitching me was completely outside the realm of my normal experience. But I couldn't deny its appeal. 
 
    “Can I ask you something?” 
 
    "If you must." Tiffany's manner was anything but friendly, especially coming from a woman who had given me oral sex a week before. It seemed like she was going out of her way to illustrate her disdain for me, her total lack of interest in me personally. That didn't make her any less appealing. 
 
    “How long have you been with her? Ms. Robertson, I mean.” 
 
    "A long time," Tiffany said. "Rebecca hasn't been with us as long. But she's learned her place, just as I have. Just as you will, if you decide that's something you want." 
 
    "You want to be there? Like, this is what you've chosen?" 
 
    "Of course." Tiffany's blue eyes darted across the café, just for a moment, as though she was thinking of something. Her chair creaked as she leaned back in it, adjusting her position. "We wouldn't be — this isn't something we would do against our will," she said at last. "That doesn't mean it's easy to serve a woman like Ms. Robertson. There are times — well. Let me put it this way. We all have choices in life. This is one. But when it comes to Ms. Robertson, the only choice you'll ever have is yes or no. If it's a no, you'll never hear from her or me again. But if you say yes, that's the last choice you'll make as far she's concerned. After that, you'll be expected to obey. Made to, if necessary." A shiver ran through me at Tiffany's words. How a slender woman half my size imagined she could make me do anything wasn't clear. But in the course of the interaction we had had the week before, I had quickly learned the power sex appeal gives to the one who knows how to wield it. Tiffany, and Rebecca too, were living examples of the effectiveness of Ms. Robertson's methods. It didn't seem wise to underestimate the woman. 
 
    “What would I have to do?” 
 
    "Whatever Ms. Robertson decides," Tiffany said. "You would serve her in any way she sees fit. Including, but not limited to, sexually. Which is what I know you're most interested in. But you wouldn't be like me and Rebecca are. No one's expecting you to throw yourself into the lifestyle right away. All this is is an opportunity to play with a woman that I have no doubt is far more beautiful and powerful than anyone else a guy like you has ever been with. Maybe just once. Maybe more than once. It's a relationship, in a way. But not like any you've had before." 
 
    "Okay, let me ask you this," I said, while Tiffany rolled her pretty eyes. I ignored it. I had to admit, I was quite proud of myself for coming up with this question. "If you were me, sitting here, and somebody made you this offer, would you take it?" Tiffany blinked before answering. 
 
    "Yes," she said. Her chair creaked again as she leaned forward, her breasts swelling in the top of her dress in a way I couldn't look away from. "Of course. She's so far out of your league, it's insane. If I were you, I would be thanking any god that would listen for the opportunity just to breathe the same air as a woman like my mistress." 
 
    "Wow," I breathed. "I mean, this is crazy. You know this is crazy, right?" In answer, Tiffany simply shrugged. She sat back in her chair again, folding her arms as she waited for my answer. 
 
    “Yes or no, Jay,” she said. 
 
    “You want an answer now?” 
 
    “Yes. If you say yes, there are things we need to do. Preparations. You live close to here?” 
 
    "Just a block up the street," I mumbled while my heart raced. Frankly, I was scared. All this talk of slaves and mistresses had me worried. But it also had me endlessly excited. Excited in a way I would never be for some girl I met in a bar, no matter how hot she might be. This was something else. It was sex, yes. But it felt like a whole new level of sex. A whole new level of desire. As though I had graduated to something I had never known the existence of until that point. 
 
    "So what's it to be?" Tiffany pressed. "If you say yes, we can get out of here and go to your place right now for the next steps." 
 
    "Next steps? What are those?" But Tiffany only shook her head. 
 
    "You'll find out if you say yes," she said. 
 
    The blood was roaring in my ears. My heart was pounding. I felt as though an elephant was sitting on my chest. I felt as though everything hung on the next words out of my mouth, as though no decision I had ever made in my life had as much import as this one. And it thrilled me. 
 
    “Okay,” I said at last, my breath leaving my tight chest in a long sigh. “Yes.” 
 
    "Let's get out of here." At once, Tiffany stood, tugging down the tight dress as far as she could on her thighs. If she had any feelings about my decision one way or the other, she didn't show them. I stood too, unable to take my eyes off her body as she picked up the purse that was hooked over her chair and swayed toward the door of the coffee shop. I followed, feeling heat rising in my cheeks as heads turned to track Tiffany's progress. She ignored it as though it wasn't even happening as she stepped out onto the sidewalk. 
 
    I led her toward my apartment a short walk away. Whistles and catcalls followed us, but Tiffany ignored them. Just walking along beside a woman that looked like that, as if the two of us were together, was a strange and not unpleasant feeling. As I let her into my building, Tiffany followed me to the elevator. We rode in silence together to my floor. My head was spinning with a thousand questions, filled with hopes and fears and desires that I couldn't bring myself to give voice to. But Tiffany gave nothing away. 
 
    Until I opened the door of my apartment, and she stepped inside. I close the door behind me, and suddenly Tiffany all but flung herself at me. Her lips pressed against mine, her tongue invading my mouth, her hands already tugging at the T-shirt I wore. I felt the ripe firmness of her body under the silky material of the dress that barely covered her, and my cock pressed against her hip as she pressed herself against me. My T-shirt fell to the floor, and already Tiffany was tugging at the belt of my jeans, the buckle rattling open as she reached inside the front of my pants. 
 
    “There it is,” she giggled as she took hold of my cock through my boxer shorts. “You want to fuck me, don’t you?” 
 
    "Yes," I gasped, pressing my lips to her neck while she manipulated my manhood through the fabric of my boxer shorts. 
 
    "Then today's your lucky day," Tiffany giggled. She turned, and her high heels echoed in my apartment as she led me across the floor. Her hand was still gripping my cock, using it like a leash to lead me along behind her as she headed for my bedroom. Inside, she turned to me again, smiling seductively. It was as though she was a different woman to the contemptuous beauty that had met me in the coffee shop. I clumsily kicked off my shoes, and my pants and boxer shorts fell to the floor as she pushed them down. Just like that, I was naked. And Tiffany smiled as she looked me up and down, one hand slipping inside the purse that still hung from her shoulder. When it came out again, I gulped to see that she was holding a pair of steel handcuffs. 
 
    "New rule," she smiled at me. "By Ms. Robertson's orders. Unless instructed otherwise, you must be restrained anytime you're with any of us."Tiffany stepped behind me, and I didn't even try to resist. I heard her laugh as I placed my hands behind my back, eager to be cuffed if it meant being with her. Steel clicked around my wrists, pinning them in place behind me. Tiffany stepped back in front of me, her pretty eyes now shining with delight. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me backward. I fell onto the bed, my cuffed arms pinned beneath me, my erect cock swaying in the air. 
 
    Tiffany reached into her purse again. I saw her pull out her phone, and my eyes grew wide as she also produced a slender rod with multiple leather strips hanging from the end of it. A whip. No one had ever hurt me in bed before. I had never wanted them to. But I realized with a growing sense of arousal that this was what I had agreed to. 
 
    Tiffany set her purse aside. I watched her activate her phone screen and tap a few buttons. Her smile was wide and dazzling as I heard the phone ring, and a voice answer. 
 
    "Hello, ma'am," Tiffany said. "He agreed. Here he is now." Tiffany turned the phone screen to face me. I saw Ms. Robertson's beautiful face staring at me from the device. A sly smile showed on her gorgeous face as she looked at me, naked and erect, tied up and helpless. 
 
    “Well, hello, Jay,” she purred. 
 
    “Hello… Ma’am,” I said, remembering what she had made me call her the week before. Ms. Robertson’s smile deepened. 
 
    “Such a polite boy,” Ms. Robertson said. “Tiffany has explained what I want from you? That you are to obey me the same way she and Rebecca do?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I panted. Lying on the bed, I was actually trembling with desire, wracked by powerful need unlike any I had felt before. 
 
    "You're not going to be my boyfriend," Ms. Robertson went on. "Nothing like that. You'll just be a toy for me to use. A boy toy to match the girls I already own. Do you understand?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "Good. Now, I've instructed Tiffany to give you a little taste of what you can expect in my service. You won't see me again until she's satisfied that you're ready for that privilege. In the meantime, I expect you to obey her just as humbly and happily as I will expect you to obey me. Until you see me again, Tiffany will be your mistress. She will be responsible for training you to please me." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." I could hardly breathe with the force of the lust that overwhelmed me. Everything Ms. Robertson was saying sounded so wrong, and yet so deeply bewitching. She talked as though my obedience was a foregone conclusion, as though nothing was more natural. After all, she had clearly done this before. I was the only novice. 
 
    “Okay. Do what Tiffany tells you. She’ll be reporting back to me about your progress. The quicker you learn your place, the quicker you’ll get to play with me. Go ahead, Tiffany. Get to work.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany grinned as she answered her mistress. The phone went dead, and Tiffany set it down on the nightstand beside the bed. I watch the blue fabric of her dress straining around her thighs with every step she took as she slowly turned back to me, the flogger still in her hand. 
 
    "You heard her," Tiffany said, running the leather straps of the flogger through her fingers. "I've never trained a man before. But I did train Rebecca, and look how she turned out. Things will be easier for you if you don't fight me. But if you do? That's fine too." I stared up into the swirling vortex of Tiffany's bright green eyes, my mouth open, my cock raging with desire. She raised the flogger, and I braced myself as she brought it down. I cried out as the leather straps whipped my thigh, curling around my erect cock. 
 
    “Look at that thing,” Tiffany smirked scornfully. “I really don’t know what anyone sees in them. So vulnerable. So pathetic.” I cried out as the whip struck again, and again. 
 
    "Don't be a baby," Tiffany mocked. "Even Rebecca can take more than that. You're going to have to do what she says, too. You're going to be right at the bottom of the totem pole. And you're going to stay there. Because you have this cock, you're inferior to all of us. Say it." 
 
    "I'm inferior to all of you," I groaned through gritted teeth as the whip lashed me again and again. Tiffany's cheeks were starting to redden, her eyes glowing as she stared down at me. She seemed drunk with her own power as she punished me for no other reason than that she could. If this was how things would be now, it was a hell of an introduction to my new life. 
 
    But soon, Tiffany seemed to get bored of whipping me. Letting the tool drop onto the bed beside me, she climbed onto the mattress. Her blue dress slid easily up over her hips. My beaten cock had stayed erect the whole time, and now it throbbed as Tiffany slowly, teasingly, pulled down her panties in front of me. Finally, she wriggled her way out of them and dropped them onto the bed. Beneath her rolled-up dress, her pussy shone. My brow furrowed as I squinted at the tattoo above it, four words written in black against her pale skin. 
 
    "That's right," Tiffany smirked as she pointed at the letters. "Property of Ms. Robertson. She decides what happens to me. She decides what I use this pussy for. If it was up to me, you would never get anywhere near it. But I have my orders." With that, Tiffany climbed on top of me. I gasped as she took my cock in her hand and guided it between the wet walls of her sex. She could talk all she wanted about how little she was interested in me, but the juices that flowed from her body told a different story. Without another word, Tiffany began to ride my cock, her breasts bouncing in her tight dress, her body vibrating with pleasure just as the walls of my bedroom vibrated with her cries. I moaned too, staring up at the beautiful woman on top of me, using me in my own house, completely in control. The pain of the blows of the whip vanished in a flood of pleasure as her pussy gripped my cock tightly. The sensation was unbelievable. And as Tiffany howled in pleasure, her pussy tightening like a fist around my manhood, I came with her. With a roar, I blasted my semen deep inside her body, howling and snarling in pleasure as orgasm thundered through us both. 
 
    Once the moment had passed, Tiffany climbed carefully off my body. She was short of breath, her legs trembling as she crawled toward the side of the bed. My cock sank slowly down to lie against my leg, spent for now. But still I watched as Tiffany bent at the waist to retrieve something else from her purse. She turned to me, her face an absolute picture of delight, as she showed me what was in her hand. 
 
    "I hope you enjoyed that orgasm," she said slowly, her words dripping with malicious glee. "Because it's the last one you'll be having for a while. Now it's time to lock up that pathetic cock and show you what it really means to serve a woman." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    4. Locked By The Maid 
 
      
 
    I lay on the bed. A kind of incredulous numbness had come over me. Maybe it was the drowsiness that follows a powerful orgasm, or maybe it was the sheer insanity of the situation I found myself in. But even though fear fluttered in my heart at what was happening, what was about to happen, I couldn't find it in myself to resist. 
 
    Tiffany seemed to expect that I would. She leaned over me, one forearm across my chest, pinning me down on the bed. Her other hand reached my cock where it lay, limp and conquered against my thigh. I raised my head, peering down the length of my body to see what she was up to. I felt the metal tube sliding down over my cock. Tiffany shifted her weight, fiddling with the mechanism of the device she was putting on me. I grunted as a bar swung into place behind my balls, and the crazy contraption closed with a menacing click. Tiffany turned to look at me, and the smile on her face was wild as she peered into my eyes. 
 
    "There," she grinned. "That's that. Now Ms. Robertson owns your cock. You won't even be allowed to touch it without her permission." My chest rose and fell as I stared up at Tiffany. With my cuffed hands pinned under my body, there wasn't much I could do to resist her. But I hadn't even tried. And I knew she would've noticed that. It was hard to understand even for myself. I had a feeling my passivity would come back to haunt me in the days to come. What Tiffany was doing to me, as outrageous and shocking as it was, lit up every nerve of desire and arousal in my body. The thought of having this device locked onto my manhood, of being so completely controlled in this way, was as darkly thrilling as anything these women had done to me. In that strange part of myself that I was only just beginning to understand, I wanted this. 
 
    Tiffany sat up. Her hand was still on my chest, her fingers spread. Her blonde hair fell down on either side of her beautiful face, the curls bouncing slightly every time she moved. She seemed to be thinking of something. Staring up her, I knew that Tiffany was the most beautiful woman I had ever had in my bed. But there wasn't much I could do about it. She was touching me, but her body might as well have been behind a pane of thick glass for all the access I had to her. Already, I could see a glimpse of the kind of deep sexual frustration I was in for. And tragically, pointlessly, I felt my cock begin to twitch inside its new steel prison. 
 
    "From now on, you need to do exactly as I tell you," Tiffany explained. "Otherwise, the cage doesn't come off. I know what it's like being denied orgasms. That's how Ms. Robertson broke me. It's how I broke Rebecca. Get a person horny enough, and they'll do just about anything. But it'll be interesting to see how it works on you. I've never controlled a man's cock before. Honestly, they kind of disgust me. So unless Ms. Robertson thinks otherwise, I don't see that worthless thing of yours coming out to play very much in the future. But that's okay. There are other ways you can be of service." Tiffany reached over my body, and my heart beat faster in my chest as she picked up the flogger again. Ms. Robertson had told me that both her maids were lesbians, but looking at Tiffany, it was easy to forget that. Especially when she was riding my cock to orgasm and shrieking in obvious bliss. But now, the full enormity of that fact was becoming clear to me. Not only had I let a woman I barely knew lock my cock in a chastity device, but the woman in question was gay. The low-level fear that had been making its presence felt in me all day long rose to a new peak as I cursed my own gullibility. 
 
    And without another word, Tiffany brought the tails of the flogger down on my chest. I groaned as she struck again and again, the trailing leather straps leaving red marks on my skin where she struck. The pain of each blow wasn't great, but Tiffany was merciless. Her eyes shone and sparkled as she beat me, obviously enjoying herself at my expense. I had hoped that service to her and Ms. Robertson would involve lots of sex. Clearly, this dominant maid was out to demonstrate that wasn't the case. 
 
    "Are you going to be a good little bitch?" Tiffany asked. The blows of her whip stopped as she stared down at me challengingly. I gazed up her and felt for the first time the tightness of the chastity cage I wore, the merciless grip it applied on me whenever my cock tried to swell. It was astonishing how quickly and how easily this woman had taken total control of me. I was helpless. I was nervous. I was as turned on as I had ever been as I lay there, a prisoner in my own apartment, dependent on the mercy of this strange and kinky woman. 
 
    “Yes, Tiffany,” I croaked. And Tiffany ran her free hand over the burning skin of my chest, admiring the red marks she had left there. 
 
    "That's a shame," Tiffany smirked. "Because when you're not good, I get to punish you. And I like that. I like punishing Rebecca. But somehow, I think it's going to be even more fun beating you." I cried out as the flogger cracked once again across my chest. "Now, you need to clean up your mess," Tiffany said. Still holding the whip, she rose up on her knees. My confusion about what she had in mind quickly evaporated as she began to move toward my head. My stomach convulsed as she lifted one leg and straddled me, facing toward my feet. I stared up between her legs and saw her pussy shining above me, the lips fat and swollen, glistening with our mixed fluids. I could smell the sex we had just had more strongly than ever as Tiffany gloated above me, slowly swinging her hips from side to side and taunting me with the site of her dripping sex. 
 
    "This is how you'll serve me," Tiffany said. "I'm not interested in men. But a tongue is a tongue. Right now, your tongue needs to be in my pussy, cleaning out all the slime you just pumped into me. Get to it." Tiffany lowered herself down onto my face. My cry of protest went unheeded. Instead, Tiffany struck me with the flogger or again. Everything went dark as she sat on my face, smothering me under her beautiful ass. 
 
    "We can do this the hard way if you want," I heard her say above me. "That's fine by me." I jumped on the bed as the flogger struck me again. This time, Tiffany had leaned forward and whipped my exposed balls. The leather straps struck my sensitive skin and caused a jolt of pain to race through my body, almost overwhelming me as I lay beneath her. My cry of agony was muffled by her body, but I knew she felt it when she laughed out loud at my helplessness. Tiffany was right. There was nothing I could do to stop her. And even though the humiliation was outrageous, even though I could barely believe I was doing something so utterly foul, I knew I had little choice in the matter. Grimacing in disgust, I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue and tentatively began to lick at the pussy of the woman I had just fucked. 
 
    Tiffany sighed with pleasure. Up above me, I felt her adjust her weight. She was positioning herself to take the maximum pleasure from my mouth. At least she had stopped hitting me. I had never tasted my own semen before, never had the faintest desire to. But as it poured slowly out of Tiffany's warm slit, I tried to swallow it as quickly as I could, my stomach churning all the while. There was so much of it. I cursed the orgasm I had just had, despite how ecstatically good it had felt. And the fluids kept coming, leaking out of Tiffany's gorgeous body trip by drip. 
 
    Up above, Tiffany was starting to moan. The pleasure was getting to her. And as her arousal grew, her own juices started to overwhelm the last vestiges of my cum. I was grateful for that. I was happy to taste a woman who looked like her, to savor the delicious flavor of her pleasure on my tongue. And as her moans of passion grew louder and more strident, I felt again the exquisite discomfort of the device locked around my cock. Inside the unyielding metal bars, my organ was trying to become erect again. The device felt unbelievably tight now. I grunted at the feeling of being completely trapped inside it. But Tiffany didn't care. All that mattered was her pleasure. 
 
    And soon, she was howling with joy. I felt her pussy spasm against my tongue, and I kept licking while she rubbed her sex all over my face, coating me with her juices. The last vestiges of my own orgasm had long since disappeared, and I was thankful to taste only Tiffany now as she rode on top of my face. I felt her legs trembling at the sides of my head, and the strain in her voice was evident as her orgasm came. The hot flood of her juices poured out all over my face, into my mouth, running over my skin while I lapped them up. With a loud cry, Tiffany flopped forward, sprawling on top of me with her twitching pussy right in front of my face. I drew a deep breath that tasted of her as the light of my bedroom washed over me again. 
 
     Tiffany lay like that for a while. Still half-dressed in her tight blue dress and high heels, her ass and pussy were completely exposed in front of me. I could feel her body still trembling as aftershocks rippled through it. The taste of her fragrant juices haunted my mouth, and feeling the weight of her body on top of me, her warm breath against my thigh, only brought me more pain as my cock continue to try to harden in the prison she had placed it in.  
 
    And finally, as her senses slowly returned, Tiffany seemed to remember. I groaned as she reached out and took my caged cock in her hand, her thumb running over the steel bars and just gently brushing against the tortured flesh inside. 
 
    "I have to say, this is even better than locking a girl's pussy away," Tiffany laughed. "When I trained Rebecca, she was locked into a corset with a panel that covered her. But this is funnier. You can see everything. You look so pathetic locked into this thing. When Ms. Robertson told me what she wanted me to do to you, I didn't really get it. But now I do. I don't even like guys, but it feels good to be in total control of a penis like this. Really puts you in your place." 
 
    I said nothing. There was nothing I could say. I didn't know Tiffany very well, but I got the feeling that begging wasn't going to get me anywhere. I guessed that that was exactly what she wanted. And the beautiful sadist would probably get a kick out of denying any request I made. Still, it wasn't an easy impulse to resist. Every cell of my body screamed at me to do whatever it took to get the physical release I so desperately needed. As far as my caged cock was concerned, there was no place for pride or self-respect in this bedroom with Tiffany lying on top of me. All that mattered was orgasm. But I knew that was the one thing I wouldn't be getting. 
 
    Releasing her grip on the cage, Tiffany climbed down from on top of me. Swinging her legs over the side of the bed, she stood. She wriggled her body as she pulled her dress down as far as the high hemline would go. In an agony of desire, I watched wordlessly as she strode confidently out of the bedroom toward my bathroom. Already she was treating my apartment as though she lived there. I wasn't about to stop her. If you're willing to let a woman lock your cock away in a chastity device, you can't really complain too much about her using your bathroom. 
 
    While she was gone, I had a moment to think. But it wasn't easy. My desire was as blinding as ever. I knew what was going on was insane. But this was what I had signed up for. When Tiffany pitched this to me in the café down the street, I had no idea of the details of what would happen. But the general trajectory had been more than clear. Ms. Robertson was a very demanding woman, and it seemed that Tiffany had learned a lot from her mistress. I winced at the thought of the mysterious dominatrix as my cock tried once again to harden in the cage. Raising my head to look at my new prison, I could see my manhood pressed against the bars as though trying to force them open, the skin swelling out between the gaps. There was a built-in lock right at the base of my cock that held the whole thing together. With my hands still cuffed, I couldn't reach the device to test it. But something told me I wouldn't be able to escape. Tiffany seemed to know exactly what she was doing. And judging by her house, Ms. Robertson clearly had the funds to purchase only the best toys. 
 
    The toilet flushed. Water splashed in the sink. My apartment wasn’t so big that noises in the bathroom didn’t reach me clearly where I lay on the bed. When Tiffany returned to the bedroom, she saw me lying exactly where she had left me, staring at her as I waited to see what she had in mind next. 
 
    A faint smug smirk showed on Tiffany's pretty face as she stepped past the bed where I waited and reached for her phone. I watched every movement she made, entranced by the way her silk dress clung to the maddening curves of her body. The crueler she was, the more she dominated me, the more attractive she seemed to become. Her body was incredible, and with the taste of her pussy still clinging to my tongue, I wanted her more than I could possibly express. I wondered if she knew that. Probably. That was the whole idea behind the game we were playing. This lesbian maid was going to use my desire against me. That was why she was dressed the way she was. That was why she was doing the things she was doing. 
 
    Tiffany turned to face me and lifted her phone to her ear. At the same time, she lifted one foot from the floor. Her dress slid up her flawless thighs as she tapped the toe of one shoe against my caged cock. Under her dress, I could just about see her pussy in teasing glimpses beneath the fabric. Tiffany went on idly tapping her foot on my cock while she talked on the phone. 
 
    "It's me," she said as someone on the other end of the line picked up. "Yeah. No, he's completely under control. Yep. Caged and everything. I know. It was so easy." Tiffany's smile grew as she spoke. From her tone, it was clear it wasn't Ms. Robertson on the other end of the line. Tiffany showed much more deference to her mistress than this. "Yeah. Come Over. Yes, you can wear street clothes. Something nice, though. Something sexy. What's your address?" That part was directed at me. Staring up at Tiffany, I gave her my address, and she repeated it into the phone she held at the side of her face. 
 
    "Got that?" She said. "Okay. There's some things I want you to bring though. I'll text you a list. You may have to stop at a store on the way. Let me know when you're leaving." Tiffany hung up the phone without saying goodbye. Carelessly, she dropped it down onto the bedside table. Placing her hands on her hips, she tossed her head, sweeping her long hair back from her face. Her green eyes were absolutely gorgeous as she stared down at me, considering. I felt like a deer that finds itself being watched by a lioness. But somehow, I wanted to be caught. 
 
    "Come," Tiffany abruptly ordered. I noticed that she bent to pick up the flogger from where it lay on the bed. I couldn't keep myself from watching the way her breasts swung in the low-cut top of her dress as she bent over. Then she turned, striding out of the bedroom, her high heels clicking on the floor of my apartment. I sat up. Swinging the legs off the bed, I stood, moving awkwardly in my handcuffs. Tiffany had already turned the corner toward the living room. I felt I had no choice but to follow her. What else could I do? The chastity device locked onto my cock was a new and unfamiliar weight on that sensitive part of my body as I shuffled along after her, my cheeks burning with the shame that was becoming intimately familiar to me. 
 
    Tiffany bent her gorgeous body into the sofa on my living room. She crossed her legs, and the blue dress rode high on her body again, barely covering her ass as she sat. Carefully, she lay the flogger over her thighs, straightening each leather strap by hand. She snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor in front of her. 
 
    "On your knees," she ordered. The tone of her voice didn't betray an atom of doubt or hesitation. Tiffany ordered me around as though it were a foregone conclusion that I would obey. As though she had every right to treat me like this. I didn't object. The heat in my cheeks grew hotter as I lowered myself to the floor in front of her. Only the tiniest trace of a smile showed on her pink lips as she watched me submit to her once again. 
 
    "You're going to be spending a lot of time on your knees," she said. "Maybe begging for mercy. Maybe kissing my ass. Maybe worshiping my feet. Maybe, if you're really, really lucky and do everything I tell you like a good slave, you might get to eat my pussy from time to time. Say thank you, Tiffany." 
 
    "Thank you, Tiffany."I tried not to wince as my cock throbbed once again in the tight cage that contained it. 
 
    "Good," Tiffany smiled. "Look how obedient you are already. See? You know where you belong. Serving superior women in any way you can. But I want you to know, it's not all about sex. In fact, most of your duties will have nothing to do with that. Ms. Robertson has far more attractive people to sleep with than you. Me, for example. And Rebecca. She has boyfriends, too. It's quite possible you may never get to fuck her. If it was up to me, you wouldn't. You'll never be worthy of that." I gulped as Tiffany spoke. I had started down this road bewitched by the beauty of her mistress, overcome with desire for her. It was that, more than cuffs or the chastity device, that kept me there, submitting to Tiffany. So why didn't I argue? Why didn't I protest when Tiffany told me I might never get what I wanted? Kneeling at her feet in my own living room, I had to confront for the thousandth time the truth. Being dominated even by Ms. Robertson's maid, a woman who claimed to have no sexual interest in me whatsoever, was the most powerfully erotic thrill of my life up to that point. 
 
    "You'll start out being punished and used by me," Tiffany went on. "Only if I decide you're ready will you be allowed to serve Ms. Robertson herself. But before that happens, your behavior needs to be perfect. You need to prove to me that you understand your place. Men are inferior creatures, and you won't get near Ms. Robertson ever again until you understand that. Until you understand that all women, not just my mistress, are superior to you." 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." I didn't believe what she was saying. But I wasn't exactly in a position to argue. This new stranger was sitting quite comfortably on my couch, looming above me as I kneeled at her feet. It was hard not to feel inferior. Hard not to feel completely overmatched by her incredible beauty. 
 
    “You’re just saying that for now,” Tiffany smiled. “But that’s okay. Soon, you’ll see the truth of it for yourself. You’ll come to believe it. Only then will you be ready to serve Ms. Robertson. I don’t know what she has planned for you. She’s never kept a boy as a slave before. But even if she decides to use you as nothing more than a footstool for the rest of your life, you will consider it an honor.” 
 
    “Yes, Tiffany.” It was hard to imagine I would ever feel the way Tiffany was saying I would. But it didn’t matter. My cock was raging inside the chastity device, and she was the only person who could alleviate that pressure. I would go along with whatever she said. 
 
    "Kiss my foot," Tiffany ordered. The pointed toe of her blue high-heeled pump pointed directly at me as she moved her leg. "Show me that you understand your place. That even Ms. Robertsons maids are far, far above you." Shame bubbled and boiled inside me. But Tiffany's face had become severe and stern again. Seeing no other option, I leaned forward and pressed my trembling lips against the top of her foot. Carefully, I kissed it, and Tiffany watched from under half-closed eyelids, the smug smile of triumph back on her face as she watched me debase myself. 
 
    "Good," she giggled. "How do I turn on the TV? Is this the remote?"She picked up the remote that lay on the cushion beside her and held it up. 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," I answered. My unending nervousness flared up inside me again. What I wanted was to play with her. To eat her pussy again if possible. To fuck her if allowed. And even though I knew there was little chance of that, the idea tormented me, never leaving me alone. But Tiffany had other ideas. She pressed the button on the remote, and my TV burst into life behind me. Her green eyes reflected the glow of the screen as she used the remote control, moving from one channel to another. I had eyes only for her. The hourglass shape of her body was readily apparent as her tiny blue dress clung to her in all the right places. She was slender, but her breasts swelled magnificently in the low neck of the dress, taunting me with their closeness. I remembered how she had pressed my face into her cleavage back at Ms. Robertson's house, and I longed for her to do the same thing again. I wanted to run my tongue all along the line of muscle that showed on her thigh, like an arrow pointing up underneath her dress to what I most desired. Sitting on my living room sofa in her provocative dress, Tiffany looked like an absolute goddess. It wasn't hard at all to believe what she was saying about the superiority of women. After all, in no time at all, she had reduced me to this. A creature of desperate want and aching desire. A pathetic puppy that was willing to say or do anything to earn his owner's favor. As long as this dominant lesbian controlled my cock, I knew I would never be able to resist her smallest command. 
 
    "Did I tell you you could stop kissing?" Tiffany said in a harsh voice. Her eyes dropped from the screen to me, and I felt that fear fluttering in my heart again. 
 
    "No, Tiffany," I said as I lowered my face to her foot again. Cringing in shame, utterly humiliated, I kissed her foot, feeling the leather of her shoe against my lips while the triumphant smile returned to her face. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “Lick my shoes clean. I want to see them sparkle. Keep going until I tell you otherwise. And don’t you dare lift your face from my feet until I tell you to.” 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," I mumbled. Humiliation roared like a flame encircling my heart as I did as I was told. Her point made, Tiffany turned her attention back to the TV, ignoring me. While my cock raged in the chastity device she had locked on to me, I worshiped Tiffany's feet just as she had said I would. In my own home, I groveled and kissed and licked one foot, then the other, while this beautiful woman acted as though I wasn't there at all. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    5. Trained by the Girls 
 
      
 
    The loud voice of a buzzer jolted me out of my reverie. My jaw and tongue ached from worshiping Tiffany's feet, but I had barely realized it until that moment. It wasn't until the buzzer made its ugly sound, cutting through the tense air of my apartment, that I realized I had sunk into a kind of trance. It was an entirely new experience for me. Desire and humiliation had merged together into some potent cocktail that had me trembling as I kneeled on the floor at Tiffany's feet. I had no idea how much time had passed while she watched TV and I worshiped her. But as soon as I realized that it was the buzzer I had heard, the full enormity of what had happened to me came crashing in again. 
 
    Tiffany raised her eyes from the TV. Her white teeth showed between her parted pink lips as a beautiful smile lit up her delicate features. Her green eyes turned toward the door, and a rising sense of panic raced up my spine. Lost in my own humiliating thoughts, I had forgotten that Tiffany had invited somebody over. Now, it seemed, they had arrived. 
 
    "Well, answer it," Tiffany beamed at me. "Let her in." I rose to my feet with a struggle, the locked chastity device dangling from my trapped cock. I saw Tiffany's smile widen as her eyes dropped to the humiliating toy that gave her so much incredible power. 
 
    “My — my hands are tied,” I protested. Tiffany’s face darkened. 
 
    “Figure it out,” was her only comment. So, I stepped toward the buzzer close to the front door of my apartment. Leaning forward, I pressed my nose against the talk button. 
 
    “Who is it?” I asked. 
 
    "Rebecca," came the reply. My heart spasmed. I should've guessed. If I hadn't been so entranced with the kinky power-play going on between Tiffany and I, I probably would have. But now, Ms. Robertson's other submissive maid was at my building. Tiffany already had more ammunition than she needed to control and dominate me. But with her friend there too, I knew I had absolutely no chance against these wicked women. 
 
    "Buzz her in," Tiffany ordered imperiously from the living room. Awkwardly, I pressed my nose against the button that would open the door of the building. Through the speaker, I heard the door click as Rebecca entered. Cringing with shame and embarrassment, I waited. Finally, I heard footsteps in the hall outside. There was a knock at the door. My skin prickled with red-hot shame all over my body as I turned awkwardly and pushed the door handle down with one elbow. The door swung open. And Rebecca stood in front of me. 
 
    She looked incredible. I had only seen her in the kinky rubber French maid's uniform that Ms. Robertson made her wear. That was the version of Rebecca that had haunted my every moment for the last week. But in street clothes, she was hardly less appealing. She wore a red dress that was every bit as tight and short as Tiffany's blue outfit. Scarlet fabric seemed to strain over the swell of her hips and breasts, accentuating the incredible hourglass figure she possessed. Her cleavage showed in the low neckline of the dress, unconcealed by the black leather biker jacket she wore on top. There was a bag slung over her shoulder, too, but I barely noticed that, bewitched as I was by the teasing sight of her body. She stood almost as tall as I was in black leather boots that rose to her knees, a thin spike heel adding to her height. Just looking at her was enough to make my cock ache inside the cruel cage I wore. 
 
    And while I stared at Rebecca in a kind of numb shock, lost in a fog of frustrated desire, she looked at me, too. Her light brown eyes were glowing as they traveled all the way down my body and back up again. My cheeks prickled with renewed shame as I saw her eyes catch on the site of the chastity device locked around my cock. Her perfect teeth showed between full red lips as she smiled in wide-eyed surprise. 
 
    "Come in," Tiffany called from the living room. I stepped back as Rebecca sashayed her way through the open door. I was grateful as she swung it shut behind her, terrified of one of my neighbors seeing what I was wearing. Still smiling, Rebecca stepped past me and followed the sound of Tiffany's voice toward the living room. Wordlessly, I followed, my eyes drawn as though by magnets to Rebecca's round ass that strained the fabric of her tight dress with every long-legged step she took. I couldn't decide which of the women was more beautiful now that I saw them together. They were both stunning in their own ways. And with my cock locked up in a steel device, there was nothing I could do about the beauty that tormented me. Nothing I could do except what I was told. 
 
    "Hey," Tiffany smiled at Rebecca as Rebecca made her way toward the couch. The younger maid set her bag down on the floor and shrugged out of her leather jacket. Smiling at me again, Rebecca sat down on the sofa beside Tiffany. Her boots shone in the light as she crossed her legs. 
 
    “Wow,” Rebecca said softly. “So that’s what it looks like? Does it hurt?” 
 
    "Answer her, boy," Tiffany demanded. I stood in front of the two women as though on trial, my cheeks burning and my body completely exposed. Under both their eyes, brown and blue-green, I felt as though I was melting. As though I could hardly stand up under the pressure of their predatory stares. But predictably, my cock painfully pressed itself against the inside of the steel tube that contained it. It was hard to imagine ever wanting anything more than I wanted these two women. It was hard to imagine anything less accessible to me at that moment, other than Ms. Robertson herself. 
 
    "Yes," I admitted. "Especially when I tried to get hard." Both women laughed out loud at that, throwing back their beautiful heads as their giggles filled my apartment. 
 
    "So what I'm hearing is that the more turned on you get, the more you suffer? That's good to know." Abruptly, Tiffany turned toward Rebecca. I saw Rebecca's eyes widen as the other woman roughly grabbed the back of her neck and pulled her closer. Tiffany kissed Rebecca, and Rebecca kissed her back, her hand sliding down the side of Tiffany's body in its tight blue dress as her arousal grew. The two women moved on my sofa, sliding closer together while I watched them make out. It was all I could do not to groan in pain as my cock tested itself once again against the steel bars of the chastity device. 
 
    "Does that turn you on?" Tiffany asked. She kept her hand on the back of Rebecca's neck as she lifted her lips from the other woman's mouth. Her eyes glittered in that dangerous way they had when she looked at me. 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," I admitted. There was no point denying it. Even the briefest glance at the chastity device would show the way my cock was bulging between the inescapable bars. 
 
    "Of course it does," Tiffany giggled. "I think you'd better get used to that feeling. I think me and this slut here are going to be turning you on a lot." 
 
    "Tiffany…" Rebecca purred. But it wasn't a sound of protest that escaped her lips. She was smiling as the other woman turned back to her, Tiffany's hand sliding up Rebecca's thigh to reach under the tight skirt of her dress. Tiffany smiled at Rebecca, and at me, and back at Rebecca again. There was no doubt that she was enjoying teasing me. But also, I could see her obvious desire for the other woman. It shone in her beautiful eyes. It practically crackled in the air between us as I stood open-mouthed in torment and watched. 
 
    "It's okay," Tiffany said to Rebecca. "Ms. Robertson said we can cum. She said we can do whatever we like. As long as it helps to train him. And this definitely counts." 
 
    "God, Tiffany, you're such a badass," Rebecca giggled. Tiffany leaned forward and pressed her lips against the other woman's again, the two of them sharing another long and passionate kiss. Tiffany's hand was working under Rebecca's dress now, and Rebecca couldn't keep her hands off Tiffany's body either. I couldn't blame her for that, even as jealousy burned inside my chest. Both of these women were incredibly sexy, and I could hardly blame them for wanting each other. 
 
    "He's already whipped," Tiffany murmured as she pressed her lips against the other woman's neck. "I think he might be even easier to break then you were. Men. If it was up to me, they'd all have their cocks locked away like this." 
 
    "That would be awesome!" Rebecca spluttered. But underneath the laughter, I could hear the wildness of her desire. The desperate aching need for sex that emphasized my own. My hands clenched into useless fists behind my back, held tight by the cuffs Tiffany had put on me. 
 
    "I know, right?" Tiffany's voice was muffled slightly as she pressed her lips against Rebecca's breasts. Rebecca's eyes stared at me over the other woman's head as Tiffany kissed her boobs, exposed by the low neck of her dress. "Only girls deserve orgasms. Boys just get to watch and serve." Rebecca giggled again. She leaned back on the sofa, her eyes still on me. Tiffany hunched over her body, her hand busy under Rebecca's dress. I watched Rebecca's breasts rise and fall as her breathing grew short, her cheeks glowing with pleasure the other woman was giving her. 
 
    “He has to serve you, too,” Tiffany went on. “I told him. He’s a man, so he’ll always be at the bottom of the pecking order.” 
 
    “Really?” My heart skipped a beat at the disbelief Rebecca’s voice. 
 
    “Of course,” Tiffany smiled. “You can make him do whatever you want, unless I or Ms. Robertson have ordered otherwise. I think your duties will get a lot easier now you have a slave boy to delegate them to. Which is good. It means I can spend more time playing with you.” 
 
    "Oh my God," Rebecca sighed, and I almost sighed with her. The things Tiffany was saying were as powerfully erotic for me as they  obviously were for Rebecca. The young woman barely took her eyes off me as she listened to Tiffany's plan, a smile of delight shining on her pretty face and adding to my torment as I watched. 
 
    "Get over here, boy," Tiffany abruptly snapped. Rebecca laughed again as I stepped forward, my caged cock swaying slightly with every step I took nervously toward them. Tiffany pointed at the floor beside the sofa, and I saw at once what she wanted. I lowered myself down onto my knees, feeling Rebecca's shining eyes watching my every move. 
 
    "Look at this," Tiffany said. She pushed Rebecca's dress up to her hips, revealing that the other woman wore no underwear. Tiffany's fingers were sliding in and out of Rebecca's pussy, and I could smell the younger woman's arousal she squirmed on my sofa. With her other hand, Tiffany pushed Rebecca's legs apart, lifting her thigh. 
 
    "Rest your leg on his shoulder," Tiffany ordered. And, smiling, Rebecca did as she was told. The leather of Rebecca's boot was smooth and warm on my skin as she rested her calf on my thigh. Her spread legs displayed her pussy brazenly in front of me as Tiffany slid her fingers in and out, her thumb rhythmically stroking the other woman's swollen clit while Rebecca moaned in pleasure. 
 
    "Look at what you can't have," Tiffany snarled at me. "You aren't worthy even of this slut's pussy. This belongs to Ms. Robertson, and to me. Doesn't it, Rebecca?" 
 
    "Yes," Rebecca moaned loudly, finally closing her eyes as she threw back her head. "Yes, Tiffany! God, you own this pussy." 
 
    "No one needs your worthless cock," Tiffany said. "We both like girls. Sometimes, Ms. Robertson lets her male friends fuck us. But I don't know if she'll ever allow you the same privilege. You're just going to have to watch and whimper and beg for scraps." 
 
    "Oh fuck!" Rebecca screamed as pleasure overwhelmed her, sweeping through her trembling body while I watched in torment. I felt her leg trembling against my shoulder as her orgasm overwhelmed her, and Tiffany's bright eyes studied the other woman's face, drinking in the visual stimulation as she watched Rebecca cum. I watched too, the chastity device locked on my cock feeling small than ever as I kneeled beside the sofa. 
 
    When Tiffany drew her fingers out of the other woman's pussy, I could see the juices of orgasm shining against her skin. Slowly, Rebecca opened her eyes, gazing open-mouthed at me she basked in the glow of contentment. Tiffany held out her hand, pointing her dripping fingers at me. I knew what she wanted. Both women howled in delighted laughter as I sucked Rebecca's juices from Tiffany's fingers. The taste of pussy on my tongue only added to the torment of my caged cock, but I already understood that my role was to please these women by doing as they said. At the mercy of two lesbians, I knew my chances of getting what I wanted were slight. But I had to try. Even though I knew that was the weapon these two would use against me most. 
 
    "This is going to be so much fun," Tiffany grinned. "I was skeptical at first, but now I can see Ms. Robertson was right. I could learn to enjoy having a man around the house. Did you get what I asked you to?" 
 
    "Yeah," Rebecca said. Lifting her leg from my shoulder, she leaned over to grab the bag that lay on the floor beside the sofa. Unzipping it, she rummaged inside and produced a small bottle of something I didn't recognize. She handed it to Tiffany, and Tiffany's grin grew wider. 
 
    "Okay," she said. "Get up, boy. Come with me." Untangling herself from Rebecca, Tiffany stood. Feeling the young woman's eyes on me, I stood too, meekly following Tiffany toward the bathroom. I had no idea what outrageous humiliation she had planned for me next, but there was no point fighting it. The bathroom of my apartment was small, barely big enough for the two of us. Tiffany didn't bother to close the door. Instead, she twisted the cap off the bottle Rebecca had given her and squeezed some cream out onto her hands. She began to rub it into my skin. On my chest, my shoulders, my back, my arms. Tiffany's hands moved down my body slowly, until they were back on the chastity device. She rubbed the cream over my pubic hair too, and my cock raged inside its prison at the closeness of her hands. But Tiffany was all business. She kept moving down, squirting out more cream to rub it all over my legs. Soon, I was absolutely covered in the strong-smelling stuff, standing awkwardly in the bathroom while Tiffany finished and washed her hands. My chest was starting to tingle with the cream she had applied first. 
 
    "Stay there," she ordered. "I'll be back in a minute." She squeezed past me. I watched in despair as she swayed her way back toward the living room where Rebecca waited. She had taken the now-empty bottle with her. I had no idea what she was up to, but I already knew the kind of thing I could expect from her. Outside in the living room, I could hear the women's voices, but couldn't quite make out the words they were saying. I heard them move, two pairs of high heels echoing on the floor of my apartment as they walked past the bathroom toward the bedroom, carrying the bag Rebecca had brought. I could hear them giggling in the bedroom as they made their next plan. 
 
    Eventually, Tiffany reentered the bathroom. Stepping past me again, she turned on the shower. 
 
    "Get in there," she ordered. I stepped over the side of the tub and felt the warm water washing over me. It was a welcome feeling; by now, my whole body was tingling, anywhere Tiffany had applied the cream. But I gasped in shock as I saw the water wash over my chest and take my chest hair with it. Black clumps of body hair rolled down toward the drain, washed off my body as though it had been simply painted on. 
 
    "Ms. Robertson doesn't want you hairy," Tiffany explained. "My mistress likes girly girls, and apparently that applies to you too. You'll be expected to maintain this level of grooming just like we do for as long as you are in her service." I didn't say anything. There was nothing to say. There was no way to argue with what had already been done to me. The water continued to wash my hair away, and I felt as though it were washing away part of my identity with it, part of my independence, my manhood. And yet the warm water felt good against the skin of my aching cock as it ran through the steel bars of the chastity device. 
 
    Once all the hair had been removed from my body, Tiffany turned the shower off. At her command, I stepped out of the shower, and she toweled me off roughly. Ordering me to stay put again, she returned to the bedroom for just a moment. When she came back to the bathroom, Rebecca was with her. Tiffany might be all business, but the younger woman was grinning broadly. She seemed far more excited by everything that was going on than Tiffany did. I suppose that made sense; from what I had been told, Tiffany trained Rebecca. Rebecca was far newer to this kinky lifestyle. Until I came along, she had been the most low-ranked member of Ms. Robertson's bizarre household. Now, that was me. 
 
    The two women stood on either side of me. Rebecca had a small bag with her, and as she opened it, I could see it contained a makeup kit. I recoiled as she lifted a brush toward my face, and Tiffany delivered a ringing slap of her hand to my bare ass. 
 
    "Don't fight it," she warned, her voice loud in my ear. "If you ever want to cum again, you need to accept this. We're going to make you as pretty as we can. And maybe, just maybe, someone might want to play with you if you look like a girl. You should consider it an honor. Carry on, Rebecca." 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," Rebecca smiled. I closed my eyes, cringing in shame and embarrassment as I let the  women do what they wanted to me. I'd never worn makeup of any kind in my life, and the sensations of having my face painted were entirely new to me as the women went to work. A tiny brush ran through my eyelashes. A bigger brush dusted my cheeks. Lipstick pressed against my lips. All the while, Tiffany and Rebecca were giggling together like schoolgirls, enjoying the process of using me like a doll. 
 
    "There," Tiffany said when it was finally over. "No one's going to mistake you for a woman, unfortunately. But at least you're a little less ugly this way." I opened my eyes and saw myself in the mirror, my face coated in heavy makeup with lurid red lips like a clown. I looked completely ridiculous, standing between the two women with my hands behind my back and my cock locked. The heavy-handed makeover only served to further emphasize the difference between me and them. They were both so beautiful, and I looked like an absolute fool. I knew enough about my new position to know that was no accident. 
 
    "What now?" Rebecca asked. Tiffany's wolfish grin was chilling as she smiled the younger woman. 
 
    "Bedroom," she said. Each of the women kept a hand on one of my bound arms as they led me out of the bathroom and toward the bedroom. I didn't try to resist. Like a prisoner marching between guards, I let them lead me where they wanted to. Utterly humiliated, I could barely even summon the energy to say a word, let alone fight them. They had already won. Tiffany had won from the moment I saw her in the coffee shop. Ms. Robertson had won the moment she stepped into her kitchen to find me fucking her maid Rebecca. I couldn't resist any of these three by themselves. Together, I had no chance. 
 
    "Kneel," Tiffany ordered once I stood at the foot of the bed. I felt their hands lift off my arms as I placed my knees on the floor. At Tiffany's urging, Rebecca set down the foot of the bed, almost close enough to touch. I could smell the perfume rising off her body. I felt as though I could feel the warmth of her skin, and the cruel steel bars of the chastity device bit into my manhood as my cock tried again to swell. 
 
    "You like Rebecca's boots, boy?"Tiffany was standing behind me. I looked up at the younger woman. Rebecca smiled down at me, a vision of absolute loveliness in her tight red dress and tall leather boots. 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," I managed to mumble. 
 
    "Then lick them," Tiffany snarled, while Rebecca erupted in wild laughter. "Show her how I've taught you your place. Show her where all men belong." 
 
    "Oh my God," Rebecca sighed under her breath as I did as I was told. I leaned forward, running my tongue tentatively over the warm leather of her boots. Feeling Tiffany's eyes on me as well as Rebecca's, I licked Rebecca's legs again and again, coating the smooth leather with saliva. I had learned my lesson from the living room, and didn't stop while the women giggled above me. 
 
    "It's so weird being on this side of it," Rebecca said. 
 
    "I know," Tiffany said. "It's not bad though, is it? How do you like it? Being in charge for a change." 
 
    “I don’t know,” Rebecca said thoughtfully. “It’s definitely fun. I figure I could probably get used to.” 
 
    "You will," Tiffany said. "Ms. Robertson once told me that submissives often make the best dominants. They understand what it's like to be owned. Plus, it's nice to have someone to take things out on." I went on licking Rebecca's boots as both women laughed above me, my heart clenching in my chest. Everything happened so fast. In no time at all, these women had reduced me to a cringing boot-licking slave. And I wasn't even going to get to have sex with either of them. 
 
    Tiffany stepped past me. Bending toward Rebecca, she smoothed her long hair back from her face and kissed the other woman. Rebecca kissed her back, lying down on the mattress as Tiffany climbed on top of her. Tiffany's gorgeous ass filled my vision as she climbed on top of the other woman, her dress sliding up to almost reveal her pussy between her legs. I kept on licking Rebecca's boots, having received no other instructions. And as Tiffany's hips began to rock back-and-forth, grinding her body against Rebecca lying under her, I knew that I was in for another episode of humiliation and sexual torment. 
 
    Sitting up, Tiffany reached behind herself and pulled down the zipper of her dress. She shed the garment easily, tossing it to the floor of my bedroom. Her bra was next, her large breasts remaining firm and perky as she removed the support and cast it aside. Rebecca wiggled on my bed as Tiffany began to pull her dress off, too. Soon, both women were naked except for their shoes and boots, Rebecca lying underneath Tiffany as Tiffany continued to kiss and fondle the younger maid. My tongue ached from licking Rebecca's boots, and I felt as though both women had forgotten I was even there. But I didn't dare to stop. 
 
    The bag Rebecca brought was sitting on the bed. I watched Tiffany reach for it and plunge her hand inside. It came out holding an obscene toy, a large dildo with a network of black leather straps at its base. I heard Rebecca gasp in pleasure at the sight of the toy. And I watched from my position at the foot of the bed as Tiffany wrapped straps around her hips, buckling the impressive strap-on dildo in place. It was all I could do not to sob with frustration as I watched. I knew what was going to happen. Tiffany was going to fuck Rebecca in my bed, and there was nothing I could do about it. The only part I got to play was that of an audience, a pathetic humbled man groveling at the feet of two superior women. 
 
    I sat back. Tiffany hooked her arms under Rebecca's thighs and raised her legs into the air. Rebecca's boots shone, glistening with my saliva as she parted her legs. I heard the long moan of pleasure as Tiffany guided the dildo between the wet folds of the other woman's pussy, making her moan with pleasure in a way I knew I would never forget. Forgotten, ignored, irrelevant, I watched helplessly with my cock raging against the steel that confined it while Tiffany fucked Rebecca in my bed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    6. Watching The Maids 
 
      
 
    I couldn't tear my eyes away. Even though I knew it could only hurt me. Even though I knew that watching the women enjoy each other's bodies was the chief ingredient of my torment. It didn't matter. The scene unfolding in front of me was just too sexy not to watch. 
 
    Tiffany's hips rocked back and forth as she fucked Rebecca with the strap-on dildo. She kneeled up on the bed now, the other woman's legs hooked over her shoulders. Rebecca's tall leather boots shone in the light as her legs trembled. Shrieks of extreme pleasure bounced back from the walls of my bedroom, making my defeat more better by the second. It was like being part of a dirty movie, some wild scene that I had been sucked into without truly realizing what was happening until it was too late. Because it was too late. There was no doubt about that. I had my hands cuffed behind my back and a chastity device locked onto my cock, making me helpless against these two women. But even without all those toys, I wouldn't have been able to resist them. After all, I had let Tiffany tie me up in the first place. I hadn't known that this was exactly what would happen. But I could hardly be surprised that she intended to torment me. I barely knew the woman, but I already knew her well enough to know that. 
 
    "Oh fuck!" Rebecca shrieked. Her gorgeous body trembled in shock on my bed as an orgasm raced through her. I watched her thrash on my mattress, my cock aching as it pressed against the unyielding steel cage that contained it. All I wanted was to be where Tiffany was, and have my cock free so I could plunge it in and out of Rebecca's beautiful pussy the way Tiffany was doing with the toy. But I knew that wasn't going to happen. I was at the mercy of two lesbians, women who had next to no sexual interest in me. The only thing I had to offer them was my complete obedience. So that's what I did. 
 
    And even as an orgasm tore through Rebecca, Tiffany didn't stop. Her stamina was incredible. No wonder she was in such great shape. She was slender, but I could see the faint line of her toned stomach muscles as she fucked the other woman. I found myself wondering how often this went on. Something Rebecca had said gave me reason to believe that Ms. Robertson didn't often allow these two women to have sex with one another, even though they so clearly wanted to. You only had to see them both together to know the sexual tension that crackled between them. I had seen it for myself that first fateful day at Ms. Robertson's house. But the wealthy woman seemed to have total control over the bodies of her maids. It was as though they had completely internalized her domination of them. She wasn't here, and couldn't have any idea what was going on. But Tiffany made it clear that she had their mistress's permission to have sex with Rebecca. It astonished me that they were that scared of the other woman that they wouldn't dare have sex without her consent, even outside of her home. But then, I thought to myself with an inner cringe of shame, I was in no position to judge. Look what I was willing to put up with. 
 
    The tips of Tiffany's fingers sank slightly into Rebecca's thighs as the blonde woman gripped the brunette tighter. Tiffany was snarling with lust as she plunged her dildo back-and-forth, her blonde curls bouncing with the rocking rhythm of her body. Rebecca gasped and wailed, her hands clutching at her big boobs, her nipples hard and swollen as her breasts bounced. Her eyes were closed, her head thrown back, and the look of ecstasy on her face only served to increase my torture. Both Rebecca and Tiffany were two of the sexiest women I had ever met, and the fact that they were fucking in my bed without me was messing with my mind. There were moments, punctuated by gasps and screams of female pleasure, when I felt as though I might lose my mind with the pressure that was building up inside me. There was nothing I could do about it. The cuffs that held my hands behind my back were inescapable. And even if they hadn't been, my cock was still locked up in the cruel steel chastity device. The truth, brought home to me and made abundantly clear by my position, was that I had very little to offer these women. 
 
    Rebecca cried out again. Her back arched, her breasts rising as though she was about to lift herself completely off the bed. Her hands clutched in my sheets, making small fists as her body contorted. If you didn't know better, you might almost think she was in pain. But I did know better. Rebecca was in the throes of another powerful orgasm, and it took all the strength I had not to groan in frustration and despair as I watched the beautiful display. 
 
    Lesbian sex, I was starting to see, was different from what I had been led to believe by online videos aimed at men. There was a sinking feeling in my heart as it dawned on me that these girls could keep this up for a long time. An orgasm didn't mean the end of the show; far from it. It only meant that Tiffany would be even more encouraged in fucking Rebecca. 
 
    I couldn't say how long I lay there watching. I didn't count the spasms of pleasure that rocked Rebecca's body. It wasn't just her, either. Before long, Tiffany was moaning and groaning too, their voices forming a duet of erotic pleasure that I knew would haunt my bedroom long after they were gone. I found myself sliding into the same kind of trance that had come over me as I worshipped Tiffany's feet. Only this was even more powerful, even more profound. Time seemed to evaporate. All I knew was the pain of my cock trying to harden in its cage and the torment of watching these gorgeous women, over and over again. The air in my bedroom reeked of sex, and every one of my senses was overwhelmed with what was happening. As though the pain in my caged cock was a part of their sex, the shadow of the bright pleasure they were giving one another. As though having me watching heightened their desire, feeding some dark sadistic strain in them both as they tortured me. In a week full of new and powerful experiences, this was one of the most unforgettable. It was so outrageous that I could hardly believe it was happening, even while it was happening. 
 
    Rebecca gave one last ecstatic cry. She lay on my bed limp and ravished, overcome with successive waves of pleasure, her cheeks burning bright red, eyes closed, her mouth open. I had seen that look on the faces of women before as they basked in the afterglow of orgasms I had given them. But I never done to any woman what Tiffany had done to Rebecca right in front of me. I had never fucked a woman so hard, for so long, so comprehensively, that she was left in the state Rebecca was in. I had never seen a woman almost drowning in bliss the way Rebecca was. And it made my heart burn with jealousy, just as it made my cock ache with frustrated desire. 
 
    Rebecca moaned as Tiffany pulled back, the big strap-on dildo sliding at last out of her ruined pussy. Carefully, Tiffany lifted Rebecca's legs off her shoulders, and Rebecca writhed on the bed, pressing her legs together, her hand between them, lost in a world of her own. But as Tiffany turned on the bed to face me, my attention moved from Rebecca to the blonde who had just fucked her. Everything I knew about Tiffany told me that she would have some new idea. And as it turned out, I was dead right about that. 
 
    "Get over here," Tiffany sneered at me as she sat down on the foot of the bed. "You're going to be our cleanup boy. Lick her pussy off my cock." 
 
    "What?" I gasped. And instantly, I knew I had made a mistake. Tiffany's pretty face darkened, a look of triumph and sexual pleasure changing with startling rapidity to one of anger. My stomach fluttered. The constant ache in my cock, unable to get hard in the cage she had locked onto it, was a more than adequate reminder of the power this woman had and the foolishness of antagonizing her. 
 
    "You heard me, you little bitch," Tiffany snarled. "Or don't you want me ever to unlock that worthless cock of yours?" 
 
    “No,” I gasped, terrified by what she said. “No, please, Tiffany.” 
 
    "Then do as I tell you." Tiffany raised one foot, and the thin heel of the shoe she still wore pressed into my thigh until I winced. Her toe tapped against my caged cock, reminding me of who controlled it. I grimaced as she slowly dragged her heel down my thigh, leaving a long red mark that burned painfully. "You know you want her pussy," Tiffany went on, a challenge burning in her beautiful eyes as she stared into mine. "This is how you get to taste it. By cleaning her juices off my cock." Kneeling at Tiffany's feet, I trembled. In such a short space of time, this woman had already humiliated me so much. Since meeting her at the coffee shop earlier that day, I had already crossed so many boundaries I never thought I would. I tried to tell myself that this was just one more, and not even the worst one. The thing projecting from between her beautiful legs might look like a cock, but it was just a toy. An insensate lump of silicon that, if it were any other shape, I wouldn't care about at all. What Tiffany wanted with yet another symbol of my submission. Yet another capitulation by me. Yet another loss of the person I thought I was. She knew as well as I did. And she leaned forward, grabbing the back of my head and pulling me toward her. On the bed behind her, Rebecca stirred. The other woman lifted her head from the mattress and opened her eyes. I caught the glitter in them as she watched, as enraptured as Tiffany was by this latest humiliation. 
 
    And slowly, reluctantly, I stuck out my tongue and ran it over the shaft of Tiffany's toy. I heard her giggling above me, and Rebecca laughing too as they watched. 
 
    "That's it," Tiffany chuckled, her girlish laugh at odds with her domineering personality. "Lick it all up. Lick it the way you would want me to lick your pathetic cock. Even though we both know that will never happen." Rebecca laughed loudly at that, and my cock throbbed again in its cage as though it could hear her. The thought of Tiffany giving me a blow job raced through my mind, adding to the torment I felt. But the only way out was to do what they wanted. And as I licked Tiffany's toy, the taste of Rebecca's multiple orgasms filling my mouth, I couldn't deny how good it tasted. How good it felt to be controlled and abused. The same dark magic that had brought me to that point propelled me onward, and I tried to focus on the taste of pussy in my mouth as I licked Rebecca's shining juices from the obscene toy. 
 
    "Suck it," Tiffany demanded, while Rebecca howled in delight behind her. "Cocksucking training is an important part of serving Ms. Robertson. It should be easier for you, since you have one yourself. Suck it like you would want me to suck yours. Go on. Show me what you'll never have." 
 
    Tormented by another gale of feminine laughter, I opened my mouth and took Tiffany's toy inside. While the two women mocked me, I sucked Tiffany's strap-on dildo, feeling like the whole universe was laughing at me through them. My cheeks burned with the shame of it all, and one part of my brain cursed me my cowardice while another urged me to just give in. Meanwhile, the pressure of Tiffany's hand on the back of my head grew. I gagged as she forced my head further down on her cock. 
 
    "Look at me, bitch boy," Tiffany hissed. "Look like you're enjoying having my cock in your mouth. That's how you suck dick properly. Maintain eye contact. That's better. Maybe we'll make a good cock sucker out of you yet." 
 
    "Oh my God, Tiffany," Rebecca groaned on the bed behind her fellow maid. She seemed almost as shocked as I was. But try as I might, I couldn't detect any real pity in Rebecca's voice. She didn't seem to feel bad for me at all. And perhaps her own training, at Tiffany's hands, had followed the same pattern that I was suffering through. Perhaps any pity she might have felt for me had been eroded by her own sufferings. But she wasn't suffering now. Far from it. Her brown eyes were glowing as she watched Tiffany humiliate me even more, slowly fucking my mouth with the strap-on while I breathed through my nose and did my best not to choke on the toy. 
 
    "We'll make a slutty girl out of you yet," Tiffany grinned. She watched from under half-closed eyelids, a tormenting grin of satisfaction on her pretty face. I could only imagine how I must look to her, my face made up like a whore, staring up into her eyes as meekly and submissively as I could while I sucked on her cock. I had never even dreamed of doing anything this degrading in my life. Now that it was happening, I couldn't ignore how much it turned me on. And maybe that was the worst part of all of this. Not the fact that Tiffany was making me into a pathetic frustrated slave, but the fact that I was enjoying it. The fact that I could have put a stop to it, if only I had the strength to say no to her. But I didn't. Tiffany seemed to know that as well as I did. 
 
    "Enough," Tiffany finally said. Releasing her grip on the back of my head, she pushed me away. I gratefully gasped for air as her toy slid out from between my lips. Kneeling at her feet, I watched her carefully, the way a person watches a dangerous animal. Tiffany was as wild and unpredictable as a tiger, and her beauty only reinforced the sense of danger. 
 
    Reaching for the straps around her hips, Tiffany unbuckled the strap-on dildo she wore. With a soft grunt, she drew it out from between her legs. She stood, and I could see her pussy shining in front of me, the lips pink and wet and swollen beneath the outrageous tattoo that reminded me all over again of the incredible power of the woman she served. For me, and for Rebecca, Tiffany might seem like an absolute dominant goddess. But to Ms. Robertson, she was just another submissive slave. And even though she wasn't here, I once again found my thoughts turning to the mysterious woman who was the architect behind everything that was happening. The woman all three of us, in one way or another, belonged to. A woman I barely knew, who I had met only once, who nonetheless now got to dictate my sexual release. Why had I allowed this to happen? 
 
    "Keep sucking," Tiffany sneered as she stepped toward me. I felt her hand on the back of my head again, and she planted the dildo back between my open lips. "Keep it there. Don't drop it. Practice makes perfect, and nobody wants to hear anything from you anyway." Releasing her grip on the toy, Tiffany turned. With the dildo filling my mouth, I watched her climb back onto the bed. Rebecca smiled up at the other woman as Tiffany climbed over her, her arms already reaching out for the blonde. And Tiffany kept going, climbing up toward Rebecca's head before turning to face me again. As she lifted her leg to straddle the other woman, I saw what was happening. And clearly, Rebecca did too. Smiling, she shifted on the mattress, positioning herself between Tiffany's parted legs. As Tiffany lowered her pussy down onto Rebecca's mouth, I saw Rebecca eagerly licking Tiffany's slit, and a look of pleasure spread across Tiffany's pretty face as she sighed in delight. 
 
    Tiffany leaned forward. Her large breasts hung from her chest, jiggling and wobbling invitingly as she moved. She placed her hand on Rebecca's inner thigh, and Rebecca immediately parted her legs. Tiffany's eyes sparkled as she grinned at me. Then, she lowered her head and ran her tongue over Rebecca's trembling pussy, making the younger woman moan beneath her as she teased her swollen lips. One of Tiffany's hands crept over Rebecca's body, her fingers starting to circle the other woman's clitoris. And once again, Rebecca bucked and moaned underneath Tiffany as pleasure swelled through her. Lit up with desire, Rebecca licked and kissed Tiffany's pussy, and I saw spasms of pleasure pass across Tiffany's face. With a cry, she buried her head between Rebecca's legs, and I watched the two of them 69, each licking the other's pussy and moaning in desire as they, in turn, were licked. 
 
    Once again, the women proved to me that lesbian sex was unlike anything I had ever experienced. It went on and on. Each orgasm one of them drew from the other seemed only to make the next one, even quicker. Soon, both women were gasping and squirming, writhing against one another as peaks and troughs of pleasure swept over them both like the sea in storm. Once again, I didn't count the orgasms. Once again, I didn't try to keep track of time. I just kneeled there, gagged by the dildo in my mouth, my cock hurting inside the cruel chastity device while I watched two beautiful women have sex with one another. 
 
    At last, with one final loud cry, Tiffany rolled off Rebecca. Her latest orgasm looked as though it had been almost too intense to handle, too powerful to take any more. Her eyes closed, she lay on the bed beside Rebecca gasping and trembling, her whole body shaking as though an electric current was passing through it. Lying the other way, Rebecca seemed to be in much the same state. The quick breath and soft moans of pleasure continue to fill my bedroom as I watched, two beautiful bodies practically glowing with delight and tormenting me with their utterly inaccessible beauty. 
 
    I waited. I tried to ignore the ache in my knees from kneeling so long, along with the constant pain in my trapped cock. I didn't dare say a word. I didn't dare move a muscle. Tiffany and Rebecca were basking in the afterglow of pleasure unlike anything I could experience, and the moment seemed too fragile and beautiful to interrupt. Besides, in the short time since she had come to my house, Tiffany had proved that she was someone I needed to fear. 
 
    But finally, the girls seemed to slowly recover. Tiffany got up and went to the bathroom. When she returned, flopping back onto the bed with a weary sigh, Rebecca sat up. Her movements were clumsy as she moved on the mattress, made inelegant by the powerful contractions of pleasure. But her brown eyes were glowing as she smiled at me. That same curious smile that ignited my desire for this woman. After all, it was Rebecca's body in her sexy French maid uniform that had first bewitched me at Ms. Robertson's house. If Rebecca hadn't been so sexy, maybe I wouldn't be in this predicament. And now, she was climbing off my bed, naked except for her black knee-high boots, her body glowing with sexual satisfaction as she stood in front of me. From the bed, I could see Tiffany watching, saying nothing. There was a giddy smile on the dominant woman's face. Rebecca stood for a moment with her hands on her hips, looming over me, staring down at me with that same calculating look on her face. I waited.  
 
    "Stand up," Rebecca said. Her voice was soft, and I detected a note of hesitation in her words. As though, if I told her to fuck off, she might lose her nerve. But I had no intention of doing that. Instead, I rose slowly to my feet, and Rebecca's smile seemed to grow as she watched me stand. The heels of her boots made her almost as tall as I was in my bare feet, and she reached out and took hold of the dildo in my mouth, removing it and tossing it on the bed behind her. She stepped closer to me, and I could feel the warmth radiating off her body, the sweet smell of sexual pleasure mingling with her perfume and tormenting me further as she ran a tentative hand over my chest. It sank ever lower, and I hardly dared to breathe as Rebecca's hand took hold of my caged cock. The device rattled in her fist as she shook it, and she giggled as she ran her thumb over the flawless steel bars that contained my manhood. 
 
      
 
    “He really can’t get out of this thing?” 
 
    "No," Tiffany cackled from the bed. "Not without seriously hurting himself. No, the only way this boy gets to cum ever again is if Ms. Robertson allows it. And you know what she's like. She's going to make him earn every single orgasm. So am I, for that matter. Personally, I would never let him out again. There's too much cock in the world as it is. I'd like to lock them all up and throw away the key. But that's not up to me. I don't even have the key here. Ms. Robertson has it." 
 
    "Really? That's so mean!" Rebecca turned toward her friend as she spoke. But I noticed she didn't let go of her grip on my cage. I heard the laughter bubbling in her voice, and I knew that no matter what she might say, she had no more pity for me than Tiffany did. 
 
    "You remember what it's like being in chastity," Tiffany said. "How well it works to train a slut to serve. Look at you. I remember when you were all defiant. You couldn't believe what was happening to you. When all you wanted was to fuck, and you are ready to beg me and Ms. Robertson for the privilege. Look at you now. A well-trained servant girl. You can't deny chastity works." 
 
    "True," Rebecca said. As she turned back to me, I saw the glow in her cheeks. Tiffany was well-versed in this kinky world, to the point where I wondered if she remembered what it was like to live any other way. But Rebecca was closer to where I was in my own journey. And the thought that Tiffany used the same tactics on this beautiful girl only made my cock ache more as it tried uselessly to harden in the chastity device Rebecca still held in her hand. 
 
    “What do you think she’s going to do with him?” Rebecca asked.  
 
    "I have no idea," Tiffany replied. "We both know she can have any man she wants. But she's never had one as a slave before. I don't know if this is going to be a one-time thing, or something more permanent. Probably it depends on this boy's behavior. But either way, we have our orders. He needs to be trained. And if he's not trained well, you know Ms. Robertson is going to make us very sorry." 
 
    Slowly, Tiffany uncoiled herself on the bed. I watched her stand, slightly unsteady in her high heels after all the orgasms she had experienced. Both Rebecca and I watched her as she moved around the bed, picking up her discarded underwear and dress and laying them out on the mattress. 
 
    "So I think we should probably take him back to the house," Tiffany said. Her breasts jiggled as she put on her bra, fitting the cups to her tempting flesh as she closed the fastening behind her. "We can carry on his training there. Maybe have some more fun ourselves. What you think, bitch boy? You want to come back to Ms. Robertson's house with us?" 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." Both women laughed, and the cage rattled again in Rebecca's hand as she shook it. Her eyes were studying my face up close, watching my expression as she stood in front of me. She was as new to being dominant as I was to being dominated, and it was a giddy thrill for both of us. 
 
    “Of course you do,” Tiffany smirked. “But we’ll have to get you dressed first. I’m not planning on taking those handcuffs off. I don’t care who sees us. Come on, Rebecca. Put some clothes on him.” 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," Rebecca said in a mocking echo of the words I had just spoken. Releasing her grip on the chastity device, she stepped away from me and reached for her own discarded clothes. While fear throbbed in the pit of my stomach, I watched the women get dressed and then move together toward the bedroom closet were my own clothes were kept. The thought of being exposed in public as I was, my hands cuffed behind my back, terrified me. But everything about what they were suggesting terrified me. Still, I couldn't say no. The whole situation, as wild and kinky as it was, was just too exciting for me.        
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    7. From Maid To Mistress 
 
      
 
    "What's going on here?" 
 
    "Oh, just teaching him a lesson." Tiffany smiled as she spoke, her blonde curls bouncing she tossed her head. On the other side of me, Rebecca smiled too, gripping one of my arms as the women guided me down the busy street. 
 
    “No way! That’s too funny. Have fun.” 
 
    "We will." Smiling, the stranger who'd paused on the street to talk to us walked away. Good to know that no one batted an eyelid at me being escorted down the street by two beautiful women in skintight dresses. Good to know that, if anyone noticed my hands were cuffed behind my back, no one seemed to care. If the roles were reversed, someone would have gotten involved, I was sure. The police would be called, and rightly so. But the indifference of my neighbors to my plight was kind of a relief. The last thing I wanted to do was answer questions. And other than the woman who had already walked off, no one had said anything as Tiffany and Rebecca marched me down the street, away from my apartment. 
 
    At least they had put some clothes on me. Underneath my jeans, the chastity cage still contained my cock, the cruel steel bars biting into the flesh as it tried to swell. They had pulled a black hoodie over my head without uncuffing my arms, and my bound hands hung out from under the bottom of the garment. The empty sleeves had been tucked in so that they didn't dangle. If you didn't look too closely, it might be hard to tell I was helpless. And few people, I knew, would bother to look closely. In a big city, people mostly keep to themselves. You see weirder things every day. Besides, Rebecca and Tiffany were beautiful, and their short tight dresses exposed their beautiful bodies in a way designed to draw attention. Who would look at me when they could look at those women instead? At least, that was what I told myself as I stumbled down the street between them. 
 
    Tiffany had parked on the other side of the coffee shop where we met. I walked between them, my head down, hoping no one would recognize me. When we finally reached the car, it was a relief, even if I was nervous about what would come next. Tiffany opened the back door, and she and Rebecca shoved me unceremoniously inside. Then they climbed into the front seats, and the engine sparked into life. I sat silent in the backseat as Tiffany drove us through the city, both women smiling smugly at their total control over me. Up in front, the two of them chatted, but I barely heard a word they were saying. It wasn't about me. I could hardly focus on anything else. If my cock hadn't been contained in a chastity cage, I knew it would be raging. But it was. And that was part of what made the whole scene so incredibly sexy. As well as dangerous. If what Tiffany said was true, only Ms. Robertson had the key that could set me free from the cruel device and allow me to finally experience the sexual pleasure I had been longing for all week. The woman didn't need a lot of weapons to use against me, but now she had what seemed like the ultimate one. 
 
    After a while, the car left the busy part of the city behind. Passing cars became fewer and fewer as we headed to the outskirts of town. I remembered where Ms. Robertson lived. I remembered the fateful day that brought me to her house to repair her dishwasher as though it were yesterday. Yet it was hard to believe it was only a week ago. So much it happened since then that it seemed like another life. I knew that no matter what happened, today or on any day to follow, nothing was ever going to be the same after this. Whether this was something that had existed inside me all along without me knowing, or whether it was something Ms. Robertson and her kinky maids had implanted, I knew I would never again be free of these desires. The desire to be controlled and owned. The desire to be humiliated and tormented. What these cruel women had done to me amounted to the most erotic experiences of my life so far. Even if I never saw any of them again after today, I knew I would always long for the delicious darkness they had shown me. 
 
    Finally, we pulled up at the imposing gates of Ms. Robertson's house. They swung slowly inward, as though in recognition of Tiffany's car. She drove up the long driveway to the house. I turned my head to watch over my shoulder as the gate swung shut behind us. I knew nothing about these women, except that they were all outrageously kinky. I could be heading into something truly dangerous here. But somehow, I didn't feel that I was. If they had wanted to do me any actual lasting harm, they would've done it already. Something told me it wasn't their style. Instead, they were all about desire, and the tormenting permutations of frustration. These two lesbians might not want me sexually, but they wanted me to want them. And I did. That fact alone was all they needed to torture me and ensure my compliance. 
 
    Tiffany pulled up at the front door of Ms. Robertson's house. The women climbed out of the car and opened the back door. As I stepped out, they took hold of my arms again, one on each side as though they were worried I was going to make a run for it. But why would I do that? This sprawling mansion was exactly where I wanted to be, the place I dreamed about returning to every day for the past week since I had last been there. Escape was the last thing on my mind. 
 
    Tiffany opened the solid wooden door at the front of the house. The large entrance hall of the mansion opened up before me as I stepped inside. The door swung shut. The girls were all business as they led me through the house, their high heels beating a rapid beat out on the floor. 
 
    We never reached the kitchen. Instead, as we approached the broad archway that led to the scene of my earlier humiliation in this house, the girls turned me aside. Just off the hallway, there was a nondescript door through which they guided me. On the other side, a set of stairs led downward into a basement. With my stomach fluttering as though I'd swallowed a thousand dragonflies, I let them steer me down the stairs into the house's basement. Someone flicked a switch, and a bright light came on, revealing the cavernous space I stood in to my eyes. 
 
    I gasped. I didn't need to be experienced in kinky sex to know a dungeon when I saw one. Ms. Robertson's basement was most definitely that. Implements of pleasure and torture lined the far wall, next to a tall throne. In the center of the room, a padded leather bench stood, the steel cuffs attached to it glinting menacingly. But I barely had time to study my new surroundings. Rebecca and Tiffany were still holding both my arms, pushing me through the basement. Guided by them, I turned, and felt a sudden tightness in my throat as I saw the heavy steel cage installed underneath the stairs we had just climbed down. 
 
    "What the fuck?" I mumbled. But the women didn't break stride. They kept pushing me onward, toward the door of the cage. Rebecca still clung onto one arm as Tiffany reached out and typed a code into the substantial lock of the door. She swung the door open, and my cock throbbed as I saw what they had in mind. Together, the two women dragged me inside, entering the cage with me. 
 
    "Let's get his clothes off," Tiffany said. She lifted my hoodie over my head while Rebecca reached the front of my pants. Tiffany pulled my hoodie completely off, and Rebecca crouched on the floor as she pulled my pants down to my ankles. At Tiffany's urging, I stepped out of them one leg at a time. Just like that, I was naked once again. Still cuffed. Still locked into an inescapable chastity device to which Ms. Robertson held the key. More helpless than ever. And just as turned on. 
 
    Tiffany handed my hoodie to Rebecca. I watch the younger maid bundle my clothes up under one arm. Tiffany stepped out of the open door of the cage, one hand on the bars as Rebecca followed her. As she swung the door shut, my heart clenched in my chest. I only needed to look at the thick metal bars to know that this was no game. When the solid lock of the cage clicked shut, I knew I would be unable to escape. Trapped in that basement until these women decided otherwise. 
 
    "You don't get to wear clothes in this house," Tiffany smirked on the other side of the bars, "unless Ms. Robertson decides otherwise. And now, you're going to stay in there until I decide to let you go. Given how useless you are to me, that may take a while. But I don't want to hear you moaning or complaining. Every time you whine, I'm just going to add more time on to your sentence." Rebecca cackled as Tiffany spoke. I could see the younger woman's eyes locked onto the face of the older one, watching her pretty lips form the words. It was driven home to me once again that it turned Rebecca on to see Tiffany being so dominant and demanding. For that matter, it turned me on too. And it was abundantly clear that it turned Tiffany on to be in charge. 
 
    “Yes, Tiffany,” I said as humbly as I was able. The echoing walls of the dungeon seemed to bounce my shameful words back to me. As though even the walls of this place were mocking me, laughing at me, just as the women who had imprisoned me were. The chastity device locked onto my manhood had never felt tighter. 
 
    "Come on," Tiffany said briskly, turning and set out across the dungeon again. "We need to get changed." Rebecca looked at me, her eyes shining with the same mischievous glee I had seen in them all afternoon. Once again, her eyes did that little dance over my body, looking me up and down, fixing for a moment on the steel chastity that imprisoned my cock. Her smile grew wider. Then, without a word, she turned to follow Tiffany. I listened to their footsteps recede, thumping on the steps above me as they climbed back to the main level of the house. Their mocking laughter seemed to hang in the air long after they were gone, along with the maddening scent of the mingled perfume. 
 
    There was no clock in the dungeon. At least, not one that I could see. No windows either. No way to gauge how much time was passing. I didn't even try to shout. I had a feeling no one could hear me down there. And even if they could, I knew they wouldn't come to help. If anything, Tiffany would probably punish me for making a sound. All I could do was wait. My only weapon against the fear of abandonment was trying to tell myself that they wouldn't have brought me all the way there for no reason. These girls and their dominant mistress might be crazy, but I had no reason to think they were actively dangerous. This waiting was all part of the game. Reinforcing my powerlessness, my inability to control anything, including when and how I was used. But I clung to the hope that eventually, and hopefully soon, I would be used. 
 
    But time dragged on, and soon, I sat down. There was a narrow bed against the back wall of the cage, and it worried me. How long would I be expected to stay in here? As exciting as it was to be the sexual prisoner of three beautiful women, I had a life outside of these games. I had a job to go to on Monday. Did they plan to keep me here all weekend? With nothing to occupy my mind, I looked around the dungeon. I looked at myself. I still couldn't get used to my new hairlessness. And it reminded me that I was still wearing the makeup the girls had applied back at my apartment. Another wave of humiliation gripped my heart. I had forgotten that I was wearing makeup when they led me down the street outside my house. How ridiculous I must've looked. And how ridiculous I still looked, my hands cuffed, my cock caged, my body stripped of all hair and my face made up like a woman's. It was utterly ridiculous. And I hadn't said a word to try and stop it from happening. 
 
    After what felt like forever, I heard the door above me open. I sprang to my feet. Footsteps rang out in the basement as someone descended the stairs. Two people; I could hear the rhythmic clatter of hard shoes on the steps. Soon, Tiffany and Rebecca reappeared in front of me. They were back in their shiny latex French maid outfits, the ones that gripped their torsos tightly and exposed deep and mouthwatering cleavage on each one of them. They were both smiling, both still delighted with the position they were in. A position of power that, I guessed, they rarely got to enjoy, living as they did under the thumb of Ms. Robertson. I had replayed the events of the week before in my mind every day since, yet seeing them dressed up in their uniforms again revealed to me the poverty of my memory. There were even more sexy in their skimpy outfits than I imagined. Even more irresistible. And for now, completely unattainable. 
 
    For a moment, neither of them said a word. Rebecca stood in front of me while Tiffany strode across the basement. The heels of the shoes that went with the uniform were ludicrously high, but she moved in them easily, with a confident swaying stride that made her flared skirt swing with the motion of her hips. It was hypnotic. On the other side of the basement, she retrieved some large object and carried it back toward me. I peered at it, trying to guess what it might be. Something made of stiff brown leather, adorned with a multitude of bright buckles. A look of delight shone on Rebecca's face at the sight of what her colleague was carrying. 
 
    Returning to stand in front of the cage, Tiffany handed whatever it was she was carrying to Rebecca. Rebecca took it in her hands carefully, staring down at it with an expression I couldn’t read on her pretty face. Whatever it was, it meant something to her that I couldn’t possibly guess. 
 
    "Put him in it," Tiffany ordered. She strode toward the door of the cage and typed in the code. The lock clicked, and she swung the door open. Rebecca looked from Tiffany to me and back again, suddenly unsure of herself. 
 
    "Go on," Tiffany said. "Get in there. You'll need to uncuff him. I don't think he'll put up a fight. But if he does, we can deal with that." Rebecca's open mouth moved, as though she wanted to say something. But she didn't. Instead, her cheeks blushing, she stepped toward the open door of the cage. Tiffany watched her, her gorgeous eyes shining. As Rebecca stepped through the open door of the cage, Tiffany swung it shut behind her. The lock clicked automatically, and Rebecca jumped slightly at the sound. I realized that Rebecca was nervous at the thought of being locked in the cage with me. And the thought sent a strange growl of desire through me. I was no danger to these women. Far from it. In fact, their beauty and kinky sex appeal made me helpless before them. Of course, Rebecca wasn't a match for me physically. Uncuffed, I didn't doubt that I could overpower her. But why would I do that? It seemed like the worst possible way to end this outrageous game. 
 
    Rebecca stepped past me and set down the item she carried on the small bed. Turning back to me, she looked into my eyes. 
 
    "Turn around," she said. Her voice had none of the authority that Tiffany's did. Her orders lacked the self-assurance of the older maid. I could feel Tiffany watching me from outside the cage. I didn't need any reminder of the power she had over me. The constant ache of my cock trying to get hard in the chastity device was all it took to convince me to do as I was told. I turned, and heard a faint sigh escape Rebecca's lips as she watched me do her bidding. She was so unsure of herself. But she didn't need to be. Tiffany had made it clear that a command from her was equivalent to a command from Ms. Robertson herself. 
 
    I felt Tiffany fumbling with the cuffs behind my back. Finally, they separated. I sighed in relief as I moved my arms, rolling my shoulders to work some of the stiffness out of them. 
 
    "Stay there," Rebecca warned. And I did. Standing with my back to her, I listened to her moving back toward the bed and picking up what she had put there. I swung my arms back and forth, enjoying the new freedom of motion I had. I stopped when I heard Rebecca close behind me again. 
 
    "Lift up your arms," she said. There was just a little less doubt in her voice now than there had been before. As though watching me obey one of her commands gave her more confidence to issue another. Tiffany was training this gorgeous young woman to dominate me, and Rebecca was clearly taking to it. For that matter, so was I. The fact that I could overpower Rebecca, and that we both knew it, only added to the deliciousness of obeying her. With my brain swimming with lust, it was a paradox I didn't have the ability to analyze. I just lifted my arms straight up in the air and felt Rebecca wrap the leather thing around my body. 
 
    The leather gripped me tightly. I quickly realized what was happening. Another flush of shame washed over me as my cock pressed against the steel bars. It was a corset. A heavy leather one. It started off tight already, but Rebecca tightened it further as she stood behind me. I felt my breathing becoming shallow in my chest as my stomach was pushed inward. 
 
    "Keep going," Tiffany said from beyond the bars. "I want him to have a nice feminine shape. It doesn't matter if it hurts. That's the price you pay for beauty." I grunted as Rebecca pulled again on the laces of the corset, and the leather creaked as it tightened around me. I still couldn't believe I was letting them do this to me. But I was. My arms might be free, but I myself was anything but. Tiffany might not trust me enough to let me out of the cage, but I knew that I was never going to be a threat to any of these women. Look at how much I had already let them do. 
 
    Finally, Rebecca seemed to be finished. She was still doing something behind me, but the corset no longer grew tighter by the minute. Instead, I heard something click. 
 
    "Put your arms down," Rebecca ordered. I wordlessly obeyed her. I lowered my arms to my sides and felt her take hold of one of my wrists. A leather buckle wrapped around it, attached to the side of the corset. My heart pounded in my chest, but I didn't try to stop Rebecca as she strapped my arm to my side. Then, she reached for the other arm and did the same there. Just like that, I was cuffed again, my arms held down at my sides by leather cuffs I couldn't reach. 
 
    Finally, I felt Rebecca reach up my back. Once again I felt the smoothness of leather against my skin. I gulped as she wrapped something around my neck. A collar, attached to the body of the corset. As she buckled it in place around my neck, I wallowed in the depths of humiliation. I had become a toy for these women to play with, and I hadn't even put up a fight. 
 
    "Good girl," Tiffany murmured from outside the cage. "See? You did that all by yourself. It's not hard dominating a bitch like this. He knows he deserves to be our slave." Tiffany turned. I heard her footsteps echoing once again in the basement as she hurried across the open space. I turned to see Rebecca standing in front of me, her eyes glowing with obvious excitement. She looked absolutely thrilled with what was taking place. Absolutely thrilled with what she had done to me, and how easy it had been to do. I knew that look. It was the same look of triumph Tiffany often had on her face, a look of delight at being in control. Only in Rebecca's case, there was still a hint of disbelief about her expression. A hint of wonder at the power I so readily surrendered to her.  
 
    Tiffany reappeared at the door of the cage. I watched as she held out a thin strip of leather through the bars. Turning, Rebecca took it. The other maid also handed her a thin wand. Rebecca stepped back toward me, and clipped a leather leash that matched the corset I wore onto the ring at the front of the collar. Her smile grew as she tugged on it, making my head bounce. She had already been looking more confident by the minute. But now that she had me on a leash, Rebecca seemed more full of herself than ever. She almost seemed to grow a few inches as she stood in front of me. Even in her high heels, she was no taller than me, but it felt as though she towered above me. Wrapping her end of the leash around her fist, she pointed the small wand at me. Its tip hovered above my chest. I cried out at a sudden unexpected shock against my skin, and the wand clicked as a tiny spark leaped from it to me. My cry was based on surprise more than pain. The shock of the wand was uncomfortable, but it didn't compare to the blows of Tiffany's flogger. Still, it was quite clear that these women were more than capable of inflicting punishment on me if I failed to do what they wanted. 
 
      
 
    "Get down on your knees," Rebecca said. Outside the cage, Tiffany howled in laughter. But Rebecca was no longer smiling. Even as her warm brown eyes glowed, her pretty face was stern. I yelped as the wand shocked me again. The junior maid was clearly finding her dominant side. 
 
    I dropped to my knees on the floor of the cage at Rebecca's feet. The leash grew taut between us as she twisted it around her fist again. I stared up at her. She had never looked more beautiful than she did at that moment, staring down at me, a leash in one hand and an implement of torture in the other. The latex of her maid uniform creaked as she breathed. Underneath her short flared skirt, I could almost see the pussy I longed for. I had no doubt that she was naked underneath her uniform. And from close-up, I saw that her maid uniform, and presumably Tiffany's as well, contained a corset of its own. Both of these women had incredible figures, but the dresses made them even more impossibly alluring. Given my own discomfort in the corset I was laced into, I felt a strange stab of sympathy for these women who had to wear such restrictive and humiliating garments. Then again, they clearly seemed to enjoy it. 
 
    "That felt good earlier, when I had you licking my boots," Rebecca went on. "I think you should be doing that all the time. Showing us you know your place as a worthless man. You should be worshiping me and Tiffany like the goddesses we are. Go on. Kiss my feet, bitch boy." Tiffany burst out laughing as Rebecca insulted me. And my cock surged pointlessly in the cruel chastity. As though it wasn't sexy enough when Tiffany dominated me. As though it wasn't already more exciting to submit to her than I would ever have believed possible. Watching Rebecca change, watching her discover her feminine power over me, was almost mind-blowingly sexy. Cuffed, caged, and corseted, kneeling on the floor in a steel cage in the dungeon of a woman I barely knew, I felt as though it was hardly possible to get any lower than I was at that moment. Only the slightest hint of defiance, quickly extinguished, rose in my mind at the thought of what I had been commanded to do. It was pointless to resist. I wanted this too badly. I wanted Rebecca, and Tiffany, not to mention Ms. Robertson. I wanted any part of any of these women that I could get. So I bent forward awkwardly, the stiffness of the corset making it tricky to move as I lowered my face to the floor. Rebecca allowed only the slightest slack in the leash, still keeping it tight between us as she brandished her electric wand. I felt the smooth patent leather of her high heel pumps as I pressed my lips pathetically to her toes. Tenderly, I kissed her feet, tormented by the mocking laughter of both women as they watched me debase myself. 
 
    "You're right, Tiffany," Rebecca said. I didn't need to raise my face from her feet to hear the smug smirk in her voice. "He is a little bitch. And it's going to be so much fun abusing him. I can't wait to teach him his place." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    8. Two Dominant Maids 
 
      
 
    For a while, the only sound in the basement was the noise of my lips meeting Rebecca's shoes. The young maid stood above me, my leash in one hand and the electric wand in the other as she watched me debase myself. From outside the cage we were in, Tiffany watched too. It was a scene so sexy I could barely stand it. Inside the chastity Tiffany had put me in, my cock raged, desperate for release. The evil genius of these women was plain to see. As horny as I was, I felt as though I would do just about anything for an orgasm. No matter how disgraceful, no matter how humiliating. Kneeling and kissing the feet of a woman I barely knew seemed like a small price to pay to get what I wanted. If only I could've believed that it would help. But if what these women said was true, I was in trouble. As lesbians, they had no sexual interest in me besides the sadistic thrill of domination. 
 
    "You look hot like that," Tiffany finally said from outside the cage. I heard Rebecca giggle. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    "Of course. You know I like you submissive. So does Ms. Robertson. But it's actually sexy seeing you dominate a man. Leave him in there and let's have some fun 
 
    ." 
 
    "Okay," Rebecca laughed again. Without a moment's hesitation, she dropped my leash to the floor. I raised my head to watch her turn and walk away from me, her tiny maid's dress swaying from side to side as she stepped out of the cage. Still on my knees, I watched as she swung the door shut, and the lock clicked. I was trapped inside. Hands bound, cock caged, and now locked into a solid steel cage in the basement of a woman I barely knew. My life had been so ordinary, so unremarkable. Now, suddenly, I had been plunged into a dark and twisted world of sexual deviance. And it felt incredible. 
 
    The women's attention was focused solely on each other now. Rebecca walked toward Tiffany, her high heels clicking on the basement floor. And Tiffany's pretty eyes locked on Rebecca, a predatory smile showing on her beautiful face. The senior maid seemed to uncoil herself like a cobra ready to strike. And Rebecca wanted the danger. The high-gloss black material of their kinky uniforms shone in the light as they moved, their bodies shaped and exaggerated by the corsets they wore. How did they manage to move with such grace in such restrictive garments? I'd never won anything like this before. But I was painfully aware of the heavy leather corset wrapped around my own torso, squeezing my stomach inward, hindering my ability to move freely. The maids moved as though their sexy uniforms were the most comfortable garments imaginable. Then again, I thought to myself with another jolt of frustrated arousal, they had probably had plenty of practice. 
 
    Tiffany wrapped her arms around Rebecca. Rebecca returned her embrace. Their lips met, and I watched in dull agony as they kissed. No one seemed to care about me anymore, so I carefully stood up. The girls continued making out as though I wasn't even there. I watched Tiffany's hand move up the side of Rebecca's face, sweeping her hair back will Rebecca cooed in pleasure. I watched their hands travel over each other's bodies, Tiffany teasing Rebecca's swollen nipples that were visible through the latex of her maids uniform while Rebecca in turn held Tiffany by the hips. As Tiffany pulled her mouth away from the other woman's, Rebecca moaned. These two lesbians might not find me in any way sexually appealing, but it was obvious that what we had been doing turned them on. They were ready to go. Even I could see that. The air in the basement crackled with sexual excitement, and their desire for one another was plainly written on their pretty faces. I could see it in every line of the gorgeous bodies as I helplessly watched. And even though I knew it could only make my predicament worse, even though I knew it was only going to be further torture for me, I couldn't look away. The sight of these two kinky French maids touching each other was easily one of the most erotic things I had ever witnessed. 
 
    Out of nowhere, Tiffany delivered a sudden slap to Rebecca's breasts. The younger woman cried out, yelping in shock and pain as her boobs bounced in the tight latex that barely contained them. I was practically drooling as I watched. Raising her other hand, Tiffany grabbed a fistful of Rebecca's dark hair and cruelly yanked her head back. Rebecca yelped again, but made no attempt to resist the other woman. The two of them were close in size, and if anything, I suspected that Rebecca was the heavier of the two. Her body was more curvaceous than Tiffany's slender frame. But Rebecca obeyed the senior maid without question, without a trace of resistance. I remembered Tiffany saying how she had trained Rebecca personally. Just as they were teaming up to train me. And a delicious shiver of shameful anticipation raced through me as I wondered if I would ever be like that. If I would ever unquestioningly obey the commands of these women. I already knew the answer. Of course I would. If I were able to say no, I would've already said it, long before they abducted me and locked me up in a cage in the basement. 
 
    Tiffany kept her grip on Rebecca's hair as she pressed her mouth to the young woman's neck. Rebecca gasped as Tiffany's kisses turned to a series of bites, and I saw Rebecca's eyes close, her eyelids fluttering as a series of gasps rose from her parted lips. Tiffany moved her mouth over Rebecca's smooth skin, down her neck, over her chest, ultimately kissing and nipping at the deep cleavage exposed by her maid's outfit. I could tell that Rebecca was practically melting with desire, her whole body aflame with what Tiffany was doing to her. I couldn't stand it. Every sympathetic nerve in my own body was sparking at the sight in front of me. I wanted to be either of them, both of them, the possessor and the possessed. But instead, I was a bound and humiliated witness to a pleasure that would never be mine. The chastity device locked onto my cock never felt smaller than it did as I continued to watch. 
 
    Tiffany straightened back up. A triumphant smirk showed on her pink lips as she used her grip on Rebecca's hair to force the woman down. Rebecca understood at once, dropping easily to her knees on the basement floor at Tiffany's feet. It seemed to me that somebody in this house would always be on their knees. The hierarchy was clear and unarguable. And as the women had made clear to me, I was firmly on the bottom. As easily as Rebecca dominated me, she submitted to Tiffany readily. And I saw the way Rebecca looked at the other maid as Tiffany lifted her short skirt and exposed her bare pussy to the other woman. Rebecca could hardly wait. Our eyes were shining as she gazed up at Tiffany's face looking down at her. 
 
    "You know what to do, slut," Tiffany sneered. "Get to it. Make me cum." 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." Rebecca seemed to enjoy saying the words, smiling as they rolled easily off her tongue. Then she leaned forward, her hands reaching up under Tiffany's raised skirt and taking hold of the other woman's ass. Her pink tongue extended from between her lips as she ran it over Tiffany's pussy, slowly and carefully. She did it again and again, looking up at the other woman all the while, her face showing her desperate eagerness to please. Tiffany let out a shuddering gasp of pleasure, and I struggled to stay silent myself. The leather of the corset I wore creaked as I pulled against the restraints that held my arms against my sides. It was useless. The buckles held firm. It wouldn't have mattered anyway. Even if my hands had been free, my cock was still caged, and I was still behind bars myself. There was nothing I could do to relieve the thrilling agony of watching the scene play out. That was the whole point. 
 
    Rebecca's head rocked back and forth. I could see that she was picking up the pace, running her tongue more firmly over Tiffany's streaming pussy. Tiffany kept her hands on the back of Rebecca's head, holding her in place while she sighed and moaned in pleasure. She held nothing back. Soon, the basement was ringing with her ecstatic shrieks, the torturous sounds of pleasure bouncing back at me from every direction. And as she selfishly took her pleasure from the other woman, Tiffany turned to look at me, her gorgeous green eyes blazing as she stared through the bars straight at me. She saw me watching, and between her sobs of pleasure, I saw her smile widen on her face. 
 
    "That's it," Tiffany panted. Her breasts rose and fell, straining against the rubbery fabric of her French maid's uniform as she gasped for air and struggled to speak through the pleasure that was overwhelming her. "You stand there. And watch. Pussy isn't for you. Pussy is just for girls. No one needs your useless cock." Between Tiffany's legs, I heard Rebecca laugh, the sound punctuating the wet noise of her licking and kissing the other woman's sex. And Tiffany tipped back her head, her long blonde curls cascading down over her back as she let out her longest and loudest sigh of pleasure yet. My cock strained pointlessly against the steel chastity that contained it, my desire bubbling and boiling inside me in a way that seemed utterly unbearable. I felt as though I was about to blow a fuse somewhere in my brain, as though I would prove physically incapable of being tortured like this. But that didn't happen. The show went on, and the blood roared in my ears as though my head was about to explode, but there was no refuge from what was happening. Even if I had closed my eyes, I would still be able to hear them. I would still know what was happening, the wild image playing itself out in my brain with help from my treacherous imagination. But I couldn't bring myself to close my eyes even if I had wanted to. I couldn't look away. As much as it pained me, I knew that I was witnessing one of the sexiest scenes of my entire life. Even if it ended right there, even if the two of them untied me and released me and sent me home, never to hear from them again, I knew that what I had seen here would haunt me forever. Just as I had been haunted by the first afternoon I had spent in this house, my introduction to this outrageously kinky way of life. I would never be able to forget what I had seen here, and it would haunt me for the rest of my life, making every other sexual encounter I had seem pale and worthless by comparison. 
 
    If they released me. But they didn’t. 
 
    Tiffany howled in pleasure. I saw her legs tremble on either side of Rebecca’s face. Her grip on the other woman’s head tightened as her back arched and her screams filled the echoing room. For a moment, Rebecca almost seemed to be holding her up, her grip on Tiffany’s ass supporting the other woman as she cried out in orgasm. I growled with frustration as I watched the spasm of ecstasy sweep over Tiffany, leaving her gasping breathlessly, her whole body seeming to shine with pleasure that made my heart burn with jealousy. Finally, she stepped back, stumbling slightly against the padded leather bench behind her. Her face was flushed, her eyes moist and shining as she trembled. Rebecca watched her, still kneeling, her own face shining with the other woman’s juices. We both watched as Tiffany clumsily climbed up to lie down on the padded top of the bench. 
 
    “Bring me a toy,” Tiffany gasped. “The magic wand. Hurry.” 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." Rebecca's short skirt bounced slightly as she rose easily to her feet. There was a satisfied smile on her face as she strutted across the basement. Perhaps she was pleased to have made the other woman cum. Perhaps she was pleased to have made me watch. Either way, she was all but glowing with pleasure as she strode confidently toward the far wall of the dungeon where all the toys were kept. While Rebecca went about her task, Tiffany lay sprawled on the bench, legs spread, her hands groping at her own breasts through the material of the uniform. Her fingers teased the swollen buds of her nipples just as they had teased Rebecca's. Everything about Tiffany showed a woman completely lost in desire, completely overwhelmed with the need for sex. It was an absolutely incredible sight. I trembled where I stood as I watched, longing to go to her and slide my aching cock inside the pussy that was owned by Ms. Robertson. But of course, I couldn't. I could still remember the feel of her body, the way it had felt to have Tiffany's pussyy sliding up and down on my cock. But for her, that was only a means to an end. It wasn't what she wanted. That knowledge haunted me as I watched Rebecca make her way back across the basement, a large white toy with a round head in her hand. 
 
    Rebecca stood at the end of the bench near Tiffany's feet. The toy she held buzzed into life as she pressed a button. Tiffany spread her legs further. I watched Rebecca hook one thigh in her arm, holding onto it as she lowered the wand between the other woman's legs. Immediately, Tiffany began to scream. The bench rattled beneath her, the many steel fastening points jingling with her movements. Tiffany gripped two of them while her body convulsed, her back arching again as far as her tight corset would allow, her throat raw with screams of bliss as she pressed her pussy against the toy. Rebecca peered between Tiffany's legs, focused on the other woman's pleasure, holding the buzzing toy against her. There was a smile of delight on Rebecca's face. Even though I knew she must want Tiffany almost as badly as I did. She must want to cum too. But clearly, Rebecca had been trained to put her own needs aside in favor of pleasuring somebody else. And again, I felt that strange lump in my throat as I pondered the fate that lay in store for me. 
 
    Tiffany screamed and moaned, convulsing on the padded bench as another orgasm swept over her. Her cries of bliss filled my ears, driving me wild with frustrated desire. I knew that that was the point. But even though I was part of the scene, the silent witness to their wild sex, I felt as though I had now been forgotten. My role as a target of humiliation and mockery was finished. It was almost like I wasn't there at all. 
 
    In fact, as she howled in pleasure again, a third orgasm following hard on the heels of the second, I suspected Tiffany barely knew where she was anymore. I had never seen a woman cum like that. I had never seen anyone lose themselves so completely in physical sensation, so that all higher cognitive function seemed to abandon them. Lying on the bench, Tiffany was nothing but a creature of pleasure, her body thrashing and spasming wildly, no longer under her control as the magic wand buzzed against her body. Her cries were torn from her by the wild pleasure of sex. The leg Rebecca held thrashed wildly in the air, her high heel shoe shining as it moved. With a final ear-splitting shriek, Tiffany flopped bonelessly over the bench, her arms dangling now, her grip on the steel rings released. With a torturous moan, she pulled her leg free of Rebecca's grip. Rebecca understood at once. The toy fell silent as she switched it off, removing it from between the other maid's legs. Tiffany squeezed her thighs together, still writhing on the bench in the afterglow of a monstrous pleasure. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open, her face almost lost in a tangle of blonde hair as she moaned and gasped. But for all the noise she was making, the basement seemed almost silent after what had gone before. I felt as though, if I listened closely, I would still hear the echoes of Tiffany's orgasm bouncing back from the walls, fainter and fainter by the second. I wondered if I would ever stop hearing it. 
 
    Rebecca stood at the bench beside Tiffany's feet. She still held the wand in her hand. I could see Tiffany's juices shining on its bulbous head as Rebecca stood with her hands clasped in front of her, her eyes on the floor. The perfect submissive maid waiting for further instruction. I had already had a glimpse of the efficacy of Tiffany's training methods. But Rebecca was living proof of what could be achieved. I knew that she had to be absolutely dying to feel some pleasure of her own, desperate for the release of orgasm that she had just given the other woman. But she waited in silence while her body burned just like mine. 
 
    And finally, Tiffany stirred. Slowly, she sat up on the bench. Her eyes moved from Rebecca to me, and a wicked smile spread across her face. She had obviously enjoyed being the center of attention. And she still was, the two of us silently waiting for her next instruction. Tiffany slid off the bench, her high heels cracking as they made contact with the floor. Without a word, she walked on wobbling legs across the basement toward the wall of toys. I watched Rebecca take a darting glance at her before returning her eyes to the floor. Tiffany selected a few items and made her way back across the basement toward the bench. 
 
    “Put that down and bend over the bench,” Tiffany ordered. 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." Rebecca didn't even hesitate. Bending at the waist, she set the magic wand carefully down on the floor beside one leg of the bench. Then she bent over it. With a smug smile on her face, Tiffany went about securing the other maid to the restraints built in to the bench. She took her time, knowing that Rebecca wouldn't resist. First, she buckled Rebecca's wrists to the legs of the bench. Then, she circled around to do the same to her ankles. When she was finished, Rebecca was as helpless as I was, unable to move and visibly trembling with excitement. Standing behind her, Tiffany lifted her skirt and delivered a series of quick stinging slaps to Rebecca's ass. She didn't stop until Rebecca was yelping in pain. Then, leaving the other woman's skirt lifted over her back, Tiffany circled back around to Rebecca's head. She picked up the strap on dildo that she had brought over from the wall of toys. I heard her moan as she fed one end of it inside herself before buckling the straps around her hips. Rebecca watched her every move, her head raised from the bench she was shackled to and her eyes fixed on Tiffany. The strap-on dildo projected from underneath Tiffany's tiny skirt as she stood in front of Rebecca. As she placed one hand on the back of the other maid's head, I gasped as I saw what was coming. 
 
    "Suck my cock," Tiffany ordered. And once again, Rebecca didn't hesitate. She opened her mouth and moaned and humiliated desire as  Tiffany slid the toy inside. Rebecca's cheeks hollowed as she sucked, taking the toy deep as Tiffany bucked her hips back-and-forth. She was fucking the other maid's face, and Rebecca gazed up at Tiffany while she submitted to this outrageous humiliation. Once again, Tiffany turned to grin at me, watching me watching them with obvious delight on her face. 
 
    "That's it," Tiffany purred as she gripped Rebecca by the hair again. "That's a good dyke cock sucker. You know you wish this was your cock this little slut was sucking. But her mouth isn't for you. It belongs to me and to Ms. Robertson. Just like her slutty little pussy. And you don't get to touch either of them." Tiffany was noticeably short of breath as she spoke. The end of the dildo that was buried inside her was obviously doing its work. But I couldn't help feeling that the things she was saying, the sheer power she held, was doing just as much to fuel her arousal. It was certainly working on me. And Rebecca too, as far as I could see. Tied firmly to the bench and unable to move, all she could do was suck the toy Tiffany was thrusting in and out of her mouth. But if she wasn't enjoying the degrading experience, she was certainly giving a good impersonation of someone who did. A series of moans was rising from her throat as she gazed up at the other woman. 
 
    “Enough,” Tiffany suddenly said. I heard Rebecca gasping for air as the other woman stepped back, the dildo sliding out of Rebecca’s mouth. While Rebecca’s spluttered, Tiffany picked up something else that she had brought from the collection of toys. FA cock Sean to match has shining latex made uniform as she picked up the magic wand Rebecca had set aside. My heartbeat faster as Tiffany approached the cage I was locked in. 
 
    "Come here," Tiffany ordered. Wordlessly, I stepped forward. Nervousness churned in my stomach, but what other choice did I have? I stood in front of the door of the cage, just a few inches from the beautiful body of the woman who stood in front of me. Her erect fake cock pointed menacingly at my own, embarrassingly locked away in the chastity device. Tiffany reached through the bars and took hold of the leather leash that dangled from my neck. She used it to pull me further forward, so that I was forced to press my body against the door. Smiling, she wrapped the leash around my neck and around two bars of the cage before tying it off in a knot. All the while, I couldn't keep my eyes off her boobs, the deep cleavage the maid's uniform exposed tormenting me further as I inhaled the smell of her perfume. 
 
    Tiffany wasn't done yet. She reached through the bars of the cage again, lower down this time. I felt her pass a wide leather strap around my hips. Carefully, she wrapped it around me, pulling its other end back through the cage door. I was forced to press my pelvis against the steel bars, my caged cock prominently poking between them, just inches from Tiffany's gorgeous thighs. The strap was basically a wide belt, and Tiffany threaded its end through the buckle as she pulled it tight. Before fastening it, she picked up a magic wand vibrator and held it against my body. As she tightened the strap, it held the vibrator in place and pinned me against the door of the cage, unable to go anywhere. Once the buckle was fastened, Tiffany turned the vibrator on. The round head was pressed against my caged cock, I cried out as I immediately felt the powerful vibrations against my trapped manhood. 
 
    "It can be fun to watch sometimes," Tiffany smiled at me, raising her voice to be heard over the buzz of the vibrator and the series of moans it drew out of me. "And you'd better learn to enjoy it. Because that's all you're going to get from us." With that, she turned on her heels and swept back toward the bench where Rebecca waited. I moaned and groaned as I watched, unable to keep quiet at the mingled feelings of pleasure and pain that tore through me. The vibrator was giving me pleasure, enhancing my desire when I had thought that I couldn't be any more turned on than I already was. But the chastity cage only bit harder as my cock strained against her. 
 
    Tiffany took a position behind Rebecca. I watched in agony as she took hold of the other woman's hips. Rebecca cried out, throwing back her head and screaming with pleasure as Tiffany thrust her dildo into the other woman's pussy. Rebecca yelped again as Tiffany delivered another quick slap to her exposed ass. And then, Tiffany began to fuck the other woman. But she kept her eyes on me, smiling cruelly as she watched me squirm and struggle against my inescapable bonds. And slowly, unbelievably, as I watched and felt the maddening buzzing of the vibrator against my chastity, I felt the steady swelling of pleasure inside me. Unbelievably, ecstatically, it dawned on me that this latest cruel innovation might just be enough to allow me to cum. 
 
    Tiffany's fake cock pumped in and out of Rebecca's squirming body. The bench rattled and swayed beneath them. Rebecca's cries of ecstasy rang out in the basement, almost as loud as Tiffany's had been moments before. The black latex of their maid uniforms glistened and shone in the light, their gorgeous bodies pressed together, moving together, sexual pleasure ringing out all over again. And all the while, I watched and gasped, locked into a tight corset, tied to the bars of the cage, unable to do anything but moan and groan as the vibrator buzzed against my caged cock. And while Rebecca howled in pleasure, making my heart spasm and contract with bitter jealousy, I yelled with wild abandon as I came inside the chastity device. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    9. Taming The New Boy 
 
      
 
    Rebecca was moaning and screaming, practically crying with delight as her body trembled and shook as much as the restraints of the bench would allow. Tiffany had made her cum over and over again, driving her strap-on into the other maid's dripping pussy relentlessly. It was hard to believe the stamina these women displayed. After all the wild things we had done at my apartment, they still weren't done. Far from it. They seemed to encourage one another, fueling each other's desire. And mine. And even though I had had a shameful orgasm in my cage, I still couldn't tear my eyes away from the two of them. 
 
    The vibrator went on buzzing. And while my cum dropped sadly from the cage that contained my dripping cock, I noticed that this was a feeling unlike anything I had had before. Yes, it was an orgasm. I had the puddle of semen on the floor at my feet to prove that. But somehow, it hadn't been the release I was so desperately longing for. It seemed to ease the sexual tension I had been feeling without abolishing it completely. A kind of mini orgasm, still pleasurable but nowhere near as powerful as I would've liked. And it did very little to dampen my desire. It took the edge off just a little, making my lust at least seem moderately bearable. But I wasn't satisfied. I wasn't sated the way I usually was after coming. And with the vibrator buzzing against my body while two beautiful women had kinky sex right in front of me, I was still incredibly turned on. 
 
    But there was nothing I could do except watch and wait. And while Tiffany held her hips from behind, ramming her fake cock deep inside the other woman’s body, Rebecca howled and wailed and gave in to yet another powerful orgasm while I watched in disbelief. These women seemed intent on driving me absolutely crazy. And it was working. 
 
    In fact, standing there tied to the door of the cage, trapped in a corset with my face made up to look like a girl, I felt a strange sensation coming over me. It was almost being in a trance. Tiffany had been eroding my willpower and defiance from the moment I met her in the café earlier that day. But as I stood there helpless, I felt myself entering a strange kind of mental space. I had no words for an experience that I had never had before. But it was a kind of passivity, a dull acceptance of my complete lack of power. Probably, it was for the best. 
 
    Tiffany's smooth brow was shining with sweat as she finally stopped. Her breasts heaved inside her tight French maid uniform, the glistening flesh bouncing and jiggling as she panted in a way that made my cock ache inside the chastity device. Rebecca moaned as Tiffany slid the strap-on cock out of her body. She lay with her head on the bench, her eyes closed. Her dark hair lay in strands over her face, her cheeks pink and shining. Rebecca was a picture of total bliss, content to be bound and used so long as her mistress made her cum. It was a feeling I could understand more and more. But a new note of fear crept into my mind as Tiffany walked slowly toward my cage again, the menacing strap-on projecting from under her dress and swaying from side to side as she moved her hips. 
 
    I sighed as Tiffany switched off the vibrator. She unbuckled the belt-like strap that held my hips pinned to the door of the cage and let it fall to the floor. She also untied the leash that held my head against the bars of the cage. Holding it in her hand, she smiled at me. Up close, the unique gray-green color of her eyes was absolutely breathtaking. And her body was utterly incredible, her figure only enhanced by the tight corset built in to her sexy French maid uniform. The whole basement was heavy with the smell of sex, and every fiber of my body wanted her and Rebecca both, wanted the release of orgasm desperately even though I had just had one. Tiffany smiled as her eyes traveled down my body, seeing the puddle of cum that had collected on the floor at my feet. Reaching  out, she took my caged cock and balls in her hand, and I groaned as she playfully shook them. 
 
    "I told you you would enjoy watching," Tiffany said. "See? You even came in your cage. I think you're a natural submissive. Only a perverted little bitch boy would get off on being treated this way. I think you like it, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." I had noticed the way Rebecca answered the other maid. And I didn't want to do anything to piss Tiffany off. Her power over me was total. The best thing I could possibly do, it seemed to me, was exactly what this dominatrix told me. 
 
    "So why aren't you thanking me for letting you cum?" 
 
    "Thank you, Tiffany," I said at once, while a wild smile spread across Tiffany's beautiful face. "Thank you for letting me cum." 
 
    "Good boy," she grinned, giving my caged cock another little shake. "It's good to see you're learning some manners. I don't intend to let you cum very often, so you should be truly grateful for each orgasm I allow you to have. Now, it's time to make yourself useful. Get on your knees." As she spoke, Tiffany pulled on the leash clipped to the collar around my neck. Awkwardly, I sank to the floor. It wasn't like I had any other choice. And even though fear gripped my heart, even though my stomach churned with nervousness, I did what Tiffany wanted. She grinned as she watched, still holding the other end of the leash in one fist as she placed her other hand on her hip. She looked so incredibly beautiful as I gazed up her from the floor. Her face was flushed with pleasure, but I knew that she wanted more. Tiffany's desire seemed insatiable. I was going to have my work cut out for me trying to satisfy this dominant maid. 
 
    "Suck my cock," Tiffany ordered. "You know you want to. Clean all that little slut's cum off for me." My cheeks burned with humiliation. Just because she had made me do something similar earlier that day didn't make it any less degrading. With my hands cuffed to the corset I wore, I didn't have much choice. Tiffany pulled my leash again, forcing me to press my face against the bars of the cage. The fake cock was right in front of me, shining with Rebecca's juices. At least that made it slightly more appetizing. Taking hold of the dildo, Tiffany sneered down at me as she steered it toward my face. And reluctantly, I opened my mouth, taking the wet toy inside. Tiffany howled with humiliating laughter as I ran my tongue over her fake cock, scooping up the juices of the other woman and swallowing them. 
 
    "That's it, suck it," Tiffany snarled. "I told you I was going to train you to be as good a cock sucker as that bitch over there. You look so cute with a dick in your mouth. That's right. Look at me. Keep those lips tight around the shaft. Yeah, deeper. That's it. That's a good girl. That's how Ms. Robertson's slaves take a cock." My eyes watered as Tiffany slid the toy in and out of my mouth, pressing a little deeper each time. I looked up at her the way she wanted, making eye contact while she fucked my mouth. She was gentler than she had been with Rebecca, I noticed. But not by much. I tried not to choke as more and more of the toy invaded my mouth. But far worse than the physical sensation was the absolute shame of what I was doing, what I was allowing to be done to me. I was only interested in women, and had never even dreamed of anything like this. And yet there I was, on my knees and in a corset, a fake cock filling my mouth as I submissively sucked and licked. 
 
    Finally, Tiffany seemed to be satisfied. She stepped back, and the toy slid out from between my lips with a wet sound. I realized I was short of breath again as I stayed on my knees, watching her carefully. The corset didn't help, of course. But I knew that part of my shortness of breath came from the powerful desire I was feeling. That, combined with the utter humiliation of being degraded like this by a woman I barely knew, was enough to make anyone lightheaded. Tiffany stood on the other side of the cage door, smiling at me with a look of total triumph on her face. And why not? She had obviously won. In only a few hours, she had reduced me to this, a caged and helpless submissive willing to do just about anything for the vague promise of sexual pleasure. 
 
    "We need to go get dinner ready," Tiffany said at last. Reaching up under her skirt, she unfastened the strap-on dildo. I listened to her gasp quietly as she slid the inner end of it out of her wet pussy. Holding it in her hand, she made her way over to the bench where Rebecca was waiting. One by one, she untied each of the other maid's limbs. Rebecca stood up, slowly stretching to relieve the tension of being tied up as she adjusted her uniform. From the way her hands tugged at the hem of her short skirt, I could see that she was still desperately aroused. I could tell all she wanted was to stay in this basement dungeon and keep on getting fucked by Tiffany. But she didn't say a word. She knew better than to argue. 
 
    Both of the maids set about tidying up. Picking up all the toys they had used, they carried them back over to the far wall and put them away. Their practiced efficiency did nothing to rob their movements of their maddening grace. Still kneeling, I watched them work, transfixed by the beauty of their bodies in their sexy outfits. Once the toys were all put away, Tiffany turned to Rebecca. 
 
    "Release him and send him home," she said. "The corset and the cage stay on, but he can put on his street clothes and get out of here. I'll call him when I decide to train him again." 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," Rebecca meekly said. My heart pounded in my chest as she turned toward the door of my cage. It had been a day of strange feelings and new experiences. And as my relative freedom beckoned, it was time for another one. 
 
    "No," I gasped, barely understanding myself what I was saying or why. "Please, Tiffany. Please - I don't want to go home." Halfway to the door of the cage, Rebecca stopped. Uncertain, she looked over at Tiffany. The senior maid stood with her arms folded under her prominent breasts, a thoughtful look on her beautiful face. 
 
    “You don’t get to decide that,” she said quietly. 
 
    “I — I know, Tiffany. I’m sorry. But please, please, I can’t go home like this. Please let me stay. I’ll do whatever you want.” 
 
    "I know that," Tiffany grinned. Her high heels echoed on the floor as she slowly stepped forward, coming closer toward me. "That's what you're here for. To do is I and Rebecca say. And if I say it's time for you to go home, that's what you'll do." 
 
    “Yes, Tiffany,” I said as meekly as I could. “I know. I just — I’m sorry.” 
 
    "God, you're pathetic," Tiffany giggled. She was now standing directly in front of the door of the cage, right in front of me. Rebecca stepped forward to stand beside her, the two of them looming over me as they gazed down with wicked smiles on their faces. I knew I was only making things worse for myself. But I couldn't help it. They were just too beautiful. 
 
    "Even you put up more of a fight than this," Tiffany smiled at Rebecca. "I thought you were easy to dominate, but you're a pillar of strength compared to this little bitch." 
 
    “I know,” Rebecca giggled. “Maybe men are just weaker that way.” 
 
    "And in lots of other ways, too," Tiffany said. "Maybe that's why Ms. Robertson decided to get a boy slave. They're not much to look at, but it's kind of fun to fuck with them." Tiffany's pretty eyes blazed with new fire as she turned them on me again. 
 
    "Well, go on then," she said. "Since you're begging anyway, you may as well beg properly. I want to see you groveling like the pathetic worm you are." 
 
    Tiffany's words stung me, just as I knew they were intended to do. But I choked down my pride, as I had been doing all day. I knew what they wanted. And embarrassingly, I felt my cock surging once again in the tight confines of the chastity device as I awkwardly lowered my face to the floor. Tiffany placed the toe of her shoe between the bars of the cage, and after a moment, Rebecca did the same with a soft chuckle. As humbly as I was able, I kissed Tiffany's shoe, showering her foot with kisses while I babbled and begged to be allowed to stay. I heard Rebecca sigh in pleasure above me as I did the same to her, worshiping her foot like it was a holy relic and begging. The experience was absolutely humiliating, just like everything else the women put me through. But it was powerfully erotic. The slickness of their patent leather pumps contrasted erotically with the softness of their bare skin as I kissed them both from toe to ankle and back again. And they let me do it for a long while, saying nothing as they watched me degrade myself completely. 
 
    “Come on,” Tiffany said at last, taking her foot away and addressing Rebecca. “Let’s get dinner ready. We’ll decide what to do with this worthless slut later.” 
 
    "Okay," Rebecca giggled. As Tiffany turned to make her way toward the basement stairs, I looked up to see Rebecca pausing for a moment. Her brown eyes glowed as she smiled down at me, a devious look on her beautiful face. Her eyes traveled quickly over my body, and her smile seemed to widen at the ridiculous spectacle in front of her. Then, without a word, she turned and hurried after Tiffany, flouncing along in her skimpy French maid uniform as she rushed to catch up with the other woman. They climbed the stairs above me, and I listened to their footsteps recede, the rhythm matching the dull hammering of my heart inside my chest. Slowly, I rose to my feet and sat down on the narrow bed against one wall of the cage. Left alone with my thoughts, my shame burned brighter than ever. Already, I could barely believe what I had done. But for now, I hadn't been sent away. Somehow, the emptiness of my lonely apartment seemed even scarier than the uncertainty of what else might happen to me in Ms. Robertson's dungeon. 
 
      
 
    Time passed slowly in that room, with no clocks to mark it. I could hear next to nothing from the floor above. Ms. Robertson's house was too solidly built for that. With a faint sense of irony, I found myself wondering if the dishwasher was working the way it was meant to. Somehow, I had a feeling that I would've heard about it if it wasn’t. 
 
    And I waited. I lay down on the narrow bed, but couldn't get comfortable. The heavy leather corset tied tightly around my body restricted my movements, and without my hands free, I couldn't fully relax. Then again, I knew that even if I had been completely untied, I still would've felt on edge. After all, I was a captive in the basement of a stranger, a woman so powerful that she had submissive French maids to do her bidding. I still hadn't seen or even heard from Ms. Robertson herself. As I thought of her, possibly somewhere in the house above me, my cock throbbed with frustrated desire. I wondered if the maids were explaining to her what they had done to me. How quickly they had dominated the captive in her basement. I wondered if it pleased her to hear it. But I had nothing to occupy my mind except imagination and memory. And everything that had happened to me that day and on my previous visit to this house replayed themselves over and over again in my feverish mind while I waited to see what would happen to me next. 
 
    Finally, I heard steps on the stairs above me. I struggled to sit up, the tight corset hindering my movements. I had to roll over onto my side and swing my legs violently so that I could sit up on the bed. As I did, I watched Rebecca appear at the foot of the stairs. She was carrying a plate in her hand. At the sight of me, a faint smile showed on her pretty face. As she walked toward me, I felt that familiar ache in my cock once again as it tried to get hard inside the chastity device. She looked so sexy. It was exactly this, the gorgeous sway of her curvaceous young body in the fetishized French maid outfit that got me into all this trouble in the first place. It was desire for Rebecca that had brought me into this position. And no matter what had happened since then, I desired had just as much as ever. I watched her flared skirt whispering around her thighs, her breasts bouncing in the low neck of the maid uniform, her own corset clinging to her body, and I was reminded why it was so easy for these women to take control of me. 
 
    "Stay there," Rebecca said. "I brought you some food." I sat on the edge of the bed, watching her type in the code that unlocked the cage door. Swinging the door open, she set the plate down on the floor. There was a sandwich on top of it. Rebecca stepped back and swung the door of the cage shut again. 
 
    "Okay, now come over here," she ordered. "Stand next to the bars." Rising to my feet, I did as I was told. I stood against the wall of the cage, and Rebecca reached her nimble fingers inside to unfasten my wrists from the restraints attached to the corset. Finally, my arms were free. Though with my cock still locked in chastity, it didn't do me a lot of good. Rebecca watched as I picked up the plate and the sandwich that lay on it and sat down on the bed again. Caught up as I was in everything that had happened, I hadn't realized how hungry I was. I had no way of knowing what time it was, but I guessed it had to be evening by now. 
 
    “You don’t have to lock me in the cage before you untie me,” I said. “I think it’s pretty obvious by now I’m not going to try to escape.” 
 
    "I know that," Rebecca smiled. "But it's fun. It's fun to know that you can't get away, even if you wanted to. When I first came here, I was scared too. But being dominated like this…it's pretty fucking awesome." I swallowed a bite of my sandwich while Rebecca spoke. Taking another bite, I chewed slowly. Rebecca stood just the other side of the bars, a vision of female loveliness that was completely inaccessible to me. She didn't seem in any hurry to leave. I felt almost like an animal in a zoo, as though I fascinated her in some way. As though she couldn't quite believe I was real. 
 
    “You like this?” I asked. 
 
    "Of course," Rebecca smiled. "I wouldn't be here if I didn't. Ms. Robertson can be a strict mistress, but she's not interested in actually abusing someone. We are all here by choice, even if it doesn't always feel that way. You too. But I know you don't want to leave. Not after that performance earlier." My cheeks burned with embarrassment as I continued eating my sandwich. Rebecca giggled. I knew what she was talking about, of course. I didn't think that either of us were ever going to forget how humbly I had groveled at her feet. 
 
    “So Tiffany trained you,” I said. Rebecca nodded. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “She trained me to serve Ms. Robertson properly. I didn’t start off as a maid, you know. I had to earn this uniform. I started off locked into that corset just like you are, and they put me through hell before I was deemed worthy to serve as a maid. But it’s for the best. When this first started, I wasn’t able to control myself. Just like you. If I had been free, I would’ve been touching myself all day long, thinking about Ms. Robertson. And Tiffany. Just like you would.” 
 
    "What's she going to do with me? Ms. Robertson, I mean." Rebecca's breasts bounced in the top of her uniform as she shrugged. 
 
    "I don't know," she answered. "I don't question her. I recommend you don't either. But I will say that she has a way of…changing people. I was a bit of a tomboy before I came here. And Tiffany… Well, Tiffany wasn't even called Tiffany. Ms. Robertson trained her and changed her completely. The way she looks. The way she acts. Trust me, if Ms. Robertson wants you to be a certain way, she knows how to make it happen." 
 
    My sandwich finished, I set the plate aside. Rebecca stepped toward the bars of the cage again. My heart beat slowly in my chest as she crooked her finger, beckoning me toward her. As I approached, Rebecca reached through the bars and took hold of my leash, pulling me even closer against her. The tight latex of her uniform creaked and groaned as she moved. I could feel the warmth of her body through the bars of the cage, agonizingly close and yet a million miles away. 
 
    "Honestly, I got a little bit jealous when I heard about you," she said. "But I'm starting to enjoy this. With you here, it's like I've been promoted. I'm not on the bottom of the pecking order any more. And as long as you have this, I'm never going to be." As she spoke, her free hand reached down and took hold of my caged cock and balls. I winced at the feel of her hand around my genitals, a thumb sliding over the inescapable steel of the chastity device. My hands gripped the bars of the cage as I struggled against the urge to touch her, to reach out and feel that beautiful body wrapped in skimpy latex. Rebecca smiled as she stared me down, well aware of what she was doing to me. Finally, she released her grip on my manhood and on the leash and began to fasten the restraints around my wrists again. I didn't object. It was clear to me that she was going to do whatever she wanted to do. 
 
    Once my arms were secured, Rebecca stepped back. She moved over to the door of the cage. I watched her type in the code and swing it open once again. Stepping inside, she swung the door shut and let the lock click behind her. Now we were locked in there together. And her brown eyes were glowing like bronze as she smiled at me. I watched in silence as she strutted across the cage, finally sitting down on the bed I had just vacated. As she crossed her legs, her tiny skirt rode even higher on her body, exposing her thigh all the way up to her round ass. 
 
    "You know I'm gay, right?" she said. 
 
    "Yeah," I answered. 
 
    “So I have no sexual interest in you. At all.” 
 
    “Got it.” Rebecca giggled at my response. 
 
    “But you want to fuck me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    "That's too bad. Because it's never going to happen, unless Ms. Robertson or Tiffany order me to do it. I don't see that happening anytime soon. But can I tell you a secret?" 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    "It really turns me on when you kiss my feet." Rebecca laughed again as she spoke, and my cock throbbed in the chastity device. I couldn't stop myself from stepping forward, and Rebecca's smile only grew as she watched me approach. Overwhelmed with that strange trancelike feeling of submission again, I dropped to my knees in front of her and began to kiss her raised foot. The sound of her quiet sigh of pleasure made by heart vibrate in my chest, my desire growling like an animal inside me as I kissed her foot over and over again. 
 
    "That's it," Rebecca sighed. "Don't stop. Keep going. You can go a little higher if you want. Good. That's good. Keep kissing me. Keep worshiping me. Oh my God, that's it. That's it!" I raised my eyes from Rebecca's foot momentarily to see she had one hand thrust between her legs. Her eyes were half-closed as she watched me, her lips parted as gasps of pleasure swelled between them. She was touching herself while I groveled at her feet. And while shame flooded my heart, desire flooded my trapped cock. I was completely at the mercy of these wild women, and the more badly they treated me, the more it turned them on. The more it turned me on, too. Whether they released me or not, I knew already that I would never be able to escape them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    10. Ms. Robertson Puts On A Show 

      
 
    Up above me, Rebecca's cries of pleasure were getting more frequent. Kneeling at her feet, I was trembling with unrelenting desire. She looked so sexy as she sat above me, her eyes closed, her head thrown back so that her dark hair trailed over her shoulders. Her body writhed with the pleasure that overwhelmed her. And the soft skin of her legs felt like heaven against my lips as I kissed her over and over again. My mouth was pressed to her thighs, and with every breath, I inhaled the teasing smell of her arousal, fueling my desperate desire by the second. 
 
    Needless to say, my cock ached for release inside the tight chastity device that gripped it. But that didn't matter. As far as I knew, Rebecca didn't even have access to the key that could unlock me. And even if she did, there was no guarantee that she would. I had only been in chastity for a matter of hours, but it was already clear to me that these women saw no pressing need to release me anytime soon. Why would they? I was making it so much fun for them. I was doing everything they said without question. Every time I obeyed them, I simply proved that keeping me locked up was the right thing to do. 
 
    What choice did I have? What they had done to me was completely outrageous, completely beyond anything I could ever have imagined. But it was so unbelievably sexy that I couldn’t resist. And I had proven that all over again by begging to be allowed to stay. Practically begging them to torture me further, just for my own strange masochistic satisfaction. No doubt about it; I was learning a lot about myself since meeting these crazy women. And not all of it was easy to take. But it was the truth. 
 
    Suddenly, Rebecca jumped. Concentrating as I was on my task, and with Rebecca's loud cries of pleasure filling the basement, I hadn't noticed the sound of footsteps on the stairs above us. But clearly, Rebecca had. Pushing me roughly aside, she sprang to her feet. The flared skirt of her kinky maid's uniform swished around her thighs as she all but ran to the door of the cage that contained us. But it was too late. My heart beat higher in my chest as I realized that the sound on the stairs was that of two people, not one. And when those people appeared in the basement, I felt suddenly as though a fist had gripped my heart. 
 
    Tiffany led the way, of course, looking as sexy as ever in her own French maid's outfit. But behind her came Ms. Robertson. And all the times I had thought about her since our first meeting, all the wild dreams I had had about this woman, seemed to shatter and fragment and float away in pieces, lighter than air, when confronted with the beautiful reality. 
 
    She stood tall in a pair of outrageous high heels. Her black ankle boots echoed on the floor with every step she took. And my hungry eyes studied the shape of her long legs as she strode through the basement. Tight leather pants covered her legs, clinging to her body as though painted on and shining dully in the basement light. Above them, she wore a black corset, the steel fastings down the front of it the only detail that stood out from the otherwise dark fabric. Her waist was unbelievably narrow, and with every step she took, I saw her breasts bounce in the corset's tight confines. Her hair was loose, falling in dark waves over her bare shoulders, bouncing slightly to the rhythm of her walk. Her blue eyes glittered like glaciers catching sunlight in some forbidding mountain region. The vivid red of her lips provided a pop of color against the otherwise jet black outfit she wore.  
 
    In short, she looked like sex personified. And she knew it, too. Her mere presence seemed to suck all the air out of the room. This woman, who I had met only once before, was the true architect of my downfall, and seeing her again in the flesh made my head spin. She simply exuded confidence. Every movement she made was graceful, unhurried, completely in control. She was a tall woman, but somehow, her unassailable self-possession made her seem even taller. She loomed larger in the room than mere height should allow. The fixed center of everybody's attention, the inescapable focal point as the air crackled with pent-up sexual desire. 
 
    I stayed on my knees as she slowly approached the cage. Rebecca was over by the door. She hadn't been able to reach the keypad and release herself. Shortsighted, really. But I barely had the mental bandwidth to think about her or Tiffany as I gazed up at Ms. Robertson. And she looked back at me, her gorgeous blue eyes shining as she peered through the bars with a look of faint amusement on her exquisitely beautiful face. 
 
    "How are you enjoying my hospitality so far?" Her voice was like velvet covering steel, soft and inviting yet not without some faint hint of menace. Looking up at her, my mouth felt dry, my heart pounding wildly as I cringed in uncertainty. 
 
    "I'm okay," I said guardedly. I was more than okay. But I wasn't ready to admit that yet. Not to her. Not to this woman I had seen only once before. Even the short time we had spent together made me feel closer to Tiffany and to Rebecca than to their mistress. Besides, they didn't intimidate me like she did. 
 
    And a faint frown crossed Ms. Robertson’s otherwise flawless features as I spoke. Her hair trailed over her shoulder as she turned her head toward Tiffany. 
 
    "You haven't taught him to address me properly yet?" Tiffany's cheeks reddened. Suddenly, the dominant part of the maid's persona seem to have fallen away completely. Suddenly, with Ms. Robertson around, she seemed as meekly submissive as Rebecca was to her. 
 
    "I'm sorry, ma'am," Tiffany said, her voice higher and more girlish than it was when she spoke to me. "We haven't got to that yet. I know you don't want him to use a title with me, and we've been working more on frustration training so far." 
 
    "We've been over this before." Ms. Robertson had turned her glowing eyes back on me now, and I gulped nervously as she stared me down. One of her hands gripped a bar of the cage I was in as she towered over me. "You will address me as ma'am, just like all my other bitches do. Otherwise, I hope you know what will happen to you." 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” My stomach flipped as I spoke, humiliation burning my cheeks as I saw the look of amusement on Ms. Robertson’s face. She was a true sadist, a woman who loved to make people submit. I was giving her exactly what she wanted. Knowing that fact didn’t change anything. 
 
    "Better. Stand up." Just like Tiffany, Ms. Robertson gave commands in a way that didn't seem to allow for the possibility of them being disobeyed. Open until that point, Tiffany had seemed like such an authority, so in charge, so completely in control. But now I could see er dominant act for what it was. Convincing, yes, but an act nonetheless. Ms. Robertson was the real thing. A woman for whom ordering other people around came as naturally as breathing. 
 
    And without a word, I stood. My hands restrained at my sides made it difficult, but I managed. Ms. Robertson's smile grew as she watched, and a single finger through the bars beckoned me closer. I approached, as nervous as though I were entering the lair of a tiger. My body seemed to move of its own accord. As though it had already acknowledged my subservience to this woman, and only my mind still rebelled. I walked toward her, feeling the eyes of every woman in the room on me, until I stood just the other side of the cage bars. Ms. Robertson's tall heels made her around my height, or possibly even a little taller. Or maybe it was just the power imbalance between us that made it seem that way. But I always felt that I was looking up at her, even when I looked her in the eye. It was impossible to meet those glittering eyes for long. Beautiful, yes. As beautiful and dangerous and unpredictable as the sea. 
 
    I gasped as Ms. Robertson reached suddenly through the bars and gripped my caged cock and balls with her slender fingers. As her thumb slid playfully over the steel cage, her fingers gripped my scrotum tightly. It didn’t hurt. But I was painfully aware of what she could do if she wanted to. And I knew that was the point. I stepped further forward, pressing my body against the bars of the cage as Ms. Robertson gently but firmly pulled on my manhood. 
 
    "At least you've been locked away," Ms. Robertson said in a low voice. I could smell her perfume as I stood right in front of her, and her beautiful breasts threatened to spill over the cups of the tight corset with every breath she took. I was practically trembling with desire as I stood helplessly in front of her, completely under her control. "Who owns this cock?" She asked the question idly, as though the answer was a foregone conclusion. As though it wasn't the bitterest humiliation for me to acknowledge the truth. But it was the truth. That was what gave the words that horrible sting as I stood in front of her and her submissive maids, forced to acknowledge my new reality. 
 
    “You do, ma’am.” Ms. Robertson chuckled under her breath as I spoke. 
 
    "What did I tell you, Tiffany?" She said without turning her attention from me. "Men are even easier to dominate than women. Some of them, anyway. This little appendage controls them completely. Once you take it away from them, they're yours completely." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." As Tiffany answered, I found myself wondering again about these women's pasts. How many people had Ms. Robertson dominated like this? Clearly, she knew exactly what she was doing. And the thought of being quite literally in the hands of such an experienced dominatrix made my heart palpitate in my chest. Ms. Robertson's thumb kept moving over the cage that contained my aching cock as she smiled at me. 
 
    "What are you doing in there, Rebecca?" Once again, Ms. Robertson's eyes didn't move from my face even while she spoke to her made. 
 
    "I — I brought him some food, ma'am," Rebecca answered. She sounded almost as nervous as I was as she gave her answer. 
 
    “And locked yourself in there with him? Tiffany, let her out.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." I didn't take my eyes off Ms. Robertson, and she didn't take her eyes off me. But I could hear the maids following her instructions. Tiffany's high heels echoed on the basement floor as she moved toward the door of the cage, and the electronic lock beeped as she entered the code. The door swung open, and Rebecca stepped out. Then the door swung shut again. All the while, I made no move whatsoever to try and escape. After all, on the other side of the bars, Ms. Robertson was still holding my manhood in her hand. Besides, where would I go? My biggest fear, bigger somehow Then all the fear of what these women might do to me, was that they might do nothing at all. That I might be sent home. It dawned on me once again with total clarity that I would rather be in a cage in Ms. Robertson's presence than free and apart from her. 
 
    “Rebecca, bring me some string.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Rebecca hurried to obey her mistress, seemingly off the hook. Her steps echoed through the basement as she hurried over to the wall and drawers where all the toys seemed to be kept. I didn't need to wonder what purpose Ms. Robertson had in mind for the string Rebecca fetched. I knew I was going to be tied up again. And as Rebecca hurried over with the string to Ms. Robertson's side, I was proved right. Ms. Robertson took the string, about the same thickness as a shoelace, and wrapped it around the base of my cock and balls. Tying it tightly, she then wound the string around two bars of the cage. By the time she was finished, I was bound in place, my caged cock projecting through the bars of the cage in a way that made me feel horribly exposed. 
 
    But for the time being, I was left alone. Instead, Ms. Robertson turned away from me, facing her waiting maids. They were both watching her, their pretty eyes studying her every move as they waited for the next inarguable command. I got the feeling that Ms. Robertson could order them to do anything, and they wouldn't protest. Their wills, even their identities, seemed completely overwhelmed by her. My stomach churned again as I wondered what the future held. I was being trained to please Ms. Robertson too. Would I end up as totally submissive to her as these women were? Was I already? After all, the word no seemed to vanished from my vocabulary when I met her. It was true what Rebecca said. I don't know if it was her dominant aura or some other strange magnetism of personality that made her so irresistible. It was obvious to me that Ms. Robertson had a way of getting people to do what she wanted, no matter how outrageous it was. 
 
    “Tiffany, on the bench. On your back.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." I hardly dared to breathe as I watched Tiffany move at once toward the padded bench in the center of the room. Climbing onto it, she lay down as instructed, her blonde curls hanging over one end while her feet hung off the other. I could feel my cock trying to harden once again in its cage. It seemed like we all knew what was coming. Or at least, we thought we did. 
 
    “Rebecca, secure her.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." The other maid couldn't hide the excitement in her voice as she moved toward the bench. Tiffany watched wordlessly as the junior maid tied her down, buckling her wrists and ankles to the legs of the bench. Tiffany's chest rose and fell as she breathed, her legs spread by the built-in restraints of the bench. She knew she was about to get fucked. The only thing she didn't know was how. 
 
    "Go get some handcuffs," Ms. Robinson ordered. "Four pairs. And a strap on." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Once again, Rebecca set off across the basement. Ms. Robertson clearly didn't believe in making things easy on her maids. She liked to send them on errands. Maybe she liked to watch as Rebecca swayed her way across the dungeon on her tall heels and her skimpy latex outfit. I couldn't blame her for that. In her position, I might have done the same thing. But I was about as far from Ms. Robertson's position as it was possible to be as I helplessly watched the scene play out, my cock raging pointlessly in captivity and my heart sending the red blood of arousal coursing through my body. 
 
    Rebecca returned with the objects requested and handed them to Ms. Robertson. Ms. Robertson led her over to the bench. I could see nervousness in every trembling limb of Rebecca's body. But she did as she was told, her big eyes fixed on her mistress's face with a look of mingled trepidation and adoration.  
 
      
 
    "Get on top of her," Ms. Robertson ordered, as casually as though she were ordering takeout from a restaurant. "Sixty-nine position." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." The bench swayed slightly as Rebecca climbed carefully on top. She swung a leg over the end where Tiffany's head was, trying to balance herself on her arms as she adjusted her position. Tiffany's head disappeared under Rebecca's skirt, and I knew the other woman's face must be pressed against her pussy. Meanwhile, Ms. Robertson moved around the bench. She used the handcuffs Rebecca had given her to first fasten Rebecca's ankles to Tiffany's bound wrists. Then, circling around the bench, she did the same at the other end, locking Rebecca's wrists to Tiffany's ankles. When she was finished, Rebecca's body was bent over the bench, lying on top of Tiffany. The black latex fabric of the maid uniforms shone in the light with every movement they made as they squirmed, trying to get comfortable. Rebecca's head was between Tiffany's spread legs, just as Tiffany's was between Rebecca's. It was a powerfully erotic site as I watched in silent wonder from my position in the cage. 
 
    The only person still free to move around was Ms. Robertson. Slowly, she reached for the fastening of her pants and undid them. With some effort, she pulled them down. The tight leather gripped her hips as if reluctant to let go. The round shape of her ass showed pale above the black leather. She pulled the pants down only to the top of her thighs. Then, she picked up the strap-on. Like the one Tiffany had used earlier, I could see that it had two ends, and Ms. Robertson sighed in pleasure as she guided one inside herself. Then she tightened the straps around her body until the fake cock projected from her pelvis as though it were real. It swayed from side to side as she walked over to the bench where the two women waited. Standing at one end, Ms. Robertson reached forward and took hold of a fistful of Rebecca's dark hair. She used it like a handle to tilt the other woman's face up to look at her. 
 
    "Okay, girls," Ms. Robertson said, a slight sneer showing on her face as she looked down at her two slaves, "start licking. Since this is a special occasion, you are allowed to cum if you feel the need." I heard Rebecca gasp as Ms. Robertson leaned forward, sliding her fake cock into the other woman's open mouth. Immediately, Rebecca began to suck on the toy, her eyes gazing up at Ms. Robertson and making eye contact just the way Tiffany must've trained her to do. And down at the other end of the bench, Tiffany immediately began licking Rebecca's pussy. Soon, I could see that Rebecca was squirming with pleasure, helpless in the cuffs that held her down on top of the other maid. Ms. Robertson's leather pants shone in the light as she moved her body, rocking her hips back-and-forth as she fucked Rebecca's face. It was an outrageously sexy scene, made more so by the fact that the only real cock in the room was mine, and that was utterly rejected. These women, it was clear to me, would rather worship a toy of Ms. Robertson's than have anything to do with my manhood. And even while shame and humiliation stung me again, my arousal soared. 
 
    Abruptly, the fake cock slid glistening out of Rebecca's mouth. Without a moment's hesitation, Ms. Robertson adjusted her stance. I heard Tiffany howl in a pleasure that bordered on pain as the dominant woman forced the strap on inside the maid's pussy. The occupied bench rocked to the powerful thrusts of Ms. Robertson's body as she pounded Tiffany's pussy. Still holding onto Rebecca's hair, she forced the woman's head down. 
 
    "Suck her clit," Ms. Robertson snarled. I could tell that Rebecca immediately did as she was told when a muffled scream rose from Tiffany. Buried underneath Rebecca's body, her howls of pleasure were obvious. And I could hear Rebecca moaning too, swept up in the sheer debauchery of the scene, her body responding to the occasional licks Tiffany remembered to give her in the depths of her own orgasmic bliss. From the powerful contractions I could see shaking Tiffany's body, I knew she was on the edge. And soon, I heard Ms. Robertson grunt in pleasure as she watched Tiffany cum. With haunting clarity, I could imagine the feel of Tiffany's beautiful pussy tightening and spasming around my own cock. With a dull stab of despair, I wondered if I would ever feel that again. Whether I would be doomed to always be watching, always be helpless, always be nothing more than a witness to the wild games of these kinky women. That, I knew, was the point. They knew, they all knew, that every drop of pleasure they enjoyed while denying it to me only served to make me more desperate to please them. Ms. Robertson was right. It worked. And by taking full control of my sexual pleasure, she had turned me with astonishing ease into a desperate submissive who was ready to do just about anything to feel pleasure. 
 
    But my pleasure was unimportant. That was part of the lesson Ms. Robertson set out to teach me. And once Tiffany's orgasm had torn through her, Ms. Robertson stepped back, guiding the toy out of the other woman's streaming pussy. I could see Tiffany's juices shining in the light as Ms. Robertson made her way around the bench. My mouth watered at the sight. Shame filled me as I remembered Tiffany making me suck the strap on earlier. But Ms. Robertson had no desire to do the same. Instead, she moved around the bench to where Tiffany's head lay buried underneath Rebecca's body. Lifting Rebecca's tiny skirt, Ms. Robertson delivered a stinging slap to her exposed ass. Then, she took her cock in one hand and guided it downward toward Tiffany's face. 
 
    "Suck," she ordered briskly. And unsurprisingly, Tiffany did exactly as she was told. She took her mistress's cock into her mouth with the same submissive readiness that Rebecca had. Once again, Ms. Robertson slowly fucked the maid's pretty mouth. Meanwhile, I watched Rebecca lower her head and start licking Tiffany's exposed pussy. Moans of pleasure escaped around the wet toy that filled Tiffany's mouth as her body responded. 
 
    The maids weren't the only ones getting excited. With every thrust, I could see Ms. Robertson's pleasure growing. It was at once a terrifying and highly erotic spectacle to see her cruelty bloom. Her breasts bounced in the tight confines of her black corset as she growled and groaned and fucked two women. Soon, she was sliding her fake cock out of Tiffany's mouth and raising it to Rebecca's dripping pussy. Rebecca howled in pleasure as Ms. Robertson fucked her from behind, her face buried between Tiffany's legs. And her juices flowed freely from her spasming body, coating Tiffany's pretty face as she gasped and moaned. 
 
    Ms. Robertson seemed overcome with dominant desire. Her toy shone as she moved it from pussy to mouth and back again, fucking Rebecca's pussy and Tiffany's face as she pleased while the two women howled and moaned. I watched Rebecca cum, her whole body straining against the bondage that held her tightly with the force of her pleasure. But Ms. Robertson didn't even slow down. Instead, she went back to fucking Tiffany's face, letting the other woman taste Rebecca's orgasm on the toy. Then, she strode back to the other end of the bench and started fucking Tiffany's pussy again. 
 
    I don't know how long the outrageous spectacle went on for. For a while, it seemed like this could continue forever. Ms. Robertson always had a new wet and willing hole to exploit, and before long, all three women were glowing with multiple orgasms. Even Ms. Robertson had had her share, shrieking with pleasure, throwing back her head and howling at the ceiling as passion gripped her. But it barely seemed to slow her down. The moment her orgasm past, she was back at her maids again, as though her desire knew no limits. 
 
    But apparently, even goddesses get tired. After one final orgasm that rang in the basement like a bell, Ms. Robertson stumbled backward. Her cock dripped with Tiffany and Rebecca's mingled juices as she bent clumsily to unfasten one of Rebecca's wrists, then the other. Once that was done, she left the maid to untie herself, and then Tiffany. While they were doing that, Ms. Robertson staggered across the dungeon and flopped down in the tall throne that sat against the wall at one end of the basement. Her beautiful breasts rose and fell as she breathed heavily, trying to recover herself. But her eyes still shone with malicious glee as she watched one maid untie the other, and they both climbed stiffly off the bench. Both Rebecca and Tiffany's faces were flushed as they tried to stand, wobbling in tall heels with legs that pleasure had turned to jelly. 
 
    "I'm sure he enjoyed our little show," Ms. Robertson chuckled. She stood. I listened to her high heels clicked menacingly as she made her way back across the basement toward us. Carefully, she reached into the tiny pocket of her leather pants, struggling against the tightness of the fabric to produce a small silver key. My heart beat wildly in my chest as she held it out in front of me, smiling maliciously. 
 
    "I don't make deals with slaves," Ms. Robertson said slowly." But after all those orgasms, I find myself feeling unusually generous. I'm willing to allow you to cum while we watch. But after that, the cage goes back on. You'll be dismissed, and will return to your home. You will not attempt to contact any of us, but simply wait until I decide to use you again. Is that understood?" 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I didn’t even hesitate. And even as the giggles of Tiffany and Rebecca stung my pride, I knew I had no choice. The desire raging inside me could not be resisted. 
 
    “Rebecca, since you seem to like him so much, you can do the honors.” Turning, Ms. Robertson handed the key to the junior maid. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Taking the key, Rebecca stepped toward me. I could feel the eyes of the other women watching as she slid the key into the lock. And as she removed the device and took my cock in her hand at last, I almost felt as though I would pass out from sheer pleasure. Nothing else mattered. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    11. Used At Work 
 
      
 
    "Do you know her?" 
 
    "Kind of." I followed the direction of Tracy's gaze as she stared through the front window of the office. The strange world I had been pulled into in recent weeks was taking over my life. I had already noticed the sheer impossibility of thinking about anything other than Ms. Robertson and her two kinky lesbian maids. My dreams were haunted by them, and my daytime thoughts seemed to constantly orbit what had happened and what might be yet to come. But now, it seemed, they were coming into my work life too. Which I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised by. After all, that was how the whole mess started in the first place. 
 
    “She’s really pretty.” 
 
    "She is." There was no point denying that. Tiffany was beautiful. And she always went out of her way to amplify her beauty. By Ms. Robertson's order, I knew. I had never seen her with her makeup anything less than immaculate and deliberate. The few times I had seen her outside of Ms. Robertson's house, out of her kinky fetish French maid uniform, she had been dressed to impress. This time was no different. The black jacket she wore was ordinary enough, but underneath that, the vibrant red of her skintight dress was guaranteed to draw people's attention. I knew it must've done when Tiffany came into the office earlier, asking for me. That was how Tracy knew who she was there for. 
 
    "Is she your girlfriend?" Tracy smiled as she spoke. My stomach fluttered. I always had a bit of a thing for her. But she had been with the same guy since before I started working at the company. All the guys liked Tracy. But knowing she was involved with someone, I never made a move. And now, I had bigger things to worry about. 
 
    "No," I said. And even as I said it, I wondered why I hadn't simply lied and said yes. It would've been much easier. How else could I explain who the strange woman was? 
 
    "Just a friend then." 
 
    “Basically.” 
 
    "It must be hard being friends with a girl who looks like that." 
 
    "Not really," I shrugged, while inside my head, my mind raced. You have no idea, I thought to myself while I felt the familiar ache of my cock trying to harden in its cage. Tracy couldn't possibly understand just how hard it was being around Tiffany. Or any other attractive woman, for that matter. Her included. 
 
    "Well, you're a better man than most, Jay," Tracy smiled. "I would never let Mike be friends with a girl who looked like that. I don't think he'd be able to keep himself from hitting on her. You sure she doesn't want to be more than just your friend? I mean, I don't want to slut-shame or anything. But a girl doesn't wear shoes like those for no reason." As Tracy spoke, I looked across the parking lot again. Tiffany was wearing a pair of black leather ankle boots with a towering heel. Fairly normal for her, but Tracy was right. They weren't the kind of shoes regular women wore in the middle of the day. Of course, Tiffany was a long way from being a regular woman. 
 
    "No, it's not like that," I answered weakly. With every question Tracy asked, I could feel my nervousness growing. I could feel my cheeks burning with embarrassment, like I was a little kid. The thought of my situation being discovered terrified me. I still remembered with a mixture of horror and wild elation the way Tiffany and Rebecca had paraded me down the street outside my house in handcuffs for all the world to see. That was cringingly embarrassing enough. But for my secret to be found out by someone I knew was unthinkable. And while I tried to play it cool, my mind kept racing as I wondered why Tiffany had come looking for me at work. After all, she had my phone number. If she needed to get into contact with me, there were plenty of ways to do it without showing up here. 
 
    "Okay, I won't bug you about it anymore," Tracy smiled as she shut down her computer. The office was all but empty now, my colleagues leaving one by one. Through the window, I watched them eyeing Tiffany, uncertain of who this beautiful woman leaning up against her car in the parking lot might be. But she ignored them all. She was waiting for me. And while it thrilled me to see her again, it scared me too. 
 
    "Let's get out of here," Tracy said. She stood and pulled out a drawer of her desk that held the office keys. There was no putting it off any longer. I was going to have to go outside and see what Tiffany wanted. Tracy turned out the lights one by one as I followed her to the front door of the office, stepping through it so that she could lock it behind us. As we walked across the parking lot, Tiffany stood up straight, unfolding her arms as she locked her eyes on me. 
 
    "Nice to meet you," Tracy said she made her way toward her own car. Just for a second, Tiffany's head turned toward her, the blonde curls of her hair rolling over her shoulders as she looked at Tracy as though seeing her for the first time. 
 
    "You too," Tiffany replied. The smile that showed suddenly on her pretty face was too easy to be believed, but Tracy didn't seem to notice anything out of the ordinary. She climbed into her car and started the engine, and soon, she was driving away from the closed office. Now only two vehicles remained in the parking lot where I worked. Mine and Tiffany's. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I asked. 
 
    “She’s cute,” Tiffany said as she turned her attention back to me. “Ever hit that?” 
 
    “What? Tracy? No. No, I — no.” 
 
    "Shame," Tiffany chuckled. "Because you never will now. You've had your chance. I hope you made the most of it. Because now that worthless cock of yours belongs to Ms. Robertson." I felt myself blush again. Somehow, hearing that kind of talk in the bright light of day at the place where I worked made it seem even more outrageous than it did in the confines of Ms. Robertson's dungeon. Somehow, it managed to be even more thrilling. Underground with no natural light, with all the toys and outrageous costumes Ms. Robertson had her disposal, it was easy to acknowledge that this was all a game. It was easy to forget the outside world, forget myself completely as I sank into my submissive role. But in the real world, things are different. The chastity device locked onto my cock and the leather training corset locked onto my torso never let me forget my position, not for a moment. But having Tiffany here felt like two worlds colliding. And I understood in a flash why she had done it. The point, I guessed, was to demonstrate that she could reach me anywhere. That I should be prepared for her to pop up at any time. That she was in control, not me. That I had no say in when or where or how we played. 
 
    Tiffany turned. I didn't even try to keep my eyes off her as she moved toward the passenger side of her car. Her outfit, I was sure, was designed to turn me on, and it worked. I watched her hips swaying with every step she took, the toned muscles of her legs showing under the short dress she wore. The vibrant red fabric stretched over her round ass as she leaned forward to open the door. Then she turned and sat down in the passenger seat. I watched her reach over into the backseat of the car. There was a bag back there, and my heart fluttered as I wondered what it might contain. But behind the open door of the car, I couldn't quite see. 
 
    "Come here," Tiffany ordered. And of course, I did as I was told. I squeezed past the open door of her car, pressing my body against the side of my own vehicle that was parked next to hers. As I pushed the door fully open again, I saw what Tiffany held in her hands. My heart vibrated in my chest like a plucked string. It was a vibrator, the magic wand that I remembered so well from our previous adventures in Ms. Robertson's dungeon. A tremor of suppressed lust raced through me at the sight of it. And judging by the gleeful little smirk on her face, Tiffany understood exactly the effect the sight of the toy had on me. 
 
    "Take your shirt off." Desperately, I glanced around. The parking lot was deserted. Our office was one of a long line of commercial buildings, and after 5 PM, the whole area was a ghost town. There was no one else around. Still, you can never rule out somebody working late behind the reflective windows of an office or somebody showing up after hours to pick up something they'd forgotten. What Tiffany was proposing was dangerous to me. Of course, I knew that that was the whole point. 
 
    "Here?" 
 
    "Of course, here. Or do I need to tell Ms. Robertson you've forgotten how to follow instructions?" Tiffany smiled as she spoke, but she knew it was all the threat she needed. My heart pounded in my chest as I reached for the T-shirt I wore. I'd been thankful for the baggy uniform I wore to work, relatively confident that no one could see the strange shape of my body molded by the corset I wore in my work clothes. As the shirt came off, there was nowhere to hide. And Tiffany laughed as she saw that I was still wearing the corset underneath. As if I had any choice. As though I hadn't tried and failed to remove it after they had sent me home. The only way it was going to come off was with bolt cutters, and even then, it would take some dexterity I wasn't sure I possessed to reach the lock behind my back. It didn't seem worth the effort. After all, I knew this day was coming. Even if I hadn't expected Tiffany to shop at my workplace, I knew I hadn't seen the last of her or Rebecca or Ms. Robertson. And if they found out I had freed myself, I knew they wouldn't be pleased. 
 
    "Put your arms by your sides." Tiffany set aside the vibrator as she spoke, leaning forward in her chair. My cock throbbed dully in its steel prison as I watched the way her tight dress rode higher on her thighs. I knew what was coming. But I said nothing. I did as I was told and put my wrists down by my hips. Tiffany buckled the built-in restraints of the corset around one of my arms, then the other. Just like that, I was tied up again. Without even a hint of resistance. 
 
    “Get on your knees.” Tiffany’s normally girlish voice had a new edge in it that I recognized. As submissive as these women were to Ms. Robertson, both Tiffany and Rebecca had displayed a real pleasure in bossing me around. I tried to ignore the hardness of the concrete against my knees as I kneeled at her feet in the parking lot, faintly grateful that I was mostly hidden by the cars parked on either side. But I still would’ve been far happier to have this encounter behind closed doors. Still, it didn’t matter what I wanted. 
 
    "Have you been missing us?" Tiffany reached out and took the vibrator in her hands again. The toy buzzed as she turned it on, and as her other hand pulled her dress up toward her hips, I stared in abject desire between her parted legs. Under the outrageous tattoo that proclaimed per the property of Ms. Robertson, her bare pussy shone. Her lips were already wet and swollen, a testament to her desire as she brought the vibrator between her thighs. But I knew it wasn't desire for me that had Tiffany so excited. She wasn't attracted to me. It was the thought of the power she held over me that got her going. It operated on her the same way it did on me. 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," I answered. Tiffany sighed happily as I spoke, and the buzzing head of the vibrator made contact with her skin. She didn't give herself any title; that right was reserved for Ms. Robertson alone. But even her name felt like a term of respect at times like this. We both knew it. And Tiffany gasped as her eyelids fluttered, her mouth parting to emit sighs and gasps of breathless pleasure as the toy did its work. 
 
    “I bet you have,” she giggled. “I know how hard it is being all locked up like that. Having someone else take complete control of your sexual release. I went through it. Rebecca went through it. It’s just the price you have to pay to serve Ms. Robertson.” 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." Her words washed over me like falling rain, seeping into my brain while I hardly noticed. My attention was all on her body and the toy that buzzed between her legs, my cock screaming inside its cruel prison as I watched her enjoying herself. In no time at all, Tiffany was writhing on the passenger seat of her car, not bothering to hide her cries of pleasure. If she had any fear at all of discovery, any nervousness about doing this in public, she gave no sign of it. Given the life she lived in Ms. Robertson's mansion, I suppose I should hardly be surprised. Sexually, these women were on a completely different level to me. It was part of what gave them their power. 
 
    "We all learn to love it," Tiffany went on, her voice more breathless than it had been before. "Eventually, once you're trained, maybe we'll be able to trust you not to touch itself when you're unlocked. Then again, maybe not. Maybe men never get to that level of self-control. That's fine by me. If it was up to me, that cage would never come off. I like it the way it is. I like that you're locked up. Made impotent. Castrated." 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." Tiffany let out a loud moan at my acquiescent words. I knew that the only way out of the situation I was in was to get through it. The quicker Tiffany got what she wanted, the sooner we could move on and the less the chances of being discovered by anyone. Of course her words terrified me. Of course they did. The whole concept of our relationship made me afraid, knowing that a lesbian had complete control of my sex life. There was nothing I could do about it. And nothing I could do about just how sexy the wild scenario was to me. I couldn't understand why I wanted this, but I knew that I did. That was the real cage I was in, one made of my own wild desire. 
 
    Tiffany's free hand gripped the dashboard of her car. Her body rocked back and forth with the pressure of a building orgasm, her shrieks of pleasure getting louder and louder by the minute. She had stopped talking, and her eyes were tightly shut as though she had forgotten I was even there. I watched forlorn and ignored as Tiffany brought herself to orgasm in the parking lot of my workplace, her pussy streaming with juices that shone on the buzzing head of the vibrator as she howled in bliss. 
 
    The toy still buzzed as she set it aside once again. Her gorgeous gray-green eyes sparkled as she opened them and looked at me, a smile that could easily be mistaken for a sneer on her pretty face. Maybe it was both. Tiffany's contempt for me only made her more desirable as I gazed up her for my knees. I hadn't known this woman long, but every interaction we had had showed me the same thing. She might have had a selfish orgasm right in front of me, devoted as much to tormenting me it was pleasuring her. But one would never be enough for Tiffany. 
 
    "Get up," she snarled. As I rose unsteadily to my feet, Tiffany stood too. In the tight space between our cars, her body brushed against mine. I tried not to wince at the pain in my caged cock as it predictably tried to harden, stimulated by the mere presence of this beautiful dominant woman. Tiffany stepped past me and reached for the handle of the rear door of her car. 
 
    "Get in," she ordered. And of course, I did as I was told. Stepping past her, I climbed stiffly into the backseat, my movements made clumsy by my bound hands and the corset tied tightly around my body. But Tiffany was impatient. She gave me a shove, and I fell, flopping down onto the backseat of her car with no way to stop myself. At once, she climbed in after me, swinging the door shut behind her. In the tight space of her car's backseat, she was all over me. I could feel the soft warmth of her body, driving me crazy with its proximity as I breathed in air that smelled of her. 
 
    As tight as the space was, it didn't hold Tiffany back. She wanted what she wanted, and we both knew she would get it. She moved over me, and I squirmed on the backseat to try and accommodate her as she shifted above me. She turned, and I groaned in frustrated delight as she straddled my head. I lay on my back with my knees bent, and Tiffany positioned herself above me, her wet pussy shining close to my face and filling the car with the scent of her arousal. 
 
    "When I get horny, I can always have Rebecca go down on me," Tiffany said by way of needless explanation. I hadn't asked why she was there. It hadn't even occurred to me to do so. I wanted her so badly, even in this humiliating and disgraceful way. "But you need to practice," Tiffany went on. "So you're going to make me cum while I pretend it's a girl eating me out. Go on. Lick my pussy." I didn't need to be told. As Tiffany settled her body down on my face, I eagerly ran my tongue over her quivering lips. The taste of her excitement filled my mouth, no less appealing than it ever had been. My body was on fire with lust as I slid my tongue between the warm folds of her sex and heard her moan in pleasure above me. 
 
    She wasn't the only one. With my head between her thighs, I'd almost forgotten that she still held a vibrator in her hand. I was suddenly reminded when I felt buzzing against my caged cock. I groaned between Tiffany's legs as she unfastened my pants and ran the buzzing head of the toy over my chastity device, making vibrations spread through my body while my cock pressed itself against the unyielding steel. 
 
    "That's it," Tiffany gasped as I trembled underneath her. "Keep licking that pussy. You're getting better. Maybe you can be of some use after all." Her harsh words didn't exactly make the situation we were in less appealing to me. Quite the opposite. And while I trembled and groaned in excitement, Tiffany did the same. Soon, the car was filled with the sounds of our mutual pleasure, the close air ringing with moans and groans. I could feel an orgasm building inside me, and even though I knew it would be muted by the cage I wore, I still craved it. Any kind of pleasure was welcome. It had been days since I was last at Ms. Robertson's house, and in my position, days could feel like months of regular time. Tormented by the constant thought of Tiffany, as well as Rebecca and Ms. Robertson, I was in a state of perpetual arousal and constant frustration. I couldn't forget these women and what they had done to me, even for a moment. Every time I thought of it, I was reminded painfully of the chastity device I wore. And that in turn only served to remind me all over again of what was happening in my life. If desire was the prison I was locked in, these women held the key. 
 
    Tiffany's pussy trembled against my mouth. I felt it grow suddenly tighter around my tongue, the muscles of her body clenching and spasming in ecstasy. She cried out as she came, the sudden flood of her juices pouring into my mouth while I swallowed greedily. 
 
    And as the vibrated buzzed against my cage, the strange sensations relentlessly driving me toward some kind of climax, I felt myself cum. I felt the sudden release of tension and a faint but precious burst of pleasure. A pale shadow of what I wanted, but I knew it was close as I could expect to get. 
 
    With a sigh, Tiffany climbed off me. The vibrator clicked as she switched it off. She flopped down onto the floor of her car, her slender body wedged between front and back seats as she sat in the footwell. The windows of the car were slightly fogged from our breath. I lay there panting, breathing as deeply as the tight corset locked around my body would allow. I could feel my cum seeping through the cage, slowly cooling on my thighs in an embarrassing spectacle as we both recovered ourselves. 
 
    "See?" Tiffany finally said. She giggled girlishly as she spoke, her voice restored to that of the submissive maid who nevertheless ruled over me completely. "We're not that mean to you. Ms. Robertson said I could do that. She said it's important to use rewards as well as punishment when training a man. That you'll come to associate eating pussy with your own pleasure. Soon, you'll be desperate for it. It's like conditioning. And she told me I could tell you that, too. She said it would be even more humiliating for you to know what we're doing to you, but being able to stop it. Is it working?" 
 
    "Yes," I gasped, and Tiffany giggled again. Everything she said was totally outrageous, yet I couldn't deny the truth in her words. It was working. Having Tiffany sit on my face had excited me beyond measure, and the mild climax she had given me was only part of the story. Already, I was beginning to appreciate the sweet agony of frustration. Already, I was learning to see sex differently. As something I did for these dominant women without the necessity of any orgasm of my own. It was completely different to how it felt my whole life up to that point. But I couldn't deny that it was incredibly arousing. 
 
    "Good," Tiffany said. "But don't go thinking you'll get to cum every time. Remember, women come first. Always." 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." Lying there restrained in the back seat of her car, it was hard to argue. Astonishing how easily these women took control of me. I still wanted her desperately, and the miniature orgasm she had given me did nothing to assuage my desire, even if it had temporarily relieved the pressure in my caged cock. That was the whole point. Now that she had found a way to give me something without releasing me, I remembered again her earlier words about keeping me locked up forever, and a thrill of fear raced through me. There was no way to know what Tiffany might do. No way to know what she was capable of. Ironically, the only potential brake on her actions was Ms. Robertson, a woman I barely knew yet was constantly serving. 
 
    "Okay, that's enough," Tiffany said with a sigh. Setting aside the now silent toy, she reached for the buckle of the wrist restraint closest to her. She unfastened my hand. Then she struggled up from her position on the floor. Pressing her hands on my chest momentarily, she rose to her knees and reached for the handle of the car door. It swung open, and she climbed awkwardly out of the car. Her blonde hair hung around her pretty face she leaned back in through the open doorway to look at me. 
 
    "Get out of there," she ordered. "Get dressed and go home. I'm done with you for today." My heart sank in my chest, but I tried to ignore it. With my free hand, I reached over and unbuckled the other wrist restraint. With my hands free, I climbed out of Tiffany's car and refastened my pants. My T-shirt still lay on the floor between our cars, and I hurriedly picked it up and pulled it on to conceal the corset I wore. Tiffany was already walking around her car to reach the driver's side. The sound of her high heels on the concrete of the parking lot echoed in my ears as I watched her swing open the door and climbed inside. An engine started, and I pressed myself back against the side of my own vehicle as, without another word, she pulled out of the parking spot. The low light of the sun glanced off the windows of her car as she turned and drove out of the parking lot, onto the street, no doubt heading back toward Ms. Robertson's house. Breathlessly, I climbed into my own car. I had been comprehensively used and immediately discarded like a toy she no longer needed. That was exactly what I was. And as I started my own car, I felt my cock starting to swell once again in the cage. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    12. Learning His Fate 
 
      
 
    I was nervous as I pulled up at the front door of Ms. Robertson's house. It was always the same. Every text, every phone call, every encounter with these women never failed to make my stomach flutter as though I'd swallowed a thousand butterflies. A few days after the incident at work, Tiffany had summoned me to the house with a brief text message. And of course, I had complied. Nervous or not, it was the only way I had even a faint hope of getting what I wanted. The tiny pseudo-orgasm Tiffany had given me with the vibrator was better than nothing, but it was nowhere near what I needed. In fact, reflecting on what she had done to me right there in the parking lot of the office only added to the burning frustration that raged inside me at all hours of the day and night. 
 
    Stepping out of the car, I made my way to the door. They knew I was here, of course. I had to be buzzed in at the gate. There was no need to knock. The door swung open as I approached it, and there was Rebecca, smiling at me, dressed in her full fetish French maid uniform just as I had expected. But familiarity did nothing to dampen the effect it had on me. My cock had already been raging inside the chastity device I wore as I drove over, merely for the anticipation of what might lie ahead. But at the sight of Rebecca, it only ached even more. 
 
    And as I followed her inside, I was struck by the similarity between that and the very first time I saw her. It was exactly like this, a feeling of combined shock and arousal at the sight of this gorgeous young maid in a uniform that exposed her body more than it hid it. Again, I watched her tiny skirt swaying from side to side as she led me into the house, the flawless black latex material of her uniform shining as it stretched tight around her beautiful body. I had been overcome by Rebecca's beauty and sex appeal on that very first day. It was so much more potent now. Back then, I had still had control of my own body. Back then, I could still give myself an orgasm when I wanted one. Back then was only a couple of weeks ago, but it felt like a completely different lifetime. A completely different life from the one I was living now. And while Rebecca's high heels echoed on the polished floor of Ms. Robertson's sprawling house, my heart hammered in my chest as I wondered what else lay in my future. 
 
    My sense of nervousness only grew as Tiffany led me toward the door that opened onto the basement stairs. But I didn't protest. I wasn't exactly surprised. All I had seen of Ms. Robertson's house was the kitchen and the basement, and I didn't anticipate that changing anytime soon. These women were training me, and that was what the basement was for. Frantic with desire and fear, I followed Rebecca in silence down the stairs into Ms. Robertson's dungeon. 
 
    My fear only grew as I saw what was waiting for me. Both Tiffany and Ms. Robertson were down there, their eyes shining as they watched me descend the stairs. Tiffany, of course, was dressed in a latex maid's uniform that matched Rebecca's exactly. It was the only thing they ever wore in the house. Ms. Robertson had clearly dressed up for the occasion too. She leaned back on the padded leather bench in the center of the room, one long leg raised with her high heel balanced on the bench's leg. Her shoes were black pumps with sharp heels that looked like weapons, the patent leather shining with the same luster as the uniforms of her submissive maids. Sheer black stockings rose up her legs, held in place by garters that emphasized the inches of bare skin between the tops of the stockings and the rest of her outfit. She wore a skimpy pair of black panties, decorated with curlicues of silver lace. And above that, a black corset with matching silver details gripped her body. Her waist was unbelievably tiny, smaller than I had ever seen it, and it made the outrageous curves of her body even more exaggerated as I stared at her in wonder. Her breasts swelled over the top of the corset with every breath she took, every movement she made. Her severe black outfit made her look like sex incarnate, and just looking at her was enough to cause a sudden bright burst of pain between my legs as my cock pointlessly tested the steel chastity cage again. 
 
    "Here he is," Ms. Robertson said. Her smile was as beautiful as it was chilling as she uncoiled herself from the bench. Tiffany stood behind her, her hands meekly folded in front of her skimpy skirt as she waited on her mistress. Beside me, Rebecca adopted the same posture. But I had eyes only for Ms. Robertson as she made her languorous way toward me. Her high heels rang out on the concrete floor like the tolling of some great bell. I felt even more short of breath than the corset I wore underneath my clothes would suggest. 
 
    "Undress," Ms. Robertson ordered in a quiet voice. One elegant finger flexed as she stared me down, completely sure that I would obey. And I did. After all, I had nothing left to hide from these women. They already knew what I was wearing. I felt three beautiful pairs of eyes watching my every move as I quickly kicked off my shoes and socks, dropped my pants, and shed my shirt. In no time at all, I stood in front of them in nothing but the corset and chastity device they had locked onto my body. And Ms. Robertson beamed at the sight as she looked me up and down. 
 
    "Have you been a good boy?" she asked in a mocking tone. Her corset creaked slightly as she leaned forward, her hands on her hips, teasing me with the mouthwatering swell of her cleavage over the top of the garment she wore. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I said, despising the slight catch in my voice as I spoke. I tried to tell myself that she was just another woman, albeit an exceptionally beautiful one. But I didn't really believe it. Ms. Robertson had no mystical powers, but she didn't need them. Her unbelievable beauty and unassailable confidence were all the tools she needed to make us obey. Not just me, but the other women in the room too. Ms. Robertson stood like a goddess in the center of a circle of rapt attention, and the air of the basement almost trembled with pent-up desire. We all wanted her desperately, and she knew that. She relied on it. 
 
    “Tiffany might disagree,” she said at last. “She thinks it’s too soon. But I think you’re ready for the next level. Tiffany doesn’t understand men. She doesn’t get how easy you are to train. I’ve already broken you, haven’t I?” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." And this time, there was no disguising the crack in my voice. I saw Ms. Robertson's eyebrow arch as she heard it, a sadistic smile spreading over her face. I could turn and run, some quiet voice in the back of my mind insisted. I could still escape. But even that faint voice of caution seemed to know I wouldn't listen. It barely even tried anymore. 
 
    "Then kneel at my feet and show me you've learned your place," Ms. Robertson said. And I didn't even hesitate. At once, I dropped to my knees on the hard concrete floor, my caged cock bouncing slightly with the movement. Ms. Robertson smiled down at me, her eyes glittering under her painted lids, her hands still on her hips. Wordlessly, she extended one foot, her high-heeled shoes scraping on the floor. Understanding what was expected of me, I prostrated myself, my hands on the ground as I pressed my lips reverently against the tip of her shoe. Humiliation roared inside me as I groveled. But there was no other way. This divine woman held the key to my pleasure. And in some weird way, worshiping her like this seemed like the right thing to do. If she wasn't a goddess, she was the closest thing to one that I would ever see. And the watching maids were further proof of their mistress's divinity. 
 
    "Good," Ms. Robertson said as I continued kissing her foot. "I knew you were ready. You'll do anything, absolutely anything, just to cum, won't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson," I panted. My head was spinning as I spoke. It was the truth, even if the way she said it scared me. Tiffany, and even Rebecca in her own way, could be tough mistresses to serve. But I knew where the real power lay in this household. I knew who the real dominant genius was. And she was standing over me at that moment, gloating at my downfall. 
 
    "That's how I like my men," Ms. Robertson smiled. "At least, men like you, anyway. But then, I don't think I can even really call you a man. Look at you. Corseted and chaste and hairless. This is why men like you don't get to be with women like me. You're lucky we let you serve." 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson," I babbled from the depths of my frustration and humiliation. As much as her words stung me, I couldn't deny the truth. She knew it as well as I did. I would do anything, absolutely anything, to be released from my chastity, if only for a brief glorious moment. It was all the leverage she needed. 
 
    "Get up," Ms. Robertson ordered. At once, I rose to my feet.  Ms. Robertson watched, the same sly smile on her beautiful face as I stood. Trembling, I saw her reach one hand into the cup of her corset, the soft flesh of her boobs pressing together even more closely as she reached inside. I felt as though my heart was about to seize up when he produced a key ring with two small keys on it. My cock throbbed inside the cage as though trying to burst the steel that contained it. Hope swelled in my heart. 
 
    "Here," Ms. Robertson said as she turned and held out the key. Seeing her intentions, Tiffany hurried forward to take it from her. "Unlock his corset and take it off,' Ms. Robertson instructed. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” came the inevitable reply. 
 
    Rebecca stepped forward to help. I stood trembling between the two women, trying not to moan at the feel of their hands on my body as they busied themselves with undressing me. The lock that held the corset together clicked open, and I breathed a deep sigh of relief as the laces slowly loosened. It was the first uninhibited breath I had taken in weeks. I kept my hands at my sides, my fist clenching uselessly as the maids removed the corset. All I wanted was to touch them, to reach out and grab either or both of them. But I didn't dare. Ms. Robertson's beautiful eyes shone as she watched me, and her mere presence intimidated me into compliance. Besides, I couldn't forget that there were two keys on the key ring Tiffany now held. I couldn't help hoping that my cock was about to be released. 
 
    "Over to the cage," Ms. Robertson instructed, punctuating her command with another flick of her finger. "Back against the bars." Needlessly, Tiffany held one of my arms in her hands as she guided me toward the cage. While Rebecca carried the training corset over to the wall of toys, I stood with my back against the cage as directed. Ms. Robertson's eyes never left me as she gave her next command. 
 
    "Cuffs, Rebecca," she called across the basement. "Two pairs. Steel ones." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Chains rattled as Rebecca did her mistress's bidding. She carried the steel cuffs back across the basement, moving toward me as Ms. Robertson nodded her head in my direction. Rebecca handed one pair of the cuffs to Tiffany who stood on my other side, and they both turned to me. I still didn't fight as they cuffed both my wrists to the bars of the cage on either side of me. Helpless and restrained once again, just as I always was around these women. I wondered if it would ever feel normal, or whether I would always feel this wild surge of excitement when they bound me. 
 
    "Take his cage off," Ms. Robertson ordered. While my heart swelled my chest, I detected just the slightest moment of hesitation from Tiffany. But her preferences didn't matter any more than mine did when Ms. Robertson was around. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” she said meekly. It was all I could do not to groan as she took my cage in her hand, sliding the key into the lock and turning it. She slid the cage off, and my cock swelled immediately, and this time, I couldn’t stay silent. I cried out at the sudden release of a pressure that had come to be a constant fact of my existence. I moaned and trembled with the force of it, finally able to have a full erection after weeks of merciless teasing. 
 
    “Any time that cage comes off, you’re going to be restrained,” Ms. Robertson said. “I think you’re ready to serve me properly. But I still don’t trust you. After all, you’re still a man. Well, almost. More like a needy little boy who has to have his cock locked up so that you won’t play with it while thinking about his mistress. Right?” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I panted. Ms. Robertson laughed, a musical sound that echoed back from the harsh walls of her basement dungeon. 
 
    "Let's have some fun," she said. "Tiffany, I know you've been training him to be a good pussy licker. I can imagine some of my female friends will get a real kick out of that. But as you know, training never stops. I want you dikes to show me how well you can control his cock. You first, Tiffany. Start stroking him. Don't stop until I tell you. But if he comes, you'll be punished." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany swallowed nervously as she turned to me. She might be a lesbian, but even she had to know that I was already almost at the brink of orgasm. It would take next to nothing to push me over the edge. And as her fingers closed around my shaft, I heard her whisper in my ear, "Don't you dare." 
 
    As though I had any choice. The steel cuffs rattled against the bars of the cage as Tiffany stroked me, giving me the first simulation of real sex I had had in what felt like forever. My cock surged in her hand, and her skin felt unbelievably warm and soft against my long-confined penis. I closed my eyes, terrified of giving in to the unbelievable pressure. If Tiffany were to be punished because of me, I had no doubt that her revenge would be terrible. But there was no way I could resist for long. There wasn't a man alive who could. Just the sight of these three was almost enough by itself, especially after weeks of denial. 
 
    "Good," Ms. Robertson smirked. "Make him scream, Tiffany." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany's hand tightened reluctantly around my cock as she went on stroking, and just as Ms. Robertson hoped, I screamed. I screamed with frustration and desire and the bright burning pleasure inside me, my cries bouncing back from the basement walls while these wicked women tormented me. My balls felt as though they were full of concrete as they tightened, and I gasped and panted at the feel of an orgasm swelling inside me. I no longer cared what Tiffany might do to me afterward. The promise of pleasure was just too great. 
 
    "Stop," Ms. Robertson abruptly ordered. As Tiffany snatched her hand away, I let out a wild yell. My head threshed from side to side, the handcuffs rattling against the cage as I struggled and squirmed. And Ms. Robertson watched it all, her eyes shining with delight, her breasts rising and falling in her tight corset as she studied my agonized reaction. 
 
    "Oh, it must feel so bad to be teased like this," Ms. Robertson said. Slowly, she stepped forward, the sound of her high heels on the floor providing a low tempo backbeat to the wild drumming of my heart. She stood in front of me, and I gasped and winced as she ran a single finger slowly along my manhood from base to tip. It surged and leaped at her touch, as though in recognition of her power. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I groaned. "Please, please, let me cum, Ms. Robertson! I'll do anything, please!" 
 
    "See, girls?" Ms. Robertson laughed as she lifted her teasing finger away. "I told you men are even easier to control than women. They think with their cocks. Right now, I really think he will do anything. But that's not enough." 
 
    Her dark hair swayed as Ms. Robertson suddenly leaned forward. While I gazed with longing at the deep cleavage spilling out the top of her corset, she abruptly spat. I felt the warmth of her saliva on my cock, and groaned at the feeling of wetness. In front of me, Ms. Robertson straightened up. 
 
    "Your turn, Rebecca," she said. "The same thing applies to you. I want to see how well you can keep him right on the edge without going over. Show me what you've learned about male anatomy in my service." 
 
    "Yes ma'am." Rebecca didn't even hesitate. I groaned again as she took my cock in her hand. Her movements were lubricated by Ms. Robertson's spit as she began to stroke me just as Tiffany had. Unlike the other maid, she didn't say a word. There were no threats. But still, I tried to hold back. In her own way, Rebecca had just as much power over me as Tiffany did. If I lost control, I felt that either one of the submissive maids was more than capable of making me pay dearly for it. 
 
    It wasn't easy. Once again, the handcuffs rattled. Once again, my moans and groans echoed in the basement area. Again, Ms. Robertson watched every moment, her glowing eyes studying my face and body while  I squirmed and writhed against the bars of the cage. The orgasm that had been building inside me while Tiffany stroked me surged again in the pit of my stomach. I gasped and groaned as I tried and failed to control myself. 
 
    "Stop," Ms. Robertson ordered. I practically sobbed with frustration as Rebecca took her hand away. 
 
    "Please!" I begged. If I had had even the merest shred of dignity left, it was gone in that moment as the three women watched me. "Please, ma'am! Please, Ms. Robertson! Oh my God, please please please! Please let me cum, please!" And Ms. Robertson's bright laughter rang out in the basement as I trembled before her. 
 
    "You'll do anything?" I was too lost in frustration to care at the way her eyes flashed as she spoke, the way her sculpted eyebrows climbed her smooth forehead slightly. This was a dangerous, devious woman, but I didn't care. All that mattered was the incredible pressure inside me and the relentless need for physical release that I could no longer contain. 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson," I cried. "Anything, I promise!" 
 
    "Okay," she said. Stepping forward, I moaned as I felt her finger on my cock again, lightly tracing the dense network of veins while my manhood leaped and twitched at her touch. "You know I own this cock. Say it." 
 
    “Yes, Ms. Robertson,” I nodded. “You own this cock. It’s yours, ma’am.” 
 
    "Which means you no longer have one," she smiled. "You're just carrying this one around for me. I told you you weren't a real man. So it's time to start treating you like what you are. You're going to be my newest maid. You're going to wear a uniform just like these other two sluts. The only difference is, you'll have a little surprise underneath. A locked-up cock that I will almost never let you use. Instead, you'll be little lesbian pussy licker like these two." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I panted. Every word she was saying terrified me. But it didn't matter. I had meant what I said. The need for physical release was too great, and her teasing finger on my cock was keeping me hovering on the edge of orgasm while she spoke. I would do absolutely anything for that longed-for release. It didn't matter how humiliating or degrading it might be. And even though I knew I was setting myself up for even more torment down the line, it didn't matter. I would worry about tomorrow when it came. All that mattered now was pleasure. 
 
    "Excellent," Ms. Robertson laughed. "I knew he wouldn't be able to resist. In fact, I've already made your uniform. It's a little different to the ones the girls wear. But there'll be plenty of time to go over that later. Tiffany, go fetch his uniform so he can see what's in store for him." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Tiffany turned, and her heels echoed through the basement as she headed for the stairs. I listened to her climb, but I barely even thought of her. Instead, I was lost in the bright whirlpool of Ms. Robertson's eyes. Her incredible body was so close to me, yet it might as well be on another planet for all the access I had. I'd never wanted anything in my life as badly as I wanted her. Maybe slavery wouldn't be so bad, I told myself. It had been pretty exciting so far. And even if I wouldn't call it exactly fun, not with all the teasing and torment that went with it, I knew I couldn't wish for anything else. The thought of going back to my old life and leaving all this behind scared me more than anything. As twisted as the game we were playing was, I knew I couldn't live without it. 
 
    "These girls will train you to serve me properly," Ms. Robertson went on. "Just like they do. You'll be just as humble, just as obedient. And maybe, if you prove to be a very good maid, you'll be allowed to serve at my parties. Just like the other girls do. My friends always get a kick out of seeing Rebecca and Tiffany flouncing around in their skimpy little outfits. And they really enjoy using them however they see fit. Maybe I'll have you do the same. A new toy for my next party." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I gasped. The things Ms. Robertson was saying echoed in my brain, fueling my desperate lust as my cock twitched under her finger. I knew these women were wild, but they always seemed to find a way to surprise me with the depths of their kinkiness. These parties sounded absolutely outrageous, and the thought of being displayed in front of others made panic race along my spine. But I had no will left to fight it. Ms. Robertson was going to do whatever she wanted with me. If I had been able to resist anything she wanted, I would've already done it by now. 
 
    "That's what I like to hear," Ms. Robertson smiled. Above us, Tiffany's footsteps echoed on the basement stairs. As she entered the room, my heart sank in my chest. She was carrying a maid uniform much like the one she wore herself, all black latex and white frills. It looked tiny. My cheeks burned with humiliation at the thought that I would be made to wear such a feminine outfit. 
 
    "You're going to look so ridiculous," Ms. Robertson beamed at me, as though she could read my thoughts. "Everyone's going to laugh at you. And they're going to see what I can do to men as well as to women. But that comes later. A deal is a deal, after all. Now, I'm going to let you cum. And that may be the last time in a very long time. Once you're done, the cage goes back on, and then you're mine completely. Understand?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I breathed. Utterly defeated, I felt like a completely passive player in the drama that was happening around me. Ms. Robertson flashed me another devilish grin as she removed her finger from my cock. She knew she had won. As though it was ever in any doubt. 
 
    "On your knees, Rebecca," Ms. Robertson ordered. "Get that cock in your mouth and don't stop sucking until he cums. It might be the last blowjob this sissy boy ever gets, so make sure it's a good one." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Without the faintest hint of hesitation, Rebecca dropped at once to her knees and took my cock in her hand. I groaned as I felt her lips wrapped around it, the faint pressure of her sucking drawing my fugitive orgasm back out. I sighed and groaned, thrashing against the cage I was chained to as Rebecca sucked my cock. And Ms. Robertson watched every moment of it, her eyes shining, the triumphant smile never leaving her face. With another woman's lips wrapped around my cock, she and I both knew that I was totally, completely hers. 
 
    


 
   
  
 
  
                
            



 
 
    13. Training A Sissy Maid 
 
      
 
    “Not like that. You’re stomping. Try it again.” 
 
    I winced as Tiffany's short whip sang in the air, landing with a harsh crack against my thighs. The skin there was already red and hot from previous blows. Tiffany had her own way of encouraging me. And every time she struck, it took everything I had not to resist her. After all, I was bigger than her. Stronger than her. If I wanted to, I could overpower her and take the whip right out of her hand. But then what? I wasn't restrained. That didn't mean I was free. I was still wearing the chastity device, after all, and as long as my cock was locked away like that, I was in no position to defy her or any other woman in this strange and wild household. So I choked back my anger and tried to concentrate on the task I had been given. It wasn't easy. All the while, desire was burning inside me, filling me with the familiar ache of my cock trying to harden in the chastity device. This ordeal was endlessly humiliating. And I knew by now what that meant for my arousal. The sheer outrageousness of what was going on excited me beyond belief, and that excitement only added to my sufferings as I began to walk once again across Ms. Robertson's basement dungeon. 
 
    "Keep your back straight," Tiffany said. "Keep your head up. Let your hips move. Shift your weight forward." Her orders came rapidly, and I did my best to obey them. The high heels of the shoes I wore clicked on the concrete floor with every step I took. Tiny locks swayed from the ankle straps wrapped around my legs to make it impossible for me to remove them. The heels weren't as tall and slender as those worn by Tiffany and by Rebecca. But I had never worn shoes like this before, and walking in them was proving to be more challenging than I would ever have imagined. Already, my legs ached, the muscles of my calves protesting at the unfamiliar exercise. But this was what Ms. Robertson wanted. High heels were part of the uniform of her maids. And that, I thought to myself with another sudden flood of embarrassment, was what I now was. 
 
    "Better," Tiffany said grudgingly as I reached one end of the basement. "Again." And I felt both hers and Rebecca's eyes on me as I walked back across the basement toward them. I couldn't meet their stare. I never could. But it was even harder now that I was all dressed up. 
 
    The two women had worked together to dress me in the maid's uniform Ms. Robertson had made for me. The black latex hugged my body like a second skin, clinging tightly to my torso and shining in the light when I moved. It was made even tighter by the corset built into the uniform, which Tiffany had tightened mercilessly to give me some semblance of a more feminine shape. I was never going to look like the beautiful women who already served Ms. Robertson, but the corset did pull in my waist to make my body more closely resemble the hourglass figure that Tiffany and Rebecca had. Unlike their uniforms, though, I soon learned there was a lock on the back of mine that covered the laces of the corset. I was locked into my uniform, unable to take it off without the help of the other maids. And I almost trembled with nervousness and shame as they locked the shoes onto my feet too, imprisoning me in my new role. But I didn't resist. I moved the way they told me to and did what they said, knowing that it was the only way I could hope to secure any kind of release. 
 
    Ms. Robertson wasn't there. I hadn't seen her since the last time I was at the house, and she had told me about my new role in her life. She had been the architect of one of the most powerful orgasms of my life, ordering her submissive maid Rebecca to give me a blow job while the other women watched. And the moment my climax faded, I felt a creeping sense of defeat and despair. Ms. Robertson had said that the minute I came, I would be hers forever. And as smiling Rebecca slid the chastity device back onto my cock and locked it into place, I knew that she was speaking the truth. 
 
    And then I was dismissed. Sent home to dream and fantasize about what the future might hold, and what these wicked women might be doing without me. After all, I was still only part-time. Even as Ms. Robertson drew me ever deeper into her world of domination and submission, I still had a life outside of the walls of her mansion. Even if it wasn't much of one. Even if all I could think of these days was the two maids and their gorgeous mistress. I still had to work. I still had to put food on the table. As far as I knew, Rebecca and Tiffany lived with Ms. Robertson full-time and served her twenty-four hours a day. It was an extreme situation, the kind of thing I didn't think happened in the real world. But ever since I first came to this house to fix the dishwasher, I had learned a lot about how far people will go for something they want badly enough. Especially myself. 
 
    At least they hadn't kept me waiting long. I'd been summoned back to the house a couple of days later. As usual, I wasn't told why. I was simply told to attend. And the moment Rebecca and Tiffany led me down into the basement, they began to undress me and put the maid's uniform on me. My training, I knew, had begun. And the first task was to teach me to walk in high heels. 
 
    "Again," Tiffany said as I stood in front of her. "Back over there." She pointed with the short whip she held at the distant wall of the basement. Suppressing a sigh, I turned on the spot, the tiny skirt of the French maid uniform swishing around my thighs as I moved. Before I could start walking again, the whip cracked against the back of my thighs, and Tiffany giggled as I yelped. The red marks of her punishment showed under the hem of my flared skirt. I felt my skin burning as I began walking again. 
 
    "Put some rhythm into it," Tiffany called after me. "Remember, it's supposed to be sexy. As sexy as someone like you can be, anyway." She giggled again as she spoke, and Rebecca laughed along with her. Bristling with shame, I walked back across the echoing basement, trying my best to mimic the way they walked. But no matter what they dressed me in, I wasn't a woman, and my hips didn't move the way theirs did. All I could ever do was a pale imitation. 
 
    “Stop there,” Tiffany ordered as I reached the far wall. I stopped and turned, facing her across the white space of the dungeon, standing next to the throne and the rack of toys against one wall. 
 
    "Show him, Rebecca," Tiffany ordered. Smiling, Rebecca stepped forward. I watched her approach, the way she seemed to glide along effortlessly in heels far taller than mine, her flared skirt accentuating the hypnotic sway of her hips as she walked toward me. She placed one foot in front of the other, shifting her weight to the outside of her feet, the muscle showing in her legs beneath her tiny skirt with every step. She walked with her ass thrust out behind her and her breasts pushed forward to counterbalance the weight. I wanted to watch her boobs jiggling in the low-cut front of her maid's uniform, but I tried to concentrate on studying her walk instead. She really did make it look easy, and now that I had little experience of trying to do the same, I could see how difficult it actually was. 
 
    Rebecca smiled as she came to a stop in front of me. She was always smiling at me these days. While Tiffany had a sometimes harsh and dismissive demeanor, Rebecca was gentler. I supposed that came from being the junior maid, from never having been in charge of anyone until I came along. But I knew that Rebecca was thoroughly enjoying being superior to me. Both she and Tiffany, I had been told, were lesbians and had no sexual interest in me. But Rebecca definitely seemed to get a kick out of having me around. 
 
    "Try it again," Tiffany ordered from the other side of the room. And Rebecca's smile flashed brighter as she reached suddenly up under my skirt. I winced as she took hold of my locked cock, gripping it tightly as she turned. She stepped forward, and I hurried after her, literally led by the cock across the basement toward a now smiling Tiffany. 
 
    "Like this," Rebecca said, and I clumsily tried to match my steps to hers. "That's right. It's easy once you get into the rhythm of it." I tried to swing my hips just like she did, and the black latex of our matching maid's uniforms creaked as we brushed against one another. Our flared skirts rustled together. Standing next to her, towering over her in my high heels, I felt uglier and more ridiculous than ever. And I knew that was the point. Once we stood in front of Tiffany again, Rebecca released her grip on my locked cock and stepped back. Tiffany smiled at her. 
 
    “He’s too tall,” Rebecca said as she ran her eyes up and down my body critically. Her breasts bounced as she folded her arms underneath them. 
 
    "I know," Tiffany said. "He looks ridiculous. I mean, I'll do my best. But putting lipstick on a pig doesn't mean it's not a pig. Still, that's what Ms. Robertson wants. Maybe she wants an ugly boy maid to laugh at. Either way, it makes us look even better." Tiffany giggled girlishly, and Rebecca joined her laughter while I stood there silent in front of them. My input was almost never required. I just had to let the insults wash over me, with the same mute acceptance with which I took the beatings and humiliations of my new life. Tiffany was still holding the short whip in one hand, and the backs of my burning thighs were all the reminder I needed of how dangerous it was to annoy her. 
 
    "It is kind of fun, though," Rebecca went on. "I'm not into guys, but if I was ever going to get into them, I could see this maybe working." 
 
    "Really?" Tiffany's eyebrows climbed her forehead as she spoke to the other maid. My eyes darted between the two of them, never settling for long on either one. I could hardly believe what I was hearing. Rebecca was sexy as hell, and even though I knew nothing would ever happen between us unless Ms. Robertson allowed it, it made my caged cock ache to hear her talk this way. 
 
    "Yeah," Rebecca chuckled. "I mean, he's never going to look like a girl. Not really. But with the right makeup, the right hair, this outfit — it's an improvement, anyway. And I like that there's a little surprise under his skirt." As she spoke, Rebecca lifted the front of my skirt, exposing my caged cock. As the women laughed again, I felt my cheeks burning with a shame to match the red marks Tiffany's whip had left on my thighs. But I kept my hands at my sides, humbly enduring it all. Knowing that this was my life now. 
 
    “It is pretty funny,” Tiffany agreed.  
 
    "Do you think Ms. Robertson will keep him in chastity forever?" I held my breath as Rebecca asked the question. The women were talking about me as though I wasn't even there, but what they discussed was the most important thing in my mind. I tried not to betray any sign of my attention as Tiffany gave her answer. 
 
    “I hope not,” she grinned. “I know that once you and I graduated to being maids, we were allowed out of chastity. But men are different. You can’t ever really trust them. Be honest,” Tiffany said, and her green eyes blazed as she turned to face me. “If you weren’t caged, you’d be stroking your pathetic cock right now over us, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." I heard Rebecca explode in laughter as I spoke. But there was no point denying it. I was so turned on I could think of nothing else. It had only been a few days my last orgasm in the soft warmth of Rebecca's mouth, but I felt as desperate for a climax as though it had been years. And everything that was going on in the basement only served to fuel that desperate desire. These lesbians might not have that much experience with men. But they were dead right about that. 
 
    "See?" Tiffany smirked in triumph as she turned back to Rebecca. "As much of a horny little slut as you are, at least you can control yourself better than that. But he can't. So with any luck, he'll stay caged forever. If it was up to me, I would never let him out. But Ms. Robertson knows what she's doing." 
 
    "The best part is how he lets us do this to him," Rebecca said. She was talking to Tiffany, but she was looking straight at me as she spoke. "He doesn't try to fight us at all." 
 
    "That's because he's a submissive little bitch," Tiffany said. "He knows he's not worthy to be in our presence. He knows that women are superior. Deep down, they all know it. And being treated badly turns him on. Just like it does for you." 
 
    Tiffany took a step forward. She raised the whip in her hand, and I saw Rebecca's eyes glitter as she used the tip to lift Rebecca's skirt. Rebecca turned to look at Tiffany, and Tiffany stepped forward, her flared skirt rustling against Rebecca's as she pressed her body against the other woman's. Her free hand encircled Rebecca's narrow waist, pulling the young woman against her. Tiffany pressed her lips against Rebecca's mouth, kissing the other maid passionately, hungrily, and my cock ached desperately as I watched Rebecca instantly surrender. She wrapped her arms around Tiffany's beautiful body, the latex of their uniforms creaking as they embraced. Tiffany's eyes were shining as she pulled back from the kiss, turning her blazing gaze on me. 
 
    "Down on your knees," she ordered, and the whip slashed through the air as she pointed to the floor. At once, I dropped to a kneeling position, and Tiffany's smile sent a tremor racing through my body as she watched me wordlessly obey. Her arm still around Rebecca, she turned and kissed the other woman again. I listened to them both making faint moaning noises in their throats as their arousal, never far below the surface, rapidly bloomed. The intention was to torment me, I felt sure. But over and above that, it was clear to see how desperately these women wanted one another. How deeply attracted to each other they were. My submission was just an enhancement of that desire, a touch of seasoning added to the recipe. I could only imagine the kind of life these people lived, in service to Ms. Robertson, manipulated by their desire for her into total submission. And their desire for each other was palpable as I gazed up at them from my position on the floor. 
 
    "You want your pussy licked?" There was a slight sneer in Tiffany's voice. I watched her eyelids flutter as her eyes traveled over Rebecca's face at close range. 
 
    "Uh-huh," Rebecca nodded, as though she was incapable of forming any more intelligible words. 
 
     "Okay," Tiffany said, and an evil smile broke across her beautiful face. "I'll allow it. But no orgasm. Not yet. This bitch boy can start you off." My heart pounded as Tiffany pointed at me with the whip. Rebecca turned. There was a dreamy smile on her face as she looked down at me. I gazed up at her, my mouth open, saying nothing. Without another word, Rebecca stepped toward me, lifting her skirt to expose the pussy beneath it. She didn't have Tiffany's tattoo, but there was no question that Ms. Robertson owned her body just as much as she did Tiffany's. But I was eager to taste her, even though I knew it could only bring me more torture. Rebecca stood above me, holding up her tiny skirt, and as I ran my tongue along the silken folds of her already wet pussy, I heard her sigh with pleasure.  
 
    "Don't touch her." I gasped as Tiffany's whip cracked against the back of my legs again. I dropped my hands to my sides, that had been reaching for Rebecca's gorgeous thighs. Above me, I heard her moan. However she felt about me, she loved to see Tiffany dominate me. I knew that much already. 
 
    And while I continued licking, Tiffany moved behind me. I heard her set the whip down on the floor as she crouched. I felt her hands around my wrists. Firmly, she bent my arms back behind me, and I let her do it. My heart raced as I felt the latex of my uniform against my skin. Just like the training corset, my uniform had built-in wrist restraints, in the small of my back this time instead of at my sides. Another difference between my uniform and that of the girls that served to remind me of my lowly status. But I didn't fight as Tiffany tightened the restraints around my wrists and bound my arms behind me. What was the point? Whether I had my arms free or not, I would do whatever they said. 
 
    Tiffany stood. Behind me, I heard her making her way across the basement, no doubt walking with the perfect poise and balance she had been trying to instill in me. I had better things to worry about at that moment. Above me, Rebecca was moaning and gasping as I tonged her fragrant pussy. She was gripping my head with both hands, using it both to balance herself and to keep my face pressed against her. Tiffany had ordered her not to cum, but I had every intention of making her break that rule. This lesbian might not be attracted to me in the conventional sense, but about the only faint stirring of pride I got to feel these days was when I made her cum in spite of that fact. And from the joyful sounds she was making up above me, I could tell it was working. Her warm juices flowed freely over my lips and tongue. Of all the tasks these women loved to assign me, this was the one I was perhaps most happy to perform. Even though it hurt. Even though tasting her feminine desire made my bruised cock throb and ache even more inside the cruel cage that contained it. I didn't care. Going down on these women whenever I was allowed the privilege was becoming the closest thing I had to a real sex life. I was learning to enjoy it almost as much as I used to enjoy the real thing, back when I had had control of my body and wasn't the sissy slave in a household of dominant lesbians. 
 
    "How badly do you want to cum right now?" Absorbed in my task, I hadn't even noticed Tiffany making her way back across the basement to stand beside us. But her voice told me she was right next to me. With my face smashed against Rebecca's pelvis, I couldn't see her. 
 
    "So bad," Rebecca whimpered, and the obvious need in her voice sent another tremor of desire racing through me. "Please, Tiffany! Please let me cum!" 
 
    "Not yet." I didn't need to see her face to hear the pleasure in Tiffany's voice. She got off on denying the desperate begging of her fellow maid. "You need to get down on your knees too. Go on. I want to see both of you sluts kneeling at my feet." 
 
    I blinked in the sunlight as Rebecca stepped back. Totally obedient to Tiffany, she dropped to her knees on the floor in front of me. Tiffany stood above us both, gloating in her unrivaled power, her hands on her hips and a strap-on dildo projecting from underneath her skirt. Totally in control, she paused for a moment, her gorgeous eyes moving from Rebecca to me and back again as she savored our submission. 
 
    "The thing about training a maid is that it's never really done," Tiffany said. As she spoke, her hand slid idly up and down the shaft of the dildo that projected from her body as though it were a real cock. "You know that Ms. Robertson insists that maids be talented cocksuckers. And practice makes perfect. So you both need to get on this and show me how willing you are to earn an orgasm." 
 
    I gasped. Rebecca didn't even hesitate. She practically lunged forward, her open mouth ready to receive the dildo Tiffany wore. I noticed she didn't touch it, keeping her hands on her thighs instead as she ran her tongue along the toy, gazing up at Tiffany all the while. Just as she had been trained. My cock surged in the cage as I watched, remembering with terrible clarity the feeling of her soft lips wrapped around my own member a few days before. But I couldn't fail to notice that Rebecca was sucking Tiffany's cock with far more pleasure than she had mine. 
 
    I balked at what was expected of me. But Tiffany knew I wouldn't have missed her words. If there was even the faint chance of an orgasm for me in all this, I had to try. And so I shuffled forward on my knees and began to lick the dildo, my mouth next to Rebecca's, our lips occasionally touching as we practically fought to take Tiffany's toy into our mouths. 
 
    "Oh my God, this is awesome," Tiffany giggled. Holding the shaft of the toy, she slapped it against Rebecca's cheeks, and then mine, before sliding it into my mouth. I breathed through my nose, struggling to stay calm as the toy pressed toward the back of my throat. Meanwhile, Rebecca wrapped her mouth around the shaft, kissing and licking both the toy and my lips. 
 
    "Enough," said Tiffany finally, stepping back. "I have a new challenge for you. I want to see if you can make him cum in his cage using just your mouth while I fuck you from behind." 
 
    "Okay," Rebecca grinned. I watched in disbelief as she turned, backing slightly away from me before leaning forward to place her elbows on the floor. She lifted my skirt, and I felt her hot breath against my skin as she brought her face close to my throbbing cock. She wrapped her lips around the steel, and I groaned in frustration and despair. Despite how close she was to me, I could feel almost nothing. The cage cut off almost all sensation. The only thing that reached me was her teasing tongue, sliding occasionally through gaps in the steel to make contact with my skin. It was absolutely maddening, and the pain of my cock trying to swell in the cage was significant as I squirmed on my knees. 
 
    But the show wasn't over yet. Stepping behind Rebecca, Tiffany, too, crouched on the floor. As she lifted Rebecca's tiny skirt out of the way, the other woman raised her ass high, brimming with pleasure at the thought of what was about to come. As Tiffany guided the dildo into Rebecca's dripping pussy, Rebecca moaned and groaned in pleasure. I felt the noises she made vibrating through the steel of the cage, and I groaned too. The latex straps around my wrists creaked as I struggled, but held firm. There was no way to escape. And no matter what Tiffany said, I didn't believe for a moment that Rebecca would be able to make me cum inside the cage. There wasn't enough sensation for that. There was just enough to keep me on the edge, to keep me desperate and panting without ever going over. 
 
    But that wasn't the case for the girls. I watched in despair as Tiffany held Rebecca's hips in her hands and began to slide her cock in and out of the other woman's body. Rebecca moaned happily around my caged cock, and Tiffany smiled as her movements picked up speed, her thrusts becoming more powerful. Soon, Rebecca's body was rocking to the rhythm as Tiffany pounded her. Rebecca took my dangling balls in one hand, squeezing them lightly while she continued to suck on the steel cage locked onto my body. I howled in frustration, but nobody cared. The maids were lost in a drama of their own. 
 
    And before long, Rebecca was screaming and trembling as an orgasm racked her body. Tiffany's high heel scraped on the floor as she raised one leg, pushing herself even harder against the other woman. I saw Rebecca's eyes roll in her head, her whole body convulsing with the same pleasure I so desperately needed but was doomed to be denied. All I could do was watch and wait. That was all Ms. Robertson's maids wanted from me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 
  
                
            



 
 
    14. His Secret Discovered 
 
      
 
    "Wait. Tracy, hang on a second." 
 
    “What? Don’t you want to?” 
 
    “Yeah. I mean — yeah, of course I do. But —” 
 
    "Just relax. It's okay." 
 
    “But — you don’t — hang on…” 
 
    But it was too late. A sinking feeling exploded in the pit of my stomach as Tracy suddenly froze on the couch beside me. Her smooth brow furrowed in confusion as she looked at me, her hand between my legs. Her reaching hand that had been expecting to find my manhood, and had instead made contact with the unyielding steel of the chastity device through my pants. 
 
    “What the hell is that?” 
 
      
 
    It was a bad idea from the start. I knew that. I knew it, even as I was doing it. But as with so many things these days, I couldn't help myself. Everything lately seemed to happen without my input, beyond my control. More and more these days, I felt myself as a helpless actor in the strange drama my life had become. I don't know if it was a consequence of spending so much time submitting to the will of Ms. Robertson and her kinky maids. But more and more, I was finding myself passive and unable to act for myself. 
 
    Besides, the strange adventure my sex life had become had me in a state of constant desire. There's not a man in the world who can think straight when his cock is hard. And that's even more true when you have no control over your orgasms, when they are doled out as an occasional reward for the correct behavior. I made a huge mistake. But I would challenge any guy in my position to do any better. I wasn't thinking about the consequences. And by the time I saw what was about to happen, it was too late. 
 
      
 
    Tracy was always the last leave to leave the office. She always locked up. And I knew there were some parts I would need for a job the next morning. So I called her up to let her know I would be coming by at the end of the day. When I got to the office, she was alone. 
 
    The strange events in my personal life were bleeding more and more into my everyday reality. I suppose that tends to happen when you have a chastity device locked onto your cock twenty-four hours a day. But ever since Tiffany had appeared unannounced at my workplace, I was always on edge that it might happen again. And, let's face it, vaguely hopeful too. But ever since that first time, she had never reappeared there. Which was just as well, since I spent most of the day out on the road. Besides, I didn't need any more questions about who this mysterious beauty was. 
 
    Once I had the parts I needed, I headed back through the office toward the front door. 
 
    “Bye,” I called to Tracy. 
 
    "Bye," she replied. But something in her voice made me stop. I turned, and she raised her eyes from her computer screen. Eyes that were shining with tears. 
 
    "What's wrong?" 
 
    “Nothing,” Tracy sniffed. “Go home, Jay. I’m fine.” 
 
    "Clearly you're not," I said. Setting down the parts I had grabbed, I walked back toward her desk and took a seat at the empty chair of the desk closest to hers. "What's wrong? You can tell me." 
 
    “Oh, it’s stupid,” she said. “It’s just — me and Mike. We — we split up.” 
 
    "Oh really? I'm sorry to hear that." I had never met Mike. But I knew that Tracy had a long-term boyfriend. All the guys at work knew that. Because if she hadn't, there would've been plenty of willing candidates to fill that role. Myself included, back when I had that kind of freedom. To pursue women without fear of what might happen. I had always had a little thing for Tracy, and I wondered if I was completely off-base in thinking she reciprocated it, at least a little. She talked to me more she did to the other guys. Joked around with me more. But she had always had this boyfriend, and lately, I had been busy with my own developments. 
 
    “Yeah,” Tracy said. “He cheated on me.” 
 
    "He did? What an ass hole." 
 
    "Pretty much," Tracy sniffed, a tiny sob of laughter breaking through her tears. I scratched around my brain for something to say. 
 
    “Well, you’re better off without a guy like that,” I finally offered. “If he didn’t value you, that’s his loss, not yours.” 
 
    "Thanks," Tracy said. I had the sense that she could see my statement for the platitude it was. But I've never been particularly good at these kind of situations. I felt strangely awkward sitting there, hurling my clumsy words at my colleague in the hope that something might land. At least I hoped the effort would count for something. And as Tracy dabbed at her wet eyes and forced herself to smile at me, it seemed to have worked. 
 
    “You’re sweet,” she said. “But don’t worry about me. It was a long time coming. It’s just — an adjustment, that’s all.” 
 
    "Well, if you need someone to talk to, I'm here," I said. And as I spoke the words, I realized they were actually true. A few months ago, back when I was a free man, such an offer probably would have been at least partially a ploy to get closer to an attractive young woman. But now, that was no longer an option. My cock was locked in an inescapable chastity device, and I didn't have the key. A sexual relationship with Tracy or anyone else was impossible for me. And for a moment, Tracy studied my face, her blue eyes gleaming wetly as she looked at me as though seeing me for the first time. 
 
    "Thanks, Jay," she said softly. She seemed touched. As though the sincerity of my offer had gotten through to her, even if she didn't know why. "You should go home. I'll be fine." 
 
    "If you say so," I said. I stood, and Tracy stood too, fetching the office keys out of a drawer in her desk. Together, we made our way outside. Over by her car, she paused. Just for a moment. Then she turned to me and suddenly wrapped her arms around me. I hugged her back, her body feeling small in my arms as I pushed my hips back slightly to prevent her feeling the hardness of my chastity device through my pants and mistaking it for something else. 
 
    “See you tomorrow,” she said shyly as she stepped back from a hug. 
 
    “See you tomorrow,” I replied. 
 
    The incident buzzed in my mind all the way home. Lately, that was all it took. Just the feel of a woman's body against mine was enough to light the fuse of my desire and add to my frustration and torment. Thoughts of Tracy haunted my mind for the rest of the night, combined with the usual memories and fantasies that circled around Rebecca and Tiffany and Ms. Robertson. The last thing I needed was another beautiful woman to think about, another complication, another wrinkle added to the convoluted plot I was already involved in. 
 
    But as with so many things in my life, it wasn’t up to me. 
 
      
 
    A few weeks went by. Honestly, ever since Ms. Robertson and her maids came into my life, I found it harder and harder to keep track of time. Whatever I wasn't at her house being trained, my days all blurred one into another, lost in pointless fantasies about her and her maids. It took every bit of mental energy I had to concentrate enough to do my job. My social life dwindled to nothing. If I wasn't at Ms. Robertson's house, I was unable to do anything except think about her and long for her. I spent my life waiting on texts from Tiffany that would tell me how I would be spending my time. The fog I lived in made it hard to even know how much time had passed. 
 
    But one day, I found myself at the office again shortly before closing. As I stepped past Tracy’s desk, I smiled at her. She smiled back. 
 
    "Hi, Jay," she said. The way she spoke the words made my heart skip. She looked good that day, I thought. Or maybe that was just my frustrated desire talking. In the state of constant horniness chastity device kept me in, most women looked incredible to me. And predictably, as Tracy smiled at me, I felt again the pain of my cock trying to harden in the steel chastity device. 
 
    "Hi Tracy," I replied. "I like your new haircut." 
 
    "Thanks," she smiled, tossing her head to make her highlighted brown waves bounce slightly. Before, her hair had been long, but after her breakup with Mike, she had had it cut to just above her shoulders. It framed her face in a very becoming way, and the blonde highlights stood out against the otherwise rich brown of her natural coloring. You compliment women on their hair; even I knew that much. But I meant it. The haircut suited her. 
 
    "Doing anything this weekend?" she asked. 
 
    "I don't know." It was Friday, and I hadn't heard anything from Tiffany. I knew better than to reach out to her. For all I knew, I might have a weekend of utter debauchery ahead of me. On the other hand, I might hear nothing until the next week. It wasn't unheard of for Tiffany to wait several days between sessions. All part of keeping me guessing, I supposed. But Tracy's eyebrows lowered at my answer. 
 
    “You don’t know? How do you not know?” 
 
    “I just — I guess I don’t have any plans,” I mumbled. “I’ll just see how it goes.” 
 
    "Well, do you want to go out for a drink? Tonight?" 
 
    "Uh… okay," I said. The words burst out of my mouth before I could think them through. Was Tracy asking me out? I couldn't be sure. Was she talking about a date, or just a drink between friends? I didn't want to ask. But my heart vibrated in my chest at this new development. Any other time in my life, I would've jumped at the opportunity to go for a drink with Tracy. Maybe that was why I had agreed to it so quickly, without thinking about the consequences. But what harm could a drink do? 
 
    Besides, if I'm going to be completely honest with myself, I have to admit that there was an element of ego in my decision. I spent so much time being mocked and humiliated by Tiffany and Rebecca and Ms. Robertson. They never missed an opportunity to remind me of my uselessness, my worthlessness, my pathetic lack of control. It felt nice to have someone treat me like a human being. Maybe even a desirable human being. 
 
    "Okay," Tracy smiled. "How about you pick me up at eight? I'll text you my address." 
 
    “Okay,” I said, nodding dumbly. “Sounds good.” 
 
    “Good,” Tracy echoed. “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    As I made my way to the door of the office and my waiting car, it was all I could do not to shake my head at my own baffling stupidity. What was I doing? I had no idea. But once again, I got the weird feeling that events were moving around me without my control.  
 
    If nothing else, it was at least exciting. 
 
      
 
      
 
    And that's how I found myself back in Tracy's house, sitting beside her on the sofa and all but trembling with fear as she discovered my darkest secret. 
 
    The night was a catalog of bad decisions. But in my defense, I had several factors working against me. Tracy looked fantastic. She showed up at the bar in a tight blue dress that clung to her body, drawing the eyes of both men and women the moment she stepped inside. A similar shade of blue shone lightly on her eyelids, making the blue of her iris seemed to glow in the midst of her pretty face. The moment I saw her, at least one of my doubts was dispelled. I had been wondering if this was a date, or something more casual. But as soon as I saw her, I knew. She wouldn't have dressed up like that for drinks with a friend. And the thought that she was trying to entice me boosted my ego, even as it made my cock throb regretfully in the steel prison that ensured nothing could happen between us. 
 
    We ordered drinks. And then we ordered more. And they hardly helped my poor judgment as my inhibitions faded away. Tracy and I chatted, and her laughter seemed to weave a spell over me. Of course I wanted her. And the booze and her beauty combined to make me forget from time to time the harsh reality of my situation. I started to feel normal again. I started to feel like a free man. 
 
    Tracy was drunk. That much was obvious. Maybe she really liked me, or maybe she was just looking for a revenge fuck to get her over her ex-boyfriend. Too drunk to drive, I took her home in a taxi. And when she invited me up to her apartment, I made yet another stupid decision that night. I said yes. 
 
    She put on a movie. But neither of us watched it. She sat down close to me, and before I knew what was what, we were kissing. And then my hands were on her body, and hers were on mine, sliding quickly downwards. I tried to stop her. But it was too late. 
 
    So there I was, sitting on her sofa with my arm around her waist, her hand between my legs, feeling the shape of the chastity device through my jeans. My mind raced as I tried to think of a plausible explanation for what she had found. There wasn't one. 
 
    "What is that?" she asked again. "Is there something wrong with you?" 
 
    "No, there's nothing wrong with me," I said, although at that moment, it was hard to believe that was true. "It's just —nevermind. I should go." 
 
    "Wait." Clearly, Tracy's curiosity had gotten the better of her. Her voice was softer now. Her beautiful blue eyes looked up into my face as her hand moved over my crotch. I drew a deep breath and let out a long sigh. I knew I should get out of there, get up and leave before she discovered the terrible truth. She already knew something was up. And this was a woman I had to work with every day. With the dull sense of resignation I sometimes felt in Ms. Robertson's dungeon, I told myself that the damage was already done. She may as well know the truth. 
 
    “What is it?”She asked quietly. Cringing with embarrassment, I reached for the front of my pants and undid both my zipper and belt. Tracy’s eyes went wide and round as I revealed the chastity device I wore to her. 
 
    “Oh my God,” she said. “What is that?” 
 
    “It’s a chastity belt,” I said. 
 
    "It's locked," she said. I tried to suppress a wince as her fingers moved over the lock that held the device together. "Did you lock this onto yourself? Why?" 
 
    “I didn’t do it,” I said. “Someone else did.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Just… Someone.” 
 
    “And you let them do it?” 
 
    "Yeah," I said reluctantly. It was both true and not true. The most embarrassing reality about all of this was that nothing was done without my consent. That was the hardest thing to admit. But I also didn't want my coworker thinking someone was doing this to me against my will. 
 
    “Why?” Tracy’s hand was still resting on my upper thigh, her knuckles brushing against the polished steel of the cage. She didn’t seem in any hurry to take it away. Instead, she seemed fascinated. Her eyes kept moving from my face to my lap and back again. She couldn’t quite believe what she was seeing, and I didn’t blame her. 
 
    “It’s complicated,” I said. 
 
    “It must be. Is it like a fetish thing?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    “Wow. I never would’ve guessed you were so kinky.” Tracy shifted slightly on the sofa beside me, positioning herself to face me a little better. Her knee brushed against mine. Her hand was still between my legs. God, she was sexy. And there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. 
 
    “I’m not really,” I said. 
 
    "You let someone lock you into a chastity belt. That's about as kinky as it gets. Was it that girl who came to meet you at work a while back?" 
 
    “Yes,” I said. It wasn’t entirely accurate, but it wasn’t a million miles away from the truth. 
 
    “The one you said wasn’t your girlfriend?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Is she your mistress?” Tracy was smiling openly now. However she felt about this new discovery, she wasn’t repelled. She seemed more fascinated by the whole thing. 
 
    “No,” I said. “I mean, kind of. I guess. I don’t know. I don’t call her that.” 
 
    "But she has the key? She decides when you get to use your dick?" 
 
    “Basically.” 
 
    “Then you probably should start calling her Mistress.” Tracy giggled as she spoke. Turning her attention back to the cage, she ran her thumb over the smooth steel. It was as though she couldn’t keep her hands off her. I winced. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” 
 
    "Yeah," I said. "When I try to get hard." 
 
    "Are you trying to get hard now?"Tracy leaned forward as she spoke, her new shorter haircut hanging on either side of her face as she grinned at me. My cock surged, pressing itself against steel in her hand. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. She chuckled to herself. 
 
    "Well, I'm flattered," she said. "But this is kind of a disappointment. I was hoping to have some fun with you tonight. Now I find out you can't do anything unless your Mistress allows it. Just my luck." I didn't bother to point out to Tracy that she was hardly the person suffering the most in this situation. It seemed wisest to say as little as possible. 
 
    "I have to admire her, though," Tracy said. "If I had done this to Mike, he would never have been able to cheat on me. Maybe she's got the right idea. Maybe this is the best way to handle men. Don't let them use their cocks without permission. How often does she let you out?" 
 
    “Not very often.” 
 
    "I bet she can get you to do just about anything for it, can't she?" Tracy said. "Does she make you beg for it?" 
 
    "Yes." There was no doubt about it anymore. Tracy was more than just mildly interested, more than merely amused. I knew the look in her eye from my adventures with Tiffany and Rebecca. For whatever reason, this new discovery was exciting her. It was exciting me too. Not that I could do anything about it. 
 
    On the sofa beside me, Tracy moved. In a sudden motion, she hiked up her tight dress and swung her leg over mine, straddling my lap. I grunted as she sat on top of me, gripping my shoulders, her blue eyes staring down into mine and the bright smile never leaving her face. She sighed as she rocked her hips back and forth, and the steel cage rubbed against the front of her panties. Inside the device, my cock ached desperately for a release we both knew was impossible. 
 
    “It’s a real shame,” Tracy said. “I was totally going to let you fuck me. You would’ve liked that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I admitted. 
 
    "I bet you would. I bet you get so horny inside that thing. God, this is amazing. You're so crazy. To give a woman that kind of power over you. I wish I had known you were like this. You could've been begging me to unlock your cock right now." Tracy's words shocked me. Open to that point, our relationship had been solely professional. Friendly, sure. Maybe even a little flirtatious at times. It was jarring to hear her drop so easily into language I was more familiar with hearing from Tiffany or even Ms. Robertson. How did I keep running into women like this? Was there something about me that attracted them? Or were they all like this, given the chance? I couldn't tell if my situation was linking up with some long-held preference of Tracy's, or whether my humiliating predicament was creating a matching desire in her. But it was obvious that teasing me was turning her on. And the rubbing of my caged cock against her pussy through the fabric of the panties she wore was only making her wilder. 
 
    And I was seized by a wild idea. The booze and the streaming hormones combined to make even the most outrageous suggestions seem like a good idea. I couldn't give Tracy what she wanted, couldn't do to her what I would have done if I had been unlocked. But as Tiffany and Rebecca had taught me, that didn't mean I was completely useless. And more than anything, as though the dominant women in my life had reprogrammed and recalibrated my own desires, I wanted to please Tracy. 
 
    “Please, Mistress Tracy,” I mumbled. I was nervous about how she might take it. But I needn’t have worried. Her eyes blazed as she looked at me, and a sob of pleasure escaped her trembling lips. 
 
    "Oh my God," Tracy gasped. "Oh my God, this is so naughty. Say it again." 
 
    "Please, Mistress Tracy." My eyes widened in shock as she suddenly slapped me. My cheeks stung from the blow of her hand, and her white teeth showed as she grinned wickedly at me. She was bouncing up and down on top of me faster and faster, her breasts swaying in the tight dress that had risen up around her hips while she rode my chastity device. 
 
    "That's right," she snarled. "That's what you call me. Say it again." 
 
    “Please, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    "Oh my God!" she shrieked. My hands were on her hips, holding them as she rode up and down on top of me. She leaned forward, burying her face against my shoulder. I felt her hot breath on my neck. Her thighs gripped mine, trembling and shaking in a pleasure I knew only too well. 
 
    "No," she panted between cries and moans of pleasure. "No. I'm not going to unlock you. I'm not going to let you cum. But you better make me cum tonight." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy." Tracy howled in pleasure as I spoke. Her arm squeezed my neck, and her thighs squeezed my sides, and her whole body stiffened as her orgasm tore through her. I felt the warm wetness of her pleasure on my thighs as she came, bucking wildly in my lap as she rubbed her pussy against the chastity device. with a final shudder, she rolled off me, flopping limply onto the sofa beside me. Her cheeks glowed red, her chest rising and falling as she panted with pleasure. In the afterglow of orgasm, she looked more beautiful than ever, a beautiful mess shining with the ecstasy I was denied. 
 
    I couldn't help myself. My body seemed to move of its own accord, my motions smooth and natural with long practice. I climbed off the sofa and sank to my knees on the floor of Tracy's living room. She opened her eyes and watched me wordlessly as I reached for her. Tentatively, carefully, I took hold of her panties, with their wet stain showing the explosion of her orgasm. She only smiled at me as I drew them slowly down her legs and dropped them on the floor. Her pussy shone in front of me, wet and ready and still quivering with the pleasure she had already experienced. My mouth watered at the smell of her arousal, so different from Tiffany and Rebecca but no less enticing. 
 
    I leaned forward. Tracy groaned as I tenderly kissed her wet sex, running her fingers through my hair as I worshiped her. I ran my tongue along her swollen lips, lapping up the juices that continued to flow from her body. I knew she would be sensitive. But I was gentle. Ms. Robertson and her kinky French maids had taught me well. And soon, Tracy was mewing in pleasure as I slowly worked her back up to a state of wild arousal, sliding my tongue in between her fragrant lips to taste the wetness inside her. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” Tracy gasped, her pupils swelling with pleasure as she opened her eyes, her body eagerly responding to my questing tongue. “This is amazing! Eat my pussy and show me how bad you want me.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy," I murmured in between measured licks. And as my coworker howled in pleasure above me, I devoted myself to serving her needs. In its way, I felt sure, it was what Ms. Robertson would've wanted. 
 
    


 
   
  
 
  
                
            



 
 
    15. Mistress Tracy 
 
      
 
    Tracy sat at her desk, her pretty features illuminated by the borrowed glow of her computer screen. Even in that eerie blue light, she looked good. Of course, it wasn't a difficult task for any woman to look good to me. In a constant state of arousal caused by the steel chastity device locked onto my cock, the faintest glimpse of female beauty was enough to get me panting. But Tracy had always been hot, even back before any of this started. I had had ample opportunity to regret the fact that nothing ever happened between us back then, when I could have actually had her in the way that I wanted to. But she had always had a boyfriend. And now that she didn't, it was too late. 
 
    Yet there was something going on between us. That much was undeniable. Even if I couldn't put a name to what exactly it was. A relationship of sorts, I suppose. But one that was in no way conventional. I shouldn't have really been surprised. Nothing in my life at that time was in any way ordinary. 
 
    I had come by the office to pick up some parts. It felt weird being around Tracy now. After what had happened at her house that night, and what she now knew about my bizarre sex life. I tried my best to act normal. The last thing I wanted was for any of our coworkers to think there was something going on. But as I passed by her desk, Tracy had taken advantage of an opportunity that presented itself when the woman she shared the office with took a trip to get coffee. 
 
    "Stay back till everyone's gone," she said, her voice little more than a whisper. Her eyes glittered. I noticed that she wasn't asking. It was a command. And of course, I could disobey. Of course, I could ignore it. I could do whatever I wanted. Then again, so could she. The secret she knew about me gave her an incredible amount of leverage over my behavior. I had realized that the moment she made the shocking discovery. It was painfully obvious to me, right from the very start, that this yet another woman who now had some sexual power over me. 
 
    I did what she wanted. I stayed behind. Once I had retrieved the parts I needed, I went out to my van and started tidying up just to kill the time while I waited for the end of the day. My heart fluttered in my chest. It seemed as though I was doomed to live my days in a constant state of tension. I lived with nervousness at all hours of the day and night. Now that Tracy knew what she knew, even my work life was not safe. But it was thrilling. That much was undeniable. Waiting to see what Tracy wanted had me on edge, but was far more interesting than anything else I might been doing with my time. 
 
    One by one, our coworkers left. I said my goodbyes as I watched them climb into their vehicles and head for home. Each time, my nervousness only grew. Whatever was coming toward me was getting closer by the minute. And finally, there was only the two of us left at work. Closing and locking my van, I trudged back into the office to see what awaited me. 
 
    Tracy was waiting. She looked incredible that day. There was no dress code at our office. Tracy only dealt with customers over the phone. But she had chosen to dress up that day, in a red satin shirt and a black pencil skirt that gripped her thighs tightly. The muscles of her legs were accentuated by a pair of high heels. I had noticed the way she looked as soon as I got to the office that day. And I knew that the other technicians would have to. Somehow, I doubted it was accidental. Tracy wasn't oblivious to the effect her looks had on men. Far from it. And as she turned in her swivel chair to smile at me, I found myself hoping that it was me she had in mind when she got dressed that morning. 
 
    Without a word, Tracy stood. I watched the elasticated fabric of her skirt stretch tightly around her with every step she took. She walked right by me, and I caught the faint smell of her perfume floating in the air as she reached the front door of the office. The lock closed loudly behind me. The blinds rattled as she closed them. I gulped as she strutted past me again, knowing that she had sealed us inside. I watched in silence as Tracy sat back down in her chair behind her desk, her knees together, her skirt too tight to allow her to cross her legs. 
 
    "Well," she said, arching one carefully shaped eyebrow as she smiled wolfishly at me, "show me then." She didn't need to expand on what she meant. Her pretty blue eyes dropped for a moment to my crotch, and I knew what she wanted. The thought of playing this crazy game in our office seemed so wrong, so debauched, yet another example of my private life colliding head-on with work. Another example of how the kinky games I was embroiled in were absorbing every other aspect of life. What was I going to do? Argue? To be honest, the thought barely even cross my mind. 
 
    And Tracy just smiled, leaning back in her chair and watching me like a cat as I unfastened the front of my pants. The stainless steel of my chastity device shone in the unforgiving office light, and Tracy's teeth shone too as her smile broadened into a grin, a look of delight showing on her face that she didn't bother to conceal at the sight of my captivity. 
 
    “Good. You’re still wearing it.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said guardedly. Of course I was still wearing it. It wasn’t up to me. I hadn’t even heard from Tiffany since Tracy discovered my chastity. I didn’t imagine I would be getting a release anytime soon. Even though it absorbed my thoughts to the exclusion of all else, I tried to tell myself not to think about it. Not to focus on it. I would get an orgasm when Tiffany decided to give me one, and not before. Until then, all I could do was keep following her commands. And, apparently, those of Tracy too, now. 
 
    "That was so much fun the other night," Tracy went on. "For me, anyway. I'm sure it was pretty frustrating for you, though." She giggled as she spoke, and the sound drew hot wires of desire from the shrinking shadows of my spine. I spent so much time being laughed at by women that it was starting to become its own form of foreplay. 
 
    "Yeah, it was," I said truthfully. "But I had fun too." Remarkably, it was true. Tracy was absolutely right that the night I spent at her house was infinitely frustrating. Serving her sexually without even the faint possibility of release, without even the hope that pleasing her would make a release more likely the way I hoped it did with Tiffany and Rebecca, was its own special form of torture. But I knew already that if I were to be transported back to that night by some strange magic, I wouldn't behave any differently. Watching Tracy in the throes of sexual ecstasy was a teasing experience, but it was incredible nonetheless. I wanted to please her, even if I knew it couldn't directly help me. I wanted to help her get off for no other reason other than just how beautiful she was. I wondered how well Tracy understood that. 
 
    “You did? So you really enjoy being locked up like this?” 
 
    "Enjoy's a strong word," I said. "It's — it's hard to put into words. In some ways, I hate it. It hurts. It's so frustrating. It drives me crazy. But it's — it's hot. I can't help it. It's just — this weird thing. I don't understand it myself. But it's sexy." 
 
    "Oh, I agree," Tracy smiled. "Go on. Take all your clothes off. You may as well be naked now." I gulped again, and a tremor of nervousness raced through me. But I did what she said. What was the difference? I was already exposed, or as exposed as my locked cock could ever be without Tiffany's help. My clothes were no longer concealing much. So right there in the office, with Tracy watching and smiling at my compliance, I took off my shoes and my pants and my company shirt and left them all in a pile on the floor. My chest rose and fell as I breathed deeply, trying to stay calm. And Tracy made no attempt to hide her wandering gaze as it traveled over my body. Her swivel chair turned slightly from side to side, the predatory smile never leaving her face as she looked me over. The power imbalance couldn't be clearer. There she was, fully dressed and sitting at her desk the way she did all day at work. And I was standing naked in front of her like an object for her amusement. 
 
    "Go make me a coffee," Tracy said at last. For a moment, I wasn't sure I had heard her correctly. While my cock pressed relentlessly against the inside of the chastity device, I had hoped for something more exciting than that. But Tracy simply looked at me across the room, her blue eyes glowing with amusement, but not showing a single trace that she was anything other than serious. 
 
    Finally, I started forward. Tracy's smile only grew wider as she watched me acquiesce. Once again, I was struck by the idea that if I told her no, if I refused to play along, that might have been the end of things. But I didn't. I knew from experience that every order I followed, every command I obeyed, would only fuel her confidence and make her more comfortable bossing me around. The chastity device swayed and bounced with every step I took as I made my way to the office kitchen. 
 
    "Two sugars," Tracy called after me as I went. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    "Okay, what?" The sudden hardness in Tracy's voice stopped me in my tracks. I closed my eyes slowly. Of course I hadn't forgotten. I didn't think I would ever forget any detail of what had happened in her apartment a few nights earlier. And I knew exactly what she wanted. 
 
    “Okay, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    "That's better," Tracy said, speaking through a gale of giggles that burst out of her at my submission. My cheeks burned with embarrassment as I went to the kitchen to get her drink. Being in these totally familiar surroundings in this new and unbelievable way added a strange thrill to the excitement I was already experiencing. Even as I poured her coffee, I knew that from now on, the office kitchen would always have a different feel for me from that point on. I would always know I had stood there, naked except the chastity device, fixing Tracy's coffee just the way she wanted. I hoped desperately that my other coworkers would never find out what Tracy and I knew. I hoped they would fix their own drinks in this very spot and never know the weird sexual drama that had played out after hours. 
 
    Once the coffee was made, I carried the warm mug over to Tracy’s desk. Her eyes were on her computer screen again, not even bothering to look in my direction as I approached. Even as I set the mug down on her desk, she still didn’t look up. Instead, she waved one hand, pointing at the floor beside her. 
 
    "Kneel down there," she ordered. And while I cringed inwardly with shame, I did what she said. I sank to my knees on the short office carpet, gazing up at her while she ignored me completely. Whatever was on her screen seemed to occupy her whole attention. There was nothing for me to do but wait. And so I did, my hands trembling on my thighs, my cock aching inside the cage, my eyes filled with the gorgeous curves of her enticing body that her outfit did little to conceal. She was so close to me, close enough to touch, the bare skin of her lower legs calling to me, demanding that I reach out a hand and run it over her flawless skin. But I didn't dare. In a dream of desire, I silently waited. 
 
    "I've been doing some research," Tracy finally said. Taking up the coffee I had made her, she turned in her chair and took a careful sip. "There's lots of guys out there like you. Guys who get off on being controlled. It's crazy, really. But I have to say, I'm starting to see the appeal." Tracy let her words hang in the air she took another sip of coffee. Of course she could see the appeal, I thought to myself. I had given her multiple orgasms at her place a few days earlier, now I was fetching her coffee and kneeling at her feet. For me, the puzzle wasn't so much why a woman would be into this, but why any of them weren't. Thanks to Ms. Robertson and Tiffany's training, Tracy suddenly found herself in control of a genuine sex slave. And she wasn't even going to have sex with me. We couldn't, even if she wanted to. 
 
    “Is she ever going to let you out? That pretty mistress of yours, I mean.” 
 
    “I hope so, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    “You don’t know? She hasn’t said?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Setting aside her coffee mug, Tracy leaned forward, her forearms on her knees as she peered into my face. 
 
    "So when was the last time you had an orgasm?" she asked. Once again, I could feel the heat of embarrassment rising to my face. Having to talk about what was done to me sometimes seemed even worse than having to endure it. But Tracy seemed to love talking about it. The whole concept fascinated her. I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised. It was wild. And Tracy simply found herself in the middle of this, suddenly swept up in the strange game my life would become. I couldn't really begrudge her curiosity. But I wasn't keen on answering her questions. Still, I knew she wasn't going to let it go. 
 
    "Three weeks ago, Mistress." Tracy chuckled, the teeth showing between her parted lips. 
 
    "Three weeks? That's not that long." 
 
    "It feels it, Mistress." 
 
    "I bet it does. What's her name? The girl who owns your cock?" 
 
    "Tiffany, Mistress Tracy." It wasn't exactly the truth. But it was near enough. I didn't feel inclined to get into the real situation between me and Ms. Robertson and her kinky maids. Things were already complex enough. And telling her about Ms. Robertson would only beget more questions I didn't want to answer. 
 
    "Tiffany," Tracy echoed. "Does Tiffany tease you like I do? Is she mean to you? Does she make you go down on her? What does she do with your cock all locked up like that?" 
 
    I had the awful feeling that Tracy was collecting information. That this was only the start of whatever relationship was developing between us. That Tracy, although intrigued by the possibilities of my situation, was very much an office in this area and was trying to get ideas for how she could best use it to her advantage. I knew all that, and yet I couldn't stop her. I didn't want to. 
 
    "I don't think it bothers her that much, Mistress Tracy," I said, feeling my skin prickling with shame the whole time. But I had decided to pursue a policy of honesty. Things were complicated enough without trying to lie my way out of trouble. I hadn't mentioned Ms. Robertson yet, but I doubted I had the mental capacity to hide anything else from Tracy. "She's gay." 
 
    "What?" Tracy's eyes went wide and round at the revelation. The small office rang to the sound of her laughter as she spluttered in disbelief. "Are you serious? She's bisexual?" 
 
    “Not even,” I said through gritted teeth, feeling with greater intensity the shame of the situation I was in. “She’s a lesbian, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    “Oh my God. Then how —? Why? Why do you let her do this to you?” 
 
    "It's — it's complicated, Mistress Tracy." 
 
    "I can see that." Tracy sat back in her chair again. Her eyes moved over my face, studying my expression as though she was trying to read the truth in my features. The conversation was moving inexorably toward the revelation I had been trying to avoid, that Tiffany wasn't the real source of power in the situation I was involved in. Not that it mattered if Tracy did know about Ms. Robertson, I told myself. It would take some explaining, but everything about my predicament did. 
 
    From a moment longer, Tracy sat in her chair, looking at me. I could almost see the wheels turning in her head. Finally, she spoke. 
 
    “I want to meet her.” 
 
    "Who?" My thoughts had been miles away. Tracy's brow furrowed for a moment as she looked down at me. 
 
    "Tiffany, of course," she said. "Who else do you think?" 
 
    “I — I don’t know about that, Mistress Tracy,” I tried. “I don’t know if she would be willing to do that.” 
 
    “You don’t know until you ask,” Tracy shrugged. “Call her right now.” 
 
    "I — I'm not allowed to call her, Mistress Tracy." A disbelieving smile spread across Tracy's face. 
 
    "You're not even allowed to call her?" 
 
    “No. She doesn’t want to be bothered unless she decides to call me.” 
 
    "This is unbelievable. I thought she was, like, your girlfriend. But it turns out you're just a slave. If she's not into guys, what does she even do with you?" 
 
    “She… She trains me, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    "Trains you to do what?" My hands gripped my thighs as I kneeled at the feet of my sexy coworker. There was no way around it. One by one, it seemed all my secrets were going to be exposed. 
 
    “To serve, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    “Wow. That’s genius. I’m telling you, I have to meet this woman. Does she know about me?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    “Well, next time you see her, I want you to tell her about me. To see what she says. I want you to tell her that I want to meet with her. If she doesn’t want to, that’s okay. But if she does, that’s even better. Will you do that for me?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy," I sighed, while Tracy smiled in smug satisfaction above me. I could lie, of course. That's what I told myself as fear gripped my heart. Tracy had no way of knowing what went on between me and Tiffany. I could tell her I had asked for a meeting, and Tiffany had declined. As long as Tiffany didn't show up at my workplace again the way she had before. 
 
    "Fuck, this is so kinky," Tracy giggled. The chair rolled back as she stood up behind her desk. I watched, all thoughts of the future vanished abruptly from my mind as Tracy hiked up her tight skirt. Reaching underneath it, she pulled down her panties and dropped them on the floor. Then she sat again, her legs spread, her skirt rolled up around her hips to expose her beautiful pussy. 
 
    “Eat me out while I watch some porn,” she ordered. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy." There was no order she could give me that I was more happy to follow. She laughed as I crawled forward, eagerly crouching between her feet as I ran my tongue over the fragrant sex. Sighing in pleasure, she turned again toward her computer screen. The sounds of pleasure that rose from the speakers as she clicked her mouse merged with her own sounds of bliss as I did my best to please her with my mouth. It was certainly a strange life I was living. But as I kneeled half under my coworker's desk, tasting her free-flowing juices on my tongue, I had to admit that it had its benefits. 
 
      
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    Without a word, I stepped through the heavy door of Ms. Robertson's mansion and followed Rebecca down the hall. It always seemed to be her who answered the door. As junior maid, I supposed that made sense. And a wild tremor of fear shot through me as I wondered if it would ever become my job. I blinked away the outrageous thought, immediately entranced by the seductive sway of Rebecca's body and her latex French maid uniform. Meek as a lamb, I followed her downstairs, down to the basement dungeon where Tiffany waited. 
 
    "Get dressed," Tiffany brusquely ordered. She stood leaning against the padded bench in the middle of the room, her arms folded, her breasts swelling tantalizingly over the top of her uniform. My own uniform shone on a hanger dangling from the lock of the cage under the stairs. Feeling the eyes of the two women on me, I quickly undressed. Rebecca help me into the humiliating dress, tightening the corset around me to give me the illusion of a more feminine shape. I was always nervous when I came to Ms. Robertson's house. I never knew what might be waiting for me there. But this time, I was more nervous than ever. For the first time since this wild adventure had started, there was something I knew that they didn't. I had a secret from them. 
 
    A pair of high heels sat on the floor beside the cage. Rebecca held my hand as I stepped into them, resigned to my humiliating fate. She crouched to wrap the thick leather straps around my ankles and lock them in place while my cock throbbed inside its tiny prison. Just like that, I was transformed, leaving my everyday persona behind at the door and transforming in a matter of minutes into the submissive sissy maid Tiffany was training me to be. And as shameful as it always was, this time, there was an extra jolt of disgrace. I realize that I was thinking about Tracy, thinking about what she had said. Thinking about what she would think if she could see me now, if she knew the shocking truth of my submissive existence. 
 
    “Walk,” Tiffany  ordered once the shoes were locked in place. “Over to the far wall and back again. Let me see if you’ve remembered what I taught you last time.” 
 
    Taking as deep a breath as the tightly-laced corset of the maid's uniform would allow, I turned. The tiny flared skirt bounced around my thighs with every tottering step. I tried to focus, tried to remember how to move my body the way these women wanted. I could feel their eyes following me over to the far wall and back again, studying every move I made, evaluating my performance and deciding whether to dole out punishment. My heart beat ever faster as I made my way back across the dungeon to stand in front of Tiffany. Her gorgeous eyes peered deep into mine. For a moment that seemed to last forever, she said nothing. Then abruptly, she stood up straight. Her hand reached out like a striking cobra, darting between my legs before I could prevent it and taking hold of my balls. I winced as she squeezed them, and beside her, Rebecca gasped in surprise and delight. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Tiffany’s eyes narrowed as she stared into my face. My mind raced. 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I whimpered, my voice tight with strain. Tiffany slowly shook her head, her blonde curls bouncing. 
 
    "There's something different about you," she said. Her eyes moved over my face as she spoke. My hands clenched uselessly at my sides. I could fight her off, even dressed as I was, and we both knew it. Just as we both knew that I wouldn't even try. 
 
    "Nothing's different," I tried. But panic was rising up my spine as I lied. Somehow, these women seemed to see right through me. I didn't know how they did it. And as unwilling as I was to believe that Tiffany knew what had changed in my life, I was even more unwilling to risk being caught in a lie. 
 
    “Something’s happened. What did you do over the weekend?” I gulped. Tiffany couldn’t possibly know, I told myself. Then again, I didn’t know for sure. Maybe she had followed me. Maybe they kept tabs on me in some way I hadn’t yet discovered. What if this was all a test? What if they wanted to catch me in a lie? Was the price of lying to Tiffany worth paying? 
 
    "I — I went on a date." Tiffany smirked triumphantly. I hopped on the spot as she gave my balls a squeeze. Beside her, Rebecca yelped with laughter. 
 
    “You went on a date? With a girl? That must’ve been disappointing for her,” Tiffany said, over Rebecca’s giggles. 
 
    "Yes," I said. "It probably was. She saw the device." Rebecca howled with laughter. And Tiffany giggled too, still not relinquishing her hold on my balls. 
 
    "Awesome," she chuckled. "That must've been so embarrassing for you. Well, come on. We're going to need the details, bitch boy." 
 
    


 
   
  
 
  
                
            



 
 
    16. Ms. Robertson’s New Plan 
 
      
 
    My calves burned. Up until that point, I had only practiced walking in high heels on the concrete floor of Ms. Robertson's basement dungeon. It was an unforgiving surface that transmitted every jolt to my body and encouraged me to move with the fluid grace Tiffany seemed to want to instill in me, even if I believed it would remain forever beyond my abilities. But stairs were a different matter entirely. And the two maids on either side of me didn't seem to consider my difficulties at all. They held me by the arms, Tiffany and Rebecca both gripping my biceps while I stumbled along between  them. My wrists were bound behind my back, secured in the wrist restraints that were built into my own French maid's outfit. The locks that held the high heels on my feet dangled and swayed with every step. Our flared skirts rustled as they brushed against each other, the gorgeous bodies of the women pressed against mine as they marched me up out of the basement and onto the main level of the house.  
 
    And they didn't stop there. It was all I could do to totter along between them as they stared me through the house and toward the sweeping staircase that rose from the entrance hall. I had never been upstairs in Ms. Robertson's house. And though I'd often wondered what might go on up there, this wasn't how I would've chosen to find out. 
 
      
 
    But as always, I had no choice. My thighs ached as I climbed the stairs between Tiffany and Rebecca, trying not to fall as they dragged me ever upward. Fear gripped my heart as we climbed. I rarely got to so much as see Ms. Robertson, but the prospect of seeing her now only filled me with dread. I had no doubt that I was in trouble. 
 
    I breathed a faint sigh of relief as we reach the top of the stairs at last, the tight corset wrapped around my torso creaking as I exhaled. Tiffany and Rebecca marched me down a long hallway, past many doorways, until they found the room they were looking for. Without a word, they pulled me inside. 
 
    “I’m sorry to disturb you, ma’am,” Tiffany said. “But this slut just told me something I think you should hear. On your knees, pig.” As she spoke, she pushed me down. After a momentary pause, Rebecca did the same on the other side. Without protest, I dropped to my knees on the carpeted floor. 
 
    Ms. Robertson turned. The woman haunted my dreams, but somehow, the image never quite matched up to the reality. She was breathtaking. And even as my brain tried in the loneliness of my sleepless nights to conjure up the way she looked, it could never match the authority she exuded. Every movement was deliberate. Everything about her was exquisitely measured. As she turned to face us, her black hair trailed over her shoulders. She was wearing a tank top, a bright red one that exposed the gorgeous mounds of her incredible breasts and clung to the flat surface of her toned stomach. She wore a pair of tight leather pants that shone in the light, and it was all I could do not to groan in frustrated desire as I studied the beautiful curve of her ass. My cock ached against the chastity device that imprisoned it as though in recognition of its true owner. Tiffany might be responsible for my training, but the source of all her power came from the goddess standing in front of me in six-inch heels that showed her painted toes. Behind her, there was a dressmaker's manikin occupying the center of the room and a wide desk against the far wall. A window overlooked the extensive gardens.  
 
    Without saying a word, Ms. Robertson took the tape measure that was around her neck and draped it over the headless body of the manikin. Turning to face me fully, she stood with her feet apart, her hands on her hips. Her gorgeous blue eyes glittered as she looked me up and down. To say they were the same color as Tracy's would be ludicrously far from the mark. Both could be described as blue. But that was a depth and a danger in Ms. Robertson's stare that my sexy coworker could never match. If Tracy's eyes were the color of a placid lake at the edge of the beach, Ms. Robertson's were the deep blue of the sea in storm. And as I gazed up her from my knees, the fear I had been feeling multiplied. 
 
      
 
    "I see his uniform fits, at least," Ms. Robertson said. The very faint outline of a smirk showed at one corner of her pouting lips as she looked at me. "But what's the meaning of all this, Tiffany?" 
 
    "I'm sorry, ma'am." The way Tiffany, always so dominant and in control of me, deferred to her mistress only served to enhance the aura of authority Ms. Robertson exuded. It never failed to impress me whenever I saw it. "But I noticed there was something different about him. Eventually, I dragged it out of him. Go on, slut. Explain yourself to your mistress." Tiffany kicked me in the ribs with the rounded toe of her high heel pump as she spoke. It wasn't hard enough to be painful, but I grunted in surprise. The implication was clear. These women had endless ways to hurt me if they so desired. I was in no position to resist a single one of them, let alone three of them together. 
 
    “ I — I went on a date, ma’am,” I croaked, careful to use the right title for the woman who had seemingly infinite power over me. “On the weekend. With a girl I work with. And she — she found out about my cage.” 
 
    “Did she now?” Ms. Robertson’s carefully shaped dark eyebrows rose as she spoke, and her eyes glittered. There was no longer any doubt about it. She was smiling. A beautiful smile, the kind that could pierce a man’s heart even if he knew nothing more about this beautiful woman. Ms. Robertson was absolutely stunning, no matter what she wore, no matter what she was doing. It was the dark spell that gave her the outrageous power she wielded. 
 
    “That’s not all, ma’am,” Tiffany said. “Tell her.” 
 
    "She asked about it," I began. Ms. Robertson chuckled deep in her throat, a sound like molten silk that only increased the desperate aching of my imprisoned cock. 
 
    "I bet she did," Ms. Robertson said. "Continue." 
 
    “She already met Tiffany at the office,” I stammered. “When she asked who put the cage on me, I — I told her.” 
 
    "You told her about me?" Ms. Robertson didn't raise her voice. She didn't need to. All the air seemed to be sucked out of the room as she spoke, the atmosphere suddenly changing. My stomach was boiling with fear and uncertainty. I hadn't realized these women were so keen to keep their secrets. I suppose I should have guessed. I wasn't exactly keen to reveal the details of our games myself. But Tracy had got it out of me one way or another. If I had been a stronger man, I reflected with another bright burst of shame, I wouldn't have been there in the first place. 
 
    "No, ma'am," I said. "I only mentioned Tiffany. I never said your name." 
 
    "So now this… girl… knows about Tiffany. Well, that needn't be the end of the world. If fact, it presents certain opportunities." 
 
    “She wants to meet me, ma’am.” Tiffany’s voice was careful as she spoke. She seemed to weigh every word as though she couldn’t be sure what the outcome might be. Perhaps Ms. Robertson was an enigma even to have more experienced maids, just as she was to me. 
 
    "Is that so?" Ms. Robertson tapped a slender finger against her chin. She was thinking. And overwhelmed as I was with shame and desire, I couldn't begin to even imagine what thoughts might be going through that beautiful head. Did she fear discovery? She wasn't doing anything illegal. At least, as far as I knew. Ultimately, I was there by my own decisions, just as Rebecca and Tiffany were. It occurred to me that even if I had wanted to expose Ms. Robertson, there wasn't much to tell. I still knew next to nothing about her. Her address and her last name. That was all. 
 
    “Well, this isn’t how I planned his coming out,” Ms. Robertson said at last. All of our attention, mine, Tiffany’s, and Rebecca’s, was bent on her as she moved. That, I suspected, was how she liked it. Her complete confidence was like a magnet that drew people to her, that made them go along with the most ridiculous kinks and demands. Everybody in that room was completely enthralled to this one woman. 
 
    "But it needn't be a disaster," she said at last. Ms. Robertson walked slowly toward me she spoke, and I saw with painful clarity the seductive sway that Tiffany had been trying to teach me. Just the way she walked was enough to drive me to my wit's end. Her hips swayed in front of me, her tight leather pants shining, and I found myself trembling as she stood over me, her hands on her hips again, looking down at me like the goddess she was. 
 
    "How is your training coming along?" she asked. I heard Tiffany begin to speak, but Ms. Robertson silenced her with a single raised finger. She kept her eyes on me. Under that impenetrable blue gaze, I felt as though I was shrinking. 
 
    “It’s hard, ma’am,” I answered truthfully. 
 
    “Of course it’s hard,” Ms. Robertson said. “It’s supposed to be hard. Nothing worth doing is ever easy. Besides, the rewards are worth it. I hope you’ve thanked Tiffany adequately for helping train you to please me.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. Thank you, Tiffany." The words seemed to burst out of me without any intervention from my brain. Ms. Robertson terrified me. But there was far more at work here than just fear. My desire for her was crystallizing as I gazed up her, sinking shining talons into my heart. There was no reason to believe I would ever have Ms. Robertson in the way I wanted her. It seemed less likely by the day. But in her presence, I couldn't think straight. Her words wrapped themselves around me like ivy climbing a tree, and I felt myself falling into a kind of trance I'd experienced before in her presence. Somehow, it seemed right. Somehow, when she explained it, serving her really did seem like its own reward. 
 
    "You ought to be more careful with what you say outside of these four walls," Ms. Robertson said. "It doesn't sound like you messed up too badly this time. But my maids need to be discreet. That's one of a good maid's most important qualities." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. I'm sorry, ma'am." That faint smile flickered on Ms. Robertson's lips again. 
 
    "You'll need to apologize a little bit more convincingly than that," she said. "When a maid transgresses, she needs to beg my forgiveness." 
 
    "Yes, Ms. Robertson." I didn't even hesitate. It was as though I knew exactly what to do, and the part of my brain that normally questioned things had shut down completely. I bent at the waist, struggling against the boning of the tight corset as I turned my face to the floor. The skin of Ms. Robertson's toes was warm against my lips as I kissed her feet, tasting the faint hint of salt that shone on her skin. I could feel my tiny skirt riding up as I bent to the floor, exposing my ass and my dangling chastity cage. I knew the maids were watching me. But I didn't care. 
 
    "Please forgive me, ma'am," I babbled against Ms. Robertson's toes, punctuating my words with timid kisses. "I promise I won't do it again. Please forgive me." Shame coiled and burned in the hollow of my chest at what I was doing. But she just seemed to bring it out of me. Tiffany knew how to force my compliance, how to make me obey. But Ms. Robertson didn't seem to need any of that. Just her presence, her confidence, her gorgeous body, were enough to make me instantly submit to her. 
 
    “A paddle, Tiffany,” Ms. Robertson said above me. “From my room.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." I had Tiffany's skirt Russell as she hurried to obey her mistress. I felt the quiet thump of her high heels on the carpet as she left the room. 
 
    “How are you finding all this, Rebecca?” Ms. Robertson said while I went on groveling at her feet. “How does it feel to train another made?” 
 
    "Honestly, ma'am, I really like it," Rebecca said. I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke, and it made my cock press once again against the inside of the chastity device. "When you first recruited him, I wondered what it would be like playing with a man. But I can see the appeal now." Ms. Robertson laughed, the sound pouring down on me like honey as I crouched at her feet. 
 
    "Exactly," she said. "It's much easier and much trickier at the same time. But it's so rewarding. Their stupid little male egos make them so easy to humiliate, it's unbelievable. And he looks very cute in his little outfits, don't you think?" 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Rebecca said quietly, her voice little more than a whisper. But the conversation was interrupted by Tiffany’s return. I heard her standing behind me, and I knew what was coming. I tried to prepare myself. 
 
    Slowly, Ms. Robertson raised one foot from the floor. With her toe under my chin, she tilted my face up to look at her. Her dark hair hung down on either side of her face, framing those burning blue eyes that peered deep into mine. 
 
    "You've come a long way in a short time," Ms. Robertson said. "I still believe you'll make a good sissy maid for me someday soon. But you must know that you need to be punished for this mistake. Otherwise, how will you learn?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I whimpered, while Ms. Robertson smiled down at me. "I'm sorry, ma'am." 
 
    "Not as sorry as you're about to be," Ms. Robertson said. With perfect balance, she lifted her foot from under my chin and pressed it down on my shoulder. I lowered my face to the floor again as she pushed down, my lips finding her other foot. "Begin, Tiffany," Ms. Robertson ordered. And as the paddle Tiffany wielded slapped loudly against my ass, I grunted in pain and kissed the foot of the woman I served. 
 
    “Forgive me, ma’am,” I begged, and the paddle struck again. “Please forgive me.” 
 
    Tiffany was relentless. She seemed far more offended by my mistake than Ms. Robertson was. Or maybe it was simply a case of her trying to demonstrate her control and ferocity to her own superior. Either way, the paddle rose and fell, and before long, my exposed ass was burning with pain as Tiffany beat me. But I kept on kissing and babbling apologies at Ms. Robertson's feet, and she let me. She simply watched, towering above me, making sure that the lesson she wanted to teach me sank in fully. By the time she ordered Tiffany to stop, my ass felt as though it must be black and blue from the repetitive blows of the paddle. 
 
    “Have you learned your lesson?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I panted as I gazed up at my dark goddess. 
 
    "Good. Rebecca, go fetch the key." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." I hardly dared to breathe as the junior maid hurried to obey. The thought of a release, in Ms. Robertson's presence no less, filled me with excitement. Of course I knew that things wouldn't be that simple. Of course I knew that these women would find a way to make me pay. But none of that seemed to matter. All that mattered was the thought that I might actually get the orgasm I had been waiting on for weeks. 
 
    "This girl you work with. What's she like? Is she pretty?" 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Is she as pretty as me?” 
 
    "Of course not, ma'am." Ms. Robertson laughed at that. 
 
    "Good answer. Is she is pretty as my maids?" 
 
    “I — maybe, ma’am.” 
 
    "Maybe she would look prettier in a uniform, serving me." 
 
    "Maybe, ma'am." I could hardly breathe to form the words at the idea Ms. Robertson had conjured in my head. The thought of Tracy dressed like Rebecca or Tiffany made my cock throb painfully in the cage that contained it. The thought of her submitting to Ms. Robertson the way the rest of us did was powerfully erotic. I knew it was an idea that would join the rest of my memories and fantasies to haunt my fevered brain in the long nights to come. 
 
    "Unlock him." Ms. Robertson's words were aimed at Rebecca. The junior maid appeared in front of me with the key to my chastity device in her hand. She crouched on the floor, and I groaned as she reached under my skirt and began to unlock the device. As soon as she removed it, my cock surged, roaring back to life as Rebecca set the cage aside. If my hands hadn't been bound behind my back, I doubted I would've had the willpower not to start pleasuring myself there and then. But of course, the women had anticipated that. 
 
    “I had been saving this,” Ms. Robertson said. “But I think this is the perfect time to introduce my latest toy.” Turning, she strode across the room to the desk on the far side. She opened the drawer and pulled out a mysterious object, then walked back toward us. We all watched, Rebecca kneeling beside me, Tiffany standing behind. Ms. Robertson held up the device in her hands so we could all get a look. 
 
    “It’s a new chastity device,” she explained. “One that doesn’t need a key. It syncs with an app so that it can be locked or unlocked from anywhere. Plus, it has some other fun features that I’m very excited about. This is what you’ll be wearing from now on.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I breathed. There was no point fighting it. And to me, it didn’t matter much how the device I wore was locked or unlocked. It only mattered that it was. Ms. Robertson reached over me and handed the new chastity device to Tiffany. 
 
    “I want you to meet with this girl,” Ms. Robertson instructed. “See what she’s like. See what her intentions are. There might be some opportunity there for even more fun. Just think. If you can free him remotely, she’ll need to ask your permission if she wants to play with him. And I think there’s a real opportunity there.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Ms. Robertson didn't elaborate on what she meant. She saw no need to. Whatever she wanted to happen would happen. And I trembled on my knees feet as I considered what she was saying. I had no idea if Tracy would want to continue playing these crazy games, but so far, she had given no sign of being turned off. Quite the opposite. The thought of her meeting Tiffany and possibly seeing for herself just how bizarre my life had become alternately terrified and thrilled me. One more woman being drawn into the orbit of Ms. Robertson's kinky world. 
 
    “Now, I’ve given you something to think about, haven’t I?” Ms. Robertson stood in front of me again, staring down at me she spoke. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I answered. 
 
    " Good. You can think about that while Rebecca here jerks you off until you make a little worship puddle at my feet. And once that's done, the new chastity device goes on. That cock of yours is never going to be free, no matter how well you serve me. But good maids get rewards. Go ahead, Rebecca. Make him cum." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Rebecca didn't even hesitate. Her skirt rustled as she shifted her weight and lifted up my dress. I moaned as her soft hand closed around my shaft, rubbing vigorously. Pleasure swelled inside me like a rising ocean wave, and I gasped and panted as the lesbian maid beside me expertly manipulated my manhood. With all three women watching, I moaned pathetically, and almost at once, my cock surged in Rebecca's hand. I cried out as I spurted my orgasm all over the floor in front of Ms. Robertson, spurt after spurt of thick cum landing on the carpet at her feet. Rebecca kept stroking, milking my cock of every last drop of my fluids while I almost sobbed in pleasure. I felt dizzy, as though the long period of denial that had preceded it had made my orgasm more powerful than ever. It certainly felt that way. But the last few sad drops fell from the tip of my softening cock, the shame of my position washed over me again. 
 
    "Good," said Ms. Robertson. She stood with her arms folded now, accentuating the cleavage that showed in the top of her red tank top as she smirked down at me. "Now lock him back up. Quick, before he gets hard again." Tiffany reached over my head to hand the new chastity device to Rebecca. Rebecca frowned down at it as she took it in her hands. The polished steel of my old device was gone, replaced by matte black plastic. The top of the device had a bulky case that I guessed housed the locking mechanism. I had no idea how I was supposed to hide it under my clothes. But clearly, that didn't matter to Ms. Robertson. 
 
    Figuring out the device, Rebecca reached under my skirt and slid it over my cock. I granted as she pulled my balls through the locking bar. When she was finished, Ms. Robertson crossed the room again and came back with a cell phone in her hand. She pressed the screen, and the mechanism of the chastity device whirred. I groaned as I felt it tighten around me, locking firmly in place. It was roomier than my old metal cage, but not by much. I could already tell that the hard plastic was no more yielding than the steel had been. 
 
    "It's not just a chastity device," Robertson said. Her eyes shone as she grinned down at me. "It also has a GPS tracker, so Tiffany and I will always know where you are and what you're doing. But my favorite feature is this." She pressed the screen of her phone, and I cried out as a sudden pain raced through me. My muscles contracted, and I was suddenly unable to control my body. I trembled and shuddered on the floor until Ms. Robertson lifted her finger off the phone screen. Just as abruptly as it had come, the pain vanished. 
 
    "We can shock you," Ms. Robertson smiled. "Anytime, and from anywhere. So it's very much in your interest to be a good maid and not piss me or Tiffany off ever again. We don't even need to break a sweat to hurt you with this thing. And that was just a taste. I can turn the voltage up if I want." 
 
    "No, ma'am, please," I panted. "I'll be good!" But Ms. Robertson had already made up her mind. With a cruel laugh, she pressed her phone screen again, and I yelled as a more powerful shock tore through me. Beside me, I heard her maids laughing too, delighted with the spectacle of my pain. Ms. Robertson took her finger off the screen and stepped forward. I watched as she pushed the toe of her shoe into the puddle of my cum that still lay on the floor. Then, she lifted her foot toward my face. The phone was still in her hand. I knew what I had to do. And while Tiffany and Rebecca cackled in sadistic delight, I began to lick my own semen off the shoe of my mistress. 
 
    “See? His attitude has improved already,” Ms. Robertson smirked. “Now, lick the rest of that mess of my carpet. Make sure you get every drop. And then get out of my sight. Tiffany, you can set up a meeting with this girl he likes. I can’t wait to hear what happens.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Tiffany said. And as she spoke, I shuffled forward on my knees. Cringing in shame but unable to do a thing about it, I lowered my face to the floor and began to lick up the mess I had made while the dominant women watched. With every day that passed, I was falling more and more into their power. 
 
    


 
   
  
 
  
                
            



 
 
    17. A Submissive Gets A Girlfriend 
 
      
 
    “I’m kind of nervous now.” 
 
    "You're nervous?" That got a laugh out of Tracy. Her blue eyes sparkled like jewels as she threw back her head, her teeth gleaming between her parted lips. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess it must be worse for you,” Tracy acknowledged. “I wonder what she’s going to say?” 
 
    "I honestly have no idea." That was the simple truth. Tiffany was capable of just about anything. I knew that from long experience. She might not particularly want this meeting with Tracy. But Ms. Robertson had ordained it. I had no doubt that the dominant woman would've instructed her kinky maid on exactly what to say and what outcome she wanted from all this. But I had no idea what that might be. Ms. Robertson had said several things that still haunted me with regard to Tracy. Even as I stood there with her in her apartment, I was struck again by the arresting image of Tracy wearing the latex uniform one of Ms. Robertson's French maids, and my cock surged inside my chastity device. There was a long way to go from here to there, I knew. But I also knew not to put anything past Ms Robertson. After all, look at how my life had changed since she came into it. There was everything that had happened before her, and everything that came after. As though the two bore very little relation to one another. As though I were living two different lives. 
 
    "How do I look?" Tracy turned to face me as she spoke, striking a pose in front of the bathroom mirror. 
 
    "Hot," I said, and she giggled again. But it was true. The yellow patterned sundress she wore was extremely flattering. The light fabric clung to her body in a way that was provocative without being too much. The wedge sandals she wore added to her height and made her legs look even longer than they were. She looked great. And predictably, my cock ached at the sight of her. 
 
    “Thanks,” she grinned. “I don’t want her outshining me. But you said she’s going to be dressed up?” 
 
    "Probably," I said. "Every time I've seen her, she's been dressed like she was going to a nightclub." I was still being cagey with what I told Tracy about Tiffany. I still didn't know how much Tiffany was going to reveal. I got the sense, when talking to Ms. Robertson, that I had done well by not bringing up her name. But I had been given no further instruction on the matter. I had been told to tell Tracy that Tiffany would meet her, but what they would talk about was a mystery to me. I was simply the messenger. And I knew I needed to be careful. 
 
    The relationship I had with Tracy was also adding to my uncertainty. We already knew each other from work. We were friends, or at least friendly. But now that things had crossed the line into sexual intimacy, it felt more like we were dating. Like the first flush of a new relationship, the heart-pounding excitement that has you thinking of the other person throughout the day, counting down the hours until you'll be with them again. Except in our case, there was one crucial difference. We hadn't had sex. Or at least, not what I would ordinarily think of as sex. I hadn't cum. I couldn't. But Tracy could and did, and that by itself was enough to bring us closer together. It was enough to make our interaction feel like more than a game, more than a mere friendship. There was no need, I supposed, to put a label on it. After all, lately, nothing in my life was clear-cut. And nothing, I sensed, would be decided until Tracy came back from her meeting with Tiffany. 
 
    "Well, I should get going," Tracy said at last. I stepped aside as she emerged from the bathroom and headed toward the door. Outside her apartment, the sun was shining brightly. There was no need for her to put on a jacket or anything other than the light dress she wore. Tiffany, I felt sure, would appreciate the sight of Tracy in her pretty dress. Almost as much as I did. 
 
    "You can wait here till I get back," Tracy said to me. 'Maybe we can have some fun later." Her eyes sparkled as she spoke. I knew what she meant by that. There was only one thing she could mean. Unless Tiffany was going to give Tracy access to my new chastity device  — and I hardly dared let myself hope that she would — the only things we could do were things to get Tracy off. And yet I was more than willing. My trapped cock throbbed just at the thought. And it throbbed even more as Tracy stepped up close to me and kissed me. I kissed her back, still none the wiser about what this relationship between us was exactly. 
 
    "Bye," she smiled at me. Then she stepped out of the apartment and closed the door behind her. 
 
    I was alone in her apartment. And the significance of that didn't escape me. I wasn't allowed to attend this meeting between them. They would discuss my fate without my input, as though my own preferences didn't matter at all. They didn't. Or they did, but we all knew that my preference was not to have control. My preference was to have these things decided by the women in my life. Nothing was hotter to me than that these beautiful girls would decide what new form my life took on. Just thinking about it was enough to make my cock press itself against the plastic walls of my chastity device. 
 
    Unable to relax, I paced around Tracy's apartment. The new chastity device Ms. Robertson had fitted me with was lighter and slightly roomier than the metal device it had replaced. But whenever I got turned on, I was quickly reminded that it wasn't nearly roomy enough. It still prevented me from getting a full erection, and still prevented me from getting anywhere close to an orgasm of my own. I was still trapped, a helpless prisoner of Ms. Robertson and her maids. The difference was that now, they had even more control over me. Now, Tiffany could dole out punishment or pleasure from a distance. And even though she hadn't used the remote capabilities of the device yet, I knew the day was coming when she would. Meanwhile, I was just as trapped as ever. This new high-tech device was just as inescapable as the old one had been. Tracy hadn't even seen it yet. But I knew that day was coming, too. Maybe that afternoon, once she got back from her meeting with Tiffany. Depending on how that went. 
 
    But until she returned, there wasn't much I could do to occupy my racing thoughts. I suppose Tracy had shown a certain trust in me by leaving me alone in her apartment. Then again, what was I going to do? It was a place quite similar to my own, though decorated in a more obviously feminine style. It was already quite clean. For a few minutes, I occupied myself by washing a couple of dishes. I turned on the TV, but none of the programs caught my attention. I couldn't concentrate on anything. My stomach was fluttering with nerves, my fears and doubts ringing out inside my skull as I waited to see what would become of me. 
 
    It felt strange being in Tracy's bedroom by myself. I felt dirty as I looked through her things. But not dirty enough to stop myself. I rifled through her clothes hanging in the closet, fantasizing about how she would look in some of them. My hands trembled as I opened her underwear drawer. Underneath the lacy garments, I found a vibrator, and I felt as though my heart was in my throat as I lifted it out of its hiding place. The thought that this toy had been where I never had, that it had made Tracy shake and scream in the bed behind me, made my cock ache with frustrated desire. Stuffing the vibrator back in the drawer, I turned to the bed and traced the shape of her body along the crumpled sheets. I was working myself up into a state, a tight knot of fevered desire. But I couldn't help it. I knew it was only going to make things worse, yet I did it anyway. It wasn't in any way clear what Tracy was to me, a friend or girlfriend or another mistress I had to serve. One thing I was in no doubt about was my attraction to her. I wanted her badly. And with every day that went by without me attaining that goal, my desire grew. 
 
    But as usual, there was nothing I could do about it. As usual, all I could do was wait to see what the women decided on my behalf. And so, tearing myself away from Tracy's bedroom that could only bring me more suffering and frustration, I returned to the living room and flopped down on the couch, trying to interest myself in what was happening on the screen in front of me while far more interesting events took place in a coffee shop nearby. 
 
    I waited for over an hour. But when I heard footsteps in the hall outside, my excitement grew. And as Tracy's key turned in the door to her apartment, I rose almost unconsciously to my feet. The door opened, and Tracy stepped inside, her yellow dress flowing around her and making her seem like a sunburst of light in my gloomy world of sexual frustration. But my heart spasmed in my chest as I saw that Tracy wasn't alone. Tiffany had come home with her. 
 
    "Hi," Tracy grinned, reveling in my surprise as I stood gaping at the two of them. "I'm back. Tiffany and me had a very interesting talk about you." 
 
    "Yeah we did," Tiffany said. She was wearing a blue dress that was as tight and revealing as anything else I had seen her wear outside of Ms. Robertson's house. Black high-heeled pumps were on her feet, making her walk with her customary seductive sway. I saw at once that I had been right when I had told Tracy that Tiffany would dress to impress. She always did. And while Tracy's sundress was fully appropriate for the middle of the day, Tiffany's outfit was more of a nighttime look. But then, that was what Ms. Robertson demanded. She liked her maids to look slutty even if she wasn't around. And Tiffany's appearance served its purpose of making me desire her the way I always did, making my cock ache for her in the chastity device and reminding me of my complete powerlessness. My eyes darted from one woman to another as I waited nervously to see what would happen. It felt strange to see the two of them together, as two wildly divergent aspects of my life collided. Of course, I had known that was what was happening once they arranged to meet. But I hadn't expected to see Tiffany in Tracy's apartment. I wasn't sure what to make of this development. 
 
    But unlike me, Tiffany was never at a loss for what to do. 
 
    "You let him stand?" she said, her eyebrows climbing her smooth forehead as she spoke to Tracy. "He should greet you properly, like the pathetic specimen he is. On your knees, slut. Show your new mistress the proper respect." Tracy howled in laughter as Tiffany spoke. But I knew how little choice I had. Tiffany had a small purse slung over one shoulder, and I watched her reach into it. I knew her phone would be inside. And I knew what she could do with it. So before she did anything, I dropped at once to my knees on the floor of Tracy's apartment. The two gorgeous women now loomed above me as I cowered on the floor. They knew the power they held over me, of course. But clearly, it never hurt to be reminded of it. 
 
    "Get over here," Tiffany sneered, and my heart clenched again as I saw her take out her phone. "Crawl like a dog and kiss her feet." 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." It was hardly the most humiliating thing Tiffany had made me do. And while Tracy howled with laughter, barely able to believe the outrageous spectacle taking place in front of her, I did as I was told. I crawled forward, my head down as I lowered it to the floor at Tracy's feet. This woman I worked with, the hot girl in the office that we all lusted after, was now feeling my lips on her toes, and I was tasting the faint salt of her skin as I kissed them. 
 
    “That’s better,” I heard Tiffany smirk. “The trick with slaves is that you have to keep reminding them of their place. Otherwise they start to forget. This is how you greet your girlfriend from now on. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Tiffany,” I said. Meanwhile, my mind raced. Girlfriend? Was that what Tracy was to me? 
 
    "We've come to an agreement," Tracy said as I continued kissing her toes. "Tiffany told me everything. All the nasty, perverted things she does to you. I never knew you were such a dirty boy. Or is it girl? I have to say, I'd love to see you in your cute little maid's outfit one day." Both women laughed at that, and I trembled on the floor below them. This was exactly what I had feared, that someone from my regular life, from my job, would learn the truth about how I spent my free time. But my cock still throbbed in the new chastity device. The fact that Tracy knew about the strange games I played was totally humiliating. But I was used by now to the fact that humiliation made everything hotter. 
 
    "You want to be my boyfriend?" Tracy leaned over me as she spoke, her hands on her thighs as her brown hair hung around her face. I snuck a glance up at her as I continued to kiss her feet as humbly as I was able. She looked so beautiful standing above me like that, her sundress billowing around her and her eyes shining with delight. Yet another woman I simply couldn't resist. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tracy,” I muttered into her feet. 
 
    "Of course you do," Tracy grinned triumphantly as she straightened up. "This won't be a normal relationship. You have to do what I say. If you don't, I don't even need to punish you myself unless I want to. I can just report you to Tiffany, and she'll make you pay." I cried out as a sudden shock raced through my body. Tiffany had activated the chastity device, shocking my trapped cock and balls, as though I needed any reminder of what she could do. Both Tracy and Tiffany laughed out loud as I squirmed on the floor beneath them. But the pain vanished as soon as it had arrived as Tiffany took her finger off the screen of her phone. 
 
    "Tiffany will still have control of your cock," Tracy went on. "I asked her to give me access, but she wouldn't. Oh well. We already know that we can have great sex while you're still locked up, can't we?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy." My words were interrupted by another groan as Tiffany shocked me again, prompting another gale of laughter from the girls. 
 
    "We'll work out some arrangement about where you spend your time," Tiffany added. "You still belong to Ms. Robertson. Don't forget that. Think of this as her allowing you to date. She's lending you out because she firmly believes that all women should learn how to dominate men. So when you're not with us being trained as a maid, you'll be serving Tracy however she wants." 
 
    “Doesn’t that sound like so much fun?” Tracy was smiling down at me again, positively beaming with joy as I glanced up at her. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tracy,” I feebly mumbled. 
 
    "Fuck, this is so hot," Tracy said, turning her face toward Tiffany. "What else can we get him to do?" 
 
    "Absolutely anything we want," Tiffany grinned. "Take your clothes off. I don't know why you're dressed indoors." 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." Rising up on my knees, I quickly shed my T-shirt. Both women watched, Tracy's bright blue eyes and Tiffany's gray-green ones studying my every movement as I struggled out of my pants. In no time at all, I was completely naked, my clothes in a messy heap on the floor beside me. Tracy stared down at my new chastity device. Clearly, Tiffany had explained to her what it did. But it was her first time seeing it. 
 
    “Can you let him out?” Tracy said, turning to Tiffany again. Her teeth shone as she bit her lower lip,  her face radiating obvious desire. My heart hammered in my chest at the thought that Tracy wanted me released. I hardly dared to dream about what she had in mind. But unfortunately, it wasn’t up to her. 
 
    "I don't think so," Tiffany said slowly, an evil grin showing on her face as she held her phone in her hand. "He hasn't earned that yet. Besides, I don't know why you'd want to ever let him go. His cock is useless. The only thing he's good for is licking pussy. And even that isn't what it could be. Come on. Let's take this to the bedroom." Tiffany moved through Tracy's apartment as though she owned the place. She didn't even hesitate. Tracy's apartment was small enough that Tiffany could see at once where the bedroom was, and she made her way there, dropping her purse in the living room on the way but keeping her phone with her. Tracy smiled at me as I rose to my feet, a nervous grin that nevertheless shone with excitement. I tried to smile back. I knew that whatever came from the meeting of these women would be humiliating for me. But I had barely dared to imagine it being like this. That I would become Tracy's boyfriend without being released. That Tiffany would maintain her inescapable control over me. It was wild and thrilling and as deeply sexy as anything Tiffany had come up with yet. 
 
    Tracy followed Tiffany to the bedroom, and I followed her. By the time I stepped through the doorway, Tiffany was already sitting down on Tracy's bed, making herself comfortable. She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor, her eyes blazing as she stared at me. 
 
    "Down." And Tracy laughed again as I immediately complied. But Tracy didn't understand the awful power Tiffany had over me. She might know its source, but she couldn't understand how it felt to be constantly frustrated, desperately living for the promise of another rare orgasm. Somehow, I doubted she would have done any better in my position. 
 
    Meanwhile, Tiffany was hiking up her dress. Her self-confidence amazed me. And judging by the look on Tracy's face, it amazed her too. These women had just met. And already, Tiffany was ready to get naked in front of her. But then, I reminded myself, from the sound of Ms. Robertson's parties, sex with strangers was a regular part of her maids' lives. And there was that dull throb again, my restless cock battling uselessly against the walls of its prison. 
 
    "Get over here," Tiffany snarled as she sat on the edge of the bed. "Make me come. Quickly." Obediently, I crawled forward. I wasn't surprised to see that Tiffany wore no panties under her dress. Ms. Robertson frowned on underwear. And it was only when I heard Tracy gasp behind me that I remembered the tattoo that Tiffany had above her pussy. Property of Ms. Robertson. I could still remember my own reaction to that outrageous declaration of ownership. That someone as dominant as Tiffany could be would submit to so permanent a humiliation was an unforgettable demonstration of Ms. Robertson's sexual power. 
 
    But Tiffany wasn't interested in any explanations. She could act as cool as she liked, but the meeting with Tracy had clearly gotten her going. I wasn't exactly surprised. Tracy was a gorgeous girl, and Tiffany was a confirmed lesbian. While my cock ached with denial, I ran my tongue over Tiffany's silken lips, tasting her familiar taste as I licked her the way I knew she liked. And behind me, Tracy watched. I didn't know much about the sexual history of my new girlfriend. But somehow, I doubted she had ever watched anything quite like this unfold in her bedroom. From where I kneeled with my head between Tiffany's thighs, I couldn't see Tracy. But I could feel her watching, her total attention on the scene playing out in front of her. I realized that it wasn't just Tiffany that I was trying to impress with my oral skills. I wanted Tracy to see what I could do with my mouth, too. 
 
    I knew that Tiffany didn't want me personally. But the scene had clearly had its effect on her. In no time at all, she was sighing and moaning above me, her legs trembling as I went about my task. Soon, her delighted cries filled Tracy's bedroom. I felt her pussy pulsing against my mouth, the warm flood of her juices flowing over me as I kneeled at her feet. My hands on her toned thighs, I licked and kissed, slurping up her fluids as though they were ambrosia while my new girlfriend watched. And just like that, Tiffany came, the spasm of orgasm racking her body while I worshipped her streaming pussy. 
 
    With a final sigh, Tiffany pushed my head away. For a moment, she lay there panting on Tracy's bed, her dress pulled up around her hips, recovering herself. And as usual, I stayed on my knees, awaiting further instruction. I knew what was required of me. Tiffany was initiating Tracy into her world, and I was part of that initiation. Tiffany wanted my girlfriend to see just how humbly I could be made to serve. And I wasn't going to fight her. 
 
    Finally, Tiffany sat up. Her smooth cheeks were flushed pink with her pleasure. Her eyes were glowing. She grinned at me, then raised her eyes to Tracy. A girlish giggle erupted from Tiffany, and behind me, I heard Tracy laugh, too. 
 
    "There's going to be lots of that in your future," Tiffany smirked. 
 
    "I hope so," Tracy said. She stepped past me, and her dress swayed around her legs as she sat down on the bed beside Tiffany. There was a wild look in her eyes as she stared challengingly at me. The taste of Tiffany's pleasure hung in my mouth as I stared at my new girlfriend, besotted with her beauty. And hope soared in my heart as I saw the mischievous glint in her eye. 
 
    “I want some of that,” she said. 
 
    "Of course, Mistress Tracy," I said eagerly. While Tracy laughed, I moved forward, shuffling toward her on my knees, more than willing to plunge my face between her thighs and taste her just as I had tasted Tiffany. But Tiffany raised one foot from the floor, her sharp heel jabbing me in the chest as she pushed me back. 
 
    “Not so fast,” she sneered. I watched as she turned to Tracy, the blonde curls moving over her shoulders. She still had her phone in her hand, and she waved it at the other woman, reminding us both of the power she held. 
 
    “You want to fuck your boyfriend?” Tiffany asked Tracy.  
 
    "Yes please," Tracy said, her eyes wide and glistening as she looked at the dominant lesbian. I knew Tiffany better than she did. But even I didn't see what Tiffany had in mind until it was too late. 
 
    “You both have to earn it then,” Tiffany grinned. She reached forward with her other hand and ran her fingers over Tracy’s cheek. Tracy shuddered, but I noticed she didn’t pull away. Tiffany’s pretty eyes moved over her features, from her eyes to her lips. “You’re too pretty to be wasting time with men,” Tiffany murmured. “Have you ever tried girls before?” 
 
    “No,” Tracy said uncertainly. 
 
    "Maybe you should," Tiffany grinned. Her hand moved slowly down, over Tracy's neck, down her chest, reaching for one of her breasts and palpating the soft flesh through the thin fabric of her sundress. Tracy trembled. My cock throbbed as I saw the shape of her nipple show through the dress. Then Tiffany leaned forward. Softly, tenderly, she kissed my new girlfriend. After a moment of surprise, I saw Tracy kiss her back. Sexual tension crackled in the air as Tiffany slowly, skillfully moved her lips down over the other woman's neck. Tracy's eyelids fluttered. She wasn't even looking at me any longer. She looked nervous as Tiffany played with her. But she didn't pull away. In fact, I noticed her own hands were reaching for Tiffany's beautiful body. 
 
    "It seems like a good day to try new things," Tiffany said to Tracy with a smile. "I want to make you cum myself. Just relax. I guarantee you'll enjoy this." 
 
    Tracy seemed unable to form words. She nodded, her mouth open, her eyes wide and locked on Tiffany. Tiffany smiled. I watched her lift Tracy's sundress and gently pull down her panties. Guided by Tiffany, Tracy lay back on the bed, her head in a pool of her trailing hair as the other woman positioned herself above her. And all I could do was watch, completely in awe of the situation Tiffany had created as she took from me the girlfriend she had only just given me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 
  
                
            



 
 
    18. A New Mistress To Serve 
 
      
 
    Tiffany paused. With Tracy lying on the bed underneath her, her yellow sundress pulled up around her waist, she was completely in control. And of course, she knew it. Her training by Ms. Robertson had given her a sixth sense for domination and submission. It was the water she swam in every day. With nothing more than a few words, a few tender kisses, Tiffany had managed to seduce a woman who until that point had only been with guys. But I couldn't even be angry at her, or at Tracy. They were both so beautiful. There was no doubt in my mind I would have done the same given the opportunity. 
 
    And since Tiffany knew she was in charge, she could afford to take her time. Leaving Tracy lying on the bed for a minute, Tiffany pushed herself up. I saw her reach for Tracy's discarded panties. Picking them up, she climbed off the bed and stood next to me. Shamelessly, Tiffany didn't bother to pull down her dress. After all, she had nothing to hide from me. On the contrary, she wanted me to watch. She wanted me to be transfixed by her wet pussy as she moved around me, crouching behind me and taking my wrists in her hands. I knew better than to protest as she bound my wrists together with Tracy's panties. From the bed, my new girlfriend watched, her legs spread, her eyes wide, as she studied every detail of what Tiffany was doing to me. And once my hands were tied, Tiffany stood up and made her way back to the bed. 
 
    "It's not like he can do anything," Tiffany said by way of explanation. "But I always think, if a man can be tied up, why not tie him up? It all adds to making him helpless. Reminding him who's in charge. Reminding him there's nothing he can do about it." Smiling, Tiffany leaned forward and kissed Tracy on the lips. And again, Tracy kissed her back, tentatively yet hungrily, nervous yet more than ready to go along with what the dominant lesbian had in mind. I watched Tracy's eyes close for a moment as Tiffany kissed her way down her body, finally settling between her thighs. Tracy's back arched, and a long moan escaped her throat as Tiffany ran her teasing tongue over my girlfriend's lips. Tiffany swept her blonde hair back from her face so that it wouldn't get in the way. Then she slid her tongue inside, her movements precise and practiced. Tracy moaned again. The sound of her pleasure was driving me crazy as I kneeled on the floor, watching them. Locked out of heaven, all I could do was peer through the gate at the vision of absolute beauty taking place in front of me. And that, after all, was Tiffany's plan. 
 
    She knew her business. In no time at all, Tracy was writhing and howling on the bed. Her hands gripped the sheet underneath her as she thrashed, her body evidently overcome with bliss. Tiffany played her like an instrument, drawing the sweet music of sexual pleasure out of her while I watched, abandoned. Tracy howled and squirmed, her orgasm seeming to be torn from her by Tiffany's talented mouth, her legs trembling and spasming wildly on either side of the other woman's head as she exploded in pleasure. As the spasm passed, Tiffany raised her head from between Tracy's legs and smiled at me. I could see my girlfriend's juices glistening on her lips, and my cock throbbed desperately in the chastity device. 
 
    "Look at him," Tiffany giggled. "He looks like he's about to cry. What's wrong, chastity boy? You don't like watching me eat your girlfriend's pussy?" Tracy opened her eyes, laughing wildly at Tiffany's mocking words. The desperation of orgasm was still audible in her voice as she turned her gaze to me, her eyes made glassy with pleasure. 
 
    "I do, Tiffany," I said. "I just wish it was me." Both women laughed at my honesty. But they already knew the truth. The torture of the scene was in being so close to what I wanted, and yet still being denied. They both knew that. 
 
    "Well, access to her pussy is something you're going to have to earn," Tiffany went on. "You know, the more I think about it, the hotter this seems. Anytime you guys want to do anything fun, you'll need to convince me." 
 
    "Please, Tiffany," I panted. Shuffling forward on my knees, I pressed my lips to Tiffany's foot as it dangled off the side of the bed. Tracy laughed again, outraged by what was happening. But for Tiffany  and I, it was nothing new. Just one more reminder of the power she held over me. "Please, Tiffany," I begged again. "Please let me kiss Mistress Tracy's beautiful pussy." 
 
    “Oh my God,” Tracy groaned. Tiffany giggled. For her, things couldn’t have been going any better. 
 
    "I know," Tiffany smirked. "I told you. You can get him to do anything. The perfect boyfriend. He'll do anything you say, and beg for anything you give him. And if he doesn't, he'll have me to answer to." I yelped in pain as Tiffany snatched up the phone and gave me another shock. Tracy howled in laughter. It was obvious that she was starting to take real joy in watching me squirm. Just one more thing for me to worry about. But as aroused as I was, my fears and doubts could hardly penetrate the dense cloud of my desire for sex. 
 
    '"Do you have any toys?" Tiffany asked. 
 
    "In that drawer,"Tracy said, waving her arm at the dresser. "Top left." She didn't even hesitate. She didn't seem to worry about what Tiffany had in mind in the slightest. As though the orgasm Tiffany had given her swept away all her previous inhibitions. I had seen that before. I had seen the way Ms. Robertson's maids, both lesbians, would do almost anything when they got horny enough. Tracy didn't care any longer that she was straight. If Tiffany was going to give her the pleasure her body cried out for, Tracy wasn't going to argue. 
 
    Tiffany stepped past me as she made her way to the dresser. The drawer rolled open, the one I had explored while the 2 of them were out. Taking out the vibrator, she returned to the bed. The toy buzzed in her hand as she hunched over Tracy again. Tiffany guided the vibrator between Tracy's legs, and I heard my new girlfriend moan once again in pleasure. The buzzing of the vibrator changed slightly as Tiffany ran it up and down Tracy's lips, making the other woman squirm and squeal with pleasure. 
 
    "You want to cum again, don't you?" Tiffany smiled. 
 
    "Yes, please, yes!" Tracy panted. On my knees at the side of the bed, I cringed as I watched. I knew all too well that overwhelming feeling of frustrated desire. Tiffany was right that I would do just about anything to feel the sweet release of orgasm. As the vibrator continued to buzz between her legs, I guessed that Tracy felt much the same way. 
 
    Of course, Tiffany was counting on that. 
 
    "I'll keep using this toy on you," Tiffany went on slyly, "if I get to shock your boyfriend's useless cock while I do it." I gulped. Tracy's eyes shot open. She raised her head from the mattress, her hair dangling beneath her as she stared wide-eyed at me. I looked back at her, not daring to say a thing. I barely even knew what I wanted anymore. But Tracy did. And as Tiffany skillfully ran the vibrator over her pulsing lips again, a long sob of pleasure rose from Tracy's parted lips, and I knew that I was doomed. 
 
    “Okay,” Tracy gasped as she thrashed on the mattress beneath Tiffany, “okay. Do it.” 
 
    “Not good enough,” Tiffany smirked, and Tracy howled in a pleasure that sounded almost angry as Tiffany slid the vibrator between her lips and immediately withdrew it. “You have to beg me to do it.” 
 
    "Please," Tracy cried out immediately, and the desperate longing in her voice made my stomach tighten like a knot as I heard it. "Please shock him! Please! Oh my God, please let me cum, please!" 
 
    "That's what I like to hear," Tiffany grinned. With her phone in one hand and the vibrator in the other, she sat on the edge of the bed between Tracy and me, completely in control of us both. And I cried out in pain as she shocked my locked-away cock, and Tracy howled in pleasure as Tiffany plunged the vibrator inside her, and mingled cries of pleasure and pain filled Tracy's bedroom like some symphony Tiffany was conducting. 
 
    Tracy moaned and thrashed on the bed, a prisoner of pleasure as Tiffany fucked her with the vibrator. I yelled and panted too, for entirely different reasons. Tiffany shocked me again and again, the current flowing and stopping then flowing again, always keeping me guessing, always keeping me on edge. She smiled at me as she was doing it, an evil little smile as she basked in total triumph, knowing she had defeated me once again. The contest between us was never equal. Tiffany always won. And yet she never seemed to get tired of winning. 
 
    My torture went on and on. Tiffany went on shocking me until Tracy exploded again in another orgasm. The bed shook and trembled beneath them both with the force of her spasming body, I couldn't decide which was more painful. The electric shocks from my chastity device or the torment of having to watch Tracy howl in ecstasy while I was given nothing but pain. But as she moaned and gasped, Tiffany turned off the vibrator and set it aside. Finally, the shocks stopped. Tiffany waited while Tracy slowly recovered herself, drawing in great shivering breaths that didn't sound so different to my own as we both slowly recovered. 
 
    Tracy opened her eyes. She gazed up at Tiffany with a strange expression on her face. An expression I had seen before on the face of Rebecca when Tiffany or Ms. Robertson really worked her over. It was an expression of something like awe, a total overwhelming sensation that I knew myself. The feeling of being completely overcome by another person, of having the greatest pleasures of your life while under their control. It was a feeling, I knew, that Tracy was never going to forget. She looked almost surprised herself at what she was feeling, this straight girl forced to acknowledge what a dominant lesbian had done to her. It was a sight to behold. 
 
    And then Tracy turned her eyes on me. I saw the stray gleam in them, the bright glow that came from multiple orgasms and the discovery of this bright new world. I had no idea what Tracy had done in her past, but I doubted she had experienced anything quite as kinky as this. And it was clear that she was having the time of her life. Multiple orgasms will do that to a girl. This sex was the dark magic that Ms. Robertson used so well, that kept us all in one way or another under her thumb. The power of pleasure that she wielded like a weapon to make even a dominant woman like Tiffany submit to her whims. Now, without even meeting the woman, Tracy was falling under her spell too. 
 
    "Shock him again," Tracy said. I gasped. She looked right at me as she said it, smiling evilly. And I yelped as Tiffany pressed her screen, sending pain coursing through my body from between my legs as the two women giggled at my suffering. 
 
    "That's what I like to see," Tiffany said. "I have no interest in men at all. But your boyfriend here is fun to torture. That's about the only pleasure I get out of him, apart from the occasional clumsy pussy licking." Tiffany laughed again as she spoke. Tracy sat up. Another strange look came over her face. She sat beside Tiffany, and her eyes moved over the other woman's face much as Tiffany's had done over Tracy's earlier. Abruptly, she lunged forward. Tiffany gasped briefly in surprise as Tracy pressed her lips against hers. They kissed, and this time, the passion was all coming from Tracy, her hands holding Tiffany's face in place, her jaw working as her tongue explored the other woman's mouth. Their kiss broke, and Tiffany laughed as Tracy began kissing her neck, her hands all over her body, pawing at her hungrily the way I longed to do myself. The change that had come over her was remarkable. But I of all people ought to understand the power of sexual desire. And I watched in fresh agony as Tracy wrapped her arms around Tiffany, kissing her body through her dress, pulling at the zipper, undressing the other woman while I watched from the floor. Smiling happily, Tiffany shed her dress and tossed it to the floor beside me. Tracy moved down her body, crawling backward across the bed until she was kissing Tiffany's stomach. Tiffany had one hand on Tracy's head, affectionately petting her, smoothing her hair back from her face. 
 
    "You want to eat my pussy, don't you?" Tiffany smiled. 
 
    “I want to try it,” Tracy replied, grinning up at the other woman. 
 
    "Naughty little straight girl," Tiffany chuckled. "Okay. Go ahead. You can eat me. I'd rather you do it than your useless boyfriend." Tracy chuckled as she lowered her head. Tiffany spread her legs. Tentatively, Tracy ran her tongue over the other woman's sex. Tiffany sighed happily, still stroking Tracy's hair encouragingly. And as her pleasure grew, Tracy's enthusiasm grew with it. She started to move her head back and forth, running her tongue in long strokes up and down the other woman's pussy. Then I watched her lean forward, plunging her tongue deep inside Tiffany's beautiful body. The dominant lesbian howled in pleasure, encouraging Tracy further. 
 
    For a while, I seemed to have been forgotten. But the scene in front of me was as tormenting as any I had been forced to watch. My cock ached inside the chastity device; these women didn't need electricity to hurt me. Tiffany knew her knots, and Tracy's panties help my wrists firmly behind my back. Not that it mattered. There was nothing I could do even if my hands had been free. Nothing to do but watch the woman who was now my girlfriend be seduced by the woman who had locked my cock away. 
 
    I knew Tiffany's reactions well enough to see her orgasm coming. I watched it bubble up inside her, erupting from her throat in a bright song of pleasure. Between her thighs, I heard Tracy gulp at the sudden flood of Tiffany's juices. Tiffany threw back her head, moaning in pleasure as her orgasm overwhelmed her, and Tracy did her best to lick it all up while I watched forlornly from the floor. 
 
    "Not bad for a first time," Tiffany grinned as Tracy raised her head from between her legs. "For a straight girl, you're a natural pussy licker. I might have to mention this to Ms. Robertson." Tracy smiled at the other woman's praise, but now the moment had passed, she seemed faintly embarrassed by what she had done. Still, she couldn't seem to keep her hands off Tiffany's beautiful body. They sat their together on the bed above me, Tiffany in nothing but a push-up bra and some high heels, Tracy in her sundress that was bunched up around her waist to expose her own dripping pussy. I wanted them both so badly, I felt like I could hardly breathe. But I knew that there was nothing I could do to get what I wanted. What I wanted never mattered. 
 
    "Get up." The toe of Tiffany's shoe tapped against the hard plastic of the chastity device as she spoke to me. I felt Tracy's eyes follow me as I rose to my feet. "On the bed," Tiffany ordered, pointing at the other side of the mattress. "On your back." I did as I was told. Both women watched me as I circled the bed, the high-tech chastity device swaying between my legs as I moved. I climbed onto the mattress, rolling over to lie down next to the women. I barely dared to hope as I lay beside them. There was no way of knowing what Tiffany had in mind next. 
 
    But as she turned to me, she raised her phone in her hand. I saw her press the screen. I braced myself for another electric shock, but instead, the device locked onto my manhood made a loud click. There was a quiet whirring noise. Tiffany reached out with her other hand, and removed the part of the device that held my cock. I was finally free. My manhood surged into the air, rapidly swelling as it rose above me, and I heard Tracy giggling. 
 
    "If you still want to, you can fuck your boyfriend now," Tiffany said. "I think you've earned it." 
 
    "Okay," Tracy giggled. Rising up onto her knees, she lifted her sundress over her head and dropped it to the floor. She had no more inhibitions in front of Tiffany now. She shed her bra too, stripping away every item of clothing before crawling over the bed toward me. My cock ached and throbbed as she took it in her hand for the first time, her fingers closing around it as she gently teased me, stroking slowly, watching me sigh and moan and squirm on the bed beneath her. 
 
    "He's so smooth and hairless," Tracy said. 
 
    "Like a girl," Tiffany nodded. "That's the idea. He's never going to be a girl, of course. But Ms. Robertson wants us to do our best to make him look like one. That means he needs to stay hair-free and well-groomed at all times. In fact, you can help us make sure he keeps it up." 
 
    "Okay," Tracy said. She seemed ready to go along with just about anything Tiffany suggested. Again, it dawned on me that I now had one more mistress to serve, and this one would be around when the others weren't. Would there ever again be a moment of my life when I was free of female domination? Somehow, I doubted it. And I doubted even more whether I would want there to be. 
 
    "Do you like dressing up in girl's clothes?" Tracy asked. She was still stroking me gently, her hand brushing my cock with a maddening rhythm as I gazed up at her in desperation. 
 
    “No, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    "But you do it anyway. Because Tiffany won't let you cum if you don't." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    "Me not letting him cum is the least of his worries," Tiffany interjected. "If he disobeys me, I beat his ass. Luckily for him, he doesn't have the balls to fight me. He pretty much does whatever I say. And now he's going to do whatever you say. Aren't you?" 
 
    “Yes, Tiffany.” 
 
    "Oh my God," Tracy sighed. "This is so fucked up." But she was still smiling. And she moved above me, throwing one leg over my prone body as she straddled me. I groaned as I felt the wet warmth of her pussy on my cock. Teasingly, she used her grip on my shaft to rub herself with my manhood, guiding the swollen head between her wet lips. I clenched my teeth as I squirmed underneath her. The promise of pleasure was all I could focus on, and Tracy could tell. She grinned down at me as she watched my face, enjoying my struggle as she toyed with me. She was learning fast. 
 
    "He's going to cum quickly if you keep that up," Tiffany warned. She wasn't wrong. Already, I could feel the orgasm boiling inside me, rising up from between my legs to spread through my whole body as I tried uselessly to resist. 
 
    "That's okay," Tracy smiled, her eyes never moving from my face. "We have lots of time to have fun in the future.  At least this is one boyfriend I know won't be cheating on me. Except with you, I suppose." 
 
    "That's not really cheating," Tiffany shrugged. "Ms. Robertson owns his cock. If she decides to let others use it, that's up to her." 
 
    "Right," Tracy smiled. As though that were the most normal thing in the world. As though it made perfect sense that she was holding a cock that belonged to another woman. The cute girl that I used to flirt with at work was showing the dominant side I would never have believed she had. Then again, I never would have believed I had such depths of submission inside me, either. Ms. Robertson and her kinky maids had a way of bringing people's hidden facets to light. 
 
    Tracy climbed on top of me. I cried out as I felt my cock slide inside her, her pussy gripping my shaft at once as she began to ride me. She moaned too, letting her sounds of pleasure fill the room as she bounced on top of me. Helpless beneath her, I watched her breasts bounce, watched her eyes close, watched her body responding to the same pleasure I was feeling. Finally, I was getting to have sex with the woman who was apparently my girlfriend now. And the fact that I knew such occasions could be rare in the future only made the feeling sweeter as she rode up and down my shaft. 
 
    Tiffany moved too. I felt the bed sink underneath her as she crawled toward us. I ought to have anticipated that she wouldn't want to be left out. She kneeled beside my head. For a moment, just a moment, she smiled down at me with that same maddening smile of triumph I knew so well. Then she turned. Swinging a leg over my head, she straddled my face, facing Tracy. Tiffany lowered her pussy down onto my face, and I knew exactly what she wanted. Eagerly, I licked her, sliding my tongue once again over those wet folds and hearing her moan in pleasure above me. 
 
    After all that teasing, I was in ecstasy. With one beautiful woman riding my cock and another sitting on my face, I felt like the luckiest man alive. All the torture and torment and humiliation that had led to that moment evaporated, swept away by the powerful physical sensations of pleasure. I knew I wouldn't last long. But I wanted it to go on forever. I want to spend a lifetime between Tiffany's thighs, between Tracy's, an object of pleasure to be used by them both. And my efforts to control myself were awarded by the ringing shouts of pleasure from Tracy as she bounced up and down on top of me. I wasn't the only one who was already close to climax. 
 
    Her pussy spasmed around me, squeezing my cock like a fist. And my cry of abandon was muffled by Tiffany's streaming sex as I bellowed my pleasure into her. My cock errupted, pumping what felt like gallons of cum into Tracy's spasming pussy. My girlfriend, I thought to myself with another strange internal spasm. At least I had finally gotten to have sex with her, albeit in this uniquely kinky way. 
 
    "Is he done?" I heard Tiffany say above me. There was a catch in her voice as she spoke, the faint trace of the pleasure I was giving her with my mouth. 
 
    "Uh-huh," Tracy replied. She was still riding my cock, slower now, rubbing her pussy against my body in long leisurely strokes. Basking in the afterglow of orgasm, just as I was. But I ought to have known that Tiffany would never allow that kind of tenderness between us. Not even for a moment. 
 
    "Then it's time to get him locked back up," Tiffany said. "Don't ever let him cum without being tied down. Make sure you put the cage back on before you untie him. That way, he'll never even try to break free. Here, switch with me." 
 
    "Are you serious?" Evidently, Tracy couldn't believe what she had heard. I cringe with embarrassment as Tiffany climbed off my face, kneeling once more on the bed beside me. 
 
    "Of course," Tiffany said. "Making him eat his own cum is one of the best ways to remind him just how pathetic he is. It's his job to keep your pussy nice and clean, especially after he makes a mess of it. Go on, you'll love it. It's about the only fun part of straight sex, as far as I'm concerned." 
 
    Tracy hesitated. Her eyes studied my face for a moment, as if she was wondering if this might finally be going too far. She should have known better. Even while my stomach convulsed in disgust, I didn't complain. I knew that Tiffany could make me do it, and that resistance was pointless. 
 
    So Tracy slowly climbed along my body. My cock slid out of her warm depths, and she moved up toward my head, shaking her own head in disbelief the whole way. Finally, she straddled my face, placing her pussy on my mouth. And without needing to be told, I began to lick her, trying to swallow my own semen as quickly as possible while she spluttered in disbelief above me. 
 
    It was a hell of a start to our new relationship. And I knew that it was just a sign of things to come. 
 
    


 
   
  
 
  
                
            



 
 
    19. A Chaste Date 
 
      
 
    Anticipation isn't the word. Because anticipation implies that I could expect something to come my way. And there was no reason to believe that. Then again, there was always the possibility. Dominated as I was by the women in my life, I never knew when I might receive the reward of orgasm. It wasn't often. But it was often enough to keep me hoping, to keep me working for their approval. It's not like I was blind to how these things work. I knew that Tiffany, and through her, Ms. Robertson, were using my sex drive as a tool to control me. That didn't make it any less effective. In fact, that knowledge burned inside me like a constant flame, adding to the kinky excitement I felt every time I thought of them. 
 
    Which was often. But lately, Tracy was starting to occupy more and more of my thoughts. It was no surprise. After all, I had to see her every day. Tiffany and Rebecca were people I saw only occasionally, whenever I was summoned to the big house. Ms. Robertson, the true source of all the power these women wielded, was even more remote. I hadn't seen her at all since she decided to allow Tiffany and Tracy to meet. But Tracy was a constant presence at work. And more and more these days, she was a constant presence in the rest of my life, too.  
 
    My girlfriend. I could never think of the term without a tiny twist in my guts. Technically, that's what she was. We were officially dating now, doing all the things that other young couples do together. All except one. Tracy had no more control over my chastity device than I did. Sure, she could ask for Tiffany's permission to have sex with me, but it was denied more than it was granted. I wasn't the only person frustrated by the power the dominant lesbian had over me. But there were other ways for Tracy to get her kicks. And she was getting better and better at understanding that. 
 
      
 
    "I'll have the lamb," Tracy said, closing her menu as she smiled up at the waitress standing beside our table. Inwardly, I winced. It had been established from the start that paying for our dates was my responsibility. In that sense, Tracy was very traditional. And even though she probably had a pretty good idea what I made, she didn't hold back from ordering whatever she wanted. She loved to spend my money. She knew I couldn't stop her. 
 
    “Can I get the barbecue burger? With fries,” I said. 
 
    "Of course," the waitress smiled. She was pretty, I supposed, in the way that so many young women are. She was nowhere near Tracy's level though. Along with all the other guys at work, I had always known that Tracy was a beauty. But it's not like she came to work every day in full makeup, dressed to kill. Not like she did on our dates. In fact, if anything, it seemed like Tracy was looking better and better every time I took her out. Her new haircut suited her, and her makeup was carefully applied to accentuate all her best features. Her eyes sparkled like blue jewels between the dark bars of her eyelashes. Her lips were the dark red of late-summer fruit, a color that perfectly matched her dress. The burgundy fabric clung to her body, flaunting her hourglass figure. I had seen heads turn as we entered the restaurant. No one was looking at me. They were all looking at Tracy, swaying along in her tight dress and silver high heels, her movements made more feminine by her restrictive clothing. When she stood, the dress covered her almost to her knees. But it did as much to flaunt her gorgeous figure as it did to hide it. From the moment I had picked her up, I felt the constant ache of my cock trying to harden inside the chastity device. The new high-tech version might be a little roomier than the steel cage it had replaced, but it still didn't provide nearly enough room for me to get an erection. And just like its predecessor, it made it completely impossible for me to even think of touching myself. Or for Tracy to touch me either, at least without permission. We both knew that. I got the feeling that was part of why Tracy dressed the way she did. She was teasing me. Showing me what I couldn't have. Just as Ms. Robertson liked Tiffany and Rebecca to do. Somehow, all of these women understood that the more badly I wanted them, the easier it would be to control me. They knew it as well as I did. 
 
    "How did that service call for Patel turnout?" Tracy asked. As she sipped her wine, I noticed that she was careful not to smudge for lipstick. But still, the shape of her lips showed on the glass as she lowered it again. I don't know anything about wine. All I knew was that the bottle Tracy had ordered was expensive. Another thing that would be added to my bill. Another thing I knew better than to argue over. 
 
    "It was okay," I said. "He started off complaining about being charged for the callout. But he calmed down after a while." Some customers are more difficult than others. And Tracy often got the worst of it over the phone. Somehow, people feel more able to be rude to someone when they don't have to look them in the eyes. But my heart wasn't in the small talk we were making. It was weird to date someone from work, I was learning. Having them know where you had been and what you had been doing all day was a new experience for me. But compared to some of the other new experiences I was having, it paled in comparison. And in Tracy's presence, especially when she looked like this, it was very hard to care about how my workday had been. That might be the stuff that an ordinary dating couple would talk about. But we weren't ordinary. And while Tracy may have wanted to pretend otherwise, I couldn't forget the truth. Tracy was my girlfriend, but she had an incredible amount of power over me. Not as much as Tiffany did, perhaps. Not nearly as much as Ms. Robertson did. But enough. Our relationship was unequal from the start. That was how we both wanted it. But it made it impossible to treat her like just another girl I was seeing. 
 
    "That's good," Tracy said. "He was such an asshole on the phone." 
 
    "I bet." A silence followed my words. I knew that I wasn't exactly helping the conversation along. But there was nothing I could do about it. And Tracy seemed to understand. Her eyes sparkled as she looked at me, her lifted wineglass doing nothing to obscure the slight smile that showed on her face. As she took another drink and set her glass down, she leaned forward. The tiny candle on the table between us cast flickering shadows across her pretty face, shaded by the loose waves of her hair that hung down on either side of her face. 
 
    "Are you thinking about fucking me right now?" she said. The restaurant was quiet, and Tracy kept her voice low. Even so, I glanced around, my eyes darting back-and-forth to make sure nobody else had heard before answering. 
 
    “Yes,” I said truthfully. Of course I was. These days, I didn’t think about much else. Having her there in front of me, dressed the way she was, looking at me the way she was, was once again lighting the touch paper to my explosive desire. 
 
    "Yes, what?" I felt color rise to my cheeks as Tracy stared at me expectantly. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy," I mumbled. Her white teeth showed in a broad grin as she smiled in delight. She sat back in her chair, taking another sip of wine. The bottle was already mostly empty. Clearly, my dominant girlfriend was in the mood to have a good time. 
 
    "I never get tired of hearing you say that," she said, her highlighted hair swirling as she shook her head in disbelief. "You must want me so bad. I can see in your face." 
 
    “I do, Mistress Tracy,” I said urgently, leaning across the table toward her and keeping my voice as low as I could. 
 
    "Well, you know that's not up to me," Tracy smirked. "I mean, it's so weird. If someone had suggested this to me, I never would've gone along with it. But I have to admit, it is hot. Knowing that Tiffany has so much control over you, and even over me. She decides what we get to do tonight. But if you treat me like a princess, maybe I'll ask her to unlock you so we can play." 
 
    "Yes, please, Mistress Tracy," I groaned. Tracy laughed, tossing her hair back from her face as she leaned back in her chair. I gasped as I felt something brush against my leg. Tracy watched my face as her foot slid higher, and I sat with my legs parted, doing my best not to groan as I felt her shoe tapping against the chastity device through the pants I wore. Neither of us had forgotten about it for even a moment, of course. I couldn't. And Tracy knew exactly what it was that gave her the power she had. But clearly, she wanted to be reminded. She sat back in her seat, saying nothing as her foot traced the shape of my plastic prison through my pants. And I sat there too, trembling with repressed desire, feeling the all-too-familiar pain of my tireless cock pressing against the inside of the cruel device. I dreaded other people finding out about the position I was in. But at that moment, worked up as I was by Tracy's beauty and the prospect of going on yet another date that ended in frustration for me, I would've done just about anything to secure her favor. Of course, as Tracy said, it wasn't up to her. She was just another gatekeeper between me and pleasure. Another dominant woman that I had to appease if I wanted any hope of orgasm. I knew better than to ask Tiffany myself. In fact, more and more these days, Tiffany didn't deal with me by phone at all. Instead, she spoke to Tracy, the two of them deciding my fate between them. It was incredibly sexy. But it was also absolutely mortifying. 
 
    "God, I love hearing you beg," Tracy smiled. "You know, I always thought you were cute. But I never dreamed of anything like this. All that time I wasted with Mike. I wish I'd known about this. I should've kept him in a chastity device. Then he wouldn't have been able to cheat on me. I think Ms. Robertson is on to something. Maybe all you men need your cocks locked away. I'm starting to think it would be a better world for everyone." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy." As I spoke, I looked around the restaurant again, making sure the waitress wasn't sneaking up on us. I didn't want anyone to hear me address my girlfriend the way I did. But I also wanted to keep it up. It excited Tracy to have me submit to her. And if she was excited, the chances were greater that she might convince Tiffany to release me from the cage, if only for the night. Nothing seemed to matter more than that. The thought of Tracy in my bed, her tight dress on the floor, her legs in the air and her face tightening with pleasure as I fucked her - it made me breathless just thinking about it. I felt as though nothing had ever mattered more than that. 
 
    "Really? You think so?" I blinked. I hadn't really given the question much thought. I had gotten so used to answering yes to anything these women asked of me that it became an automatic response. 
 
    “I… I don’t know, Mistress,” I finally said. Tracy laughed. 
 
    “Of course you don’t,” she said. “You can’t even think right now, can you?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Tracy,” I admitted. 
 
    "That's okay," Tracy said. "I know it must be hard for you. But you should probably work on your conversational skills if we're going to carry on dating. After all, it's not like you have much else to offer a woman." She laughed as she tapped her shoe once again against the chastity device through my pants. While I groaned silently in despair, I watched her take another gulp of wine, her long neck showing beneath her styled hair as she swallowed. She looked absolutely radiant. She would've looked fantastic anyway. But in my state of desperate desire, she looked like a total goddess. And it seemed as though she felt like one, too. Confidence radiated from her as she sat on the other side of the table from me. The same confidence I saw sometimes in Tiffany and even Rebecca. Perhaps even in Ms. Robertson too, though that was on a completely different level. I'd never met anyone with the confidence Ms. Robertson had. Still, Tracy was learning. Having a horny man watching you in total desperation will do that, I suppose. Tracy didn't need me to rhapsodize about her beauty. She could see how I felt written all over my face. 
 
    "And here we go," said the waitress as she appeared again at the side of the table. "Roast lamb for you. And your barbecue burger." She set the plates down on the table between us. 
 
    “Thank you,” Tracy said with a smile. But her eyes never left my face. 
 
      
 
    Back at my apartment, things were moving fast. It might sound strange to say, but my date with Tracy was one of the sexiest of my life. Not in spite of the fact that I doubted I would be able to have sex with her, but because of it. Because I was never quite sure. And that truth hung in the air between us, dripping like honey off every word we spoke. By the end of our meal, she seemed almost as excited as I was. She could play it cool all she wanted, but I recognized the gleam in her eyes. I could see through her smiles, her ready laughter, the casual flip of her hair. The tension seemed to grow with every step we took, and when we finally got inside and sat down on the couch, we couldn't keep our hands off each other. Her lips were soft and warm against mine, and as we kissed, my cock only raged more inside the chastity device. I wasn't helping myself, I knew. Any physical contact with Tracy would only make things harder for me. But I didn't care. I wanted her. And our weird date reminded me of a simpler time, back when I was free to do what I wanted with any woman who would consent.  
 
    I pressed myself against her on the sofa as we made out, her gorgeous young body under my hands, and I traced the swell of hip and breast as I held her tight, feeling her warmth and softness through her tight dress. Reaching around behind her, I found the zipper and pulled it down, and felt her sigh against my cheek as I undressed her. The tight dress put up a fight, but I peeled it down over her arms, over her chest, tugging at it as it clung to her hips while she squirmed on the couch beside me. Meanwhile, her fingers were busy, unbuttoning the shirt I wore then pulling it down my arms. I pulled it off completely, flinging it to the floor. Our lips parted as I pulled Tracy's dress off at last, her silver high heels shining as she kicked her way out of it. She reached for my belt and unfastened it, and I kissed her neck, making my way down to the vast cleavage that showed in her push-up bra. I kissed and fondled her breasts as she pushed down my pants, and I let them fall to the floor, stepping awkwardly out of my clothes while keeping my mouth against her skin. One of Tracy's hands was on the back of my head, affectionately stroking my hair as I kissed her breasts. 
 
      
 
    “You probably want me to ask Tiffany to unlock you now, don’t you?’ I heard her say. 
 
    “Mmm-hmm,” I said, without raising my head from her cleavage. My cock was throbbing wildly inside the plastic device, and all I wanted was to be freed.  I could feel her nipples swelling through the fabric of her bra, and I reached behind her to unfasten the clasp. Tracy giggled as I took off her bra and flung it to the floor, and returned my attention to her naked breasts. I teased her nipples with my tongue as I licked and kissed them, feeling her take a deep breath that she let out in a long sigh. There was no doubt that she was turned on. And I knew that was the best hope I had of getting what I wanted. 
 
    "I need my phone," Tracy said. Placing her hand on my shoulder, she pushed me gently but firmly back on the couch. Then she stood. I watched her move across the apartment, wearing nothing but a pair of thong panties and her silver high heels. And she knew I was watching. She walked like a model, stretching away toward where she had dropped her purse when we came in. I groaned in desire as she bent to pick up her phone from inside, and she smiled mischievously at me, her naked breasts hanging from her chest and making my heart thump wildly behind my ribs. 
 
    The light from her phone lit up her face as she typed out a text. I sat on the couch looking at her in her nearly naked glory, this beautiful woman standing in her tall shoes in my apartment who might as well be on the moon for all the freedom I had to have sex with her. Her message sent, Tracy smiled again and made her way back toward the sofa. She sat down, sweeping her hair back from her face, laying her long legs over my lap. Her breasts rose and fell as she breathed steadily. Her eyes sparkled as she looked at me. 
 
    "Kiss," she suddenly said. Bending her knee, she raised one foot from my lap, letting it hang in front of my face. I didn't hesitate. I  cradled her high heel in my hands as I pressed a hungry kiss against her toes. Tracy giggled, and I kissed her foot again, moving slowly up toward her ankle. In her hand, her phone buzzed. My heart froze as she picked it up instead of the screen. Tracy erupted in bright laughter as she read the message. 
 
    “She said no,” Tracy said. And before I even had time to respond, I cried out in pain. A sudden electric shock swept over my body, spreading rapidly out from between my legs where the chastity device buzzed. 
 
    "I guess that's what you get for asking," Tracy said. Her blue eyes were glowing as she watched me, still holding her foot in my hand. She was so turned on it was almost unbearable. The promise of sex hung in the air between us, the two of us almost naked on my sofa. But it didn't matter. If Tiffany wasn't going to allow it, then there was nothing either of us could do to make it happen. 
 
    Tracy's phone buzzed again. She looked at the screen and laughed. 
 
    "She wants me to send her a photo," Tracy said. "Kiss my foot again. Yeah, like that. Hold it there." I kept my lips against the smooth skin of the top of Tracy's foot as her phone clicked in her hand. Ignoring me for a moment, she sent the photo to Tiffany. I kissed her again and again, and being ignored by her as I worshiped her foot only made her more attractive to me as my cock ached inside its prison. For a few moments there, it had felt as though we were a normal couple, a boyfriend and girlfriend about to do what comes naturally. That feeling was gone, replaced with the unarguable power imbalance between us again. Tracy's phone buzzed. She laughed once again, but this time she didn't share what it was that Tiffany had said that was so amusing. 
 
    "Well, I guess if you're not allowed to fuck me, you're going to have to give me something else, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy." I was ready to give her anything, whatever she wanted. Tracy lifted her foot from my hand and swung her feet down to the floor. She stood. I watched breathlessly as she reached for the waistband of her panties. She pulled them down, letting them fall to the floor before stepping out of them. I was transfixed by the sight of her pussy, the pink lips already swollen and glistening with moisture, her arousal obvious and inarguable. My mouth watered. 
 
    Tracy climbed back onto the couch beside me. This time, she turned. On her knees, she faced away from me, leaning forward so that her arms lay on the end of the sofa. She arched her back, her ass high in the air. The heels of her shoes pointed back toward me. Tracy didn't look at me. Instead, she held her phone in one hand. I could see her face on the screen, the phone's front camera capturing everything as she used it like a mirror to look back at me. 
 
    “I think you should kiss my ass,” Tracy said. “You know, show me know your place.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy," I said at once. I didn't even hesitate. Getting onto my knees behind her, I lowered my face and felt the smooth skin of her ass against my lips as I kissed. Tracy giggled, and I placed my hands on her hips, kissing her raised backside again and again while she relaxed on my sofa. Steadily, I made my way lower, aiming between her legs where her glistening pussy waited. But a sudden sharp shock from the chastity device stopped me in my tracks. 
 
    "I guess we reminded Tiffany that you exist," Tracy giggled. "I wonder how long she'll keep doing that? I guess that's what you get for asking permission to cum." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    "Keep kissing my ass. Look up here." Tracy's camera clicked again as she captured a picture of herself bent over the couch and me with my lips pressed her backside. My cheeks burned with shame. I knew exactly what she would do with it. And I went on kissing as Tracy sent the photo to Tiffany, the two women thoroughly enjoying my submission. I moaned against Tracy's ass as Tiffany shocked me again. 
 
    "She's so mean," Tracy said. "I would say I can't believe you let her treat you like this. But I think I kind of get it. I mean, she's so fucking sexy, isn't she?"  
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy." 
 
      
 
    “And she’s not into you at all. That’s the funniest part. She’d rather fuck me than you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    "I never thought I was into girls. I'm not, really. But there's something so sexy about seeing her dominate you. Seeing the way she talks to you. The way she can make you do anything. And there's no denying it. That girl really knows how to eat pussy. I still can't believe I went down on her. It was so fucking hot." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    “That must’ve driven you crazy, watching that.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    "Watching your girlfriend eat pussy for the first time. You know how lucky you are? You know how many guys dream of seeing something like that?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy. Thank you, Mistress Tracy." Tracy howled with laughter as I showered her ass with kisses, debasing myself behind her while she recorded everything on her phone. It wasn't as though Tracy needed any more leverage over me. She already had plenty. And I knew she would be sending the video to Tiffany. Perhaps even Ms. Robertson herself would get to see my shame. But I desperately hoped that was as far as it would go. I had no idea what the future held for Tracy and me. We might be dating, but that could change. And now, she had the ultimate blackmail tool to use against me. But I couldn't do anything about it. All I could do was keep kissing her ass while she filmed every moment. 
 
    "Good boy," Tracy said at last. "Okay. You can lick my pussy now. Make me cum. I've been thinking about this all night. I didn't get all dressed up for nothing. Just because your dick is all locked up doesn't mean your girlfriend shouldn't get an orgasm, does it?" 
 
    "No, Mistress Tracy." I was already moving over her body. My cock surged inside the chastity device as I ran my tongue over her wet pussy from behind, and Tracy groaned happily as I started to lick. There was nothing else to do besides serve my girlfriend. And as the chastity device buzzed again and I winced at the sudden pain, I was reminded just how helpless I was when it came to all of these women. 
 
    


 
   
  
 
  
                
            



 
 
    20. A Maid’s Duty 
 
      
 
    High heels cracked against the tile. Unfortunately, they were my own. 
 
    Small padlocks dangled from the straps that held the shoes onto my feet. As though I would try to remove them. As though I would dare. Tiffany and Rebecca, my fellow maids, would make me pay dearly for any such defiance. As soon as I arrived in Ms. Robertson's mansion, the maids had undressed me and had then redressed me in my humiliating uniform. After all, I was still being trained. Trained to serve a woman I barely saw. The mysterious Ms. Robertson who held such power over us all. 
 
    Somehow, my life seemed to keep getting stranger. When I was not at work, I was hanging out with Tracy, either at her apartment or at mine. After all, we were dating. We did all the things that couples do together. Except one. The minute our clothes started to come off, Tracy, the cute girl from work I had carried a flame for for a while now, turned into a demanding dominatrix.  She wasn't as cruel as Tiffany could be. But she seemed to have no problem ordering me around. She took the same delight in my humiliation that the other women in my life seem to take. So one minute we were chatting in the park or browsing the farmer's market together, and the next, I was on my knees, kissing her feet and calling her Mistress. It was a dichotomy I hadn't needed to deal with before. Rebecca, Tiffany, and Ms. Robertson all inhabited a completely different area of my life, one that had nothing to do with the every day. I could compartmentalize the things that happened in this house, to separate them from the more mundane parts of my existence. But Tracy made that harder. At work, we were colleagues. Out in public, we were boyfriend and girlfriend. In private, we were Mistress and slave. And yet, somehow, I felt myself drawn toward her more and more. Not just the mocking Mistress she could become, but the laughing girlfriend that she was. The truth was, I was falling for her. But I didn't know how much of that was a consequence of my desperate and constantly frustrated desire. 
 
    And when I wasn’t hanging out with Tracy, I was here. In Ms. Robertson’s mansion, dressed like a slutty French maid, taking on more and more household duties for a woman I still knew next to nothing about. 
 
    For the moment, it seemed as though household duties were mine entirely. I moved around the kitchen, loading dishes into the dishwasher that had gotten me into all this trouble in the first place. There were plenty of them. I tried without success to ignore the feeling of my flared skirt swishing around my thighs with every step I took, or the hard plastic chastity device bouncing between my legs. My legs ached from walking in high heels, and my cock throbbed with desperate desire. But my pain didn't matter. I was there to serve. 
 
    Meanwhile, the other maids were busy in a different way. Rebecca was sitting on the huge kitchen island, her ruffled skirt up around her hips, her high heels sliding over the polished granite as she moved. Tiffany was on top of her, kissing her, the women's mouths hungry for one another. Tiffany's hand was between Rebecca's legs, and as I moved around the kitchen cleaning up, I could hear Rebecca's moans and gasps of pleasure. Each one of them added to my torment. Each one of them felt like a nail driven into my heart, tormenting me with what I couldn't have. 
 
    I tried to focus on what I was doing. I tried to concentrate on loading the dishes and turning on the dishwasher and wiping down the surfaces of the kitchen. But it was impossible. Two beautiful women in skimpy outfits were having sex on the kitchen island right in front of me, and I couldn't make myself not watch. Even though I had strict instructions to get all the work done while they enjoyed themselves. Even though I knew the consequences of disobedience. I couldn't help myself. That was the whole point. If I had been able to resist Tiffany or Rebecca or Ms. Robertson or Tracy, I wouldn't be in the situation I was in. Dressed as a girl and made to serve while my cock raged in an inescapable prison. 
 
    Pain suddenly rocketed through me, and I howled. Dropping the kitchen sponge I held, I fell to the floor, my hands uselessly clutching between my legs as I sank to my knees. My muscles convulsed and spasmed, barely under my control as the electricity flowed through me. It suddenly stopped, and above my breathless panting, I could hear the laughter of the women watching me. Tiffany’s phone sat on the kitchen island beside her. Lately, she never let it out of her sight. 
 
    "I saw you looking at us, bitch," Tiffany said. Rebecca's brown eyes glowed as they darted from Tiffany to me and back again. She stared up at the other woman on top of her with a look of obvious lust, turned on all over again by Tiffany's cruelty and dominance. The maids were coy about answering any questions regarding the lives they lived in this strange household. And I rarely had a chance to ask them anything anyway. Most of my time at Ms. Robertson's house was spent being trained or punished or sexually serving the maids without any hope of reciprocation. But every now and then, a stray detail caught my ears. Until I had come along, Rebecca had been the most junior member of the household. She had been where I was, forced to serve, constantly humiliated, kept in a state of bubbling sexual frustration. With my arrival, it seemed she had been promoted. Tiffany often fucked Rebecca while I watched, knowing it only added to my suffering. And Rebecca was an endlessly eager participant if it meant she got to come. 
 
    "I'm sorry, Tiffany," I said. The women laughed again. There was no point denying the accusation. It was true. And the women knew me well enough to know that it would happen again, too. No amount of electric shocks or beatings seemed to discourage me from watching these women whenever they played. They relied on that fact. 
 
    "Get over here," Tiffany sneered. "Crawl to us." Rebecca giggled again. Without hesitation, I crawled across the floor on hands and knees. It was almost easier than walking in the high heels they made me wear. Two sets of pretty eyes, warm brown and gray green, watched down from on high as I approached. Tiffany and Rebecca sat up, perched now on the edge of the kitchen island, their own shiny patent leather shoes dangling above the floor. When I reached where they waited, I sat back on my knees, my hands on my thighs, close to where the hem of my skirt rested. 
 
    “How’s that girlfriend of yours doing?” Tiffany asked. 
 
    “She’s good, Tiffany.” 
 
    “I bet she is. She sent me that video of you kissing her ass. You looked so pathetic. I’m glad she’s learning what a slut you are.” 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany." 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," the blonde maid mocked. "Look at this little worm, Rebecca. Remember I told you how I made him watch me fuck his girlfriend?" 
 
    "Yeah," Rebecca said, her eyes glittering with silent laughter as she looked at me. 
 
    "That was so much fun," Tiffany grinned. "I love turning a straight girl. She was begging to eat my pussy. Begging me to shock her boyfriend while she did it." Tiffany pressed her phone screen again, and I groaned as another shock raced through me. Not nearly as powerful as the first, but still deeply uncomfortable. And still clearly hilarious to the watching women as they laughed over my pain. 
 
    "He loves to watch," Tiffany said. "Which is good. Because that's all he gets. The other night, they went out on a date. She asked me to unlock them. But I said no. So he had to find other ways to make her cum." 
 
    "That's hot," Rebecca said softly. I could see her hand was on Tiffany's thigh, creeping up under the other woman's skirt. Rebecca's breasts rose and fell in the low-cut front of her maid uniform as she breathed softly, and Tiffany smiled. 
 
    "It was,"she agreed. "It's fun having that control over a couple. Knowing they don't get to fuck unless I say so. Meanwhile, we get to fuck all the time." Tiffany turned to Rebecca again. Her free hand curled around the back of the other woman's neck, and she pulled Rebecca closer, pressing her lips to the other woman's mouth again. The two of them kissed while I watched, the latex French maid's uniforms creaking as they moved, wrapped tightly around their beautiful bodies in a way guaranteed to make my cock ache with unrelieved desire. On my knees at their feet, I braced myself to watch another display of female sexual pleasure. Whatever Tiffany had had in mind was put on hold by a shout from upstairs. 
 
    "Girls! Get up here! All of you!" Immediately, Tiffany pulled away from Rebecca. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," Tiffany called in response. At once, she pushed herself off the island, her high heels clicking on the floor as she sprang to her feet. Rebecca followed. I was given only the briefest glimpse of her pussy beneath her skirt before she tugged it down around herself. When Ms. Robertson called, we maids sprang into action. 
 
    "Come on," Tiffany said. She crooked her finger at me, beckoning me to my feet. Stiffly, I rose, balancing precariously in my high heels. "She said all of us," Tiffany said. Turning, she led the way across the kitchen. Rebecca followed, and I brought up the rear, struggling to match the fluid grace of the other two maids as I tottered along behind them. I could barely keep up. Neither of these lesbians had been a particularly girly girl before entering Ms. Robertson's service, but practice had turned them into what their mistress wanted them to be. Their bodies swayed hypnotically in front of me with every step they took, their tiny uniforms barely covering them as they headed for the stairs. My cock surged and throbbed painfully as I followed, doing my best to imitate the provocative walk they demanded. 
 
    Wordlessly, we climbed the broad stairs to the upper floor. Tiffany led the way down the long hallway. At the end, Ms. Robertson's bedroom stood. It was almost bigger than my apartment. My heart was already fluttering nervously at the thought that I have been summoned into the presence of our mistress. But my fear grew as I stepped through the open door, the last of Ms. Robertson's kinky maids to enter. Our mistress was not alone. 
 
    Ms. Robertson lay in the middle of her huge bed. She smiled at the sight of us,her deep blue eyes glittering merrily as we formed up in a line in front of her. Mimicking Tiffany and Rebecca, I stood with my hands folded in front of me, trying not to sway in my high heels as Ms. Robertson's eyes moved over us. Her jet black hair pooled on the pillow behind her,  framing a face that was only made more exquisitely beautiful by the faint glow in her cheeks. As she sat up in the bed, I saw that she was wearing a corset. A bright red corset made of the same shiny latex our maid uniforms consisted of. Her hourglass figure was accentuated by black bars that ran down the front of the corset, over her narrow waist. As she moved, her breasts jiggled and swelled, making my cock ache even more inside the chastity device. She looked incredible. She always did. And every time I saw her, it was as though I was seeing her for the first time. Like I couldn't accurately remember just how overpowering her beauty was unless I was seeing it right in front of me. 
 
    But as hard as it was to turn my eyes away from Ms. Robertson, I noticed that her gigantic bed had other people in it. Either side of Ms. Robertson, a man lay. Sheets covered the lower part of their bodies, but as far as I could tell, they were both naked. They both appeared younger than she was, their torsos chiseled with muscle. I barely noticed their faces. I was unable to look into their eyes. It was humiliating enough being dressed like this in front of the other maids. But to be seen like this by men seemed somehow even more embarrassing. They were looking at me. I could feel it. In between looking at Ms. Robertson's two sexy female maids, the guests were staring at me in confusion. 
 
    “This is Hunter,” Ms. Robertson said, nodding her head toward the man on her left, “and this is Christian. You remember my guests from last night, don’t you, girls?” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," Tiffany and Rebecca said, almost in unison. I hadn't been involved in the events of the previous night, only arriving at the house that morning. Nobody had seen any need to tell me what had been going on. But it didn't take a genius to figure it out. Ms. Robertson's huge bedroom practically reeked of sex. And I guessed she didn't get dressed up in her corset just for the fun of it. The flush in her cheeks gave everything away. This powerful woman could take whatever she wanted, and the two men on either side of her had been lucky enough to be claimed by her. My heart burned with jealousy as my cock raged in the chastity device. 
 
    "Why is one of them a man?" Christian murmured. Ms. Robertson turned her smiling face toward him. 
 
    "Don't worry about him," she said, running the back of her hand over his cheek. "I just thought it would be fun to try training a man as a maid. And you know what? It really is. Besides, some of my friends will get a kick out of him. Don't knock it until you've tried it." Christian said nothing. He simply took Ms. Robertson's hand in his and pressed his lips to it. He was staring at her with a look of total desire on his face, and I could hardly blame him. Meanwhile, on the other side of the bed, Hunter moved too. He rolled across the mattress closer to Ms. Robertson. I saw her eyes close for a moment as he wrapped his arms around her waist, kissing her neck while she leaned back against him. She seemed in absolute heaven, lying back in bed with her two young studs clearly so enamored of her. 
 
    "On your knees," Ms Robertson abruptly ordered, eyes blazing as she opened them and looked directly at me. As one, me and Tiffany and Rebecca dropped to the floor at her command. A chuckle escaped Ms. Robertson's throat as Hunter kept on kissing her and Christian moved slowly up her arm, his mouth busy on her skin as she lay back between them. 
 
    “Oh you boys,” Ms. Robertson giggled. “You just can’t get enough, can you?” 
 
    "No, Serena," Christian muttered, his lips against her bare shoulder now. "Who could ever get enough of you?" Serena. I filed the name away in some dusty corner of my brain. It shouldn't matter what she was called. But somehow, it did. It was the first time I had heard Ms. Robertson's first name, and I knew immediately that I would never forget it. 
 
    "You're sweet," Ms. Robertson smiled. "But at my age, you need some time to recover. That's why I called my girls up here. They can take care of you." Shocked, I cast my eyes over to the other maids. Tiffany didn't even flinch. She stayed on her knees facing the bed with a blank expression on her face, as though she couldn't even hear what her mistress was saying. But Rebecca wasn't quite so controlled. I heard a tiny rustle as her hands gripped the hem of her skirt. Her lips twitched, just slightly, and she blinked a couple of times. That was it. That was all the reaction she had to what Ms. Robertson had said. And I wondered what they were feeling while my stomach did backflips as though I was on a roller coaster. So far, these women kept pushing me but had never succeeded in finding a hard line I wouldn't cross. I had started to wonder if there were any. But kneeling on Ms. Robertson's bedroom floor, I didn't know if I would be able to endure what might be coming. 
 
    “Really?” Hunter asked. 
 
    “Go ahead,” Ms. Robertson smiled. “Why do you think I keep these girls around? It’s their job to entertain my guests. And me. And I want to watch. Pick whichever one you like. They’ve all been trained to suck cock.”  
 
    Hunter stood up. He gave only the quickest glance across the bed at Christian. They didn't say a word. But I saw a sheepish grin creep across Hunter's face. He stood, and Ms. Robertson lay back against the headboard as his naked body emerged from under the sheet. His cock was already hardening as he stepped forward. Tiffany was closest to his side of the bed, and his eyes moved up and down her body as he walked towards her. He seemed tentative, as though he was waiting for her to protest. But she didn't. When he finally stood in front of her, Tiffany smiled up at him. It never failed to amaze me how her dominance of me could quickly vanish whenever Ms. Robertson was around. Now, she looked like the perfect submissive slut, on her knees with a naked man standing over her. 
 
    "Please, sir," Tiffany said in her girlish voice, "please allow me to serve you." She leaned forward, and I heard Hunter gasp as she ran her tongue along his shaft. His cock swelled at once to erection, and he moaned as Tiffany leaned forward to take it in her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked on it, eyes gazing up at him the whole time while one hand stroked his shaft and the other cradled his balls. My own cock ached inside the chastity device as I watched. Hard to believe that this was the dominant lesbian who ruled over Ms. Robertson's dungeon. Hard to believe this was the woman who'd made my girlfriend beg to lick her pussy. Now, she was nothing more than Ms. Robertson's sex toy, to be loaned to her lovers on a whim. And Tiffany sucked cock like a pro. Lesbian though she might be, she had clearly had plenty of practice at pleasing Ms. Robertson's male guests. Soon, Hunter was moaning and trembling above her, both his hands on Tiffany's blonde curls as he fucked her mouth. 
 
    Seeing what was going on, Christian climbed out of bed too. He hurried towards us, and my stomach convulsed in disgust at his approaching nudity. But to my relief, he stepped past me. Rebecca kept her hands on her thighs as she wordlessly began to lick the cock of a complete stranger, teasing it quickly to full hardness with her mouth. Then she leaned forward with parted lips, and Christian gratefully stuffed his fat cock into her mouth. Right away, he started fucking her face, gripping her head tightly as he rocked his hips back and forth. Rebecca's eyes streamed, but she didn't gag. She took it, her hands staying in her lap while she gazed up at this stranger and allowed him to debase her completely. 
 
    “See?” Ms. Robertson said from the bed. Her corset creaked as she raised her arms above her head and stretched, her breasts rising even higher on her chest as she spoke. “I train my staff well. They’re just grateful to be able to taste my pussy on you.” 
 
    Hunter laughed under his breath, a noise that soon turned into a moan of pleasure as Tiffany continued to suck his cock. Christian didn't respond. He seemed completely absorbed in what he was doing, pounding his thick cock in and out of Rebecca's yielding mouth. 
 
    But when Ms. Robertson moved in the bed, she pulled all my attention back to her. Moving across the mattress, she swung her legs down to the floor, rising to her bare feet. As she stood, I saw that the corset was all she was wearing. Below it, she was naked, her well-used pussy clearly on display. She walked across the bedroom toward me, and I felt as though her bright eyes were fixing me in place, as though I couldn't have moved even if I wanted to. Finally she stood in front of me, her pussy hovering just in front of my face. The smell of sex was stronger than ever,  rising from her beautiful body to torment me with everything I couldn't have. 
 
    "Looks like no one wants to play with you," she sneered down at me as she ran her fingers through my hair. "I guess the other girls are prettier than you. Oh well. You can still be part of the fun." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I gasped. Just being near her, being touched by her, was enough to crowd out all other thoughts. I forgot about my girlfriend. I forgot about the maids on their knees beside me, gulping and gasping as they sucked the cocks of strangers. I thought only of Ms. Robertson. 
 
    And she circled around behind me, crouching on the floor. I felt her pulling my arms back behind me, and I didn't resist. She wrapped the built-in restraints of the maid's uniform around my wrists and buckled my arms behind me. I let her do it. Then she stood and circled back around in front of me again. 
 
    “Wait there,” she grinned at me. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” was my only response. 
 
    She moved across the bedroom. There were two doors in one wall of the room, and she disappeared through one of them. I waited, my cock aching as I listened to the women beside me blowing Hunter and Christian. And when Ms. Robertson reemerged, I gasped. A large strap-on dildo rose from between her legs, the fake cock swaying menacingly with every step she took toward me. She was still grinning, obviously delighted, her breasts bouncing provocatively in her tight corset with every step she took. I had dared to hope that she might let me worship her, might even let me eat her pussy. But clearly, my mistress had other ideas. 
 
    "There's no reason you should be left out just because you're not like the other girls, is there?" she said mockingly as she stood in front of me again. 
 
    “No, ma’am.” I could barely get the words out. My throat tightened as I gazed up her. Threatened as I was by her toy, her beauty was still more than I could take. And as she once again ran one hand through my hair, the other gripped the shaft of her dildo. 
 
    "Good girl," she said. "Now, show me what you've learned. Suck my cock like a maid should." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." Beside me, I heard Christian gasp in shock. But I didn't care. It would be the first time I had been made to suck a fake cock. At least it wasn't the real thing. At least the toy was attached to Ms. Robertson, the most beautiful and most commanding woman I had ever met in my life. I opened my mouth, and she smiled down radiantly at me as she slid the toy inside. Just as Tiffany had trained me, I wrapped my lips tightly around the shaft and let it sink deeper into my mouth, toward the back of my throat. Just as Tiffany had taught me, I maintained eye contact as Ms. Robertson began to move her hips back and forth, far more gently than Christian was treating Rebecca beside me. And yet it was no less degrading. But I hardly cared about that. My ignored cock surged painfully inside the chastity device, but I tried to ignore it. The spectacle wasn't about my pleasure. It was about Ms. Robertson's. And even if the unfeeling lump of rubber in my mouth couldn't experience the joy that the men in the room could, it was obvious my mistress was enjoying the show. Her pretty eyes glittered as she stared down at me, and her face shone with excitement. If all this amazing woman wanted from me was my humiliation, that was what I would offer her. 
 
    And so there we were, three kneeling slutty French maids sucking three different cocks. Moans of pleasure filled Ms. Robertson's bedroom as the pleasure of her lovers swelled. The wet sounds of fellatio mixed with moans and groans of joy. Gasps and sighs of pleasure rang out, and soon, Christian erupted in orgasm. Rebecca dutifully swallowed his load, drinking down his hot cum the way she had been trained. And only a moment later, Hunter came too, pumping his orgasm into Tiffany's waiting mouth. The man sighed and gasped, their pleasure only serving to enhance my own torture as I kneeled with Ms. Robertson's toy in my mouth, wishing our roles were reversed. 
 
    "Good job, girls," Ms. Robertson smiled and satisfaction. "Now, clean these boys up. I'm ready for another round." 
 
    


 
   
  
 
  
                
            



 
 
      
 
    21. Telling Her Everything 
 
      
 
    "Really? She did that?" 
 
    Tracy could sound as shocked as she wanted. But she was hardly the blushing innocent she pretended to be. Not anymore. My coworker had long ago shown her own taste and ability for sexual domination. Admittedly, it didn't compare to that of Tiffany, let alone Ms. Robertson. But for a beginner, Tracy was coming along nicely. Besides, she had a different style to the other women. After all, she was my girlfriend. And even if our relationship was built on a strange foundation, formed more by kinky sex than anything else, that didn't make it fake. Maybe you can't spend the kind of time we were spending together with someone without starting to have some kind of feelings about them. Or maybe there really was a spark between us, beyond our dovetailing sexual interests. Either way, we were getting closer. 
 
    Which made it all the more jarring when we reverted to our kinky sexual roles. But that's exactly what happened whenever Tracy was feeling frisky. Because with me locked in chastity, there was no way for us to have sex that wasn't kinky. My releases depend completely on the whims of Tiffany, and Tiffany had proven over and over again that I couldn't count on getting much pleasure that way. Meanwhile, Tracy demanded that I perform for her. And there was an implicit threat in anything Tracy asked of me. While she didn't have any more control of the lock on my chastity device than I did, Tiffany was more likely to listen to her than she was to me. I had the clear sense that, while Tracy asking for me to be released wouldn't carry much weight with Tiffany, her asking for me to stay locked most definitely would. Her requesting I receive an electric shock from a distance via the app on Tiffany's phone was almost always granted. It was very difficult to convince Tiffany to give me anything I wanted. But the thing's I didn't want? She was more than happy to dole those out. 
 
    And this situation couldn't be anything other than kinky. We stood there together in the shower, warm water cascading over both of our naked bodies. Well, naked in Tracy's case, anyway. I was still locked away in the high-tech chastity device that encased my manhood, of course. And the sight of Tracy's naked body, her wet skin shining and seeming to glow with life and vitality and youthful beauty, was driving me to distraction. Just as Tracy must've known that it would. But I couldn't say no to her and that beautiful smile of hers. When she took me by the hand and led me to the bathroom, I followed, even though I knew it could only mean more torture for me. I did what Tracy wanted. That was the entire foundation of our relationship. And any time it seemed like either of us might forget that, my helpless arousal would serve to remind us of it all over again. 
 
    "Yeah," I said. Telling Tracy all about the things I was made to do at Ms. Robertson's mansion had become a regular part of our lives. I could call it a form of foreplay, except there was never anything to follow it. Not for me, anyway. For Tracy, of course, there was. Stories of my adventures, my trials and tribulations at the hands of three beautiful dominant women, never failed to get her motor running. It always went the same way. She would ask me what had happened, and I would tell her. It never even really crossed my mind to try to lie about it. After all, Tracy and Tiffany were in regular communication. She could always get the truth from Ms. Robertson's dominant maid. So I would make my confession, and Tracy would listen, her shining eyes widening with each new revelation. Until finally, she wouldn't be able to resist. Eventually, she would give in to her own desires and have me pleasure her in whatever way she wanted. That was the unvarying pattern. And as I stood there under the shower's warm water, I knew that it was going to happen again. 
 
    “What were the guys like?” 
 
    “I don’t really know, Mistress Tracy,” I said. “I wasn’t paying much attention to them.” 
 
    "Sure you weren't," Tracy said with a mocking smile. "And they saw you all dressed up like a slutty little French maid? Oh my God, I have to see you dress like that someday." 
 
    Miserably, I nodded. About the last thing I wanted was for my girlfriend to see me feminized the way I was forced to be at Ms Robertson's house. Really, what difference did it make? Tracy already knew the awful truth about me. I told her everything that happened to me, everything I did. Every shameful episode that haunted me in both my waking and sleeping hours, forcing me to acknowledge the truth of what I was. Tracy already knew I dressed and served as Ms. Robertson slutty maid. Why would it make any difference if she saw it for herself? That was the reasoning I told myself, but it only partially worked. It did matter. I couldn't say why, but it did. And yet I knew that my preferences counted for nothing. If Tracy forced the issue, I knew I wouldn't be able to stop her. I never could. The whole story of our relationship was of Tracy getting what she wanted from me, no matter what it was. 
 
    "Did you think they were going to make you suck cock?" The vulgarity of my girlfriend's words was softened by the gentle tone she used. And as she spoke, Tracy stepped closer to me, trailing one hand down over my chest. I felt myself prickling at her touch, my overstrained nerves responding immediately to the feel of her fingers on my body. 
 
    “I don’t know, Mistress Tracy,” I stammered. The closeness of her body was turning my head. Her breasts swelled as she breathed, her protruding nipples pink and inviting under the streaming warm water. Reliving that wild morning at Ms. Robertson’s was adding to my confusion. I was feeling all over again an echo of the fear and doubt I had felt at the time. I felt lightheaded, my breathing coming in short gasps as I tried to speak. 
 
    "Would you have done it if they made you?" Tracy's blue eyes stared challengingly into mine as she spoke. It was all I could do to look her in the eye, to keep my gaze from wandering over the naked beauty of her young body. Of course, she knew that. Just like every other woman in my life, Tracy seemed to have an intimate understanding of the tangled pathways of my desire. She understood them at least as well as I did. Although that wasn't saying too much. 
 
    "I don't think so, Mistress Tracy," I said with a frown. Cleverly, Tracy had put her finger right on the source of the shame and doubt I had been feeling since that day. The question she was asking me was no different to the one I had been asking myself ever since. Ms. Robertson had let her lovers choose which maid they wanted to be serviced by, and both men had chosen a woman. What if they had chosen differently? What if they had been different men? Ms. Robertson had hinted as much about her parties, the parties I still had not attended but had heard a lot about. The idea terrified me. It was bad enough being humiliated and forced to submit by a bunch of beautiful women. But it was a totally different ballgame when it happened in front of men. 
 
    "You don't think so? That doesn't sound very emphatic," Tracy giggled. Her hand crept ever lower. I knew it didn't matter, that she couldn't touch my cock through the hard plastic of the cage. But no amount of rationalizing could tell my body. I still felt a growing excitement, as though my sexual release was imminent. Tracy's hand ran over the ridges of my stomach, and her fingernails tapped lightly against the chastity device. 
 
    “It’s okay, you know,” she smiled at me. “I thought I was totally straight, too. Then I met Tiffany. And from the way you talk about Ms. Robertson…well, I’m starting to wonder. But it doesn’t matter. Gay, straight, whatever. Those are all just words. Labels. If it feels good, it’s okay to do it.” 
 
    “It’s not like that, Mistress Tracy,” I said. “I’m not gay.” 
 
    "Oh, I know that," Tracy giggled. "After all, what gay man would let himself be locked up like this?" As she spoke, Tracy wrapped her fingers at last round my chastity device and gave it a gentle shake. "You have to be straight to be willing to let a bunch of women do this to you. But that kind of thing is a spectrum. It's not an on-off thing. Besides, you know you love doing what you're told. Wouldn't that be the ultimate humiliation? Wouldn't that be the ultimate act of submission to your owner, Ms. Robertson?" 
 
    "I don't know, Mistress Tracy." I was scowling as I spoke. I really didn't know. The thought of any sexual contact with men horrified me in some primal, visceral way. But Tracy's words were weaving a spell over me. Somehow, when she said it, it didn't sound quite so unreasonable. Still wild and kinky as hell, yes. But there was a kind of sense to what she was saying. And inside the chastity device I wore, my cock ached as it swelled against the plastic. Not at the thought of Ms. Robertson's lovers, I told myself. But at the thought of the woman herself. The woman that even my girlfriend described as my owner. Hearing Tracy talk that way was a wild thrill no matter how much I might try to pretend otherwise. 
 
    “But she made you suck her cock instead?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy." My voice cracked as I spoke. It had been hard enough telling Tracy what had happened in Ms. Robertson's bedroom once. It was pure sadism on her part to get me to repeat myself. And telling the story, I was learning, didn't get any easier with repetition. 
 
    “You think a completely straight man would do that? Suck a fake cock while dressed up like a slutty maid?” 
 
    "Probably not, Mistress Tracy." 
 
    "I don't think so," Tracy grinned. "You've obviously got some fluidity. What if I got a strap-on and made you suck that? Would you do it?" 
 
    "I don't know, Mistress Tracy." Tracy's face darkened, and I saw once they had made the wrong choice. 
 
    "What do you mean you don't know?" Tracy scowled. "I'm your girlfriend. If you'll do it for Ms. Robertson, you'd better do it for me, too." Tracy's hand dived lower, and I winced as she took hold of my balls. Instinctively, my arms moved to grab her, to protect myself, but I stopped at the last minute. I knew the rules. And I knew how happy Tiffany was to help Tracy punish me. So I just stood there in the shower, gritting my teeth as my girlfriend slowly but firmly squeezed my balls until they ached. I could feel her fingernails digging in to my scrotum, and her eyes studied my face as I winced in pain. Tracy was several inches shorter than me, and had to raise her head to look up at me. But as she stood there with the most sensitive part of my anatomy in her fist, there was no doubt about who was the boss. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tracy,” I whimpered. And an evil little smile spread across her beautiful face. 
 
    “That’s better,” she grinned. “I don’t mind you serving her, but you better not start playing favorites. If you’ll do it for her, from now on, you’ll do it for me. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tracy.” 
 
    "Give me your hand." Still holding my balls, Tracy reached out with her other hand and gripped my wrist. She pulled my hand toward her. I suppressed a moan as she guided it between her legs. She shifted her stance, and her wet thighs parted. I knew what she wanted. Slowly, I began to rub my hand against her pussy, the softness of her skin and her wet pubic hair driving me crazy with lust. Tracy moaned happily, blinking slowly as her pleasure started to mount. But again, she squeezed my balls, reminding me of the danger I was in. 
 
    “Maybe that’s what I’ll do,” she said in a low voice that now dripped with excitement. “Maybe I need to get myself a few new toys. I want to see you on your knees like a slut, sucking my cock the way you suck Ms. Robertson’s. That’s all you’re good for. Just an oral slut to be used. Isn’t it?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy," I grunted as Tracy squeezed my balls again. The lips of her pussy were swelling under my hand, and I curled two fingers slightly to rub up and down between them. Against my palm, I could feel the bud of her clitoris swelling, and I kept pressure on the sensitive spot, making Tracy moan between quivering lips. For balance, she wrapped her free arm around my shoulders, her bare breasts pressed against my chest as the water cascaded over us both. She buried her face against my shoulder, still gripping my balls as I manipulated her pussy. 
 
    "Maybe I should get you a maid outfit for here, too," she growled. With her face hidden against my chest, all I could do was listen to her words. I peered over her shoulder to wear her round ass shone under the streaming water, and my cock throbbed pointlessly in the hard plastic of the chastity device. She was so sexy, and the more she slipped into her dominant persona, the more badly I wanted her. Under the endless stream of the hot water, I could feel myself slipping away, my desire overtaking my reason the way it always did, a contest I could never win, that could only ever have a single outcome. 
 
    "Imagine that," Tracy went on. I could hear her growing excitement in her voice, just as I could feel it under my hand. The moisture that poured over my fingers was no longer all from the shower above, and Tracy's womanhood bloomed like a flower as I rhythmically rubbed it. "Imagine coming home from work and having to change into a nice frilly dress to serve me the way you serve Ms. Robertson. I think that's only fair. I think that's what a boyfriend should do for his girlfriend." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Tracy." What she was saying terrified me. As darkly thrilling as it was to be humiliated and abused at Ms. Robertson's mansion, it was exhausting. The last thing I needed was to be forced to do the same for Tracy. But I didn't argue. It wasn't the time. Besides, I knew myself well enough to know that there wasn't much I could say. Disobeying Tracy had consequences. And more than the possibility of an electric shock from Tiffany, I feared Tracy might call this whole thing off. That my kinky girlfriend might dump me. Because for all the frustration and agony she put me through, I knew I didn't want to be without her. 
 
    And as I slipped two fingers inside her, Tracy threw back her head and moaned in pleasure. I curled my fingers upward, seeking out the tender spot I knew she wanted me to find. And as I rubbed her G spot with the tips of my fingers, I felt her pussy spasming tightly around my hand. While I rubbed, I use my thumb to tease the now prominent bump of her clit, and her legs trembled around my hand as she clung to me like a rock in the storm. Her cries of bliss rang out in the tight space of the shower, and the frantic contractions of her body told me her orgasm was coming. I wasn't counting the orgasms I gave my girlfriend without reciprocation; what would be the point? Her selfishness was part of her appeal, and a key ingredient of the strange game we were playing together. But I knew it was a lot. Like any young couple who recently started dating, we had sex whenever we got the chance. The only difference was that I almost never got to cum. It was all about her pleasure, her needs, her desires. Neither of us wanted it any other way. 
 
    Tracy moaned as she came, and the sound echoed in the back of my brain, making my useless cock surge inside the chastity device. Her whole body shock as she pressed it against me, her teeth nipping at my shoulder as she caught on to me. Her climax peaked, and then slowly faded, the wild cries vanishing under the roar of the shower as she slowly recovered herself. When she raised her face to look at me again, I could see the ecstasy sparkling in her eyes, the desire burning away everything else. 
 
    “Down,” she ordered as she placed her hands on my shoulders. “Go down on me.” 
 
    I didn't hesitate. At once, I dropped to my knees, the stream of warm water no longer hitting my body as I crouched in front of Tracy. She stood above me now, her feet apart and her legs spread, her hands still on my shoulders. Her eyes were half-closed as she smiled down at me, secure in her superiority. My fingers were still inside her. And I leaned forward, my free hand curling around her to grab her luscious ass as I teased the tip of her clit with my tongue and slid my fingers in and out of her streaming pussy. 
 
    "Oh my God," Tracy gasped, the fire of her lust reignited immediately. Again and again, I ran my tongue over her clit, moving it in time with my fingers inside her. Then, I pressed my face even closer against her body and started to suck the tiny bundle of nerves. Wrapping my lips tightly around it, I flicked it with my tongue while I sucked it, and Tracy howled with delight. Her hands were on my head now, her fingernails digging into my scalp she gripped, her head thrown back as her screams bounced off the ceiling. 
 
    "Yes!" she yelled. "Yes! That's it! Suck it! Suck my clit like you sucked her cock, you little whore!" And while my cheeks burned with shame and guilt, I did what I was told. Tracy's words turned to animal shrieks of pleasure, and her pussy tightened like a fist around my fingers as she came again. Sliding my fingers out of her spasming pussy at last, I lowered my head to run my tongue over her quivering lips, tasting her orgasm as it poured out of her, my own sex organ throbbing and surging with unrelieved desire. Tracy's hands were still on my head, and she kept my face pressed tightly against her. I had given her a powerful orgasm, but she wasn't satisfied yet. So I rode the peaks and troughs of her pleasure, following her cries of passion like music as they gently subsided without ever completely fading away. Now it was my tongue that was doing all the work, my hands wrapped around her hips to grip her ass while I buried my face between her thighs. The taste of her excitement was delicious, and I reveled in the feeling of burying my tongue between the soft wet balls of her pussy, even as I felt the blooming pain of my cock trying to harden in its chastity device. Tracy moaned loudly. She raised one leg and draped her thigh over my shoulder, and I took her weight, holding onto her while she half-sat on top of me. I could feel her thigh trembling she pressed it against my ear, her hands shaking as she gripped the back of my head, and I ignored the growing discomfort in my knees on the floor of the shower as I continue to tongue her quivering pussy. My job wasn't done until my girlfriend was satisfied. And that was fine by me. 
 
    With a loud cry, Tracy came again. I felt even more viscerally the contractions of her sex around my tongue than I had around my fingers. Her hot juices poured down my throat, and I drank them eagerly along with the water that continued to flow down her gorgeous body. 
 
    Gasping, Tracy lifted her leg from my shoulder and stumbled back. She leaned against the wall of the shower, panting as she stared at me with a look close to disbelief on her face. Taking the initiative, I crawled toward her. Rising into a crouch, I dared to take her breasts in my hands and begin to suck on her swollen nipples. Tracy didn't stop me. She merely groaned, her hands on my head again as I moved from one nipple to the other and back again. 
 
    "Come on," she said breathlessly. "Let's take this to the bedroom." Pushing my head away, she turned off the shower water and stepped out into the bathroom. Grabbing a towel, she dried herself off in the most perfunctory way. I did the same, hurriedly following her as she stepped out of the bathroom and walked naked across her apartment toward the bedroom. From the excitement that bubbled within me, you would think that I was going to be released, going to be allowed to finally fuck my girlfriend. Of course, that wasn't the case. But in the red heat of the moment, I all but forgot that fact. 
 
    Tracy stood over the open drawer of her dresser. Retrieving her vibrator, she turned to me with a smile. Her wet hair still clung to her neck, slicked back from her pretty face she held the toy out to me. I took it. Without a word, Tracy climbed onto her bed, rolling over onto her back to watch me from the pillow. I watched her breasts rise and fall as she breathed, her legs spread, her whole body exposed and vulnerable and ready for me, if only I had been able to take it. But I wasn’t. And we both knew that. 
 
    Tracy didn't need to say a thing. She only needed to look at me, and I knew what she wanted. What she always wanted. The vibrator buzzed in my hand as I switched it on, and I climbed on to the bed with her, crawling toward her, mounting her the way I so desperately wanted, but never quite the way I really wanted. Tracy spread her legs further to receive me, and I kneeled between them, pressing the vibrator against her wet pussy. Immediately, she held me closer, her arms curling around me to grip my shoulders while her legs encircled my hips. I held the vibrator low, holding it between my own legs, its base close to the cruel chastity device that contained my cock. And as though it was an extension of my body, as though I was finally getting to fuck my girlfriend, I rocked my hips back and forth while she gasped and moaned and howled underneath me, her head thrashing from side to side on the pillow. 
 
    My chastity device tapped against the base of the vibrator, and I grunted as I felt the vibration spread. I remembered how Tiffany and Rebecca had used a vibrator on me in my chastity cage, how they had made me cum in a way that didn't compare to a regular orgasm, but was still one of the best feelings those two sadistic maids had ever given me. I pressed my chastity device against the base of the vibrator again, and a moan escaped my trembling lips as the vibrations spread through my aching cock. 
 
    Either Tracy didn’t mind, or she didn’t notice. Probably she was too lost in her own pleasure as I rubbed the vibrator against her, fucking her with it in a strange approximation of missionary sex. We both moaned and gasped in pleasure, and Tracy’s cries split the air of her bedroom just as they had done in the bathroom as another orgasm washed over her. 
 
    I wasn't so lucky. The buzzing of the vibrator against my cock was certainly pleasurable, but it wasn't enough to push me over the edge. At least not in the time I had. Because once Tracy had had her own climax, she pushed the toy away. Reaching down, she took it from my hand. With her other hand, she reached up and grabbed a fistful of my hair. Her eyes snapped open, and a strange snarl showed on her face as she pushed me off her. She rolled with me, pushing me down onto my back while she rose up on her knees above me. I gazed up at her, wondering what was coming next. And when she pressed the base of the still buzzing vibrator against her body, I knew immediately what she wanted. Shuffling closer toward me, Tracy reached out and grabbed a fistful of my hair again, pulling my face toward her. 
 
    "Suck it, bitch," she ordered as the vibrator hovered above my mouth, shining with her juices. "Suck my cum off this cock the way you would for Ms. Robertson. Do it." 
 
    And I did it. I didn't even hesitate. If this was a test, then I passed with flying colors. Or failed. But either way, a cry of delight rang out from Tracy as I opened my mouth and took her wet vibrator between my lips. I felt its buzzing in my skull as I sucked her juices off it. And all the while, Tracy stared down at me with a look of total triumph on her gorgeous face. 
 
    


 
   
  
 
  
                
            



 
 
    22. The New Addition 
 
      
 
    I breathed in as the corset tightened around me. My breath grew shorter and shorter as the tight boning sculpted my body into a falsely feminine shape. Rebecca stood behind me, pulling steadily on the strings of my maid uniform. I had never mastered the trick of putting my maid uniform on by myself. Then again, I had never been allowed to. It was always one or both of the other maids who dressed me the moment I arrived at Ms. Robertson's house. It was all part of the ritual. Plus, unlike the other maids, my costume was locked onto me. Ms. Robertson liked to know that I couldn't remove it without permission. 
 
    I tried to keep calm. No matter how many times I came to this house, stripped off my regular clothes and was locked into the humiliating dress and high heels, I never seemed to get used to it. But partly, that was because things kept changing. These women kept raising the stakes on me. And upstairs, I knew, fresh humiliation awaited me. As hard as it was to believe all the things I had endured up to that point, it was even harder to believe I was allowing this new outrage to happen. But I was. And as Rebecca transformed me into another of Ms. Robertson's slutty maids, I felt what faint resistance I might have had withering away. 
 
    “Your girlfriend must really be getting into this lifestyle,” Rebecca said behind me. 
 
    "Seems that way," I repeated. With the other maids, even Tiffany, I wasn't instructed to use any kind of grand title the way I did with Tracy or Ms. Robertson. Not that it mattered. The hierarchy in the household was abundantly clear. Rebecca obeyed every command of Ms. Robertson and Tiffany, just as I did. But she was also permitted to tell me what to do. As the only male around, I was the only person in the house with zero authority over anyone. And somehow, I got the feeling that would never change. 
 
    "I'm surprised Ms. Robertson was willing to meet her," Rebecca went on. I grunted as she gave one final pull on the laces of the corset before tying them off. The dress was outrageously tight around me, and I was forced to take shallow breaths from the top of my chest. But I didn't complain. I knew it was useless. Rebecca was cinched into her own maid uniform just as tightly, even if it better suited her feminine silhouette. 
 
    "She doesn't grant audiences often," Rebecca went on. Her high heels clicked on the concrete floor of the dungeon as she circled around me and picked up my shoes. I leaned against the bars of the cage for balance, raising one foot as Rebecca crouched at my feet and slipped a shoe on. It was always surreal, having these moments with her. Rebecca acted as though there were nothing more normal in the world, and I strived to do the same. But I couldn't ignore the strangeness of it, and I wondered if she felt the same way. She had once lived a normal life, I knew. She had had a job and a home and a life outside these four walls. But now, that seemed to have evaporated, replaced with a life devoted entirely to the service of her mistress. The same woman I served in my own way. There had been no talk of me doing the same. I still wasn't sure how I felt about that. What Rebecca and Tiffany had done was absolutely terrifying, to devote themselves entirely to this kinky lifestyle. But what was so great about my life that was worth clinging onto? And now that Tracy had been drawn into this strange dark world, I was living the life of a submissive just about any time I wasn't at work. 
 
    "You must be pretty nervous," Rebecca said. Gripping the bars of the cage for balance, I stood on one high heel and raised my other foot so Rebecca could slip my shoe on and lock it in place. The heels kept getting taller. I still struggled to walk in them properly. But Tiffany was adamant. I had to wear the same thing as the other maids, even if my own outfit had a couple of modifications theirs didn't. The girls were trusted more than I was. Maybe that made sense. I didn't know anymore. 
 
    "That's an understatement," I said. Rebecca grinned as she rose easily to her feet, her short dress bouncing around her thighs. Underneath her flared skirt, I knew she was completely naked, her pussy bare and almost exposed with every move she made. The same went for me. Every step I took offered a glimpse of the chastity device locked around my cock. I looked absolutely ridiculous. Tiffany and Rebecca looked sexy in their outfits, beautiful and submissive and slutty. I just looked like a fool. 
 
    “Well, better to get it over with,” Rebecca said. “You know how these things are. There’s no point fighting it. When you’re submissive, you just have to take what you’re given.” 
 
    I nodded. In my time of service to Ms. Robertson, I had learned that lesson well. And Tiffany and Tracy had reinforced it, putting me through all kinds of outrageous torments. But my stomach was fluttering with a thousand butterflies as Rebecca looked me over, checking that my outfit was acceptable. 
 
    “Ready?” 
 
    “As ready as I’ll ever be,” I answered. Rebecca grinned at that. Her eyes traveled up and down over my body, and I saw her teeth shine as she bit her lower lip. 
 
    "Yeah, this is gonna be hard for you," she said. "But it's going to be pretty hot for the rest of us. Get your head right, and maybe you'll enjoy it too. Come on. We can't keep them waiting any longer." Rebecca turned, and I followed after her as she flounced across the basement. It was that same swaying walk in this shiny latex outfit that had first bewitched me on that fateful day when I came to a service call at Ms. Robertson's house. It seemed like a lifetime ago. So much had changed in that short time that I felt like a completely different person. I looked like one, too. It wasn't just the feminine outfit I was forced to wear. It was my shaved legs and pubic hair, my hairless chest, the grooming standards that Ms. Robertson and Tiffany enforced and Tracy helped to ensure compliance. I'd walked into this house a man. Now, I barely knew what I was anymore. But I was still man enough to feel the faint ache of captivity in my throbbing cock as I climbed the stairs behind Rebecca, seeing even further up her tiny skirt to her bare ass and pussy that made my mouth water with desire. 
 
    Rebecca led me to the kitchen. Her breasts swelled on her chest as she folded her arms under them, leaning back on the kitchen island to watch while I made tea. As big as Ms. Robertson's house was, she didn't need three maids to serve her needs. As the junior maid, most of the chores fell to me, at least when I was at the house. Probably Rebecca enjoyed having me around for that reason alone. Certainly, there was a grin on her face as she watched me boil water and brew tea in an elaborate teapot, the dress rising even higher my body as I reached into a high cupboard for some dainty cups. I set everything on a silver tray. Rebecca straightened up. 
 
    “Okay, in you go,” she smiled. “Everyone’s waiting. I’ll be right behind you.” 
 
    The corset built into my dress creaked as I drew as deep breath as it would allow. It did nothing to calm my nerves. Rebecca was right. Sometimes, the only way out of a situation is to go through it. The only way I could possibly escape now would be to call the whole thing off. To reject this entire lifestyle, to demand to be freed from my humiliating outfit and never return to this house and its dark delights. The smile on Rebecca's face told me that she knew I would never do that. 
 
    So instead, I picked up the silver tray and turned toward the door of the kitchen. I heard Rebecca's high heels on the tiled floor behind me, echoing my own she followed. 
 
    "Remember your walk," she said. I tried to sway my hips the way I had been trained while still carrying the tray. I could feel the skirt brushing my thighs with every step I took. The walk to the huge living room of Ms. Robertson's house seemed endless. 
 
    And as I stepped inside, the room fell silent. Tiffany stood at the other side of the room, her hands folded meekly in front of her in the ready position as she waited for her next command. But as stunning as she was, for once, I barely even noticed her. Because my entire attention was drawn at once to the sofa where Tracy and Ms. Robertson sat together. 
 
    I had driven Tracy there myself. After she had asked Tiffany for a meeting with Ms. Robertson, she had waited days for a reply. When Tiffany finally agreed, Tracy could barely conceal her excitement. After everything I had told her about the dominant woman at the heart of our strange arrangement, Tracy had dressed to impress. She had bought a black bodycon dress for the occasion, the tight fabric flaunting her curves and driving me to distraction the whole drive over here. Her breasts swelled over the low neckline of the outfit every time she breathed, and the tight dress slid easily up her smooth thighs when she sat, revealing even more of her luscious legs. She had spent a long time applying her makeup, making herself look as beautiful as possible, and the effect was stunning. My girlfriend looked absolutely incredible as I drove her to the mansion to meet my mistress. 
 
    But Ms. Robertson knew, better than anyone I had ever met, the power of optics. A woman like her wasn't about to be outshone by anyone, including my newly dominant girlfriend. And just looking at Ms. Robertson was enough to make pain bloom in the pit of my stomach as my cock tried automatically to harden inside the tight confines of the hard plastic chastity device. 
 
    Ms. Robertson's dress was also black. It clung to every curve of her incredible body as though painted on. The latex material shone as it caught the light, drawing more attention to her as she reclined on the sofa. Her legs were crossed, and I could see the toned shape of her thigh showing through the clinging rubber material. Her dress was knee-length and strapless, held up purely by its mouthwatering tightness. A wide white belt accentuated the narrowness of her waist, and white stripes at the top and bottom of the dress recalled the black and white color scheme of our maid outfits. But Ms. Robertson didn't look like anybody's maid. She looked like what she was: the inarguable head of the household, the mistress of us all. The tall heels of her strappy shoes looked like weapons as she turned her irresistible smile on me. 
 
    "There he is," Ms. Robertson said. "Bringing us tea, right on time. Come here, bitch boy. Serve me and your girlfriend tea while we chat." 
 
    I tried to control my trembling as I walked across the room, but the rattling of the cups on the tray gave me away. Tracy's eyes were huge as she stared at me in disbelief, watching me dressed as a French maid for the very first time. I could feel the other maids watching me too, and I tried to walk the way they wanted, to act the way they had instructed me. Whenever I was in Ms. Robertson's presence, I knew that my behavior reflected on their training. And that Tiffany, especially, would make me pay for even the slightest infraction. But shame burned my heart to know my girlfriend was watching all this. Even if she had already seen and made me do incredibly humiliating things herself. Somehow, this felt like another level. 
 
    The shame and humiliation had the effect I knew they would. As I approached the two women and set the tea tray down on the coffee table, my cock raged inside the chastity device. My dress rose up as I bent at the waist to set down the tea things, and I knew every woman in the room was looking at me. Carefully, I poured out two cups of the warm brew, then set the teapot down. Ms. Robertson's blue eyes burned fiercely as she watched me without a word. She held out her hand, and I stepped forward to give her a cup and saucer. Then I did the same for Tracy. Numbly, she took the cup I offered her, her eyes never leaving me. I could feel my cheeks burning with heat as I stepped back at last, folding my hands in front of me the way I had been trained. 
 
    "As you can see, his training is coming along nicely," Ms. Robertson said, taking a careful sip of tea. "He's certainly not the prettiest maid I have. But it's a special kind of fun to turn a boy into a slutty maid like the other girls." 
 
    "I — I just can't believe it," Tracy said, shaking her head. As her highlighted brown curls bounced on either side of her face, I could see a shy smile developing on her pink lips. "I mean, I know he's submissive. And I've seen what Tiffany does to him. I knew he served you like this. But it's different when you see it for yourself. He looks so pathetic!" Tracy laughed, and Ms. Robertson laughed with her. Even as I heard it, I felt the sound of the laughter engraving itself on my brain, and I knew I would never forget it. They both sat there in their black dresses, looking unbelievably beautiful as they calmly sipped tea. And there I stood in front of them, locked into a maid uniform and a chastity device, desperate for sexual contact with any one of the women in the room, but especially those two. And yet nothing seemed more impossible than that. 
 
    “Well, from what Tiffany tells me, you’ve been doing a solid job of dominating him yourself,” Ms. Robertson said. “I’m sure you’ve realized how easy it is. Certain people just need to be told what to do. And for a boy like him, just being in the presence of women like us is enough to bring him to his knees.” As she spoke, Ms. Robertson snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. She wasn’t even looking at me. I took her meaning. Tracy gasped as she watched me drop to the floor of the living room, kneeling on command. Ms. Robertson intended to show off her total power over me, and I wasn’t about to disappoint her. I feared the consequences of letting her down far too much for that. 
 
    "Not like this though," Tracy said, her eyes continuing to move over me as I cringed on the floor in front of them. "This is amazing. I'm starting to wonder if I should force him to dress like this at home." 
 
    “Oh, you definitely should,” Ms. Robertson smiled. “Nothing erodes the male ego like being feminized. It’s not easy to be defiant when you’re dressed like a French maid. That’s as true for women as it is for men. Come on girls, come over here. I want you on your knees.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," came the predictable response. In a ruffle of skirts, Tiffany and Rebecca approached from either end of the living room, kneeling down on either side of me. I could almost feel the anger boiling off Tiffany. She didn't dare defy Ms. Robertson, but kneeling in front of my girlfriend was a complete reversal of the power dynamic between them the last time I had seen them together. And I could see from Tracy's face that she noticed it too. Finally tearing her gaze away from me, she looked from Tiffany to Rebecca and back again. She shifted on the sofa, and I watched her balance her teacup in one hand while she tugged down her rising dress with the other. The long muscle of her thigh bulged as she squeezed her legs together momentarily. I knew how she felt about Tiffany. My cock surged painfully once again in my chastity device as I wondered how she felt about Rebecca. Or Ms. Robertson, for that matter. Our beautiful mistress had never looked better. And I knew that Tracy responded to Tiffany's dominance. How much more, then, might Ms. Robertson's natural authority impress her? 
 
    "See? It's very effective. Of course, it helps that all of these maids want to fuck me. But then, you're a very pretty girl. I'm sure they all want you too." 
 
    “Thank you,” Tracy said in a quiet voice, cheeks flushing as she spoke. Ms. Robertson’s eyes flickered dangerously over my girlfriend while we maids kneeled and watched. 
 
    "Tiffany told me you're straight," Ms. Robertson went on. Her dress creaked as she leaned forward and set her cup down on the coffee table between us. "She also told me you two had some fun together. I think that's wonderful. I think we need to take all the pleasure we can get in this life, no matter where it comes from." 
 
    "I — I guess so," Tracy said. Anyone could see how unsure of herself she was. Anyone would be under that blue-eyed stare Ms. Robertson had. The woman's confidence was so unshakeable that she could make anybody feel insecure. And for a moment I knew must have felt far longer to Tracy, Ms. Robertson said nothing. Her dark hair shone on her shoulders as she tilted her head to one side, considering the woman who sat in front of her. Then, she leaned forward. Uncrossing her legs, she placed a hand gently on Tracy's arm. Tracy's eyes moved over Ms. Robertson's face uncertainly. But I watched as she set her own teacup down, self-consciously brushing her hair back behind her ear. And Ms. Robertson made her move. Leaning further in, she smoothed Tracy's hair back from her face with her hand as she smiled at my girlfriend. Tracy smiled back. Ms. Robertson leaned forward, pressing her lips against Tracy's in a passionate kiss. Her latex dress creaked as she moved, her breasts straining the garment as she leaned in. After a moment, I saw Tracy lean into the kiss, too. Ms. Robertson placed her hand on my girlfriend's bare thigh, and as Tracy uncrossed her legs, Ms. Robertson's hand crept higher. 
 
    Sexual tension crackled in the air. It wasn't just the two beautiful women in front of me. I could feel it radiating off the two on either side of me. Ms. Robertson was right. It was the desire of Tiffany and Rebecca for her that kept them serving her so humbly, just as it did for me. Tracy was a beautiful girl. Watching their mistress easily seduce my girlfriend was having the same effect on the other maids that it did on me. We all kneeled there together, all but trembling with frustrated desire, our bodies flooded with hormones of lust as we stared in awe at what we couldn't have. 
 
    By now, Tracy was making soft little noises deep in her throat. Ms. Robertson's hand slid up her dress, and I could see her knuckles under the fabric as it moved toward Tracy's hip. At Ms. Robertson's urging, Tracy lay back on the sofa, her hair trailing over the arm of the couch. Smiling, Ms. Robertson pulled down my girlfriend's panties and lifted them over her high heels. Casually, she turned and tossed the underwear at Rebecca. The young maid caught it. 
 
    “Put those in his mouth,” Ms. Robertson ordered. “I want him to taste how wet I make his girlfriend.”  
 
    "Oh my God," Tracy gasped. Ms. Robertson's smile was dazzling as she turned her attention back to my girlfriend. 
 
    "Goddess, dear," Ms. Robertson smirked. "But you'll soon learn that for yourself." 
 
    Rebecca balled up Tracy's panties and stuffed them into my mouth. She took care to make sure the part that had been most in contact with my girlfriend's pussy was right on my tongue. And just as Ms. Robertson had said, I could taste Tracy's excitement. Her wetness was incredible, and my cock ached for an impossible release as I tasted the familiar flavor of her sex. 
 
    On the sofa, Ms. Robertson was now on top of Tracy. They were kissing again, their beautiful bodies pressed against each other. Tracy lay back with her arms up around her head as though already overcome, offering herself up for ravishment. And Ms. Robertson didn't hesitate. Her nimble fingers pulled my girlfriend's dress up around her hips, and Tracy moaned as Ms. Robertson's manicured fingers stroked her pussy. A gasp of pleasure echoed through the living room as Ms. Robertson started to finger Tracy. Soon, Tracy was writhing and moaning on the sofa, her high heels catching on expensive cushions as she squirmed with pleasure. Ms. Robertson lay on top of her, her latex dress shining over the intoxicating curve of her round ass while she kissed and fondled Tracy. Her free hand manipulated one of Tracy's boobs, teasing the nipple that was visible through the tight fabric of her dress. She kept on kissing my girlfriend, muffling her moans with her luscious lips as she fucked her. 
 
    Tracy screamed. I had given her plenty of orgasms; there was no denying that. But the one she had there on Ms. Robertson's couch at the hands of a woman she had only just met, watched by three submissive French maids, sounded like the most powerful I had ever witnessed. And I knew the feeling of abject shame in my heart that was partly because of the situation she was in. The sheer wildness and strangeness of this kinky scenario Ms. Robertson had devised was fueling Tracy's desire. It was terrifying to think what my already-dominant girlfriend might be able to learn from this woman. But I was as helpless to stop that as I was to stop anything else. 
 
    Ms. Robertson sat back as Tracy slowly recovered. She watched with a grin on her beautiful face, kneeling on the sofa. When Tracy finally opened her eyes, her flushed face began to smile back at the woman who had seduced her. Ms. Robertson grinned down at my girlfriend, one hand possessively on her raised knee. 
 
    “Why don’t you take that lovely dress off, my darling?” Ms. Robertson said. “I want to try something, and it doesn’t involve you wearing that.” 
 
    Awkwardly, Tracy sat up. I could see that the trembling orgasm Ms. Robertson given her was making her movements clumsily. And now that she had climaxed, she probably felt awkward with all of us maids watching. But just like the rest of us, she did what Ms. Robertson said. She sat up on the couch and reached behind her back for the zipper of her dress. The fabric parted, and Tracy wriggled her way out of it, sitting on the sofa now in nothing but a push-up bra and her high heels. 
 
    "Wonderful," Ms. Robertson murmured as her eyes moved over my girlfriend's body. "Tiffany, hang her dress up somewhere. Come on, darling. I have something I want to try with you." 
 
    As she spoke, Ms. Robertson uncoiled herself from the sofa. Her dress shone as she stood, reaching out her hand toward Tracy. Tracy took it and stood, awkwardly handing her dress to Tiffany, who took it without a word. But Tracy's focus was on Ms. Robertson. Ms. Robertson turned, still holding Tracy by the hand, and I watched in outrageous desire as the older woman led my girlfriend away from the sofa, out of the living room, the rhythmic clicking of their high heels slowly fading in the cavernous space of the house. 
 
    On either side of me, the two other maids stood. Tracy's dress was draped over Tiffany's arm as she made her way toward the hall. Slowly, I rose to my feet too. 
 
    "Well, that's that," Rebecca smiled at me brightly. "Ms. Robertson's totally going to fuck your girlfriend." I gulped as she spoke, cringing under her happy little smile. It was true. That was what gave her words their sting. "Get those tea things cleared away," Rebecca went on. "May as well make yourself useful while your girlfriend's getting fucked." 
 
    Numbly, I loaded the cups back onto the tray and picked it up. In a daze, I stumbled toward the kitchen, with Rebecca following me. As I set down the tray on the kitchen counter and began to wash the cups, I heard Tiffany enter the kitchen. The two maids watched without a sound as I washed the dishes and dried them, keeping Ms. Robertson's kitchen in the immaculate state she insisted. 
 
    All the while, my ears were trained as I tried to understand what Ms. Robertson and Tracy were doing. I was sure that Rebecca was right, that the two of them were enjoying each other's gorgeous bodies while we stayed in the kitchen frustrated. But soon, I heard again the clicking of two pairs of high heels on the floor. We all turned toward the door as Ms. Robertson and Tracy stepped into the kitchen. Ms. Robertson was still wearing her gorgeous latex dress, the material shining maddeningly in the light. But she wasn't the only one dressed provocatively. I felt as though an invisible fist gripped my heart as I saw Tracy follow her into the kitchen, now dressed in a shiny latex French maid outfit of her own. 
 
    A shy smile showed on Tracy's face as she stepped toward me. Her eyes were on me now. And I couldn't tear my eyes away from her beautiful body in the skimpy outfit, her corseted breasts rising in the front of the dress and her thigh showing under the short skirt. Stopping in front of me, she twirled, then struck a pose with one hand on her hip. 
 
    “Well? What do you think?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 
  
                
            



 
 
    23. She Takes His Girlfriend 
 
      
 
    Tracy looked magnificent. Then again, they all did. Once again, I was surrounded by feminine beauty. Ms. Robertson and her kinky maids were all unbelievably desirable. I felt the familiar feeling of my cock trying and failing to harden in the chastity device I wore under my dress. Desire was a weapon Ms. Robertson knew exactly how to use, and it was tormenting me as I stood in the kitchen, powerless and frustrated. 
 
    "Your girlfriend makes such a pretty little maid, doesn't she?" Ms. Robertson said to me. The air in the kitchen crackled with desire and amusement. I could feel the other maids watching me, Tiffany and Rebecca's eyes locked on me as they savored this new humiliation. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." There was little point in denying the truth. Ms. Robertson's tastes were clearly not so different to my own when it came to the dress code her maids had to abide by. The fetishistic latex uniforms she made us all wear were unbelievably sexy on anyone who had the body for it. And Tracy certainly did. Once again, I felt a strange sensation of different worlds colliding. Somehow, it was hard to believe that this was the girl I worked with. The woman who worked in the office and dispatched the jobs I went to. A woman I had known for years, but never like this. What happened behind the closed doors of Ms. Robertson's mansion had always seemed faintly unreal, as though it was all some strange dream. Even as it took over more and more of my life. But now, with Tracy's involvement, it was becoming the base reality of my existence. More and more, it was starting to seem like this was the only real and true thing, and everything else - my job, my apartment, my life outside these walls - was a sham. Play a role long enough, I was starting to realize, and it can easily become real. Maybe that's what Ms. Robertson was doing, living here with her sexy maids. A naughty game that had become the truth. 
 
    Tracy loved her. I could see that. There was a faint air of sheepishness about her, but she strutted and posed just the same. A faint pink glow showed on her cheeks as she moved. My eyes darted from my girlfriend to Ms. Robertson and back again, unsure which of the two they wanted to feast on. They both looked incredible in different ways. Tracy as a submissive slut, and Ms. Robertson as the dominant mistress who held us all in thrall. 
 
    "She really does," Ms. Robertson said. Her sapphire eyes seemed to glow as she turned them toward Tracy. "Come here, my darling." Tracy stopped. Turning toward Ms. Robertson, she cast one quick glance at me. There was a barely perceptible shrug of her shoulders, as though to say, what choice do I have? Then she turned toward her new mistress. Her high heels echoed on the floor as she stepped toward Ms. Robertson. I watched as Ms. Robertson reached out and ran her hand gently over my girlfriend's cheek. She wrapped her other arm around her waist and pulled her close, the flared skirt of her maids uniform russtling as Ms. Robertson held her. Ms. Robertson leaned in to kiss my girlfriend, and Tracy didn't resist. Their lips met, and I watched in dull desire as they passionately kissed. Tracy's hands moved tentatively over Ms. Robertson's body, as though she wasn't sure whether she should do it. Of course, this was a completely new situation for her. As easily as Tracy had taken to dominating me, as comfortably as she seemed to slot in to this new world, I had to remind myself sometimes that for her, this was uncharted territory. And until Tiffany had gotten to her, Tracy had seen herself as 100% straight. But none of that mattered. I knew better than anyone. What Ms. Robertson wanted, she got. My own life up to that point was the greatest proof that this was a woman who could make anyone do seemingly anything. That was the only reason any of us were there. 
 
    "Tiffany tells me you don't have much experience with women," Ms. Robertson said to Tracy in a soft voice as their lips finally parted. She had the ability to make a person feel like they were the only one in the room. As Ms. Robertson spoke to Tracy, I felt as though I were eavesdropping on an important and intimate moment. Distractedly, I wondered if Rebecca and Tiffany felt the same way. I had no doubt that they would be burning with jealousy the same way I was, if not at the same intensity. Those women got to cum a lot more than I did. But I knew how badly they wanted Ms. Robertson. How badly they would be wishing they were the one in her arms right now. And a fresh stab of jealous lust raced through me as I contemplated whether they might be jealous of Ms. Robertson, too. Tracy looked so good, it was hard to believe anyone who appreciated female beauty wouldn't want her. I had no doubt that Tiffany did, at any rate. Judging from the wild-eyed stare Rebecca was directing at my girlfriend, I had little doubt the same was true for her. 
 
    “Not really,” Tracy said shyly. Ms. Robertson smiled a reassuring smile, and Tracy seemed to echo it almost without realizing. 
 
    "But you enjoyed your time with my maid, didn't you?" 
 
    “Yes,” Tracy said in a quiet voice. Faintly embarrassed, she lowered her head slightly as she spoke. Ms. Robertson reached out and placed her fingers under Tracy’s chin, tilting her head back up. 
 
    "That's good," Ms. Robertson said soothingly. "There's nothing wrong with that. Tiffany is very sexy. I trained her myself. Besides, sexuality is a spectrum. Look at your boyfriend. Once upon a time, he would never have contemplated putting on a dress and serving as a humiliated sissy maid. But he loves it now. Don't you, sissy?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." A ripple of feminine laughter moved through the room as I spoke, not least of all from Tracy. Once again, she turned her head to smile at me over her shoulder. Her eyes moved up and down my body, and I felt the heat of embarrassment rising to my cheeks again. I had already long lost any kind of dignity I might have had in front of the woman Ms. Robertson had decided was now my girlfriend. This was another level of humiliation. Another flavor of disgrace. Another image, I knew, that Tracy was never going to forget, of me locked into my kinky maid's uniform and submitting completely to my mistress. Just like I was never going to forget seeing her in Ms Robertson's uniform, too. 
 
    "I do love a straight girl," Ms. Robertson went on, as Tracy turned her face back toward her. "You know what I love the most about all this? Helping people discover who they truly are. Who they could really be if they let themselves go. I turned these two butch lesbians into my girly maids. I turned your boyfriend into a sissy slut. Now, I'm wondering what you could be if you only allowed yourself. There's something so sexy about a straight girl finally discovering how great things can be with a woman." 
 
    Ms. Robertson's hands were busy as she spoke. They moved over Tracy's body, sliding easily over the slick latex that clung to her curves. In agony, I watched her massaging my girlfriend's breasts, making the soft flesh swell even further in the top of her dress. I could hear Tracy's breath growing short in a way the corset built into the maid's uniform only partially explained. There was no doubt about it. Tracy was getting turned on. I could hardly blame her, even as wild jealousy burned inside my chest. What wouldn't I have done to be in her position? To have Ms. Robertson seducing me, touching me, smiling at me as though I were her new favorite toy. More and more, I was coming to realize I might never experience it for myself. And yet there was Tracy, basking in the attention of this incredibly beautiful woman that she had only just met. 
 
    "If you like, I could show you," Ms. Robertson said. Her soft voice seemed to weave a spell not only over Tracy, but over all of us. I couldn't tear my eyes away from her and my girlfriend, but I didn't need to to know that Rebecca and Tiffany were also completely entranced by the spectacle. Ms. Robertson was the center of attention in any room she found herself in. She drew it towards her as though automatically, as though by some mysterious force stronger than gravity. No one, it seemed, could ever take their eyes off her for long. And she loved it. A woman of absolutely unshakable confidence, she was happiest when all eyes on her. 
 
    "Such a pretty girl," Ms. Robertson said again. "You deserve better than just men. You deserve to be with someone who really knows your body." Ms. Robertson's hand had dropped lower. Slowly, she ran the back of her hand along Tracy's exposed thigh, sliding upwards with agonizing slowness to reach under her flared skirt. Tracy was trembling at the touch. I was practically trembling as I watched. Even the air around us seemed to tremble, hovering on the verge of some new and wild adventure. It was a strain that couldn't be maintained for long. I knew that. And even though my heart spasmed in my chest at the sight, I wasn't surprised to see Tracy finally nod. 
 
    "Okay," she said. Her voice was little more than a whisper. But it was more than enough to be heard in the dead silence of the kitchen where every one of us seemed to wait on her answer with bated breath. 
 
    Ms. Robertson's teeth flashed in her dazzling smile. 
 
    “Okay,” she gleefully echoed. “Come on, sexy girl. Let’s go upstairs.” 
 
    Taking Tracy's hand in hers, Ms. Robertson turned. From where I stood in the kitchen, I watched them move, the black latex shining as it clung tightly to both of their incredible bodies. Ms. Robertson's dress clung to her hips and her thighs and her ass, the high gloss of the fabric making her hourglass figure even more unignorable. And Tracy flounced along behind her, her own tiny dress almost exposing her with every step she took. I found myself wondering if she had any panties on underneath. Typically, Ms. Robertson didn't allow her maids to wear underwear. And no matter how many times I had seen Tracy's pussy, no matter how I had worshiped it and made love to it, I found myself longing for a glimpse up under that tiny skirt once again, as though the promised land lay shining between her legs. 
 
    "Girls, restrain her boyfriend and bring him to my room," Ms. Robertson said imperiously. She didn't even turn her head, didn't even slow her stride to issue her orders. She knew they would be obeyed. Tracy giggled at the sheer arrogance of our mistress, but I knew that Ms. Robertson was 100% serious. I didn't know whether to feel hope or despair at her words. I wouldn't be allowed to take part, of course. But I would be allowed to watch, it seemed. I had yet to decide whether that was punishment or reward. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," Tiffany and Rebecca said. I heard their uniforms rustling as they sprang into action. I felt them on either side of me, taking hold of my arms. I let them push them back against my body and wrap the built-in cuffs of my maid's uniform around my wrists. As always, I didn't resist. I didn't even look. Instead, I watched Ms. Robertson and Tracy walk hand-in-hand out of the kitchen, their beautiful bodies finally disappearing from my view as they rounded a corner. 
 
    "Ms. Robertson's going to fuck your girlfriend," Rebecca said in my ear as she finished strapping my wrist to my side. "She's never going to go back after that. Why would she want you when she could have Ms. Robertson?" Her words stung because I recognized their truth. This whole adventure had been a virtual symphony of rejection and inadequacy for me, and this was just the latest iteration of that tormenting trend. I knew how I felt personally about Ms. Robertson. I would've crawled over hot coals for a night with her. And Tiffany had already proved that Tracy could be turned. 
 
    "She's a good fuck, too," Tiffany added on the other side of me. I didn't need to look at her maddeningly pretty face to know that she was smiling. "Straight girls usually are. They start all embarrassed and reserved, but once they realize how good it feels to be with a woman, they get so uninhibited, it's crazy. Your girlfriend's quite the slut, isn't she?" 
 
    "Yes, Tiffany," I said dully. As far as I knew, Tiffany didn't have her phone with her that could deliver a painful shock to my imprisoned genitals. But you never know. Besides, she didn't need an electronic device to make me suffer. Tiffany had plenty of ways to punish me if she saw fit. 
 
    "I'm going to tell her you said that," Tiffany said. On the other side of me, Rebecca laughed. I simply nodded. It didn't matter. These women were going to do whatever they wanted with me, whether that meant pleasure or pain. Probably both. But I couldn't resist. The restraints that held my arms pinned against my slides were entirely unnecessary to keep me in line. Ms. Robertson and her maids had achieved the final victory. I would do whatever they said. 
 
    High heels echoed on the floor as the maids led me forward. Rebecca and Tiffany each held onto one of my bound arms as they guided me in the direction Ms. Robertson had taken. It was unnecessary. If I had been ordered to climb the stairs to the bedroom, I would have done it. But they liked to manhandle me. And the feel of their soft hands on my arms, the smell of that perfume and the warmth of their bodies, only added to my torment as I stumbled along between them. Our skirts brushed against one another with every step we took. Ms. Robertson's three maids, yet it seemed she was in the market for more. 
 
    My heart beat steadily as we climbed the stairs together. Just ahead of us, I could hear Ms. Robertson and Tracy. As we reached the top of the stairs and started down the long hall to Ms. Robertson's bedroom, because another glimpse of Tracy and Ms. Robertson before they vanished into the bedroom. We followed. As Rebecca and Tiffany steered me inside, I saw that Ms. Robertson and Tracy were kissing again. Their hands were all over each other, sliding easily over the black latex they both wore. Tracy was already returning Ms. Robertson's kisses with more passion, more intensity, the movements of her hands on our mistress’s body more confident and hungry and uninhibited than before. Already, Ms. Robertson was getting to her. 
 
    “Kneel,” Ms. Robertson said sharply, her eyes shining as she tore her lips away from Tracy’s. In unison, all three of us sank to the floor on our knees. Ms. Robertson smiled, and Tracy smiled too as she looked at me, admiring the power Ms. Robertson held over us. If only she knew, I thought to myself. If Ms. Robertson so chose, Tracy might soon find herself kneeling alongside us. A fourth maid added to the collection. 
 
    “I like to make them watch,” Ms. Robertson said as she turned back to Tracy. “It helps to remind them of their place. I hope you don’t mind?” 
 
    “No,” Tracy said, still smiling at me she spoke. She didn’t even look at Rebecca or Tiffany. “Not at all,” she said. 
 
    “Good,” Ms. Robertson said. Once again, she applied her lips to Tracy’s. I could hear the shortness of both women’s breath as they kissed. Now, Ms. Robertson’s hand reach fully up under Tracy’s skirt, and I saw her arm move back and forth as she began to stroke my girlfriend’s pussy. Tracy responded with a long moan of desire. I watched her pressing her body against Ms. Robertson, hungry for pleasure. Her eyes were closed, but I saw how they flickered open once in a while, darting over to me as I kneeled and watched. As though she couldn’t quite believe what was happening. As though she couldn’t quite believe how erotic she was finding the whole situation. 
 
    Gently, Ms. Robertson pushed Tracy toward the bed. Tracy sat down on the mattress, her pretty eyes shining as she gazed up at Ms. Robertson. Ms. Robertson’s latex stress creaked as she moved, raising one knee to climb onto the bed beside Tracy. Her already tight dress tightened even further over her ass, and I felt my cock throbbing dully in the chastity device as I watched. Tracy lay back as Ms. Robertson crouched over her, bending her beautiful body on top of my girlfriend. Her hand continued to move between Tracy’s legs, and while Tracy moaned and groaned, Ms. Robertson slowly kissed her way down the younger woman’s body. Her black hair shone to match the luster of the latex they both wore as she moved slowly downward. Tracy’s breasts rose and fell in the tight confines of her maid uniform as her excitement grew. And Ms. Robertson lifted Tracy’s skirt and swept her hair back from her face as she lowered her lips to my girlfriend’s pussy. My earlier question was answered. Tracy wasn’t wearing underwear. How Ms. Robertson had talked her into that, I would never know. But now she was reaping the rewards as Ms. Robertson licked her dripping sex. 
 
    Almost at once, Tracy howled in pleasure. Ms. Robertson, always so dominant, always so selfish, was normally the recipient of oral sex, not the provider. But from the noises Tracy was making on the bed, it was clear the woman had skills. In no time at all, Tracy was moaning and thrashing on Ms. Robertson’s bed, awash with pleasure while we three maids watched on our knees. 
 
    “See?” Ms. Robertson said with a grin, her gorgeous eyes flashing toward me before turning to Tracy. “I guarantee you boyfriend’s never eaten your pussy like that, has he?” 
 
    “No, Ms. Robertson,” Tracy gasped. As far as I knew, she had never been told to address the older woman like that. It just came naturally. And I understood. Ms. Robertson’s power was a force that anyone could feel, an inarguable phenomena. The longer you spent around her, the more natural it seemed to obey. Ms. Robertson smiled, obviously pleased with the way things were going. I heard Tracy moan as Ms. Robertson slipped two fingers inside her quivering pussy. 
 
    “I’m going to make you see how worthless he is,” Ms. Robertson said in low voice. “Once I’m done with you, no man is ever going to be enough to satisfy you. If I wanted to, I could turn you into yet another little lesbian slave girl. Maybe I will.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Ms. Robertson,” Tracy yelled as her fists gripped the sheet underneath her. Her spread legs were trembling, and her voice was torn with pleasure. I knew what was about to happen. I was no stranger to my girlfriend’s orgasmic reactions. While I kneeled down on the floor, I watched Tracy cum around Ms. Robertson’s hand, my mistress’s elegant fingers shining with the juices of my girlfriend’s pleasure as she fingered her. 
 
    But Ms. Robertson wasn’t done. She was never a woman to be content with a single spasm of pleasure. Hunching over Tracy, Ms. Robertson played her body like an instrument. I had been down this road before. I had seen what Tiffany could make Tracy say and do when she was caught up in sexual pleasure. I had no doubt that Ms. Robertson would prove even more talented in that regard. 
 
    “Good girl,” Ms. Robertson purred. “That’s a good girl. You look so beautiful when you cum. I want to make you cum over and over again. Would you like that, sexy?” 
 
    “Yes, Ms. Robertson,” Tracy panted. “Please, please let me cum!” Beside me, I heard Tiffany chuckle under her breath. She remembered all too well doing something similar to my girlfriend while I watched. And I could practically feel sexual tension crackling in the air like some unseen aurora, the demonic tension Ms. Robertson kept ratcheting up making my stomach flutter and my cock rage inside its prison. 
 
    “Okay,” Ms. Robertson said, beaming with delight. “Just wait here for a moment, okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” Tracy panted. She was putty in Ms. Robinson’s hands already. That much was obvious. 
 
    Carefully, Ms. Robertson climbed off the bed. I watched her walk across the large bedroom, the latex dress clinging tightly to every curve of her body. Disappearing into her walk-in closet, she left Tracy sprawled on her bed, her legs wide open, her wet pussy blatantly on display to me and Rebecca and Tiffany. We were all watching in silence, our full attention on the scene taking place in front of us. Beside me, I heard a faint rustle as Rebecca gripped her tiny skirt in her hands. I wondered if she even knew she was doing it. Most probably, like me, she was caught up in pure desire and barely aware of what her body was doing. No doubt she was longing to feel pleasure of her own. Her hands were itching to drop between her thighs and touch herself. And that thought only added to my own torment as I kneeled beside her. In that sense, perhaps I was luckier than her. I didn’t have to exercise any self-control. Bound at the wrists and locked in chastity, there was nothing I could do except watch. 
 
    Ms. Robertson reappeared from her closet. She was still fully dressed, still in her high heels and sexy dress as she strutted across the bedroom in front of us. The only thing that had changed was the strap-on she had put on over the dress. A large fake cock now projected from between her legs, swaying obscenely with every step she took. As she passed by us kneeling maids, Ms. Robertson smiled down at us with obvious satisfaction, playfully gripping the shaft of the dildo. Then she turned toward the bed. The straps of the dildo gripped her hips and the cheeks of her ass, making them even more prominently pressed against the latex of her dress. She stepped forward and raised Tracy’s legs. Tracy gasped in delight as she felt Ms. Robertson manipulating her. Her own high heels pointed at the ceiling as Ms. Robertson placed my girlfriend’s legs on her shoulders. 
 
    And then, Tracy cried out in ecstasy. Ms. Robertson thrust forward, the thick dildo plunging into Tracy’s body, and the howl my girlfriend made set my teeth on edge. The latex of the dominant woman’s dress shone, reflecting the light back from the curves of her body as she rocked back and forth. The mattress bounced underneath Tracy as she took Ms. Robertson’s powerful thrusts, each one seeming to push her closer to the inevitable explosion of sexual pleasure. Tracy howled and gasped, and soon, another orgasm was sweeping over her. Soon, another wild cry of pleasure echoed in Ms. Robertson’s bedroom. 
 
    This display wouldn’t be over until Ms. Robertson decided it was. And so while Tracy spasmed and shivered, Ms. Robertson went right on fucking her. Tracy’s cries rose and fell to the rhythm of Ms. Robertson’s body. Limp and ravished, Tracy trembled on the bed as her new lover used her. Soon, she was gasping and shaking and screaming again as another orgasm overtook her. And Ms. Robertson kept going. 
 
    I wasn’t counting. I was incapable of focusing on numbers while I helplessly watched the scene playing out in front of me. But I didn’t need to count to know that soon, Tracy was having orgasm after orgasm. And I didn’t need to know how many there were to know that I had never done that to her. Even with all my best efforts devoting to pleasing her, I had never given Tracy anything like the pleasure Ms. Robertson was giving her. One more demonstration of my inadequacy, my total worthlessness compared to my cruel and beautiful mistress. I also knew that what Ms. Robertson was doing to my girlfriend couldn’t fail to have more far-reaching effects. You can’t feel pleasure like that with someone and not feel a way about it. Tracy was never going to forget what Ms. Robertson had done to her, anymore than I was. And I didn’t doubt the truth of Ms. Robertson’s words. If she wanted to turn Tracy into her latest lesbian maid, she was going the right way about it. 
 
    Tracy screamed ecstatically. Yet another powerful orgasm rocked her beautiful body. And finally, Ms. Robertson stopped. Tracy panted and gasped as the older woman stepped back, pulling the dildo out of her ravaged pussy. Still dressed as a slutty maid, Tracy simply lay down on the bed, trying to breathe with the creaking corset of the dress tight against her chest and her legs spread. We could all see what Ms. Robertson done to her. We could all see the wet mess of her sex, clenching around the open air while her hot juices flowed freely out of it. 
 
    Ms. Robertson turned. Her glowing eyes were fixed on me as she walked slowly across the room, her hips swaying from side to side. As she stood in front of me, I knew what was coming. I could feel the eyes of Tiffany and Rebecca watching me, drinking in another instance of my total humiliation. And I knew as well as they did that I wasn’t going to resist. 
 
    “See what a woman can do to your girlfriend, sissy?” Ms. Robertson smirked at me. “All you’re good for is cleaning up the mess. Get to it.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” Over on the bed, Tracy gasped as she raised her head to see what was going on. But I had no choice. I never did. Trapped in a room with four beautiful and dominant women, there was nothing I could do except give them what they wanted. And, lowering my head, I tasted my girlfriend’s multiple orgasms as I took Ms. Robertson’s dildo into my mouth. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 
  
                
            



 
 
    24. Ms. Robertson’s Girls 
 
      
 
    “Here you go.” 
 
    Rebecca smiled as she placed three glasses of water on the tray I held. Rebecca was always smiling at me. There was a time, back before I had begun my strange relationship with Tracy, that I had started to wonder if there might be something between us. I knew that Rebecca was a lesbian, but as Ms. Robertson liked to point out, sexuality can be fluid. I knew Rebecca had sex with men, even if only at Ms. Robertson's behest. As unlikely as it seemed, I hoped that maybe one day, I might be one of those men. After all, it was Rebecca's beauty that had first bewitched me, that very first fateful time I had arrived at the mansion. 
 
    But that wasn't going to happen now. I had a girlfriend. And even if I had wanted to be unfaithful to her, I couldn't. Not unless Tiffany or Ms. Robertson allowed it. My cock was safely locked away in a high-tech and inescapable chastity device, and no one got to use it, not even me, without Ms. Robertson's say so. Of course, that didn't mean I didn't get to do anything with Rebecca. I certainly watched her having sex a lot. Sometimes, I was even allowed to join in, ordered to pleasure her with my mouth. But that was as far as things went. And the relationship between us had started to solidify into one of domination and submission. Rebecca wasn't nearly as cruelly dominant as Tiffany, let alone Ms. Robertson. But she knew where she stood in the rigid hierarchy of the house. And every woman had authority over me. 
 
    I turned. The water shook in the glasses as I walked slowly across the kitchen, feeling Rebecca's eyes on me the whole way. I wondered if she was hoping I would drop them. She had been known to take a sadistic delight in my occasional punishments. Resolving not to give her the satisfaction, I placed one foot in front of the other as I carried the water out of the kitchen. Not long ago, this task would've been impossible. Walking in a skimpy dress and high heels was something I had needed to practice. But luckily or unluckily, these wicked women had made sure I got plenty of practice. Now, I was just about able to manage it. But it wasn't easy. And as much as I knew it was dangerous to keep Ms. Robertson waiting, I also knew that failure could be painful. 
 
    Leaving the kitchen, I made my way down the hall and began to climb the stairs. As I reached the upper floor and started down the long hall, I heard voices. Ms. Robertson had company. Of course, I knew that. Why else would she have called down to order three glasses of water? And she had specifically requested that I be the one to bring them to her, too. My heart vibrated with nervousness as I stepped through the door of her bedroom. 
 
    And there she was, lying in bed with two men. Glancing at them, I recognize them at once. Their names came floating back to me on a wave of shame and embarrassment. Christian and Hunter. The two young studs Ms. Robertson had fucked while we maids were forced to watch, only to have to clean the three of them up with our mouths once they were finished. Even in the long ordeal of humiliation my life had become since I first entered this house, that particular scene stood out as a low point. Despite what Tracy sometimes liked to suggest, there was no part of me that had any attraction to men. My greatest fears had almost been realized that day, when Ms. Robertson allowed her lovers to choose which maid they wanted to use. I was just fortunate neither had chosen me. If they had, I still had no idea what would've happened. There was no question that Ms. Robertson can make me do the unthinkable. But would I really go that far? 
 
    The question was unanswered. But it haunted me every time Ms. Robertson welcomed men into her home. After all, there I was, dressed up like a sissy slut in front of them. Who knew what kind of inclinations Ms. Robertson's friends might have? 
 
    "There he is," Ms. Robertson said with a grin. "And about time too. Sissy, give my friends some water." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." I could feel the eyes of Christian and Hunter on me as I stepped closer to the side of the bed. I held out the tray, and Christian lifted the glasses one by one and passed them along. All three of them took a drink. Clearly, they had been exerting themselves. As it so often did, Ms. Robertson's bedroom positively reeked of sex. 
 
    She lay between the two men, her dark hair streaming over her shoulders. As far as I could tell, she was naked. The bedsheet covered her from the waist down, but above, her large breasts swelled on her chest, her nipples swollen and erect. Her beautiful face had a slight pink flush to it, and I could see at once she must've been enjoying her time with these men. My mistress was sexually insatiable, and enjoyed physical pleasure from whoever she felt like sharing it with. Unfortunately, that was almost never me. But it was the promise that she someday might that kept me submitting to her. That, and the possibility that even if I couldn't have her, I might be allowed an orgasm in some other way. Locked in chastity as I was, it was all I could do. 
 
    "That's better," Ms. Robertson said. She had downed more than half of her water before she leaned over to place the glass back on the tray I held. As she did so, she leaned over Christian's body, and I saw him run a hand over her slender arm. She smiled at him. Ms. Robertson's young lovers could never seem to keep their hands off her amazing body. I couldn't blame them. 
 
    “How’s your girlfriend doing, sissy boy?” Ms. Robertson asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, ma’am,” I answered truthfully. I hadn’t seen Tracy for over an hour. 
 
    "Oh, that's right," Ms. Robertson smirked. "She's down in the basement with Tiffany. Being trained. Probably being spanked and fucked. Probably having better sex with my maid than you could ever give her." 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” Ms. Robertson’s lovers chuckled at my capitulation. 
 
    "I let him have a girlfriend," Ms. Robertson explained, turning her smile on the two men in the bed with her. "But his cock stays locked up. Even his girlfriend can't access it. They have to request permission from Tiffany or me every time they want to fuck." 
 
    "That's so crazy," Hunter said. On the far side of Ms. Robertson, he set his own water down on the bedside table and moved closer to her. Her smile widened as she felt his hands around her waist, reaching upward to cup her large breasts. 
 
    "That's not even the best part," Ms. Robertson smiled. "I've decided to make his girlfriend one of my maids. And she's straight. Or at least, she was until she met me. Now, I think she prefers pussy to cock. Certainly to her boyfriend's cock, anyway. But I can't really blame her for that. Who would want a sissy when they could be with a real woman?" 
 
    Ms. Robertson didn't wait for an answer. Her eyes were on me as she leaned forward, pulling the blanket back away from Christian. He lay naked underneath it, his large cock slumbering against his thigh. Ms. Robertson took it in her hand and slowly began to stroke. Climbing up onto her knees, she leaned forward. And Hunter came with her, still fondling her breasts, his muscular body hunched over hers. Even though I had the impression these three had just finished having sex, they were all ready to go again. And I tried not to wince as Ms. Robertson lowered her face to Christian's lap and began to run her tongue along his shaft. Soon, his cock throbbed ponderously back to life, rising upward as Ms. Robertson licked it, her shining eyes peering at me all the while. 
 
    Ms. Robertson moved. Swinging her leg over Christian, she mounted him. His hands were on her hips as she gripped his cock in her hand and lowered herself down onto it right in front of me. Her eyes rolled with pleasure, and she heaved a big sigh of satisfaction as she felt it spreading the wet walls of her pussy apart. 
 
    "Oh, that feels so good," she moaned. "Tell this sissy how good my pussy feels, Christian." 
 
    "It feels so good, Serena," Christian said, looking up at Ms. Robertson as he spoke, as though I wasn't even there. "So tight.' 
 
    "Mmmm," Ms. Robertson moaned with pleasure. "But it's just for real men. Not sissy maids. You just stay there, sissy. You stay there and watch while real men fuck me." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." But I wasn't sure Ms. Robertson even heard my words. She was already lost in her own pleasure as she began to bounce up and down on top of Christian, his cock sliding in and out of her pussy as she rode him. Meanwhile, Hunter moved beside her. Kneeling at her side, he continued to play with her breasts, sliding his thumbs over her swollen nipples while he kissed and sucked the soft flesh. Ms. Robertson wrapped one arm around his shoulders, her eyes closed now as she bounced up and down on top of Christian's cock with more urgency. The whole display was unbelievably erotic as I watched this incredible woman playing with her two young studs. My own inferiority couldn't have been more plain as I stood in silence holding a tray, all dressed up in my ridiculous French maid uniform. 
 
    "Oh fuck," Ms. Robertson gasped. Her thighs spasmed as they gripped Christian's sides, and her wild cries told me that an orgasm is coming. I gulped as I watched pleasure flow like an electrical current through her body, sweeping her away in a chorus of shrieks and screams. She sat down on top of her stud, his cock sliding all the way into her dripping pussy as it frantically clenched his member. Christian groaned along with her. But Ms. Robertson wasn't done yet. As soon as she recovered from her spasm of pleasure, she began to ride him again. She always wanted more. A single orgasm was never enough for a woman like her. 
 
    Beside her, Hunter rose to his feet. His own cock was rock hard, and I tried not to look at it. But I couldn't take my eyes away from Ms. Robertson. It was impossible not to watch as she turned with a smile to her other lover. Balancing carefully on the bed, he stepped forward, and Ms. Robertson wrapped her hand around his cock. Then, she took it into her mouth. Her moans of pleasure became muffled as she sucked Hunter's cock, her bare breasts bouncing as she rode up and down on top of Christian. Her cheeks hollowed, her lips tightening around another man's shaft while I watched in bitter jealousy. The tray shook in my hands, her glass of water shaking as I tried to keep my cool. I had not been dismissed. So all I could do was stand there and watch and listen to the ecstatic sexual pleasure of three people while my own went completely ignored. 
 
    Ms. Robertson was nothing if not skilled. Soon, I saw Hunter tremble. He closed his eyes, and a long groan escaped his parted lips. Ms. Robertson knew what was coming. She pulled her mouth away, and his hot cum splattered all over her chest as she stroked the orgasm out of his body with her hand. 
 
    Once she was finished, Hunter slumped down on the bed. Ms. Robertson could now devote her full attention to Christian. Turning back to him, she leaned forward, her hands on his shoulders as she rode him more wildly. Soon, he too gave in to total pleasure. I saw his body stiffen as he pumped his cum deep inside Ms. Robertson's streaming pussy. Only when she had milked him of every drop did she roll off him to sit on the bed between her two spent lovers. 
 
    "Tell me, sissy," she said in a voice that was breathless with pleasure, "how badly do you want to fuck me right now?" 
 
    "So badly, Ms. Robertson," I moaned while the other man laughed at me. 
 
    "Denied," Ms. Robertson said at once. "You know you're not worthy of that honor. But what about your pretty little girlfriend? Do you want to fuck her?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I growled through gritted teeth. "Of course. Please, please, Ms. Robertson, please let me fuck Tracy!" 
 
    Ms. Robertson laughed out loud. Her lovers joined in, barely able to believe how pathetic I sounded as I begged the woman they had just fucked. 
 
    “Well, that I might allow,” Ms. Robertson said slowly. “That depends on how you behave. I know you’ll do as you’re told. But I want you to prove to me how badly you want it. Do you know how you’re going to do that?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” Her words had me nervous, my heart throbbing inside my chest, gripped by the tight corset of the French maid uniform I wore. I knew how wild Ms. Robertson’s ideas could be. 
 
    "You're going to clean me up," Ms. Robertson said. Her blue eyes stared deep into mine as she spoke. "With your mouth. I want you to lick all my boyfriend's cum off my body. While it's still warm. Do that, and maybe I'll let you fuck your girlfriend." Beside her, one of her lovers gasped in shock. But I couldn't take my eyes off her. 
 
    "Please, Ms. Robertson," I moaned. The idea disgusted me. Or at least, it disgusted the part of me still capable of rational thought. But Ms. Robertson knew better than anyone how powerful desire could be. Still smiling, she ran one finger through the semen shining on her chest and held it out toward me. 
 
    "It's not so bad," she smirked. "If you're going to be one of my slutty maids, you need to know what cum tastes like. Besides, a real man's cum might do you good. Or I could just get your girlfriend up here to do it." The men stirred at that. Clearly, that was the outcome they would've preferred. But it was only Ms. Robertson's preferences that mattered. They knew that as well as I did. 
 
    "Please, Ms. Robertson," I said again. But Ms. Robertson only shook her head. 
 
    "Do it," she said. "If you ever want to have an orgasm again in your life, you need to do as you're told." 
 
    And so I did. While shame burned inside me like a pool of gasoline, while the laughter of Ms. Robertson and her lovers echoed in my ears, I set aside the tray I held. At least the vile task brought me closer to her body. I leaned forward, and Ms. Robertson placed a hand on the back of my head. Cringingly, I licked up the cum that shone on her breasts. She held me in place until every drop was gone, making sure I did a thorough job. The feel of her nipples against my lips made my cock ache for release inside the chastity device. And when I was finally done, Ms. Robertson pushed me down to my knees and spread her legs so that I could start there too. 
 
    I trembled as I kneeled between her thighs. Ordinarily, there were few places I would rather be. But true to form, Ms. Robertson had found a way to turn heaven into a special flavor of torture. And yet, I had no choice. I would have to be a fool to doubt her commitment to do what she said. If Ms. Robertson so decided, I would never get to cum again. This woman didn't have the power of life over death over me. What she had, at that moment and many others like it, seemed like much more than that. 
 
    The smell of sex was almost overpowering between her thighs. And as I licked and lapped at her streaming pussy, I tried not to think about what I was doing. Even as the wet mess her lover had left inside her filled my mouth, I swallowed it down as quickly as I could, trying not to taste it, trying not to think about it. I had been forced to swallow my own load in the past, and did not enjoy the experience. But this was a thousand times more humiliating, a thousand times more shameful. 
 
    The one bright spot in all this torture and humiliation was Ms. Robertson. As I licked, her sadistic amusement soon turned to pleasure. Before long, she was making gasps of glee in the back of her throat. She was getting turned on. And as I went on licking, her arousal only grew. Soon, she was moaning in pleasure, her lovers watching as I served her orally. Even after the last traces of Christian's orgasm had disappeared, Ms. Robertson held me in position. Her gasps and panting turned to cries of pleasure, and soon, I felt her cum. This time, I was more than happy to swallow the juices that poured out of her beautiful body, the hot flood of her orgasm drenching my face as I slurped it down. 
 
    Finally, Ms. Robertson pushed my head away. For a moment, she sat on the edge of the bed, trembling slightly from the force of her pleasure. Her bright eyes seem to bore through my skull as I stared up at her, my face still shining with her fragrant juices. Ms. Robertson didn't say a thing. Neither did I. I just gazed up, my attention irresistibly fixed on her, waiting for her next command. 
 
    "If you boys will excuse me, I have a sissy to take care of," Ms. Robertson said at last. Her eyes never left mine as she spoke. "Once I'm done with him, I'll be back for some more fun. Don't go anywhere." She smiled as she spoke the final words, the devilish grin I had learned to adore and fear. The men muttered something, but I barely heard it. I wasn't listening. Instead, my attention was all on my mistress as she rose from the bed. Striding over to her closet, she disappeared through the open door and reemerged a few minutes later. She had hastily put on a bra and panty set and some high heels from her extensive collection. It had taken her just a few minutes to dress, but she still looked incredible. The toned muscles showed in her long legs as she strutted across the bedroom toward the open door. 
 
    "Come, sissy," she snapped imperiously at me. I was only too glad to rise to my feet and follow her out of the room. The last thing I wanted was to stay up there under the scornful gaze of two strange men. 
 
    As though led on an invisible leash, I followed Ms. Robertson through her sprawling house. Her breasts bounced in her bra as she quickly descended the stairs. I hurried along behind her, anxious not to trip in my high heels. She led me through the hallway, pausing at the door that led down to the basement for just a moment. 
 
    "Rebecca, are you in there?" she called toward the kitchen. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” came the reply. 
 
    "Come with me. Now." Ms. Robertson didn't wait for any reply. She pulled open the door and started climbing down the steps into the basement. I followed, hearing the rustle of Rebecca's maid's uniform behind me as she came after us. High heels echoed on the stairs. 
 
    As I stepped down into the basement, I saw Tiffany and Tracy. My heart clenched, my cock pressed stubbornly against the inside of the unyielding chastity device. As always, they both looked incredible, dressed up in their slutty outfits the way Ms. Robertson wanted them to be. Tiffany was sitting on the padded leather bench in the middle of the room, her legs spread, her blonde curls tumbling down over her shoulders as she threw back her head. And Tracy, my girlfriend, the woman I had harbored a quiet crush on for all the years we work together, was kneeling on the floor at her feet. Her face was buried underneath Tiffany's skirt. The echoes of Tiffany's moans of pleasure reverberated from the bare walls of Ms. Robertson's dungeon. And Tiffany's striking eyes went wide as she saw that her mistress had arrived. Scrambling suddenly, she pushed Tracy's face out from between her legs and slipped to the floor. She needn't have bothered. Ms. Robertson was smiling as she watched the whole display. 
 
    "Look at you two sluts," Ms. Robertson laughed. "Getting on like a house on fire. I told you, Tracy, you'd make a great pussy licker for me and my girls. Isn't that right, Tiffany?" 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Tiffany said in a voice that was still raw with sexual pleasure. “She still needs to perfect her technique, but she’s getting better.” 
 
    "Wonderful," Ms. Robertson grinned. "And I suppose, Tracy, that all this has got you very excited, hasn't it? Admit it. You might claim to be straight, but you love it when I make you eat pussy. Don't you?" 
 
    Tracy was still kneeling on the basement floor. She sat with her hands in her lap, plucking distractedly at the hem of her skirt. Her cheeks were glowing with what I took to be a mixture of pleasure and embarrassment. She hadn't been Ms. Robertson's maid for very long. Unlike Tiffany, she was still capable of blushing. 
 
    “I — yes, Ms. Robertson,” my girlfriend said in a tiny voice. Her eyes moved from Ms. Robertson to me as she spoke, before returning once again to our mistress. When Ms. Robertson was in the room, I knew how hard it was to look at anyone else. 
 
    "That's what I thought," Ms. Robertson smirked. "If there's one thing I know, it's sluts. But today may be your lucky day. I think I'm going to allow your boyfriend to get you off. With his mouth, of course. He hasn't earned the right to have his cock freed yet. And you should have seen what I made him do for the right to go down on you. Tell her, sissy boy." 
 
    Four sets of eyes turned toward me. I almost felt as though I was shrinking under their gaze. It was bad enough knowing that I had done what I had done upstairs. Having to repeat it felt like a painful echo of the experience all over again. But Ms. Robertson was grinning triumphantly as she looked at me, waiting for me to speak. Down there in the dungeon, she had an endless variety of implements of torture at her disposal. She would get the truth out of me one way or another. Resisting could only bring me more pain. 
 
    “I — I cleaned you up from your lovers, Ms. Robertson,” I said, my voice cracking as I spoke. Tracy’s brow furrowed as she stared up at me. 
 
    "That's right," Ms. Robertson beamed. "And he swallowed all of Christian and Hunter's cum like a good little sissy should. After all, I expect all of you maids to become expert cocksuckers. And part of that is swallowing like a good girl. Right, Tiffany?" 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” came the inevitable response. 
 
    "Stand up, Tracy," Ms. Robertson said. "I want all three of you girls standing over there, against the cage. And you," she said, turning her attention to me again, "you can get down on your hands and knees and crawl over to the other maids." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." There was a rustling of skirts as Tiffany, Tracy, and Rebecca all walked toward the bars of the cage under the stairs. Standing in line against them, they turned to face me and Ms. Robertson, their backs to the cage. Dropping to my hands and knees, I crawled toward them as instructed. I could feel all three of them watching me, and my chastity device had never felt tighter against my surging cock as I gazed up at them. Their toned legs, their shapely bodies, their wicked high heels, all served to tug at the frayed strings of my desire. The darkness under their tiny skirts called to me as I crouched at their feet. 
 
    “Now, sissy, you’re going to go down on all of the other maids,” Ms. Robertson said behind me. “Don’t stop until each of them has had at least one orgasm. More, if they want to. You’re here for their pleasure now. They’ve been doing such a good job of training your girlfriend to serve me, and this is how you will thank them.” 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." There weren't many orders Ms. Robertson could've given me that I was more eager to obey. The only thing I wanted more was to be released from chastity and to be allowed to have sex with any or all of these women. But there was so little chance of that happening, it was barely worth thinking about. Licking their pussies, I reflected, was more than enough. 
 
    “Lift your skirts, girls,” Ms. Robertson said with glee. “Let him see who you belong to.” 
 
    As I watched, the three girls glanced at one another for a second. Then, they did as they were told. Together, they lifted their tiny skirts out of the way, revealing their pussies to me. My mouth watered at the sight. But a gasp escaped me as I gazed up at Tracy, standing between the other two, smiling down at me while she held her skirt out of the way. 
 
    Tiffany's tattoo above her slit proclaimed her the property of Ms. Robertson. But now, I saw, both Rebecca and Tracy had the same tattoo. The lettering stood out fresh and new on their skin as they gazed down at me. And a strange tremor passed through me as I crouched on the floor, gazing up at their wild beauty. Apparently, it wasn't enough that Ms. Robertson owned me and my cock completely. Now, unequivocally and permanently, she owned my girlfriend too. 
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