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Introduction


Please note this story could be considered disturbing and/all offensive. 

 

For mature readers only.  

 




This is a Female domination themed book containing descriptions of females being treated harshly. It includes descriptions of lesbianism, slavery, bondage, punishments, humiliation, torture, and cuckold.

 

This story does not in any way relate to current or previous world events or people, this story is fantasy, please read it as such.







Bella was a young rich girl with fantastic looks. She could have had anything she wanted, her parents money and her looks would open any doors for her. Yet Bella had a fetish, she loved to wear and see others wearing uniforms, especially those that involved pantyhose. It was only her love of uniforms and pantyhose that led her to joining an airline. She found the one which she considered had the sexiest uniforms to join. Bella quickly climb the ladder and became a cabin manager. Bella loved to enjoy all aspects of life and her love of women in uniform would soon attract her to one of her staff. The younger flight attendant called Sarah, was also a lady that enjoyed being a Dom.




    

As Bella's life became more entwined with Sarah’s things began to spiral out of control for Bella. She had fell in love with a person who loved her own power and was committed to ensuring Bella would do anything and everything to please her.  







Suddenly Bella would not be the girl who had everything, she would now be the girl that gave everything. Her life now in the hands of her Mistress, a Mistress she would provide for and give everything to please.  







As always a few things to note: I have a new editor who has gone through the book, but still understand if you are looking for Shakespeare or Macbeth then don’t buy this book, go read some of their work. I will not change my style of writing to please you, I have ensured my editor hasn't changed the style also. I have never taken a degree in literature and never will, mathematics being my forte. So if you don't like the way I write or what I write about it’s not rocket science, don't buy or read my work.  




    

I hope that is simple enough for those narrow minded people who think they are better than everyone else.   







Enjoy the read





The Flight Attendant
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Chapter 1

Dreams

Bella had always had a love for uniforms, she loved wearing them and loved seeing others wearing them also. She had no need to work really as her parents were rich and ensured that Bella had more money than she could ever spend. It was only Bella’s love for uniforms that had made her apply for the job in the beginning, her parents mortified at the idea of her daughter being a waitress in the sky. Bella had looked at the airlines and found the one that in her opinion had the most sexiest uniform, she applied and passed the course in flying colours. 

Bella looked at herself in the mirror, not only was she tall and beautiful, her body was perfect in every way. Bella could afford the best of beauty treatments and spent so much time in gyms and pools. Her looks were one of which always commanded respect and admiration, something she often used to get her way. Bella had worked her way up the ladder of the national airline, now a cabin manager on long haul flights, at only twenty-five that was some achievement, of course her looks had helped her climb to this most thought after job. The twelve-hour flights could be hard work, yet she let the cabin staff do most of the hard stuff. After each flight came the three to five day stopover, always in a nice hotel in the most beautiful of places on earth. She examined her uniform in the long mirror, her white shirt fitted her nice and tightly, she loved the way the buttons almost pulled with her chest standing out, it looked so sexy. She always had the top two buttons undone, a neck scarf in the bright blue and pink of the airline colours wrapped round her neck and tucked into the top of the shirt. Over her right breast she wore the silver wings and her silver name badge on the left. Her nice fitting dark blue skirt finished just above her knees; shiny barely black pantyhose covered her beautiful shaped legs. Bella had a true love for pantyhose, again she loved to wear them and loved to see others wearing them. Bella slipped on her high heel dark blue shoes, the heels making her legs look evens better than she thought possible, she smiled at the image, she had a wonderful smile. Last she took her jacket, a dark blue waste jacket which again had her wings and name badged pinned onto it. She slipped it on and did up the two buttons which again made the jacket hug her beautiful body, He airline ID card hung from a gold neck band round her neck. She did have a cap but never wore it as it spoilt her neck length light brown and blonde highlighted hair, she also thought it was so old fashion. Bella was naturally very beautiful, yet she still wore makeup, today she had put on a blue eyeshadow above and just below her eyes, it went nice with her uniform and of course plenty of mascara to make her beautiful blue eyes stand out. A little pink blusher bought out her cheeks and the pink lipstick would make any man or woman of that persuasion want to kiss her. Bella enjoyed a full sex life with both men and women, for her it was all about fun, life was meant to be fun, and Bella enjoyed it to the fullest.

On the way to the airport she stopped to fuel her BMW, she loved doing this in uniform, the looks she got. Males naturally held doors open for her and allowed her to go in front of them in the line at the checkout. It always made Bella smile when they did.

Once on board the Dreamliner which was today heading to Miami she met the girls and boys that would be working the cabin under her. She had worked with them all before and a couple of the girls she knew intimately. Bella didn’t bother with the male cabin staff in that way, if she wanted a male it would be one of those educated ones on the flight deck. She had spent many nights with a few of them. After the briefing Bella walked onto the flight deck to meet the fight deck crew, they could be male or female, as there were more and more women flying aircraft now days. As it goes today it was two male pilots, the captain she had worked with before, the first officer she had not met yet.

“Hi Bella, how are things?” The captain said as he turned in his seat on seeing Bella.

“Hi Captain all is well as it always is,” she said giving him a beautiful smile.

“You met Nick,” he said as he nodded his head towards the co-pilot.

The handsome young man who was about the same age as Bella turned and looked up at her, he paused on seeing her beauty.

“Hi Bella,” he finally got out.

In that instant Bella new she wanted this man. She looked down towards his fingers, no wedding or engagement rings, Bella gave him a beautiful smile and held out her hand which Nick gently took hold of.

“Hello there,” Bella said in a sexy voice.

The captain gave a loud laugh.

“Pre checks thank you Nick,” he said smiling.

Nick let go of Bella’s hand giving her a wonderful smile as he went back to the checklist.

“The passengers are about to board now Bella, nothing special about this flight. Weather looks fine the whole way; I reckon once we get in the air we should have a seven hour and thirty-two-minute flight time. Bit heavy so the climb out is going to be a long one up to cruising attitude, now you make sure you have a good flight my girl,” he ended the short briefing with a smile.

“Will do captain and I’ll bring you both a coffee once we get up there,” Bella replied with another beautiful smile.

Bella was later in the galley when Sarah another of the cabin staff walked in. Sarah was two years younger than Bella, and she was also into domination in a big way. The two had a couple of sessions a few times before. Bella never knew she was a switch until she had spent that first night with Sarah. On the flight Bella may have been the boss, but in the hotel room it was Sarah that was fully in charge. Like Bella Sarah had a love for uniforms and pantyhose. It had been about six months ago that the two had a session together and Bella remembered it well, it was one of the most sexiest things she had ever experienced.

“Hi sexy,” Bella said in a soft voice so the passengers wouldn’t hear her.

Sarah put her face close to Bella.

“I’m going to put you into a tight hog tie tonight,” she whispered

Bella went a little red in the face, she was hoping to have a drink with Nick the pilot later, but she also wanted to play with Sarah.

“Ok, sounds like fun,” Bella replied with her beautiful smile.

One of Sarah’s hand shot up to Bella’s breast and she found her nipple under her tight shirt, she twisted it hard and painfully under her thumb and finger.

“OK who?” she said in a stern voice.

“OK Mistress Sarah,” Bella whispered back at her also giving a little ouch at the pain from the nipple pinch.

Bella also felt the sudden wetness between her legs.

“That’s better bitch,” Sarah said smiling as she gave the nipple another hard twist before letting go. 

Bella loved the feeling of humiliation as this younger and smaller woman controlled her. Sarah looked down at the flat shoes that Bella had changed into for the flight, Sarah had of course done the same as walking round the cabin in heels would be hard work.

“Did I give you permission to take your heels off,” Again Sarah spoke in a low voice.

“No sorry Mistress Sarah,” Bella said softly back to her.

Bella felt her body going into submissive mode and so wanted to touch herself now.

“I’ll have to punish you for that this evening, now put your heels back on slut,” Sarah ordered.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” Bella whispered back.

Sarah smiled and gave Bella a little kiss on her lips. On the way out of the galley Sarah gave Bella’s backside a hard slap. Bella’s next job was to put her high heels back on, she loved to please Sarah.

The next hours passed with Bella sitting down doing the flights paperwork, she wore her high heel shoes as Sarah had commanded her to. It had been a good day with the duty-free shopping on board, the cabin staff had made good commission. Bella wanted to kick off the high heels, her feet were starting to ache wearing them on the aircraft for so long, but she dare not disobey Sarah, she would suffer to play this game.

Later in the flight Bella was again in the galley, she was stretching up to reach something when she heard the voice.

“Hi Bella any chance of a coffee,” came the familiar voice.

As Bella turned she saw Nick glancing down at her legs, the high heels making her look evens more sexy than she would normally have looked.

“Hi Nick of course,” Bella replied as she set about pouring the handsome co-pilot a coffee.

Bella had glanced down and seen the small bulge in his tight uniform trousers as he watched her work.

“You been with the airline long?” He asked her in a soft voice.

“Just under five years, how about you?” Bella replied already liking this man a lot.

“First month with this lot,” He replied with a nice smile.

“You fancy a drink this evening?” he then added.

“Yes,” Bella instantly answered without thought of the date she had already been given.

“Oh shit sorry I can’t, I have already told one of the girls I would go out with her tonight, maybe tomorrow evening,” Bella quickly changed her answer remembering Sarah wanted to play this evening.

“Tomorrow it is then, say 6pm in the hotel bar, if that’s OK with you,” Nick said with a beautiful smile.

“A date,” Bella replied.

She watched Nicks tight backside as he walked away. Bella liked to have fun but there was something about this guy, not only his looks but his nice manners that Bella liked a lot. Most of the flight deck guys were a little arrogant and felt it their right to date the cabin crew, more times than not Bella had politely told them to fuck off, but not in this case. She looked forward to tomorrow night and in a way wished Sarah had not decided to play with her this evening as she knew she would have been sleeping with Nick if she was free.

Once again the airline had spared no expense when it came to looking after us. It was a five-star hotel which we had just checked into, each of us given our own rooms. I couldn’t wait to get to my room. I wanted to kick off my shoes as my feet hurt so much from being made to wear the high heels for almost the whole flight. It was so hot outside, and the air conditioning of the hotel was just starting to cool me off. All I could think of was to peel off my hot sweaty uniform, shower and slip into something sexy for my games with Sarah later on this evening. We were just given our room cards and were all standing fairly close together, I had seen Nick give me a few sideways glances, I caught him looking at me on one of them and gave him a sexy smile which he returned.

“Bella be a darling and take my case to my room,” I heard the voice of Sarah say to me.

I couldn’t believe she had given me that order in front of the other flight crew, especially Nick. I felt my face glow bright red as I looked at her, she looked back with a stern look. As we walked to the lifts I pulled both mine and Sarah’s case behind me. Again I saw Nick giving me a smile, he had a little of a confused look on his face, I smiled back. Everyone headed to their rooms, mine was on the sixth floor, Sarah’s on the seventh which I was now on, walking behind her still pulling the two cases behind me. Sarah had kept her flat shoes on after the flight. Thankfully Nick got out of the lift on the fifth floor. When we got to Sarah’s room she went in.

“Wait,” she said to me and closed the door behind her.

I was left with the two cases standing in the corridor outside of her room. It did feel humiliating to be left like this for the younger and lower ranking girl. Part of me wanted to leave her case there and walk away, but part of me kept me standing there like some schoolgirl being punished. Thankfully none of the other flight crew had seen me standing here. I knew Sarah was starting the domination game, I felt the tingle between my legs. I waited for about ten minutes before Sarah opened the door. She was just in her bra, panties and black stockings when she did. A glass of wine in her hand.

“In,” she ordered rudely.

I pulled the cases into her room.

“I think maybe.” I was cut off in my words by a hard slap to my face, as I was going to politely ask her not to play this game in front of the others.

“Did I give you permission to speak?” She said rudely to me.

I felt the throbbing between my legs grow harder as she hit me and said that.

“Sorry Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

“Come,” she said as she walked into the bedroom.

Her large balcony doors were wide open. I left the cases just inside the room and followed her into the bedroom. She looked so incredibly sexy, I felt the excitement building inside me, I was tired from the flight, and my feet ached but now only Sarah was really on my mind. She sat on the bed and looked up at me standing there as she sipped her wine.

“Take off you top and bra,” Sarah ordered showing no expression on her face.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

I took off my jacket and shirt slowly and in a sexy way to please Sarah as she watched me. Soon I dropped my bra to the floor, my firm tits fully displayed for Sarah, I felt my nipples growing hard as the humiliation of the situation I was in grew. Sarah got up, she took out a length of string from her handbag, she slowly walked up to me, first she placed her hands on my tits and slowly rubbed and squeezed them. I was taller than Sarah and in my high heels I towered above her. She held each of my nipples in her fingers as she stood on tip toes for her lips to reach mine. She slipped her tongue into my mouth, and we twisted our tongues against each other. I felt her squeezing my nipples in her fingers as we kissed. I knew I was dripping between my legs now and I just wanted her to allow me to make love with her. She suddenly let go of me and as she walked behind me she pulled my arms behind my back. Sarah then went about tying my wrist tightly together with the string. I then felt her undo my skirt from behind and it slipped down to my ankle’s. I felt her rubbing my pantyhose covered backside as she kissed my back. I just so wanted to rub myself, but with my hands tied that was impossible. I felt Sarah forcing her hand between my legs, I spread them to allow her to touch what she wanted to. She very gently rubbed my pussy through my pantyhose and panties. My world was now spinning, and I let out a little moan.

“SILENCE BITCH!”  she shouted at the back of my head, as she stopped touching my body.

My body was now trembling with excitement as she went back to the bed and laid down.

“Stay still bitch and not a sound,” she said as she rolled over and shut her eyes.

I couldn’t believe she had left me standing like this watching her beautiful body lying there. I so wanted to touch her stockinged covered legs, I so wanted to touch all of her. I wanted her to touch me, but I just stood and watched. I listened to the sound of the beautiful woman breathing as she fell into a comfortable sleep.

I had never been treated like this before not even by Sarah. I felt stupid and uncomfortable just being left standing here like this, it had also been a long day. I loved the feeling of high heels and pantyhose, but Sarah had left the balcony doors wide open, the hot Miami air filled the room, I felt the sweat running down inside my covered legs, my feet were now also really hurting from being left with these shoes on. I had mixed feelings, I couldn’t believe half of me actually liked this, I felt that in the wetness that grew between my legs as I looked down at the sleeping young woman. I wanted to say something to wake her, but part of me was now scared to do so. She seemed pretty serious with me today, I started to feel this wasn’t some sexy game and I wondered what would happen when she woke up. For now I decided to remain where I was for her.

She slept for about an hour before she turned and looked at me with a smile. I watched as she pulled off her panties and sat up with her legs spread, her clean-shaven pussy facing me. She then pointed to her wet pussy.

“Be silent and put your tongue to work bitch.” She said rudely while looking up at me.

I slowly moved forward, the pain shooting through my feet from standing still in my heels for so long. I managed to walk to the bottom of the bed to lay on my chest, still with my hands tied behind my back, I slid myself up towards her spread legs and started to lick her pussy. She crossed her legs over my back, and I felt her stockinged covered legs against my bare skin. Sarah was not the only one to climax as I licked her feverishly.

She had left me tied laying on the bed as she showered and dressed. She wore a short really sexy little pink dress and high heeled pink shoes. I lay uncomfortably and watched as she applied her makeup, when she stood facing me she looked so gorgeous, I so wanted to touch and kiss her. Evens without her legs covered in nylon they were still gorgeous. She untied me.

“Get dressed,” I got dressed back into my uniform but left my scarf off because of the heat, Sarah watched me.

“No get properly dressed,” she ordered.

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah,” I said as I wrapped the scarf round my neck and tucked it into the top of my shirt.

She then asked for my room key card which I took out of my bag and handed it to her. I was then commanded to follow her with my case. I followed her beautiful wiggling body down the corridor pulling my case behind me. I was now feeling really humiliated, I was still not sure about my feelings on everything that was happening, but I knew I would play along. She was far too sexy for me not to. At least now I felt it was time for us to have a drink and enjoy the hotel a little. She opened my room door and allowed me to enter behind her, it was a beautiful room, I think the airline had booked me a better room than Sarah’s because of my rank.

Sarah ordered me to strip but not speak. I took everything off me and stood there completely naked for her. She then watched as she ordered me to use the bathroom and have a shower. Eventually I was standing before her once again completely naked, she was sitting on a comfortable chair looking at the hotel’s restaurant menu.

“The food looks wonderful here,” she said looking up at me.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied now also feeling hungry.

I then watched as Sarah got up and opened my suitcase, she started going through my things. I felt that was a bit too far but decided not to say anything.

“Go put your make up on, look beautiful for me slut,” Sarah said as she threw my make-up bag at me.

She waved me away before I could reply as she continued to go through my things. I obeyed her, I was sure she was looking for what she wanted me to wear this evening when we went down for dinner and drinks.

When I got back I was looking really glamorous and was looking forward to the evening with her, I saw a pair of black seamed stockings on the bed, nothing else.

“Put them on quickly and make sure the seam is dead straight,” she ordered as she watched me obey her.

“Hurry up slut I don’t have all night!” She shouted at me as I straighten the seam’s running up my legs.

“Sorry yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

Once I had the stockings on Sarah ordered me to lay on the bed on my back with my arms and legs spread to the four corners. I obeyed her thinking more sex was coming, I so needed to feel her touch badly now. Sarah then took some string out of her bag, and I blindly allowed her to tie me to the four corners of the bed. Now I couldn’t move and was completely helpless, only wearing the stockings.

“Good slut. I will see you tomorrow. I so hope that Nick guy is in the bar, I really want to fuck that guy,” she said laughing.

“No wait,” I then said out loud, having had enough of this, this was no longer fun. She walked up to me and looking down she smiled.

“You don’t have a say in this slut,” she said giggling.

I felt her hand going down between my legs and rubbing fast on my pussy. I lifted my body up towards her at the wonderful feeling of her touch. She laughed as she let go of me, turning off the lights, she left my room leaving my helpless frustrated body tied to the bed wearing only stockings. I couldn’t believe she was going after Nick I had so wanted him the moment I had seen him. I let out a scream of frustration as I pulled at the string holding me down on the bed. I couldn’t believe the bitch had really left me tied up like this and was going to fuck Nick. I spent the long night on my back, that was something I had intended to do but not like this.

As Sarah walked into my room I tried to lift myself and screamed at her.

“How the fuck could you leave me like this all night!” I was angry with her for what she had done. The whole night I had been tied down on this bed. She walked over to me smiling, she was only wearing a bikini and flip flops.

“Now now my little toy, don’t you dare get angry with me or your stay right there for the rest of the stayover, meaning your miss your date this evening,” She said with a smile.

I thought how did she know about my date and how dare she threaten me like that.

“You fucking untie me right now,” I demanded wanting this game to end now.

I saw her reach into her shoulder bag and pull out a large red ball gag.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” I said as I tried again to pull myself upwards.

Sarah then painfully grabbed hold of my hair and kept my head lifted. As I screamed she stuffed the ball gag into my mouth and tightened the straps behind my head. My screams to her were now just muffled sounds. She then lay next to me and started to stroke my tits; her soft touch instantly calmed me down. My pussy reacting to her, as she gently rubbed her soft hands over my body. She smiled as she looked down at me.

“That’s better my little slut,” she said softly before she lowered her face to mine and started to kiss my lips round the gag.

For a moment I forgot where and how I was. I wanted to hold her and tried to put my now aching spread arms round her, but I couldn’t move. She moved her hand down to my pussy and gently rubbed it, I tried to press up onto her hand to increase the pressure of her touch, but she just moved her hand slightly away.

“Now listen my girl, you are now my plaything, from now on you will always obey me, do you understand?” She looked into my eyes as she said it and still lightly played with my dripping pussy.

I still had not tried to answer her, she pressed really hard up between my legs, suddenly it switched from pleasure to pain.

“DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME!” she now shouted down at my face.

I tried to say yes but the gag stopped me, so I just nodded my head, she smiled down at me.

“Good girl, now I’m off to enjoy this hotel, they have a great pool you should try it, I’ll see you after lunch if I’m not too busy, now be a good slut,” she lowered her head and gave my forehead a kiss.

As she left my screams of protest just came out of my mouth as a muffled sound.


Chapter 2

A Very Humiliating Date

I couldn’t believe that Sarah had come back and again left me tied up here. I was sorry for screaming at her now and knew she had left me here as a punishment for my behaviour, when I thought about that it made me feel like a little helpless child. I was supposed to be her boss, and yet she was the one punishing me. I knew I could also beat her in any fight as I was taller and stronger, yet it was me tied down here and not her, again my pussy started to get wet, I hated this but loved it, my senses going into overload. I so wanted to touch myself, but she had not allowed that which added to these feelings of frustration which I had.

She did as she said she would and it was 2pm by the time she returned to me, now fully dressed, well dressed anyway. She wore a little yellow number which again barely covered her, her footsteps were soft on the ground when she walked over to me in her leather flats. She sat next to my head and stroked my hair.

“Now has your little temper calmed?” She said as she looked down at me still stroking my hair.

I nodded looking up to her with my pleading eyes.

“Now I can’t have my little slave girl throwing tantrums can I?” she said again still stroking me.

I shook my head, and she gave a smile before taking off my gag, my jaw hurt so much from the thing keeping my mouth wide open.

“Now have you got something to say to me?” she asked as she now moved her hands down to my nipples and started to fondle them in her fingers.

“I am so sorry Mistress Sarah,” I said softly as my nipples grew hard.

What scared me the most was that I meant what my words said, why was I sorry, I shouldn’t have been, but I was.

“Good girl now let’s get a few things straight while I got you like this,” she said looking down at me while still playing with my nipples.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied meekly.

“You must always obey me, wherever we are and whatever we are doing, if I tell you to do something you will just say yes Mistress and do it, do we understand each other?” she said now speaking softly but firmly,

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied meekly again.

“I have decided that you will be my little slut and plaything, is that something I will have to force you into or are you willing?” she asked next.

“I am willing Mistress Sarah,” I replied not sure what I was now agreeing to.

“You will now need my permission to date other women or men, is that fair enough?” she said.

I was a little concerned by that comment, but knew I enjoyed the past hours under her control.

“Yes mistress Sarah that is OK,” I responded.

“Good girl.” She said as she now started to stroke my stockings, her touch sent electric waves down my body.

“Now I understand you have a date this evening with Nick, I don’t remember giving you permission for that,” she said still softly touching me.

“Sorry that was organised before I became your slave girl Mistress Sarah,” I replied feeling so low yet wonderful.

“Would you still like to see him?” Sarah asked with a smile on her face.

“Yes please Mistress Sarah,” I replied hopefully.

“Well beg me then,” she said smiling now moving her hands between my legs and gently rubbing.

I was lost in her touch and the words came out of my mouth without me thinking.

“Please please Mistress Sarah, please I beg you may you allow me to see Nick this evening, please please Mistress Sarah I really am begging you,” I heard her give a giggle.

I couldn’t believe I was asking, no begging for permission from this woman younger then me to have a date with a man. All while she had me tied down on a bed and was stroking my helpless pussy.

“I’ll think about it,” she said smiling.

She then reached to my bonds and untied me before telling me to kneel in front of her. I obeyed her, my arms and legs felt so stiff from the many hours of bondage she had left me in. She sat on the bed, and I knelt on the floor looking up at her.

“I had a drink with him last night, can you believed I tried it on with him, but he declined, said he was looking forward to meeting with you this evening,” she said smiling down at me.

I couldn’t believe she had tried to have sex with a man last night while she left me in bondage in here, and to make it worse it was with a man I fancied; I wasn’t sure what to say.

“I think he wants to get his leg over you tonight if I allow you to see him,” she said smiling.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” was all I could think of saying.

“Anyway I got to run now, you are to stay dressed just as you are, or not dressed as the case may be, make sure you shower and make your face up before I come back,” Sarah said while giving a giggle.

“Can I get something to eat?” I asked having not had anything since we left the aircraft yesterday.

“Yes of course but it will have to be room service, unless you want to walk into the restaurant looking like that,” she said laughing.

“No, arrrr, yes I will order room service,” I said back to her.

“Now kiss my feet slut,” she ordered looking down at me.

I lowered my back to the floor and kissed each of her leather shoes. As she left she stopped by the door and looked down at me as I was still kneeling on the floor.

“Oh like I said, stay dressed the way you are, so you will have to shower in your nice stockings, and no playing with yourself, that’s absolutely forbidden” she smiled and left.

I let out an angry scream at the closed door, why was I allowing myself to be bullied in this way. I couldn’t believe that I actually did obey her, keeping only my stockings on and I did not touch myself which I so desperately wanted to do now. I hid in the bathroom when room service had bought me up something to eat.

I watched the clock knowing I was meant to meet Nick at 6pm and now it was 4 and still Sarah had not come back to the room, she still had my only room key card so I couldn’t leave anyway. It was five when Sarah walked into my room, I wasn’t sure why but I knelt as she came in, it felt the right thing to do and she smiled as she looked down at me. I saw she was holding some clothing. I had done myself up really nicely as had Sarah. I saw she was wearing a longer smart dress this evening; it was black and had a split up the side of her leg, with her beautiful black pantyhosed covered legs being showed off, she had low heeled black shoes on. She really did look so well dressed, really sexy and elegant looking, it reminded me of my look when I went out in the evenings. She pointed to her feet, and I went over on all fours and kissed the toes of her shoes. I saw a black sheer nylon body stocking that she threw on the floor, it landed next to my head.

“Take your stockings off and put that on,” she ordered.

I obeyed her, the sheer stocking felt so nice as it covered my whole body, only a hole for my pussy was left uncovered. I loved the feeling as the soft nylon garment pressed down onto my breast, I felt my nipples rubbing against it.  Soon the only part of my body not covered in the body stocking was the hole between my legs. As I was putting the stocking on Sarah had gone through my wardrobe where I had hung my things up this afternoon. She threw a black mini skirt onto the floor.

“On” she said.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

I had decided to just become obedient to Sarah, I didn’t want to be left tied up again and I knew I couldn’t help myself and would obey her is she decided to punish me again, I hated myself for it. The skirt was the shortest one I owned; it was made of a stretchy fabric which really clung to my backside and tops of my legs. I pulled the helm down as far as it would go but it still only just covered my thighs. A white silk shirt next got thrown at me, I put it on without Sarah having to have to tell me. This shirt was almost see through; the long sleeve shirt fitted me tightly, again my breast pushing at the buttons which held it together. 

“Are they the highest heels you have?” Sarah said pointing to a five-inch pair of black stilettos on the floor of the wardrobe.

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

I wasn’t sure why, but she sounded disappointed that I had nothing higher. These were the highest heels I owned, I couldn’t imagine wearing anything higher, it was hard enough to walk with these ones on. She let out a sigh.

“Put them on,” she ordered.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I said and obeyed her.

Sarah was now sat down and watched as I dressed in the clothing she had picked out for me. I would never have worn these clothing items together. The micro short clinging skirt was not something I would have worn out, I bought it with me more for fun in my room if the need had arisen. I stood in front of Sarah feeling the clothing clinging at my body pushing the body stocking onto my skin. I knew I must look really tarty and felt that Sarah was now going to use me in the room for her pleasure.

Sarah got up and took my arm as she led me to the large wall mirror and stood next to me as we faced it, I looked at our reflection. The much shorter Sarah than me looked so elegant, she was so beautiful, it looked like she was the one going out for a date. I looked at myself up and down, the black body stocking could be seen through my shirt. It was clear to see I was not wearing a bra as my hard nipples fought to press through the tight slim fabric of the body stocking which was constantly teasing them. My hard nipples showed clearly through the thin shirt. The skirt really did hug my backside and tops of my leg, I wanted to pull it down a bit but knew this was as low as it went. It really was a skirt I would never wear out, I liked short skirts but not this short. My legs covered in the sheer black body stocking look really nice, the highest of heels making the shape of them evens better than they naturally were.

“What do you see?” Sarah said looking at us in the mirror

“A beautiful elegant lady standing next to a tart Mistress Sarah,” I replied honestly.

I saw her smile as she looked at the clock.

“Gosh come on slut,” she said and rushed towards the door.

I glanced at the clock; it was five fifty. I froze for a moment, I didn’t think that Sarah was really going to take me out looking like this, I was sure that we would play in the room and that she was not going to allow me to see Nick. I froze for a moment as I watched Sarah open the door to the room.

“COME ON SLUT!” She shouted at me loudly.

I was afraid people would hear her shout so hurried out behind her. The door to the room closed behind me and I followed her down the corridor towards the lifts.

“Please Mistress Sarah don’t make me go down dressed like this,” I said to her back as she walked quickly in front of me.

She totally ignored me and pressed the call button for the lift. When the lift door opened I saw there were a few people in it, I stepped in behind Sarah and immediately felt the eyes looking at me, especially the men. I felt embarrassed by it, I normally looked elegant and very lady like as well as sexy, I was feeling more like a whore dressed like I was.

“Now you are forbidden from letting Nick fuck you tonight girl, do you understand?” I couldn’t believe that Sarah had just said that out loud in front of the people in the lift. I felt my face burning bright red and felt the five people in the lift staring at me.

“You do understand?” Sarah said again, raising her voice a little.

“Yes,” I replied shamefully.

“Yes who?” Sarah said sounding a little cross.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I responded in front of the other people in the lift and felt my face burning.

I wanted the ground to open and swallow me up, I had never felt this humiliated before. Yet I felt the wetness between my legs, I remembered that my pussy wasn’t covered and worried that I may drip. How was my body and mind enjoying this shame, I couldn’t understand it.

I followed Sarah out of the lift towards the bar, I really didn’t want to go in there, I tried to pull my skirt down a little, but it wouldn’t move, my high heels clicking on the marble floor, made heads turn towards me. As we walked into the bar Sarah called out loud to three of my cabin staff sitting at a table, two were women and one a man

“Hi.” Sarah called out to them.

They all turned and looked at us as they waved, all giving me that look, what the fuck is she wearing. I followed Sarah to the bar with my face glowing red under the heavy make-up I wore.

“A red wine please and a glass of water for the girl,” Sarah said to the man behind the bar.

I couldn’t believe that she was doing everything she could to belittle me and yet I so wanted to rub my wet pussy.

“Now remember what I said about Nick, you will not let him fuck you, I do not permit it, but he may touch you as he likes and you will do nothing to stop him from doing so, do you understand me slut?” I was sure the barman heard her comment, my face felt so hot under the makeup.

“Yes Mistress Sarah I understand,” I replied.

When our drinks arrived Sarah took hers and went over to join the flight crew at the table.

“Stay standing there until your date arrives girl.” She said to me as she walked away.

I watched as Sarah walked over and sat with the other three, I knew they were talking about me as they gave a few glances in my direction, they were laughing. I thought for fuck sake I was their boss and now they were laughing at me dressed like a whore standing at the bar. I wished I had at least been allowed to sit down, I felt as I stood here that so many eyes were on me.

“Hi Bella,” I heard and turned to see Nick walking towards me.

He looked so hot in his slacks, polo shirt and blazer. He was so handsome, tall and had beautiful tanned skin, he looked a million dollars. I smiled.

“You look,” he paused then added the word “Amazing,” he said looking me up and down.

Again my face felt like it was burning red as I knew just what I looked like.

“And so do you,” I replied in a sexy voice.

“Shall we take a table,” he thankfully said looking for a place for us to sit in the busy bar and restaurant of the hotel.

He pointed to one at the far side of the bar, he held out his arm in a gentleman way to allow me to walk in front of him, he was such a nice guy and I so loved his manners. As I walked I could feel his eyes were fully focused on the short skirt and my backside as it wiggled in the hugging fabric which covered it. I also felt the eyes of Sarah watching my every move. We sat at the table and I was grateful to now feel that my legs and backside were hidden from the people in the place, all having had a good look at me as I walked the whole length of the bar to get to the table Nick had selected. I could see Sarah from where I was sitting, I saw as she glanced over to me and gave a smile. I smiled back at her.

“I meant to ask you, what is the story with you and Sarah?”  Nick said unexpectedly having seen me smile at Sarah.

“What do you mean?” I said.

“The thing at the check in yesterday with the bags,” he said looking a little confused.

I knew what he was referring to.

“Oh we play little games with each other,” I said looking at him and smiled.

I felt a little embarrassed that it stood out so much that Nick had asked about it.

“I think she may have a little hold over you, but as long as it’s not some kind of bulling,” he said with a smile.

“No it’s not like that,” I replied smiling.

We made a bit of small talk with each other before ordering some food and the two of us seemed to hit it off, Nick didn’t seem to mind how I was dressed and for a little while I had forgot about it as well. He told me a lot about himself and his family as I did mine.  I did want to go to the washroom but didn’t want to stand and walk across the bar the way I was looking. Nick ordered us a second bottle of wine before he asked me some more personal questions and again coming back to Sarah.

“So do you two have a relationship?” he said nodding his head towards the table that Sarah was sitting at.

“Well no and yes,” I answered not ready for the question.

“I mean do you like men as well?” he said at hearing my reply.

“Sorry not sure how to put that,” he added with a smile.

“Yes but I prefer men,” I said while smiling back.

“My thing with Sarah isn’t the normal thing for me,” I added.

“Arrrr but there is something there then,” he said smiling.

I knew there was no point in hiding it.

“Yes but not like that, we just have a bit of fun together, it’s not like a serous relationship,” I said feeling my face going red again.

I saw as he put his hand under the table, and I felt his touch on my leg. It was a bit rude for him not to ask me first but still I liked the feel of his hand rubbing on my sheer nylon covered leg. I looked at him with puppy eyes completely forgetting about Sarah for a moment.

“You want to come back to my room?” he then asked and I so wanted to say yes.

I looked over towards Sarah and saw her watching us, for a second she gave me a very stern look.

“I would but never on my first date,” I said back to him giving a lovely smile.

“A real shame but I can respect that,” he replied with a hint of sadness in his voice.

I was so upset with myself as I wanted to go back to his room with him so much. I felt his hand moving up my skirt, I knew at any moment he would feel my uncovered wet pussy.

“I must visit the washroom,” I said as I so wanted to feel his touch between my legs but felt to embarrassed at not having panties on.

“Just be a sec, I have to powder my nose,” I then said and stood up.

He smiled and as I turned away I heard his voice.

“Bella,” I turned and looked at him.

“You may want to pull the back of your skirt down,” he said with a smile.

I reached round and realised my skirt had lifted when I sat, and now my stocking backside was on full display. My face burned bright red as I pulled the little skirt down, I still managed to give him a smile.

As I walked towards the rest rooms I glanced over to Sarah, she gave a wiggle of her finger indicating she wanted me to come over to her. She was still sitting with the three-flight crew, and all watched me coming towards them dressed like a slut. My face a bright red as I stood in front of them all as they staired at me in disbelief.

“He trying to get his leg over?” Sarah said out loud in front of them all, I felt so belittled at the way she spoke to me.

“Remember what I told you OK,” she then added.

“Yes I will,” I replied and prayed that she wouldn’t make me say Mistress in front of the others.

“Off you go then and have fun,” She then said smiling.

I thankfully hurried to the rest room.

It took every inch of the will power I had not to touch myself in the rest room, I looked at myself in the mirror and I felt a little stupid, yet excited.  I couldn’t understand why I was enjoying what I was going through. Maybe because in my life I was boss of everything and suddenly here I was being treated like a little girl. Once composed I went back through the bar and felt the eyes looking at me once again.

“Better,” Nick said as he stood up to greet me.

He was such a gentleman in every way.

“Yes thank you,” I replied.

I sat down and took a sip of the wine he had ordered.

“I want to explore the city tomorrow, fancy coming out for the day. We can check out what’s here. I hear there are some lovely places to visit.” He just stared into my eyes as he spoke, and my heart was melting.

I so wanted to spend the day with him, but again I felt like a child knowing I had to get Sarah’s permission to go out with him.

“I’d love to, but I promised I would spend the day shopping with Sarah tomorrow, let me have a word with her and see if we can put it off.” I said not knowing what else to say.

“Do you have to run everything pass Sarah?” he asked but with a smile and I felt my face going red.

“It is just that I promised her and so don’t want to let her down,” I answered.

“Well she’s at the bar now so go ask, I hope she allows you to, as I so want to spend the whole day with you,” He said smiling and still looking deep into my eyes.

“Ok,” I said like an excited child who was just about to ask her mum if she could go out and have some fun.

I looked round and saw the so sexy and sophisticated looking Sarah at the bar. I slowly got up making sure my skirt was pulled down over my backside, I heard Nick giggle as I did. I hated wearing this skirt and felt a little upset that people were looking and laughing under their breaths at me. I went over to Sarah who was standing at the bar, there was no one about her, the barman was serving someone at the other end of the counter.

“What do you want slut?” she said as she turned and looked me up and down.

“Mistress Sarah, Nick wants to spend the day with me tomorrow and I wanted to run it passed you first.” I said respectfully to her.

“Has he tried getting his leg over yet?” She asked coldly.

“Yes Mistress Sarah he asked me to go back to his room, I told him never on a first date.” I replied feeling embarrassed that I had to tell her this.

The barman walked over to us.

“How can I help Miss?” he said friendly to Sarah.

“Three white wines and a glass of larger, can you bring them over to our table,” She said now totally ignoring me as I stood like a little girl waiting for my mums permission.

“Yes of course Miss,” he replied.

“Can you bill it to my room,” Sarah paused and looked at me.

“What’s your room number girl?” she then asked.

I felt so humiliated at being called girl in front of the good-looking barman, there was no end to the way Sarah wanted to humiliate me.

“402,” I replied.

“Yes no problem I will bill it to the room Miss,” the barman replied to me.

I felt that was so rude of her to just bill me for the drinks she was buying for the cabin staff, but I said nothing, it was just her showing me that she could do as she wanted with me.

Sarah then turned her back to me and started to walk back to her table. I froze not believing she was not going to answer my request. Then she paused and without facing me I heard her say.

“No I want you tied in the room for me tomorrow,” without waiting for an answer she walked back to her table leaving me standing there in disbelief.

My jaw dropped and again my face burned red, this was going too far, but still I so liked being treated like this. I had a choice to make, it was Nick or Sarah. I so didn’t want to disobey Sarah and I so didn’t want to lose the chance of spending a day with Nick. It all just seemed so unfair as I thought about things, I wasn’t sure what had come over Sarah on this trip, we had played these games a few times before but only in the bedroom, it was getting a bit serous now. I so wanted to explore my sub side more and knew that if I chose to go out with Nick I ran the risk that Sarah wouldn’t play anymore. I decided to make an excuse and not go with Nick, I was feeling excited about being tied up for Sarah way too much and knew that also probably meant a day of sex and fun.

As I turned back towards Nick I saw the aircraft Captain standing next to him, the Captain looked in my direction and gave a smile. He was the last person I wanted seeing me dressed like this. Again I felt so humiliated, this man thought highly of me, I wondered what he now thought about me looking like some cheap slut. I smiled back and just stayed at the bar feeling too embarrassed to go back over to Nick while the captain was there.

“Can I get you something?” a barman asked rudely to me.

I turned and looked at him, it was another barman and not the one who had just served Sarah. I saw that he had a look of revulsion on his face as he looked me up and down.

“No thank you,” I replied politely.

“Then if you don’t mind Miss, it may be better if you stand somewhere else and not at the bar, I am sure you can pull out there somewhere,” he pointed towards the door as he spoke in a sickening voice towards me.

I felt my face burning red yet again, he thought I was a whore trying to pull a customer at the bar. I saw the captain walking away from Nick, I gave the barman a nasty look and walked back to Nick without saying anything to the guy standing watching me from behind the bar.

Again Nick stood as I returned, this guy was just too nice to be true, I was now dreading how I was going to have to let him down for tomorrow. A day which I would have normally grabbed with two hands.

“I am so sorry,” he said as I sat down.

“I got to fly back tomorrow morning the co- pilot of the morning flight has gone sick, and I am the only one here to replace him.” He sounded so sad about it.

“Oh no, I was so looking forward to spending the day with you,” I said sounding sad but felt so very relieved.

“Will you give me a call when you get back home if I give you my number,” he asked sounding hopeful.

“Oh yes,” I replied sounding excited.

The rest of the evening went well, we talked so much about things. He gave me his phone number before we kissed goodnight.  I knew I was falling for this man, and he was such a gentleman. Once Nick had gone I realised so had Sarah and all the cabin staff. I had lost track of them as Nick and I spoke.  I never had the key card to my room, so I decided to go to Sarah’s room. As I passed reception the two girls working there gave me a dirty look, everyone thought I was a whore and I hated that.

I went up to Sarah’s room and knocked on her door, but there was no reply. I now really didn’t know what to do, I thought I would try my room in case Sarah was there, so went up to it and again knocked on the door. There was no one there either. I felt so low again, I couldn’t evens get into my own room, I thought about asking reception if they would let me into the room, but never wanted to go through the trouble of persuading them that I wasn’t a whore and was a guest staying in the hotel.  I went back up to Sarah’s room and sat on the floor outside of her door, I felt so low and once again like a humiliated little girl sent to wait outside of the room.


Chapter 3

Sarah’s fun day

As I was leaning with my back to the door I fell backwards to the floor as Sarah opened it from the inside. Looking up at her standing above as she looked down with a big smile on her face as she gazed down at me. I saw she was wearing just a light cotton dresser, without thinking I got onto my knees in front of her.

“Have you been there all-night slut?” she asked with a giggle.

It took me a few seconds to work out where I was, shit I thought to myself. I had fallen asleep outside of her door. I wondered how many people had walked passed me during the night.

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah, I did knock but you didn’t open the door,” I said while still in shock that I had spent the night like this.

I knew I should have been in my nice safe comfortable room and not sleeping on the floor of the corridor like some drunk.

“Well while your down there you may as well kiss my feet,” she said with a giggle.

I immediately put my face down to her bare feet, kissing her pink painted toe nails once on each of her feet.

“Strip down to your body stocking bitch,” she said rudely to me.

I followed her into the room on all fours, still kneeling I took everything off me and was left only in the sweaty sheer body stocking. Sarah sat on a chair and watched me undress, once I finished taking everything off I knelt in front of her looking down to her feet. There was a knock on the door and Sarah got up walking pass me, as she did her gown brushed over the sheer nylon body stocking I wore.

“Good morning Ma’am, room service,” I heard a male voice say.

“Hi just put it on the table on the balcony please,” I heard Sarah saying to the man.

I couldn’t believe that she was letting someone into the room while I was kneeling like this.

“Slut, you’re in the way, go out and stand to the side of the table,” As Sarah said this to me she gave me a gentle kicked towards the open balcony door.

As the man dressed in white wheeled in the trolley with silver covers over plates he paused for me to get up as I was in his way. I saw him watching me as I stood up, he had a look of disbelief on his face.

“Come on hurry girl,” Sarah said loudly to me.

I quickly got up and walked outside, the hot morning sun hitting my body immediately. I moved to the side of the balcony and stood watching the waiter unload the trolley and place the items on the shaded table. He was constantly looking up to me as he worked, no doubt shocked and amazed at my obedient body standing there just in the sheer body stocking.

“Up on your toes girl, you don’t want me to punish you do you?” Sarah said in front of the waiter.

I immediately stood up on my toes. The waiter couldn’t keep his eyes off me, not knowing what to do I gave him a smile as I felt my face burning red with humiliation.

“Thank you,” Sarah said as she handed him a tip.

It looked like the waiter was trying to say something, but no words came out of his mouth. Sarah laughed and the waiter just smiled before he left. Sarah then sat at the table, which was under a sunshade, she ate her breakfast as I stood in the direct sunlight which was really heating up my body. I stayed on my tiptoes remaining still, my legs together and hands behind my back, every now and then Sarah would look up at me and smile. I was left like that for at least half an hour as Sarah leisurely had her breakfast and coffee.

Eventually Sarah walked over to me, I felt as she rubbed her hands over my hot breast. I let out a little moan at her touch and she smiled. She then ran her hands down to my legs and started to force my legs apart as she squeezed her hand between them just below my now dripping pussy.

“STAY ON YOU TOES!” she yelled at me.

I had unintentionally lowered myself at her touch, I pushed myself back up onto my toes and spread my legs. Her hand then very gently rubbed my pussy, without control I lifted my head skywards and again let out a little whine. I felt her fingers rubbing me gently, it felt like nothing I had felt before. The feeling of helplessness, humiliation mixed with her magical touch was mind-blowing. My legs were trembling as she giggled and let go of me. She held her fingers up to my face and I instantly open my mouth as she pushed her fingers between my lips. I tasted my own juices on her fingers as she rubbed my tongue with them. I had never felt something as erotic as this in my life and all the while I struggle to stay on my toes for her. I felt the sweat caused by the hot sun and her touch dripping inside of the stocking which covered my body. Suddenly she stopped and stepped back.

“Don’t move slut,” she said as she went back into the room.

I really struggle to stand here for her in the heat, my body felt so hot in more ways than one. I felt my pussy throbbing as the sweat that now was dripping off my body made the body stocking feel like I had taken a shower in it. I forced myself not to move and wondered what Sarah was doing, suddenly I realised anyone looking up from the pool areas below would see me, the humiliation again rushed over me. Why was I enjoying this? I really couldn’t understand.

Sarah came back onto the balcony, now wearing a little pink dress and low platform shoes which laced up round her ankle and lower leg. She look so stunning; she wore no makeup, but her natural beauty was so radiant. She was just one of those good-looking women, just like me I thought.

“So what will I do with you girl?” She said looking up at me.

Being that Sarah was about a foot shorter then me and I was up on my toes I towered over her. This added to my humiliation, I was this small ladies boss and yet I was standing here like this for her, she had all the power and I loved it.

“Do you need to use the bathroom?” she said looking up at me. I knew I did.

“Yes please Mistress Sarah,” I said.

“Well come on girl,” she said as she walked inside, and I followed her.

As we entered the room she looked back at me and stopped. Without warning her hand flew and slapped me really hard across my face, I felt the instant burn from the painful slap.

“WHY ARE YOU NOT WALKING ON YOUR TOES SLUT,” she screamed at me.

“Sorry Mistre.” I didn’t finish my sentence as she slapped my other cheek just as hard, I felt tears swelling up in my eyes at the shock and humiliation of her hitting me.

“Never let me catch you off your toes again slut, UNDERSTAND!” She shouted the last word out to me.

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

She then went into the bathroom, pointing to the toilet.

“Well hurry up slut, I’ve got better things to be doing,” she said rudely to me.

I sat on the loo as she stood watching me, she had that look of contentment on her face. It seemed that each time she did something to humiliate me it was worse than the time before, and I felt so excited about it, but I was never so confused in my life.

One I had done she took hold of my arm and pulled me back into her bedroom.  I watched as she took some string out of a drawer and then she forced my hands behind my back and tied them together. She next opened a closet door.

“In and sit on the floor, quickly slut,” she ordered me.

I instantly obeyed her; it was difficult to sit with my hands tied behind my back, but I managed to slide my back down the wall.  Sarah then tied my knees and ankles tightly together, She walked away leaving the door opened and returned with a glass of water which she held to my lips. Again I felt so helpless as I gulped down the water she gave me, I did so need the drink as I was so hot. Once the glass was empty Sarah shut the closet door leaving me in complete darkness, I heard her footsteps as she left the room closing the door behind her.

I couldn’t believe that Sarah had gone out and just left me tied up like this in her closet. I felt that helpless childlike feeling again, I hated this but loved it, how was that possible I thought. Hours pass by and the heat of the outside world and the one burning inside me grew. I felt the now soaking bodystocking pressing onto my body, I felt the wetness of my pussy, I so needed to explode. I so wanted to touch myself, now only the string bonding my hands together behind me was stopping me. I knew my willpower had gone, only the tight bondage had stopped my hands from bringing myself to full climax.  I was bought back to my senses as the door opened and I heard sounds. It took me a while to work out what was going on outside the closed closet door as room service started to clean the room. I willed him or her not to open the closet door, I felt so vulnerable tied up in here. In the darkness I held my breath as the person outside came close to the closet as they vacuumed the room.  I couldn’t believe how long they were taken; I wanted to hear them leave. Eventually they did and I thanked god that they never opened the door and saw me sitting here like this on the floor. I had never felt so excited in my life and again wondered at how strange having that feeling was.

It seemed like hours had passed with me just left like this, boredom came but then as I thought about where I was and why that changed to excitement. I didn’t hear Sarah come back into the room, I think I fell asleep, the closet door suddenly opened and a rush of the airconditioned cool room flew into the dark space. I saw the window behind Sarah and couldn’t believe it was dark outside, I had been left in here all day. I smelt the wine coming from Sarah as I looked up at her, standing there with a smiled she looked down at what I knew was now her slave girl. Not needing me Sarah had left me tied in her wardrobe while she went out and enjoyed her day. Sarah had decided that my right to freedom to enjoy the hotel and the beautiful place I was in should be taken away, I looked up at her and knew the power this woman had over me.

Sarah had untied me and ordered some food up to the room, she had made me sit on the floor and eat at her feet. Not long afterwards I was in a hog tie on her bed, her naked body sitting back on the headboard, with her legs over my back and my face to her pussy. I licked her and licked her until she exploded in my face. I so desperately needed her touch, yet she just rolled over and went to sleep leaving my wrist attached to my ankles as I lay next to her in such discomfort and sexual frustration. I knew tomorrow we were on the flight home, and I just needed to cum and relax this evening. Sarah had decided that I would do neither and she just left my folded backward body in the uncomfortable bondage.


Chapter 4

The flight home

Sarah had made me shower in her room, she allowed me to use her makeup to make myself look glamorous for the flight home, I was now standing naked in the corner of her room on my toes as I watched her getting ready for work. She looked so beautiful in her uniform, I noticed that she packed the higher heeled shoes that she would normally wear to the airport, instead she slipped on the lower heels that she would normally wear inflight. Once she was ready she took a new sheer body stocking from her bag and threw it at me, the old torn one which I had worn over the last twenty-four hours was in the bin.

“Quickly put it on slut,” she ordered me and I obeyed her.

She had hardly spoken to me this morning, just giving me orders and watched my every move. My body had never gone this long without cuming, and I really felt so sexually frustrated. I couldn’t believe she had not allowed me to explode at her touch, she had been mean to me and it seemed the meaner she was the more I wanted to please her. She walked to the door and pointed to her case.

“Come on slut or we’re be late,” she said as she opened her room door.

I couldn’t believe she was going to make me pull her bag outside with me only in a body stocking. I had now decided I would obey her whatever she told me to do, I had feelings for this woman that I had never felt towards another woman in my life. Now after the last days spent pleasing Sarah, being in bondage for her, just being with her had evens put Nick far out of my mind. I walked out in only a body stocking following the sexy uniformed Sarah on my toes pulling her case behind me. She led me to the lift and up to my room, a place I had hardly seen over the stayover. As it was early the only person we passed was a female room attendant who just froze and stared at the sight of me following my beautiful Mistress down the corridor.

Once back in my room Sarah sat on one of the chairs facing me.

“Get your uniform on slut,” Sarah said as she sat comfortably and started to watch me.

“May I take the body stocking off please Mistress Sarah?” I asked her politely.

“No,” she replied with a smile.

She watched as I dressed and I did not put a bra or panties on. I was about to put my skirt on, the same one I had worn on the flight here.

“Don’t you have the pencil skirt?” she said.

I didn’t have it and hated wearing it as it made walking difficult as it fitted round my legs so tightly. I knew it did look nice as it really hugged my backside and legs very snugly.

“No sorry Mistress Sarah I didn’t bring it,” I said apologetically.

“From now on that is your uniform, never let me see you not wearing it again. Do you understand girl?” she said sharply to me.

“Yes Mistress Sarah I replied,” I wondered when Sarah would stop the game now.

I had been her slave for the whole stopover, and I knew it would be time soon that we went into work mode. Not that I would forget my place with only the body stocking with my open pussy under my uniform which felt very strange, yet sexy. I started to pack my case and hand luggage. I had just placed my flat shoes for the flight into my cabin bag.

“What are you doing slut?” Sarah said out loud.

“Just putting the shoes for the flight in my bag Mistress Sarah,” I replied not understanding what the problem was.

“So what’s wrong with the shoes your wearing slut, don’t you want to look good for the passengers, put those ugly things in the bin,” My face went red as I obeyed Miss Sarah and threw the comfortable flat shoes into the room bin.

I now stood in front of her fully dressed in my uniform and high heel shoes. Sarah got up and walked round me as she inspected me, pulling at my uniform as she did. I couldn’t believe I was being inspected by her, I was the one that made sure the cabin crew looked immaculate and now she was doing it to me.

“Where’s your hat?” she said sharply.

I knew that Sarah never wore a hat, most of the girls never, we never had to, and they felt so silly and old fashion to wear.

“Sorry Mistress Sarah I never bought it as I don’t wear it,” I replied softly.

I felt the hard slap across my face, my face again burning red with humiliation and the sting of the slap.

“You scruffy bitch, never let me see you without your hat again, understand,” Sarah said sharply.

“Yes Mistress Sarah, sorry I said,” now again feeling completely humiliated.

“I suppose you haven’t got you gloves either slut?” she said next.

. We had white wrist gloves but again none of us wore these.

“No sorry Mistress Sarah I will make sure to wear them from now on,” I replied feeling like a little girl getting told off for not dressing correctly.

“You know how important it is for us to look completely glamorous, the company give us the uniform for a reason and for someone who is supposed to be a cabin manager you need to be setting an example, don’t you slut?” she said rudely at me, again I felt like a child standing before her.

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah,” I replied feeling very humiliated by her words.

“Spread your legs slut, let’s put you out of your misery,” She said but in a rushed voice now.

I obeyed her and instantly her hand was rubbing my bare pussy softly.

“Don’t cum until I say slut and then cum within five seconds or you won’t cum.” She said looking up at my helpless looking face.

She started to work me up and increase her hand movements speed, I was so desperate and wanted her to give the order. My body was trembling in anticipation of her command to cum.

“You will put me and you in economy class for the flight home, no one else” she said as she now slowly stoked me.

I couldn’t understand why she wanted that, it was the hardest part of the flight to work, the call button always sounding. I normally had three of the cabin crew work that section and she only wanted the two of us working it. I was going to put Sarah in business which was the easiest to work normally.

“Yes Mistress Sarah, but why?” She slapped my pussy hard.

“Don’t you dare question me slut,” she shouted and stopped rubbing me.

“Now you won’t cum, you have to learn to obey me slut and never question me. Get the bags girl lets go,” She said leaving my body shaking and my pussy dripping.

I couldn’t believe that she would leave me in this state. I followed Sarah towards the lifts, my high heel shoes clicking on the marble floors, the two heavy cases being dragged along behind me, my pussy throbbing and dripping.

Again there was the funny looks as I pulled Sarah’s bags, no one said anything to me, but I knew they were gossiping about me. Once on board I gave the briefing, and the cabin staff seem shocked that only Sarah and I would work the very full economy sections.

“If you need help just call,” one of the other girls said.

“I’m sure me and the boss can handle them,” Sarah laughed as she replied.

I had let one of the other girls work with the flight deck as I was busy as soon as the passengers came on board. I directed people to their seats and helped lift heavy bags over head, I did not see Sarah and wondered where she was. Eventually I had the two hundred people in my section sitting down and I did the walk to ensure they had their seat belts on and the bags all out of the way. The safety video than came on and two of us should have given the live demonstration, one at the head of economy class and one halfway down, but Sarah wasn’t there.  I stood and gave the demonstration, I knew most of the men and some of the women were paying no attention to what I was showing them, they were all too busy looking at my body and tits as they hung without a bra.

I was already sweating, the bag lifting and running about sorting people out with their seats had been hard work, it had been sometime since I worked this section. Finally I went to take my seat at the rear on the flight crew seats, I saw Sarah who had her shoes kicked off and was reading a book relaxed. I was going to say something but thought better of it.

“Don’t let me catch you sitting down again without my permission,” Sarah whispered over to me as the aircraft taxied to the runway.

I looked over at her in disbelief at what she had said after I had done all the work so far.

“Do you understand?” she now said in a louder voice.

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah,” I replied in a lower voice back to her and she just looked back down at her book.

I knew then that this was going to be a very hard flight and Sarah did not intend to help me too much. That’s why she had decided we should work this section of the aircraft together, she wanted me to suffer for her and all while wearing the high heeled shoes. There was that feeling again, belittling, helpless, humiliated and all while finding it fun and wanting to do this to please her.

We were still climbing but got the signal that cabin staff could now get up and start our duties.  Sarah stood and pointed to her shoes.

“Bring them girl,” She then walked into the galley in her pantyhose covered feet only.

I picked up her shoes and followed her in, she had taken the jump seat in the galley.

“Give my feet a quick massage before we start the real work girl,” She said as she again opened her book.

I drew the curtains shut and knelt down before her. I started to massage her nylon covered feet as she relaxed. I could see by her foot movement that she was enjoying the massage, at least I thought she was going to help me on the flight as she said about doing this before starting work.

“Do you remember what we do back here in the galley girl?” She said down at me still with her face in her book.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I said softly looking up at her as my hands gently rubbed her beautiful feet.

The signal came that the passengers could now relax and almost instantly the passenger call button went off.

“Well hurry up girl don’t keep the passengers waiting and get the passengers hot water going. The ovens also need to be turned on. Well come on run along it’s not all going to do it themselves,” she said and pushed me away by placing her foot on my chest and kicking out.

I started work, for the next hour I didn’t stop, if I was not attending to a passenger I was taking orders from the sitting Sarah in the galley as she sat and watched me work. I got the drinks trolley ready to serve the passengers and waited for Sarah to put her book down and help me. Sarah looked up at me taking her eyes away from her book for the first time in a while.

“You still here girl?” she said looking up at me in disgust.

“Sorry, can you help me with he drinks please Mistress Sarah?” I asked very politely.

“Why would I do that slut, now run along girl,” she said and looked back at her book.

This was always a two-person job, but I headed out on my own, My feet and body now killing me. I thought about calling one of the staff from another section but didn’t want to upset Sarah so just did it on my own. I was nonstop running to the back of the aircraft to refill hot water and ice buckets before going back to my trolley to continue to serve the drinks to the passengers. It was on one of these trips back to the galley that the phone buzzed, Sarah held out her hand indicating for me to get it for her so she didn’t have to get up, which I did and handed her the phone.

“Hi Captain,” I heard her say.

Of course I couldn’t hear what was being said to her.

“Yes she decided to get her hands dirty, said she forgot what work was all about,” Sarah said giggling into the phone.

Again there was a pause as the captain spoke to her.

“Yes of course Captain I’ll send her down, but it may be a little while, we are really busy back here at the moment,” again she said giggling.

There was another pause while the captain again spoke to her.

“Yea once they are sleeping, may get a chance to rest my feet then, speak soon,” she said and then gave me a lovely smile.

She handed me the phone to replace in its holder.

“Captain wants to see you, but that will have to be later, now come on girl get the drinks done and start serving the food,” She said harshly at me.

I turned to walk out to carry on with the arduous tasks ahead of me.

“What do you say girl?” Sarah said stopping me in my tracks.

“Sorry, yes Mistress Sarah,” I responded.

She then gave me a smile and waved me away. 

It was two hours later that I had got back to the galley having served the two hundred meals. Sarah looked up at me. Your sweating slut the body stocking is starting to show under your shirt, put your jacket back on girl,” I looked at her in disbelief as she sat looking at me.

“NOW GIRL!” she screamed at me, and I noticed a passenger at the back look back towards us.

They must have thought that the head cabin crew was telling one of her staff off. I immediately put my jacket on and did up the buttons.

“You make me repeat myself again and your regret it for a long time to come, am I clear slut,” she said in a low voice.

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah,” I replied with my very red face.

“Me and you will be having a very long chat when we land,” she said looking at me strictly.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied feeling lost, frightened, confused and now very tired.

“Now stand there and face the wall,” she pointed to the side of the galley.

I obeyed her and stood where she wanted me to on my aching feet, again I was feeling like the little schoolgirl made to face the corner while teacher sat at her desk. I was left standing there for about ten minutes when the passenger call button went off.

“Well run along girl and start clearing the mess up out there while you’re at it,” Sarah said.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah,” I replied as I turned to leave.

“Wait,” Sarah said.

I stopped and faced her, her shoes still off and the book which she had finished thrown to the floor.

“You have a real lack of respect for your superiors, from now on I want a curtsy when you come and go, understand girl? She said at me with a stern voice.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied as she waved me away and I gave her a curtsy.

By now I was so tied and hurt so much that I was just in automatic mode, doing everything I had to do without thought.

I didn’t get the chance to see the captain, I hadn’t stopped working for the whole eight hours of the flight. The captain had just ordered the seatbelts on as we started our descent. As well as the passengers I had also served soft drinks and a meal to Sarah, the only time she got up was when she visited the toilets. The body stocking was sticking to my skin and again soaked. I felt my skirt and shirt also now sticking to the wet nylon body stocking. I had never felt so bad in my uniform before, instead of feeling sexy I felt a scruffy wreck. I looked at Sarah and she looked so immaculate, fresh and relaxed.

“May I take a seat for landing please Mistress Sarah,” I asked her politely.

She made me stand and wait facing her for a few minutes.

“You may,” she then said with a smile.

I more fell down than sat down into the crew seat. Pains shot through my feet as the weight lifted from them, my back hurt like hell. For a moment I just shut my eyes.

“Remember to smile when the passengers leave,” I heard Sarah say.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied dreading to have to stand up again so soon.


Chapter 5

Sarah’s home

I was so tired that I was at the back of the flight team walking towards the terminal in the long airport walkway system. I was struggling to keep up as I pulled the two cases behind me. My feet in the heels hurt so much as I struggle to walk in them now, I just wanted to get to my car and kick my shoes off, I needed to rub my feet so badly. I saw Sarah looking back as she walked in her low-heeled shoes, only just putting them on before we landed. She had a spring in her step and looked so sexy.

“Come on Bella, keep up,” she called back to me.

“She forgot what a hard day’s work is,” she said out loud to the others, and they giggled.

I painfully speeded up my walk to get closer to Sarah. I saw the captain slow down allowing me to catch up with him.

“I missed you on the flight deck today,” He said as I caught up with him.

“Sorry Sir it was just one of those flights,” I replied smiling.

“It’s good that you volunteered to work back there, lead by example and all that,” he said with a smile.

“Yes I thought to so Sir,” I again put on the fake smile that I had done since we landed.

“What’s with the two cases, you been shopping,” he said with a giggle.

“Yes Sir how did you guess,” I replied.

Thankfully he didn’t notice Sarah who was floating along in front with just her shoulder bag.

We came to security, who decided to stop me as I had so much luggage.

“I’ll see you at my car, and do hurry,” Sarah said as she walked through the gate and disappeared with the rest of the flight crew.

The only thing that made my face go red was when security pulled out the large red ball gag from Sarah’s case, they gave me that look before they let me pass.

I unloaded the two cases from the staff bus when it pulled up at the staff carpark, typical England the rain was falling heavy. I saw Sarah’s red mini which was parked a few cars away from my car. I pulled the bags over the wet tarmac towards her car. Her engine was running, and I saw she was speaking on her mobile phone, as I walked up to her she raised her finger indicating for me to wait. I stood in the cold rain watching her sitting in the car chatting on her phone.

Sarah had only kept me waiting for about five minutes but that was enough for the heavy rain to soak me through. My body stocking was yet again soaking wet.

“Put my case in the boot,” Sarah said as she unwound her window a little way down.

“Yes Mistress Sarah.” I ran to the back of her car as she popped the boot door open from inside her car and I lifted her case into the small space.

I went back to the side window to say goodbye to Sarah, the rain seemed to be getting heavier.

“Put your case into your own car and come back here, hurry up girl,” she said.

I gave her a little curtsy and rushed off in the rain, running through the now forming puddles on the ground. Soon I was back by her side window, she was sitting back with her eyes closed. She heard my heels hurrying back over to her and opened her eyes.

“Have you got a blanket or something in your car, I don’t want you making my seat wet when you get in,” She said looking at my soaked uniform.

I didn’t know why she wanted me in her car, maybe it was finally time for her to allow me to cum.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I said.

“Well go fetch it girl,” she ordered.

Again I curtsied and ran back through the rain to my car, soon returning with the blanket.

“Get in and put that over my seat first slut,” she said to me.

I obeyed her, and once I was in her car she glanced over to me.

“Feet together, hands on you lap and face your feet girl,” Sarah ordered me.

I held my body in the way Sarah had ordered me as she drove out of the car park.

I looked down at my soaking wet skirt and body stocking covering my legs, I was wet through evens my feet in the high heels felt wet. I glanced over at Sarah’s legs without moving my head, her legs looked so sexy. I remembered that it was when she caught me looking at her legs on that first time that I had worked with her, that got her chatting me up.

“So slut where do you live?” She asked me.

I remembered that in two times we had previously been together on stopovers that we had never talked about our homes.

“Battersea Mistress Sarah,” I answered.

I wondered if she was taking me home.

“Gosh the other side of the city to me,” she said giggling.

“So did you enjoy the last few days girl?” She spoke downwards in a kind of unfriendly way to me.

I thought about it for a few seconds.

“Yes Mistress Sarah I did,” I answered her honestly.

My body had never felt this sore; I was wet through and through, my uniform was a mess, she had humiliated me in every way possible and kept me in tight bondage. I longed for sexual release after the teasing she had put me through, however yes I did enjoy it and found the whole thing so exciting, it was the best time that I could remember having, and I had no idea why I felt that way.

I heard her giggle at my reply.

For the rest of the drive Sarah did not speak to me, she turned up her radio and happily sang along with the songs playing. I looked down at my feet trapped in the high heels and my legs which I held tightly together as I wondered what part of the city we were going to. Every time I glanced over at Sarah’s legs and feet controlling the car I felt the wetness between my legs. The journey lasted about half an hour.

“Get the bag girl,” Sarah said as she got out of her car.

I glanced at where we were, it looked like some kind of housing estate, and it was certainly not in one of the best parts of the city. I followed Sarah into the flats pulling her case behind me, the communal areas looked dirty. There was no lifts, so I carried Sarah’s case up the steep steps to the second floor. We walked along an open walkway and finally got to a door which I followed Sarah into.

“Wait,” she said just inside the front door.

Sarah walked into the flat, the hallway looked like it had been done up nicely and was not what I imagined from looking at the place outside.

“Come slut,” I heard her call a few minutes later.

I walked towards the sound of her voice and found her sitting in her lounge on a nice leather armchair, she had kicked off her shoes and held a glass of wine. I gave her a curtsy as I walked into the room and then stood in front of her.

“Strip down to your body stocking,” she ordered looking up at me.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied and started to peel the still wet clothing off of me.

I was left just in my heels and wet body stocking.

“On your knees slut,” Sarah said as I saw her lift her skirt and spread her legs wide.

I obeyed her and she pointed between her legs.

“Make sure I feel that tongue of yours through my panties and tights slut or I will punish you,” she said with a giggle.

I crawled forwards and started to lick, the smell and taste of the nylon of her pantyhose immediately making my own pussy wet. The wooden floor dug into my knees, I stayed on all fours and pressed my upturned head deep between her legs and licked at her hard with my tongue.  I knew by the sounds of her moans and giggles that she was feeling me the way she wanted. Before long she was pulling my face deeper into her by my hair. It wasn’t long before she screamed out in delight as her body shuddered as she exploded into her panties. She pulled my head away forcing me to look down to her feet.

“Oh I so needed that, you have no idea how hard it was on my pussy watching you suffer for me,” she said while giggling.

My own body couldn’t take it anymore, I was dripping and without thought I was kissing her pantyhose covered feet.

“Please please, I beg you please Mistress Sarah please let me cum please please,” I begged her as I kissed her feet.

I heard her giggling as she looked down at the pleading wreck of a woman begging for sexual release at her feet.

“Kneel up, spread your legs as far apart as you can, and put your hands on your head slut,” I heard her say in an amusing way.

I obeyed her as she slipped her right foot back into her shoe. My body was shaking uncontrollable now, I felt tears running down my face, I was a wreck.  She lifted her foot and started to rub my wet pussy with her shoe. I felt the toe of her shoe going into me between my spread legs. Within seconds my body was vibrating with the movement of her foot, Sarah moved her foot away just as I exploded. I heard her giggle as I immediately put my face to her feet, kissing them and thanking her for what she had allowed.

“Lick up your disgusting mess slut,” Sarah ordered me.

I immediately put my face to the wooden floor and begun to lick the juices that had fallen from me off of her floor. My body still trembling from the immense pleasure her foot had given me. Sarah had sat back and was no doubt enjoying watching me licking her floor as she drunk her wine. She had given me a few minutes to lick the floor clean.

“Stand up and take your shoes off,” she then ordered me and I obeyed her.

The moment I took my heels off I fell to the floor in agony. The cramp hitting both my feet as the blood started to flow again now my feet were free from the high heels. I heard Sarah giggling as I knelt in pain.

“STAND UP!” she shouted.

I struggled but stood in front of her.

“Do I have to whip you girl,” she said rudely and I remembered as I pushed myself painfully up onto my toes.

“Sorry Mistress Sarah,” I said as tears ran down my face.

Sarah sat and watched me as she finished her wine. She looked happy and content as she looked up at me standing there for her in just the body stocking which was drying onto my skin.

“I need to rest girl, it’s been a long day,” she said to me.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied also feeling as tired as I could ever remember feeling.

She got up and walked towards the door of the room.

“Come,” she ordered and I followed her into her bedroom on my painful tip toes. There was a large double bed and I just wanted to lay on it. Instead my hands were tied behind my back, and she opened a wardrobe.

“Get in there slut, on the floor,” she ordered.

I got in and sat on the floor below her hanging clothing. She shut the door leaving me in darkness.

I was left in the cupboard for a few hours, again I wondered why I enjoyed being treated this way. I thought about things while locked in the dark space. It was clear to see that as well as being Sarah’s boss I was also a lot wealthier than she was, yet I was the one tied up in her cupboard. I had always been the one giving the orders since childhood to those that served us as I grew up. It was a strange feeling now, I hated it but loved it and would not change the way I was feeling now for anything, I loved belonging to this small young beautiful woman.

“Out,” she said looking down at me, she was just in her little white cotton robe.

I slowly got out and knelt at her bare feet, my hands still tied behind my back. I looked up at the beautiful face.

“Come,” she ordered and walked into her nice-looking kitchen.

I had struggle to my feet and followed her, walking only up on my toes. I was also now feeling better, the time spent in the wardrobe had helped me recover from the ordeal of the last day. I watched as Sarah poured water into a kettle and prepared coffee. As she waited for the water to heat she walked up to me as I stood on my toes for her. She ran her hands over my nylon covered breast, her warm touch sending electricity through my body. I saw the smile on her face as I trembled at her beautiful touch. Again my pussy started to get wet, she ran her hands round my body and then onto my backside, I felt her stroking my nylons covered cheeks. The kettle clicked and she walked away to fill her cup. She took her coffee and sat on a highchair at the side of her kitchen island.

“On your knees slut,” she said, and I immediately knelt looking up at her.

She smiled as she took a sip of her coffee.

“I like having you like this,” she said softly.

“I like being here like this for you,” I replied.

I knew I had those puppy eyes looking up at her.

“I want us to develop this relationship, it is something you will have to agree to,” she said.

“I do I do,” I replied without thought.

She smiled.

“Good now look down at my feet girl,” She said with a smile on her face.

I gazed down at Sarah’s feet as she sat and enjoyed her coffee. Her feet looked so beautiful, her pink painted toenails, I wanted to kiss them but just stayed still.

A little while later Sarah left the kitchen. She never said anything to me, she just left me where I was. I waited on my knees in silence.

When she returned she was just in a t-shirt and Jeans. The jeans hugged her so tightly, she was still bare footed.

“Come,” she said.

Again I had to struggle to get up, my legs stiff from the long time I had now been kneeling here and my hands still bonded behind me. I followed her back into the living room, and she sat on a comfortable chair. I stood in front of her.

“I want to do another trip with you, you will organise it with the airline for next week,” she said looking up at me.

I knew I could do that with a simple phone call.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

“I fancy something tropical with a long stayover, See if can get us working on the flight to somewhere east girl,” she said smiling. 

I saw her look as she thought about where she had in mind of us going to.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I said softly to her.

Without warning she got up and untied my hands.

“Go put your uniform on, you can use my make up slut,” she said with a wave of her hand dismissing me.

I curtsied and went to the bedroom where my uniform was now laying on her floor. First I did use her make-up and made myself glamorous looking again. Unfortunately my uniform did look a state, I took such care over my uniform and always looked so immaculate in it, now it was damp and creased. My feet immediately hurt when I put the high heels back onto my feet.

I went back and knocked on the front room door, which was closed, I heard the muffle sound of chat and laughter as Sarah spoke on the phone, I waited for her permission to enter. Again I had that helpless feeling, again it made me feel so confused, how could I enjoy being treated in this way. I waited for about ten minutes.

“Come,” I heard her say.

I walked in and gave her a curtsy.

“You look such a fucking mess,” she said as she looked me up and down.

“Sorry Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

“You may go, I’ll phone you in the week,” she waved her hand dismissing me.

For a second I just stood there, I couldn’t believe she was sending me away looking like this, I wasn’t evens sure where I was.

“Fuck off slut.” she said looking at me and she screwed up her face in displeasure at seeing me still standing there.

I gave her a curtsy and walked out into the again heavy rain.

I walked the streets with people giving me funny looks. Maybe they were not used to seeing women in uniform here, or maybe it was the scruffy wet flight attendant that they found strange to see. Eventually I found a bus stop in this very dirty and strange part of the city, I was glad to get out of it. Two hours later I made it back to the airport and hurried to my car. Sitting inside my fingers went straight between my legs and I exploded at my touch. The screams of delight were not heard behind the closed windows and low flying aircraft above me. I then sat there behind the steamed-up windows rubbing myself gently, my mind racing through all the events that had taken place.


Chapter 6

A trip with Sarah

I had spent the whole week thinking about Sarah and the things that had happened, I couldn’t take my mind off it. I so wanted to see her again, I wanted to speak to her, but I never had her phone number. I thought about going back to her home, I could remember where it was but thought better of it. I knew she would call me when she was ready to see me again. I had managed to get us working on a flight to the Seychelles. I had been there before; it was a long hard flight, but paradise once there. I wanted to tell Sarah but knew the airline had already informed her. I did nothing that week apart from play with myself all while thinking about Sarah. I found Nicks phone number on a piece of paper in my pocket but didn’t call. All I wanted was to be with Sarah again, I hated myself for this feeling.

It was the day before the flight that my phone rung.

“Hi slut,” came the sound of Sarah’s sexy voice, my heart jumped with delight at hearing her.

“Hello Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

“Tomorrow be at my flat for 5am, and don’t bring your car you can’t park here anyway,”

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied waiting to speak to her more, but she just hung up.

I stared at the phone for a few moments. Why was she so rude towards me, and why did her rudeness make me get excited and wet between my legs?

It was 3am when I looked at myself in the mirror, I knew we had to be at the airport by 7 for the early flight. I hated the idea of waiting at bus stops to get to Sarah’s house so had ordered a cab to take me there. I looked at myself in the mirror, I looked really smart but a little old fashion, now also wearing my white gloves and hat. The long pencil skirt felt uncomfortable, it was the first time I had worn it to work because it did not allow me to take long steps, I had to take lots of small steps to walk in it.  However it really did look sexy as it hugged my body and legs tightly. The black pantyhose helped to attract the skirts material to cling to my legs evens more. I only had my high heeled shoes being that Sarah had made me throw my lower uniform shoes in the bin. I pulled my case along behind me, it was heavier than normal as this stop over was for five days. I so hope Sarah would be pleased with the flight I had got us on.  I couldn’t wait to see her again; I had missed her over the last week and thought about nothing other than her. 

I knocked on Sarah’s door at a few minutes to 5. I knew we had plenty of time to get to the airport as when Sarah bought me here it only took about half an hour, and we didn’t have to be there until 7. There was no answer from Sarah’s, so I just stood and waited outside her flat in the cold morning air. She left me there for half an hour before opening the door, I was beginning to love how harsh she was with me.  I gave her a curtsy as she looked me up and down with a smile. Sarah wasn’t dressed yet and still wore her white robe, she had however applied her make up and looked so beautiful.

“Good morning Mistress Sarah,” I said politely and gave her the best curtsy I could in the skirt that went to well below my knees..

“Go to my bedroom and strip slut,” She said as she turned and walked away towards her kitchen.

I obeyed her and went to her bedroom, I did see a one-piece sheer body stocking laying on the floor and part of me hoped I would have to wear it under my uniform again, it was a strange feeling as part of me also dreaded having to wear it. I stood completely naked on my toes and waited for her.

Sarah walked in holding a coffee mug in her hands.

“Well put it on slut,” she said while taking a sip of the coffee.

She lent on the wall and watched me slip into the sheer nylons. So far Sarah had not spoken nice to me, only giving me orders. I felt so belittled and was secretly enjoying it. She looked me up and down before opening a drawer and pulled out some plastic see through panties, the legs and waist were elasticated.

“Put them on whore, can’t have you dripping everywhere can we,” she said as she smiled.

“No Mistress Sarah,” I replied feeling excited about having to have to wear the plastic for her.

She just gave me a smile and I slid them onto me.

“Kneel,” She then said.

I knelt down in front of her.

“Up on your knees,” she ordered and I went upright onto my knees before her.

She open another drawer and I saw her take out a small narrow pink leather collar. She placed it over my head before pushing my head downwards, she fastened it behind me and then I heard a little click as she attached a lock. She had placed it on me fairly tightly, she left me kneeling like that as she got dressed. I felt the plastic panties as my skin started to sweat below them. They were already sticking to my body, and only now did I realise what hell it would be wearing these for the whole flight. I stayed still until Sarah was standing in front of me, I looked down at her stocking feet, I saw that her toenails were now painted a dark red and showed through her black pantyhose.

“Get dressed slut and hurry up we don’t want to be late,” she said rudely to me as she sat on a chair to watch me getting ready.

Thankfully my uniform neck scarf covered the pink collar fitted round my neck. I knew Sarah didn’t wear the scarf; she had once told me she didn’t like things wrapped round her throat. Once I was fully dressed I stood in front of her. She looked me up and down from her seated position before pointing to her low-heeled shoes.

“Put them on me girl,” She ordered.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah,” I replied as I knelt and slipped her feet into the shoes.

“You may kiss my feet slut,” she then said.

I lowered my face to the ground and kissed each of the toes of her shoes.

“Let’s go,” she said getting up and walked out of the door.

She walked passed both our heavy cases, I picked them up and followed her outside.

I sat in Sarah’s car the same way as I had last time, holding my legs together facing down to my own feet with my hands on my laps. I had that childlike feeling knowing I had to sit still and in silence until spoken to. I felt the wetness in the plastic panties, not sure if it was sweat or my pussy getting wet again, I think it was a mixture of both. We had driven for about ten minutes before Sarah spoke.

“We will work the economy section together again, get rid of the other girls to a different section,” she said.

“Yes of course Mistress Sarah.” I replied so hoping she really meant we would work together on this flight and not just watch me doing everything.

““So what have you been doing with yourself over the week girl,” she had the knack of belittling me whenever she spoke.

“Not too much Mistress Sarah, went to the gym a couple of times, but nothing really,” I replied still looking at my feet.

“We can’t have that girl, we will get you being more productive once we get back,” She said.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah,” I said not really understanding what she meant.

We stopped at some traffic lights and Sarah placed her hand on my leg and started to rub me softly. I so loved the feel of her touch and so wanted to touch her also.

Again at the airport I walked behind Sarah and wheeled the two heavy cases behind me. It was made worse at the fast small steps I had to take in the pencil skirt. The panties were now stuck to me, and I felt so wet from the sweat and excitement below the plastic.

The captain called for me once we checked in and I went to the flight crews office, I had never met this captain before.

“Hi you Bella my cabin manager,” he asked as he looked me up and down.

“Yes Sir,” I replied with a fake smile not liking the way he said are you my cabin manager like I belonged to him.

“We have a full load today, the girls in economy will be busy, they added more seats back there for the extra bookings, you may need to move a couple of extra staff back there,” he said.

Again I didn’t like what he said, as it was up to me how I ran the cabin, all he had to do was fly the aircraft.

“Yes Sir I will sort it all out,” I replied still with the fake smile.

I knew this guy was old school and still wanted to be in charge of everything.

“Do pop in and say hi during the flight,” he said in a dismissive way.

“Yes sir,” I said and turned to walk out.

“Oh by the way,” he called out behind me.

I turned and saw he was now facing a computer screen.

“Love the uniform whished all the girls would still dress like that,” He said which I felt patronising.

“Yes thank you Sir,” I said and walked out.

When I got to the cabin crew room I saw that Sarah was telling the rest of the cabin crew where they would work, which was my job. I was about to say something but Sarah gave me a dirty look, the look telling me not to interrupt her, so I stayed silent.

Once on board I started to help the passengers, again Sarah was nowhere to be seen. I again felt so helpless and wished she would help me at least on the flight. I knew I was now her slave, but she could help at work I thought, not that I was going to say anything to her. I still wore my jacket, hat and gloves as Sarah had told me not to take them off without her permission. When my already sweaty and tired body went to the back for take-off, I saw Sarah who again was sitting down with her shoes off. I stood in front of her.

“What?” she said looking up at me.

“Sorry may I take a seat for take-off Mistress Sarah,” I asked her politely.  

“Why didn’t you warn me about how busy this flight was girl?” she spoke rudely looking up at me and not looking happy.

The aircraft moved backwards at it was pulled out of our bay, I had to hold the seat so to not fall down.

“Stand up straight when your speaking to me,” She said but thankfully in a low voice.

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

“Sorry I didn’t know it would be so busy until the captain told me, but you were busy briefing the crew and I didn’t get the chance to speak to you about it,” I said apologetically to her.

“I hope you don’t think you will get any help from me slut, it’s your own fault for not saying something to me,” she said rudely as the aircraft bumped along the tarmac.

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah,” I said with a red face under my heavy makeup.

“You go and sit on the floor in the galley, report back to me once we’re up,” she said and waved her hand dismissing me.

I slightly bent my knees to show her respect without the passenger seeing a full curtsy and went to the gallery to break many rules by not being strapped in a seat for the take-off. I sat on the floor as the heavy aircraft fought to gain height. I felt again like a child sent to sit on the floor.

As it went the flight got so busy that Sarah had allowed me to call two cabin staff from another section to help out. I was permitted to remove my gloves during the flight, my hat and jacket remained on me. One of the cabin staff helping me asked why Sarah was not working, I explained she felt ill, and I told her to take it easy for the flight. I was really grateful that Sarah had allowed me to get some help, for the whole flight I remained standing up in my heels working, the plastic panties felt they were full of sweat, and in a way I was lucky to have the jacket on so that my nylon covered tits without a bra didn’t show through the white cotton shirt.

After we landed and the passengers had left Sarah held me back on the aircraft. The Captain giving us a funny look as he left but thankfully didn’t say anything. I again had my gloves on now as I stood in the galley. I wasn’t sure where Sarah had gone she just told me to stand and wait. I knew that the ground crew wouldn’t come on board till tomorrow morning as the aircraft was not due to fly out for another 12 hours. I waited for about an hour before Sarah returned, she walked into the galley.

“Kneel slut,” I fell to my knees and looked up at her.

She looked cross with me, and I wasn’t sure why as I had worked really hard while she relaxed for the whole flight and I had evens covered for her with the other cabin crew.

“You have no idea how disappointed I am with you slut,” she said with anger in her voice.

“Sorry but,” She cut me off.

“Shut up bitch if I want to hear your voice I will say so,” she said sharply at me.

“You really need reminding of your place girl,” she said looking down at me.

I looked up and knew I looked confused and scared.

“I have cleared it with ground, they will not send a cleaning crew to the aircraft, you have twelve hour to ensure this aircraft is spotless slut.” My jaw dropped I couldn’t believe what she was saying to me.

“Please no,” I said.

“I told you to shut up,” she said.

I had no idea what I had done wrong, and this seemed so unfair, I had done everything to ensure Sarah had a nice comfortable flight here.

“I have taken what I need out of my case don’t forget to bring it with you when you come to the hotel,” she said looking down at me.

I stared up still in disbelief.

“Do you hear me girl?” She said loudly.

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah,” I said with my voice shaking.

“Well kiss my feet and thank me correctly for your punishment,” she said pointing to her shoes.

I put my face to the floor and started to kiss her feet, I was about to start begging her not to make me clean the aircraft, but she just got up and walked away.

The ground crew bought me a hoover and all the things I would need to clean a five hundred seat aircraft on my own, One of them asked why I was doing this. I didn’t know what to say.

Ten long hard hours later I somehow got my tired aching body to the hotel, the morning sun was just coming up in the sky above me. I was really ready to drop, my painful arms had pulled the cases a long way from where the bus had dropped me off, unlike the crew bus that took everyone else to the hotel door, I had to use public transport. The plastic panties pulling at my skin as the sweat just kept building up in them. At reception they said that someone called Sarah had sorted out my check in and she had my key card, they gave me her room number. I went to her room and knocked on the door, there was no answer, I stood and cried in the corridor. Why was she doing this to me, I couldn’t understand. I was doing everything to please her, and she constantly mistreated me. All week I had looked forward to this time with her, and yet so far she had hurt me so much. After a while I thought I would go up to my room, I knew it was the better room and maybe Sarah had decided to take that one. I knocked on the door and stood and waited, after about ten minutes the beautiful refreshed looking Sarah opened the door. I curtsied her before I fell to my knees, I started to kiss her bare feet as I cried.


Chapter 7

Registration

Sarah was kind enough to allow me to rest for hours later. I was allowed to take my shoes off before I was put into a wardrobe. My hands tied behind my back, my knees and ankles tied together. My body was completely worn, I slept, and I slept.

It was some hours later when light filled the confined space that I was in as Sarah opened the door.

“Out, kiss my feet” Sarah ordered looking down at me.

This time she never untied me, I crawled out of the wardrobe like an animal. As I crawled I heard Sarah giggle, she kept stepping back every time my lips were about to touch her toes. She made me crawl round the room trying to catch her feet. I felt more wetness adding to the wetness already in my plastic panties. Eventually she stopped and I kissed her feet over and over again.

About an hour later I was finally out of my uniform and torn nylon body stocking, I had showered and now knelt before Sarah, completely naked apart from the pink-collar lock round my neck. Sarah wore a beautiful mini pink skaters dress, with pink flip flops on her feet. The patio doors were wide open, and the evening heat filled the extra-large room which the hotel had given me.

“Do you know why I made you clean the aircraft,” Sarah said looking down at me.

“No Mistress Sarah,” I answered.

“To test your obedience to me,” she said with a smile.

“I hope I passed Mistress Sarah,” I said sadly.

Tears swelling in my eyes as I thought about the hell I went through cleaning that aircraft in my full uniform and plastic panties, the embarrassment of different male ground crews coming in to watch me as I worked.

“Yes,” Sarah said and smiled.

“You would go through hell for me wouldn’t you girl?” she added.

“Yes Mistress Sarah and I have done,” I replied.

She leant forward and stroked my face.

“Get dressed,” she said pointing to the little mini yellow dress, black stockings and high heel shoes she had taken out of my case, and they now lay on the bed.

She had left me no underwear. I dressed as she watched me, I saw her hand slip between her legs as she did. I dressed for her, knowing the stocking tops finished just on the hem of the dress when I stood straight. The dress had a very low neckline, the pink collar fully visible. I had seen the tag that hung from the collar, it had the word ‘slut’ engraved on it.

“Let’s go eat,” she said with a smile once I was fully dressed and standing in front of her.

I couldn’t believe it when she took hold of my arm and walked out next to me arm in arm. I carried her shoulder bag and I felt so happy and proud to walk with her like this, I didn’t care about the slutty way I was dressed or who would see me. I think it mostly looked strange that I was so tall in my high heels compared to Sarah in her flip flops.  We got the normal looks as we walked under the soft lighting of the promenade arm in arm towards the beach front restaurant. I didn’t evens bother trying to hold down my little dress as the breeze blew it up over my backside, Sarah laughed.

We had a wonderful meal; I was only allowed water to drink but I never minded. It was after dinner that Sarah told me to open her bag and take out a white envelope which I did and handed it to her. She took out a sheet of paper from the envelope and handed it back to me. I saw the gold writing on it but the whole page was written in Arabic.

“Do you know what this is,” Sarah looked into my eyes as she spoke.

“No Mistress Sarah.” I replied not understanding anything written on the sheet, it looked like some kind of official document.

“It a slave registration. It cost a lot of money, but your worth it,” she said with a smile.

“What does that mean? Are you registering me as a slave or something?” I asked.

“It’s quite a serous document, but it’s kind of underworld stuff. Once a person is registered here there is no escape, runaways are hunted down anywhere in the world,” Sarah explained.

“What happens to them when they are caught?,” I asked.

“Some are punished and returned to their owners, others are killed,” she said in a very matter of fact way.

“Oh,” was all I could say to it.

“Once a person is registered here, the owner can sell them to others that belong to the society.” Sarah went on to explain.

“Is that legal?” I asked.

“No but the slave is helpless, these are powerful people that run it, a lot of money is at stake,” Sarah said.

“Why are you showing this to me,” I asked now a little worried.

“I want you to sign the bottom of the page,” she said as she pointed to an empty line.

“Will that make me a slave?” I asked.

“It will make you my property,” Sarah said.

She took out a pen from her bag and placed it on the page. I looked up at her, she looked into my eyes.

“I want you to sign it but understand once you do there is no way back,” She said and gave me a little smile.

I again looked at her, I knew I wanted to spend my life with this woman, slave or not. I picked up the pen and signed the bottom of the document, I had no idea at that time what future this would lead to.  Sarah bent forward and kissed my forehead. Once Sarah had finished her wine we walked back to the hotel again arm in arm.

That evening I was laying on the bed, only in my stockings and collar. I was on my back with my hands under my backside. Sarah had put me here and told me to stay still before she went off to watch a movie on the TV in the other room. A few hours later she returned only in a short pink silk nighty, she lay next to me and played with my hard nipples. 

“There is something else for you to sign tomorrow,” Sarah said as she fondled me.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

“I have put in for promotion at work, it just needs your signature as my manager, and I will get the job immediately, I think I am more suited to cabin manager don’t you,” she said smiling.

“Yes Mistress Sarah you certainly are,’” I said as I smiled back.

“I have also decided that I want you to resign your position as cabin manager tomorrow with immediate effect, I have decided you are better serving not controlling,” She said still playing with my nipples as I lay still next to her.

She saw me thinking about it, she knew I loved my job.

“I am not asking you to do it, I am telling you.” She said and gave my nipple a little pinch, I gave a little ouch sound at the sudden pain.

“Yes Mistress Sarah, you own me now,” I replied sadly.

“Good,” she said as she smiled.

“On the flight home I will be your official boss,” she giggled as she spoke.

Before I could answer she rolled on top of me, and her tongue entered my mouth. We made love for hours and that night Sarah allowed me to cuddle tightly to her, with no bonds holding me in place.

The next day Sarah took me down to what was supposed to be her room, it was half the size of my room. She had taken me down in the early hours of the morning just in my stockings, she kept all my belongings in her room. My leg was attached to a long chain that would allow me to get to the bathroom, the other end of the chain was locked onto the heavy bed frame. I was left there under orders not to play with myself. Later in the day Sarah came to the room I curtsied her and knelt. She was in her bikini and holding a lap top computer. Using her computer I recommended her for the job and sent in my resignation as cabin manager. Sarah allowed me to kiss her feet in thanks before she left the room happily. I knew that I had just made her life better, I also knew I had just given my job up to her but I didn’t mind, I knew she was worth it.

I didn’t see Sarah again that day or night, she just left me in the small room without food. I tried to turn on the TV for company, but nothing happened. I found that the balcony door had been locked so I couldn’t get out, The room had become my cell.

It was about 11 in the morning when Sarah returned to the room, she was holding some bread in her hand, which she threw to the floor where I knelt for her.

“I got some great news,” she said sounding happy.

I looked up at her and smiled that she was happy.

“My promotion is through, I am now cabin manager and I have accepted your resignation, you are just one of my girls now.” she said with a big smile on her face.

“That is good Mistress Sarah, you really do deserve it,” I replied feeling happy for her.

“Yes I do and your never guess who turned up at the hotel last night,” she said excitedly.

“Who Mistress Sarah,” I asked.

“Remember nick the handsome pilot,” she said.

I did remember the good-looking man that really wanted me and who I was falling for before Sarah overtook events in my life.

“Yes Mistress Sarah, the one you wouldn’t let me sleep with,” I replied.

“Yes and you don’t know what you missed, I spent the night with him and oh WOW,” She said excitedly.

I felt my face going red, she had slept with the man I wanted to while I was chained in the room with nothing to do. I wasn’t sure if I was mad or happy for her. She could have spent the night with me, I knew I could please her more than any man could.

“You are happy for me aren’t you slave?” she said sounding annoyed that I had not shared her excitement immediately.

“Yes really I am Mistress Sarah,” I said smiling but feeling upset.

“Good slut, got to run as meeting him for lunch now,” she said as she got up and walked to the door.

I stood to give her a curtsy as she left. I then fell to my knees not believing what Sarah had just said. I really thought Sarah had wanted to be with me over the stopover, but I felt I had now been replaced by Nick.

Sarah didn’t return to me again that day. I was totally board locked to the bed in the room, I desperately wanted to play with myself, but I never did fearing displeasing Sarah. I wondered what she was doing, I knew she was having fun with Nick.


Chapter 8

Slave

It wasn’t until the next morning that Sarah came to the room, again she threw some bread onto the floor as I knelt for her. She look really sexy today wearing a one shoulder Mini blue and white floral dress, her white 2-inch heeled shoes laced round her ankles. She just looked so healthy and happy.

“Kneel up girl, come over here,” she said as she sat on a chair.

I moved up onto my knees and moved to the floor in front of her as she crossed her legs.

“I got to tell you the news, me and Nick are really hitting it off, I mean gosh what a man I can’t believe it,” she said excitedly.

It was like she just wanted to share her wonderful news with a friend.

“His manners are just like something from an age ago, he opens doors for me, holds chairs out for me to sit on, you know I thought males like that were only in the history books.” She said sounding so happy.

I couldn’t help to think that it could have been me being treated like that and it was only because of Sarah that it wasn’t.

“And the guy is rich, I don’t just mean rich he is fucking super rich. I knew we had no other aircraft due here and wondered why he was here; the guy came on his private jet. I mean can you believe that shit.” She went on to tell me.

She spoke fast and sounded so excited. It was a strange feeling as I knelt before her in stockings and collar. I felt sad yet happy for her. I was sad that it wasn’t me and sad that Sarah had clearly picked him over me, yet happy to see her so excited as she continue to tell me all about him.

“Anyway I got to dash as we are off to the town, he wants to take me shopping, can you believe that,” she said laughing as she hurried to the door.

I got up and curtseyed her as she left. I had not had the chance to say anything to Sarah as she just constantly told me about everything. I looked down at the two slices of bread on the floor. I felt so hungry as I had only been given bread to eat yesterday and it looked like it would be the same today.

I sat on the bed and wondered at what I had done. My lust for Sarah had cost me so much, I was beginning to feel that maybe she had just used me for her own ends. I felt the tight collar round my neck, running my hands round it until I felt the padlock which locked it in place. I played with the tag that hung from it with my fingers, I knew it had the word slut on it. I wondered about the document I had signed, I felt sure that was nothing to worry about. Maybe it was time I told Sarah this had to end. She had done well out of me, she had also put me in a position where I knew I had to leave my job, I was sure the gossip of how I dressed and behaved was round the airline by now.

I spent the day and night alone; all I could do was look out of the window at hills beyond. I had played with myself but stopped short of climax. I had decided that however much I had enjoyed being with Sarah that now it was time to end this, I would speak to her when I saw her next. I wanted to make myself up to at least look my best when I spoke to her, but there was no make-up or clothing in the room. I did want to stay with Sarah, but she had decided that she wanted Nick and I knew It was time for me to move on now, I had a life to rebuild somehow.

It was later in the afternoon when the door opened, I was caught a little off guard and jumped up from the bed. As I went into a curtsy I was in the bent leg position when Sarah walked in, she look so beautiful in the lacy orange mini dress, the short puff sleeves and her low-heeled sandals. She walked pass me, her dress briskly touching me as she did. I stood and turned my body to face her as she dropped onto the bed, her back resting on the headboard, she had bent her knees upwards, spreading her legs as she did, the soles of her shoes flat on the bed sheets.

“I am so hot, come and lick me sweetheart,” She said with a smile as she looked at me.

I just stood looking at this beautiful woman who wanted my face between her legs as she sat ready for me on the bed. I also wanted to please her, but I also knew it was time to end this now.

“What’s your problem slut, why are you not obeying me?” She said impatiently while looking confused.

“Sarah I want out; I made a mistake. I don’t mind about the job thing you deserve it. I will resign from the airline completely, and wish you all the luck in the world,” I said feeling sad that I was ending this with Sarah, most of it I had enjoyed like nothing else in my life.

I felt the tears building in my eyes as I told her. Sarah sat up on the corner of the bed, she leaned forward with her elbows on her lap resting her chin in her open hands as she looked at me. She let out a long sigh.

“I’m so sorry Sarah,” I said sadly.

She gave a smile as she looked me up and down as I stood there in the collar and stockings, my ankle chained to the bed.

“You don’t seem to understand,” Sarah said with a little smile.

“There is nothing to understand, I just want out now, please,” I said to her.

“Is me seeing Nick your problem girl?” she said as she looked up at my face.

“Yes,” I decided to be honest with her.

“It’s just that I thought we would have a kind of relationship,” I then added.

Sarah stood up and walked up to me, I still stood taller than her in only my stockinged feet. She suddenly grabbed my hair and painfully forced me to my knees in front of her.

“You silly girl, there is no out for you,” she said with a giggle.

By my hair she painfully pulled my hair forward so my face was in front of her pussy, only the lace black panties between it and me.

“Now lick me slut,” she said still holding my hair.

I hated myself for doing it, but I started to lick. It felt like I had no control of my body when she wanted something from me, I knew I could beat her in any fight, yet I just knelt and licked her, all while she was pulling my head forward by my hair. I bought her to full climax in a few minutes, she then pushed me to the floor by my hair. I lay there at her feet as she returned to sit comfortably on the bed. I felt so confused by my actions, I had told her that I didn’t want this anymore and then I allowed her to use me to please her.

She let out a sigh and after a pause she spoke.

“Go over to the draw and take out the cane,” she said pointing to a cabinet at the side of the room.

“No please I really want to end this now,” I said as I got onto my knees and looked up at her.

“GET THE FUCKING CANE NOW SLUT!” she screamed at me.

I immediately got up and retrieved the cane, again angry at myself for obeying her. I knelt back down and handed the thick cane to Sarah.

“Please I don’t want this anymore,” I said now with tears running down my face.

“It’s not up to you to not want this anymore girl, you had a chance before you signed yourself over to me, now stand up and put your face to the mattress,” she said patting on the bed next to her.

I paused looking up at her.

“NOW SLUT!” she again screamed at me.

I instantly obeyed her, why was I doing this I couldn’t understand. Sarah got up and walked behind me.

“Legs together slut,” she said, and I placed my legs together with my face pressing into the bed and my backside high in the air.

I felt her gently rub her hand over my backside, the electricity of her touch running through me, my body was trembling. She let go of me and then the hiss in the air, I never heard the crack as the cane hit into my flesh. The pain immediately cutting into my body, I screamed out in sheer agony never being hit with a cane before, tears filled my eyes. I moved my hands to my backside my body shaking.

“MOVE YOUR HANDS TO THE BED!” Sarah shouted at me, and as soon as I did the air hissed again.

The cane hitting me over the same spot on my skin that the first strike had landed on. My body automatically stood up at the shock and agony of the deep stinging cut, I screamed out as the pain ran through me.

“FACE TO THE FUCKING BED!” she shouted at me.

I bent forward obeying her and heard the hiss. The pain this time forcing my leg to shoot up backwards, I was shaking and screaming. I heard Sarah screaming and shouting at me, I didn’t know what she was saying as the pain I was feeling was to intense. At each strike my body shot up and for some reason every time the pain of the cane subsided a little I bent back down for Sarah, and she hit me again and again.

Finally she stopped.

“If you ever dare to call me Sarah again I swear you will not have any skin left on your backside, DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME SLUT!” she screamed the last words down at my shaking body.

“Yess ssorry Miistress Sarraah,” I couldn’t get the words out as I was crying so much.

“Now get on your knees and thank me correctly for your punishment,” She said out loud.

I immediately and without thought fell to my knees and started kissing Sarah’s red toenails. Tears running down my face, my backside on fire, my body shaking in a mix of fear, pain and excitement. Sarah let me continue to kiss her toes for a minute or two while I grovelled at her feet. She then got up and went over to a chair and sat down crossing her beautiful legs.

“kneel in front of me slut.” She said softly.

I obeyed her, crawling over I knelt in front of her feet, I looked up at her beautiful smiling face.

“Bella you must understand you are now my slave, I own you. You are my property, please don’t force me to make a phone call, I will not say that again to you,” she said looking down at me.

“Sorry yes Mistress Sarah,” I said sobbing.

I felt so scared now and yet so aroused, my feelings confusing me so much.

“You have but one simple task in life, and that is to please me, nothing else, do you understand that?” She again Spoke softly to me. 

“Yes Mistress Sarah, that’s all I honestly ever want to do,” the truthful words coming out of my mouth now.

“I will see and do as I please, you will only do what I want, are we clear on that now?” She again spoke softly.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I said as the tears still flowed down my face.

Sarah lifted her skirt and spread her legs as I felt the painful welts across my backside.

“That caning made me so wet, come lick me again girl,” She said giving me a little smile.

I immediately move forwards and put my face between her legs. I started to lick at the wet creamy lace panties that covered her beautiful and excited pussy, now knowing that I had really become her slave.


Chapter 9

Changes

Sarah left me in the room for the next twenty-four hours, all I thought about was her and pleasing her and I so longed to see her. I finally understood that all that mattered was her, I knew she was going about her life having fun and I no longer cared that I was stuck here waiting for her. If she wanted sexual fun with Nick that was up to her, as long as she knew my body was here waiting for her to use that’s what mattered.

When Sarah did return to my room I found myself without thought on my knees kissing her flip flopped feet. I knew it was late as it was now dark outside. The shackle was unlocked from my ankle, Sarah had not spoken to me yet, she just gave me that knowing beautiful smile. 

“Come girl,” she ordered.

I followed her out of the room on my tip toes, just in my stockings and collar the way I had been kept now for days. She led me to her room and secured my hands behind my back with string. I then knelt down and pleased her before I was put into her wardrobe for the rest of the night.

The light filled my confined space as Sarah opened the door.

“Out,” she said and pointed to her bare feet.

I crawled out and placed my lips to her toes and kissed.

“Stand,” she ordered and I obeyed her.

She untied my hands and hugged me, I automatically hugged her back so tightly. It was so nice feeling her warm body so close to mine. I didn’t want to let go, and I heard her giggle.

“We are flying back this evening,” she said as she stepped backwards.

I looked up at her beautiful body only covered in the see through lace short robe she wore.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied not realising that the stopover had come to an end.

There was a knock on the door as room service bought Sarah her breakfast up. I paid no attention to the guy who looked at me in disbelief, I didn’t care anymore, if Sarah wanted me seen like this then I would be, I was hers and it was up to her. Once he left Sarah settled down on the balcony under the warm morning sunshine.

“Get dressed your uniform is in the bedroom,” Sarah ordered me as she took a sip of the wonderful smelling coffee. 

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah,” I answered and gave her a curtsy.

As I walked into the bedroom I saw my uniform on the bed, it had been cleaned and looked like new. I saw the black seamed stockings and lace suspend belt lay next to it. There was no panties and no bra. On the dresser table I saw the make-up that was in my case. I set about getting ready for work.

I looked at myself in the mirror, the cap fitted nicely on my head, my hair neatly tied below it. My face covered in heavy make-up making me look so glamours. The airline covered scarf hid my pink collar, the white shirt tucked neatly under my blue jacket. I noticed the name badge had been changed, it no longer said cabin manager, just cabin staff. The long pencil skirt seemed tighter round my legs than it did before, it had definitely been altered to make it tighter round the hem. My seamed stockings could be seen from the low hem to my ankle. I rubbed my hands that were covered in the white gloves over my hips and down the side of my legs, my body looked so nice in the uniform. I slipped my feet into the new shoes that were left for me, the high 5-inch stilettos felt strange to wear in my uniform. I went back out to Sarah and gave her a curtsy. She looked me up and down and smiled. I saw she had slipped into a little yellow summer dress and flip flops.

“Stand over there and face the wall I’ll be back later,” she said.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied and obeyed her.

I heard her soft footsteps as she left the room. I stood still facing a wall and waited for her to return. She had left the balcony door opened, the cool air from the air conditioning couldn’t keep up with the heat coming into the room. I felt the droplets of sweat under my uniform as they ran down my body. I wondered why Sarah had made me get ready so early for the evening flight.

When Sarah came back to the room sometime later she never spoke to me, she just allowed me to stand and wait for her as she got ready for work. When I was allowed to see her, she too was now dressed in her uniform, of course without the scarf, hat and gloves. Her skirt was short, she wore the low-heeled comfortable shoes.

“Bags girl, let’s go.” I followed her out of the room, pulling the two cases behind me, they seemed a lot heavier than when we arrived.

The flight home was as I expected, I worked economy class on my own, lucky it was not as busy as the flight here. Still I had worked nonstop and not sat down for the entire trip, while Sarah sat with her shoes off. Whenever I saw her she looked relaxed as she read another book for most of the journey, only occasionally getting up to visit the cockpit and check on her other staff.

My tired and aching body sat in Sarah’s car. I held my legs together, facing down to my feet with my hands on my lap as Sarah liked me to be in her car.

“That was your last flight,” Sarah said to me as she pulled out of the car park.

“Sorry Mistress Sarah,” I said not understanding what she had meant.

“I fired you,” she said with a giggle.

“Why Mistress Sarah?” I asked politely and with sadness.

“Couple of reasons, firstly we can’t have sluts like you working for us, it sets a bad example for the airline. Also unfortunately word got out about how you like to dress on stopovers, management were not too happy,” she said again with a little giggle.

I felt sad and helpless, I had only dressed that way because Sarah had wanted me to.

“I also have something else in mind for you, but we’re talk about that later,” she said.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I said in an incredibly sad voice.

Sarah never spoke to me for the rest of the journey, she again turned up the volume of the car stereo and sung happily along with the songs it played.

When we got back to Sarah’s flat she had me strip off. My beautiful uniform was then put into a black plastic bin bag to be returned to the airline for destruction. I was left only in the collar, stockings and suspender belt, again with my hands, knees and ankles tied together I was sitting on the floor of the dark wardrobe. I felt so sad at knowing I could not wear my uniform again, I so loved everything about it. I evens loved it when Sarah had made me wear the pencil skirt and hat. I so wished she never fired me, but I knew she was of course right. I was known as the slut at work now and there was no way for me to continue working there. I knew Sarah had woken about an hour ago as I heard her soft footsteps round the room and later the muffled sound as she spoke on the telephone. I so wanted to get out of here and just be with her again.

About an hour later the cupboard door opened and Sarah looked down at me with a smile, she pointed to her feet and took a few steps back. My movement was restricted because of the binds, so I slowly put myself flat onto the floor and crawled out to her feet and kissed her toes covered in white nylon.

“Did you sleep well,” she said in a happy voice.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah,” I answered.

I saw as Sarah went to the side of the room, she was wearing tight jeans over her pantyhose and a sweatshirt. She came back holding some string while I still lay flat on the floor with my face at her shoeless stockinged feet.

“Bend your legs up” she said.

I obeyed her and she squatted down, I felt her as she tied my ankles to my hands, leaving me in a tight hog-tie position as my knees were still tightly bonded to each other. I looked at her feet in front of me.

“I’m popping out for a while,” she said.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I answered knowing she was going to leave me here to suffer for her while she went about her life.

I watched as best as I could from my position on the floor, my belly and tits pressing into the ground. She walked over to a chair and sat down before she slipped her feet into a white pair of trainers.

“You be good, when I get back I’ll give you something to eat and we can have a chat about your future,” she said.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah,” I replied submissively.

Sarah then left, I heard the front door shut and I was alone, in a hog tie on her bedroom floor. Again I felt so vulnerable and low, I wished she had never left me tied like this, but of course I knew the choice was hers. I struggled against the binds to see if I was really stuck like this, I was. It wasn’t long before my body ached, I thought about rolling onto myside but worried that would be worse than the position I was in now and I doubted I could get back onto my belly. So I just laid there with my body painfully bent the way Sarah had decided to leave me. I spent what must have been the next two hours like that, at times I cried, at other times I smiled at being here like this for Sarah. I knew my confused feelings would never end. I thought about being at home now, sitting relaxed with a glass of wine, the thought was nice, but then I didn’t want to move from here for Sarah.

Sarah had moved a chair in front of me, she still wore her trainers as she sat down. My body ached so much and longed to be able to move freely. I wanted to look up at Sarah but couldn’t as the hog tie held me in place, so I looked only at her trainers. She moved a foot closer to my face and then crossed her legs so one of her feet dangled above my head.

“I know you are sad about the job,” she sounded sympathetic in her words.

“I will miss it Mistress Sarah,” I replied sadly.

“You do understand why I had to fire you?” She asked as she looked down at me.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

“Will you miss wearing the uniform,” she spoke softly.

“Yes Mistress Sarah I really will, I loved being in it,” I replied with tears again building in my eyes.

“You did look good in it, really attractive, but that was another you, not the slut you turned out to be in the end,” Sarah said with a sound of disgust coming into her voice at the end of the sentence.

“I am sorry Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

“For what, being a slut?” She shot the reply back at me.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied knowing I had only dressed like that because she had told me to and I wanted to please her.

I heard a little giggle.

“I think you love being in uniform don’t you, any uniform I suppose,” Sarah said.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I answered honestly.

“Does it make you feel like you belong or something when you wear one?”

“I am not sure Mistress Sarah, I just like the looks and the feel, and the way people looked at me when I was in uniform,” I answered still looking at Sarahs shoe.

It felt strange talking to Sarah like this. We were into a conversation while I was tied up like an animal at her feet.

“Is it closer to the truth if I said you had a uniform fetish?” she asked with a hint of arrogance in her voice.

I felt my face go red and I knew she was speaking the truth.

“Yes Mistress Sarah you are right,” I answered softly.

“I am always right my girl,” she said with a little giggle.

“Well I want my little slave girl to be happy, so don’t worry I will put you in a uniform for me,” she sounded happy.

I had to admit that it did make me happy, and I wondered what uniform I would have to wear for her.

“Thank you Mistress Sarah,” I responded sounding happier.

Sarah lent forward and tugged at the string, in a few seconds my body was free, it was painful as my legs suddenly found they could move.

“Come Girl,” Sarah said as she got up and walked out of the room.

It took me a few moments to be able to move, the pins and needle feeling of being so still for so long in the uncomfortable position wouldn’t allow me to get up. Eventually I was able to stand and get onto my toes, I found Sarah in the kitchen, she didn’t look at me as I painfully made my stiff body curtsy her.  Sarah was taking things from the fridge and throwing them into a liquidiser. The door knocker sounded as she was doing that.

“Be a darling and get that for me,” she said not looking at me.

I wondered if she had forgotten how I was dressed, but I was passed that now and knew I would obey her. I curtseyed and went to the door. I had to smile as the elderly pizza delivery driver almost dropped the pizza box in his hands as he saw me at the door. I gave him a lovey airline smile as I took the pizza.

“Thank you Sir.” I said as I closed the door, the last thing I saw was him standing there with his mouth wide open looking at me in complete amazement and shock.

I want back into the kitchen holding the pizza and curtseyed Sarah as she looked round at me.

“Dinner yum yum,” she said with a smile.

“I think the pizza guy may have had a heart attack Mistress Sarah,” I said with a smile.

Sarah burst out laughing and I did to. It felt so nice and normal laughing with her for those few seconds, not giving a thought to how I looked standing on my toes dressed the way I was in stockings and a pink collar only.

“Put it on the table girl,” Sarah said as she poured the content of whatever she was making into a large bowl.

I put the beautiful smelling pizza on the table, Sarah came over holding the bowl, as she sat at the table, she bent forward on her chair and put the bowl on the floor by her feet.

“Eat up girl.” she said nodding her head to the bowl on the floor, at the same moment she opened her pizza box.

I knelt down at her feet and put my face to the green mush in the bowl.

“Make sure you lick up every last drop girl, it’s all good for you and I need a healthy slave girl,” she said with her mouth half full of pizza and a little giggle.

The leftovers from Sarah’s fridge smelt and tasted awful, I was sure it had sat in the fridge while we were away on the stopover. A few times I gagged at the taste, but I forced every bit of it into me. Sarah gave a little giggle when she looked down and saw me licking the bowl clean for her.

That night Sarah had allowed me to please her and then left me lying next to her on her bed as she cuddled me so tightly. I so loved the feeling of being so close to her and wouldn’t change a thing for the world.


Chapter 10

Farewell to my old life

I was kneeling at Sarah’s feet as she drunk her morning coffee at the kitchen table. I was still in the same seamed stockings that I had flown back in. Sarah had made me straighten the seams this morning in front of the mirror, it was the first time I had seen the raised purple welts that she had given me across my backside, the sight of them making me tingle between my legs, I was proud to wear them for her.

“We will go through your stuff today,” she said glancing down at me.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I had no idea what she meant.

“We got to also sort out your rent,” she said.

“Sorry,” I said not understanding what she meant once again.

“You’re not staying here for free,” she replied to my comment.

“No. I mean yes Mistress Sarah,” my heart jumping with joy that she wanted me to stay with her.

“It’s also time we sort out your chores here girl,” she said as she took a sip of her coffee.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I said looking up at her as she sat in her white see through robe above me.

Sarah sent me to get my case and handbag from the bedroom, when I returned to the kitchen carrying them she was still at the breakfast table and ordered another cup of coffee which I made for her. As she sat and drunk it I was told to tip out the contents of my bags onto the floor which I obeyed.  She asked for all my documents, so I gave her my passport, driving licence and purse containing my bank cards and a few other documents. She also wanted my keys, so I gave her my door and car keys. She placed these on the table. Anything which belong to the airline was put into the black sack which Sarah would return to the airport. She then made me pick up all my other things one by one and apart from one extra-long white shirt which I used to lounge around in at home, the black high heeled shoes and my makeup, Sarah had made me put everything else into another black sack. She then sent me away to wash and apply my make up. When I got back to the kitchen I was told to put on the long shirt and heels. I saw that my purse and documents were gone. Only my keys remained on the table.

The shirt covered my stocking tops, but did show most of my legs, I had done all but the top two buttons up. It was a baggy shirt and hid my body below the white cotton. I had put my shoes on and now stood before Sarah who was still in her white robe.

“Your shirt needs an iron,” Sarah said.

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah should I iron it now?” I asked.

I knew the shirt was creased badly from being in the case for many days now.

“No” it will have to do now, but don’t ever report to me scruffy again girl,” she said

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

“Go stand and face the fridge, hands on head and legs together,” She said and waved her hand in a dismissive way.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,”

I stood with my back to the kitchen facing the white fridge, again I felt like a punished schoolgirl standing there with my hands on my head in stillness. After a while I heard Sarah’s gentle footsteps as she left the kitchen.

I stood in the uncomfortable position for about an hour before I heard the heels clicking on the wooden floor as Sarah return.

“Come on girl, get the sacks,” Sarah said sharply.

I turned round and saw that Sarah had now dressed, she wore a loose-fitting red jumper, jeans and black low heeled ankle boots. Unlike me wearing heavy makeup Sarah wore none, showing her full natural beauty. She was already heading to the front door with my keys which she was putting into her shoulder bag. I picked up the heavy black sacks containing all my things and followed Sarah out. We walked out to the front of the apartment block and Sarah pointed to a large grey door.

“Throw your stuff in the bin, then bring the bag with the uniform to the car girl,” Sarah said as she walked towards her car.

I opened the door she had pointed to and saw two large bins that the rubbish system from the above flats emptied into, the place stunk. For a second I hesitated before throwing all my gorgeous clothing into the bin. I knew I had to obey Sarah. My heels clicked as I rushed towards the car with the uniform bag. I looked around the area as I did, this was not a nice place, I saw the graffiti on the walls and the rubbish on the floor. I was glad that I never parked my car here. Being a Sunday morning at least no one was about. After putting the black sack with my uniform in the boot I sat down in the car the way Sarah had trained me to and she drove off.

For the first few minutes Sarah didn’t speak to me.

“Do you love me?” She then asked without warning.

I thought about it for a second and knew I did, that was why I was letting this beautiful woman do whatever she liked with me.

“Yes Mistress Sarah, I really do,” I replied looking down at my feet.

“Good that will make it easier for you to dedicate your life to me,” Sarah replied.

“You know I have feelings for you to, but really only see you as nothing more than my slave. One I am fond of though,” She added with a little giggle.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied feeling a little sad that she never said that she loved me also.

I knew I was a very beautiful woman and had a good body, I hoped Sarah had said what she just did to keep me in my lower mindset for her. Sarah then did as she always does when driving, turned up the radio and sang along to the songs. As I sat on my welted painful backside it struck me as funny how Sarah seemed to know the words to every song that came on the radio, but at only twenty-three she was still in her youth, I gave a little smile as I sat there with my head bent forwards.

About half an hour later Sarah stopped the car, I never knew where we was as I still looked down at my own feet.

“Now what’s your address?” Sarah asked.

I told her and heard her enter it into her car satnav system. She then reached for her bag and gave me my airline ID card from it.

“There is someone in personnel today, take your stuff out of the boot and hand it in. And be honest if anyone questions you about why you were sacked. Understand?,” Sarah said.

“Yes Mistress Sarah.” I said as I looked up and saw we were at the airline offices close to the airport. I felt sad as it now really hit me that I had been fired.

“Hurry up I haven’t got all day,” Sarah said impatiently.

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah,” I replied and got out of the car.

I took the black sack from the boot and as I walked towards the office Sarah called out of the car window.

“Meet me at your place.”

Before I could answer she had driven off.  I had no bag and no money; Sarah had left me here holding only the things I had to hand in, I wanted to cry. A few people walked by giving me a funny look. I knew I must have looked strange in the creased shirt showing my seamed stocking legs in the high heeled shoes. I remembered my pink collar and did the top buttons of the shirt up trying to hide it, but the top of the shirt wasn’t high enough to hide it.

I walked into the building and tried to swipe my card, but a red error sign appeared. A security officer came over to me.

“Can I help you Miss,” the young man said.

I saw the look he gave me, no doubt wondering what this pretty but awfully dressed woman was doing here.

“Sorry my card won’t let me in,” I replied in a nice voice and gave him a smile.

He took my card and I followed him to the desk. I watched as he typed my details into his computer.

“Sorry Miss, your card has been deactivated, the systems says you have been sacked from the company.”

I felt my face going red, the make-up thankfully hiding it.

“Yes I am returning my uniform,” I said to him trying to keep my voice calm.

“Let me call personnel,” he said.

I watched as he pressed a button on the phone and heard the ringing tone on the speaker.

“Personnel Linda speaking,” The young voice replied.

I knew Linda, I had sat on interview panels with her during some selection processes for the airline. At least she would be someone friendly to speak to, we had always got on well.

“I have somewhere called Bella; she is ex cabin crew returning her uniform.” The officer said.

“Oh that one, I’ll be down shortly, please don’t let her out of your sight,” Linda said to him and hung up.

“Just stand there please Miss,” The security officer said.

I felt so bad when I heard the way Linda had spoken to the man about me, I thought she would get me to at least come up to her office for a coffee and a friendly chat. I stood helplessly at the desk, every now and then the officer looking up to make sure I hadn’t moved.

I heard footsteps coming from the direction of the lift and turned to see Linda walking towards me, being Sunday she was just in jeans and a sweatshirt. I smiled as she approached me

“Hi Linda,” I said happy to see her.

“Don’t call me Linda, its Mrs White to you,” she said really rudely to me as she looked me up and down.

“ID card,” she said holding out her hand.

I handed my card to her, I felt so low the way she had spoken to me, it was like I was just dirt to her.

“Is that your uniform,” she said and pointed the toe of her boot to the black sack.

“Yes Mrs White,” I replied in a shaking voice.

“Guard would you mind taking that to the incinerator, but can you escort this thing out of the building first,” Linda spoke in a friendly way to the security officer.

“Yes of course Ma’am,” he said.

“Thank you and if it comes back here please call the police straight away,” she said as she turned and walked back towards the lift.

I felt my jaw drop at what she had said, I knew this lady, we were friendly together. I felt the tears swelling in my eyes. She had referred to me as an it. I was in such shock I hardly took notice when the security officer took hold of my arm and led me out of the building. I felt completely sick and humiliated, the guard didn’t let go of my arm until we were on the pavement outside the building.

“You heard the lady, don’t come back here,” the guard said to me before he walked back inside.

I felt like I had lost something dear to me as I stood outside and looked back at the building, I was once highly thought after here, and now I had been treated like dirt. I started walking as the tears run down my face. At least I had Sarah to look forward to seeing soon. But first I knew I had a long walk and lots of funny looks and bad comments to go through in the next two hours as I walked back to my home. I so wished Sarah had waited the couple of minutes for me, but she must have been in a rush to go somewhere before going to my place I thought.

I finally turned into my road, my back, legs and feet killing me. The walk had taken over two hours and in that time I had been call just about every nasty name I could think of. Car blasting their horns as they drove passed, abuse coming from so many male drivers. A police car had evens stopped and the young female driver suggested I should now get off the street and only come out at night as she looked at me in disgust. Her male colleague also adding that if he saw me working this part of the city again that he would arrest me. I didn’t try to explain, I just apologised and walked on as quickly as the heels would allow me to. Again I felt low and disgraced yet knowing this was something that Sarah put me through still made me happy and excited.  I saw Sarah’s car on my drive, my car was gone. I wondered if Sarah had taken it for a drive as it was a much better car than hers.

I knocked on the door to my own home; it was hard to believe that I didn’t have my keys anymore. I stood and waited unable to get in. People walked passed on the pavement, it seemed everyone had to give me a long stare as they did. I just stood there and hoped Sarah would turn up soon in my car and at least get me off of the street.

About an hour later the door opened and Sarah looked me up and down as I curtseyed her, she had been in my home all the time and just didn’t open the door for me. Why did I find that exciting again I wondered in confusion.

“Go buy some milk girl,” she said as she handed me two pounds. 

I opened my mouth to speak but Sarah just shut the door on my face. I turned and started walking to my local shop it was only five minutes away. I wondered what Sarah was doing in my home and where my car was. I hurried to the shop, the owner saw me walking in and I saw him staring at my legs. I had used this shop so many times over the last year and knew the owner as a friendly Pakistani man. I walked up to the counter holding the milk and saw him look at me in complete shock as I held out the money to pay for the milk in my hand.

“You are the air stewardess,” he said.

“Yes it’s me,” I said and gave him a smile.

“Are you ok,” he said looking at the tight pink collar round my neck now.

“Oh yes, I’ve just come home from a fancy-dress party,” I replied.

My face burning with humiliation under the heavy make-up.

“Oh,” he gave a little smile, it was clear to see he didn’t believe me.

He took the money from my hand again looking me up and down, he too had that look of disapproval on his face.

“You know this is a nice area,” he said.

I didn’t wait for the change and my high heels clicked out of the shop with him watching me. I returned to the house and knocked on the door. Sarah again didn’t rush to open it.

I followed Sarah into my apartment. I had a two-bedroom ground floor apartment in a nice house that had been converted in to three luxury apartments, I had rented this for a year now. I looked round as I walked behind Sarah and saw my stuff all over the floor, I wondered if I had been burgled while I was away. I desperately wanted to say something to Sarah but did not want to upset her.

“Make me a coffee slut,” She said and walked into my bedroom.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied

I walked into the kitchen at least everything in here was as I had left it.  I made Sarah a mug of coffee throwing the old stale milk down the sink. I went back to the bedroom, but the door was closed, I knocked and waited. The thought of not having the freedom to go about my own flat freely again sent a tingling between my legs.

“Come,” I heard her call out and I walked in giving Sarah a curtsy.

I was horrified to see all my clothes scattered on the floor, all expensive designer things. There was a couple of black bin sacks full of my beautiful dresses, all just thrown in and squashed up. Sarah held out her hand for the coffee as she sat on my leather bedroom chair. I handed it to her and stood by her side.

“Take the shirt off and put your hands on your head,” she ordered and I obeyed her.

“I’ve gone through your stuff and to be honest there’s nothing I want to see you in anymore, it’s all got to go.” She said as I stood there just in collar, stockings and heels with my hands on my head.

I stood in silence not believing what Sarah had just said, all my beautiful clothes, everything that fitted my body perfectly and Sarah wanted me to throw them out. She looked up at me, I could see she was waiting for my response to her comment, I had come to far now and said the only thing I could say to her.

“Yes Mistress Sarah.”

“You have far too much, you only need a few slut looking things now, you understand that don’t you?” she said with a smile.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied feeling sad.

“Besides I don’t have the space for all this shit at my place,” she added.

“No Mistress Sarah,” I replied again feeling a little sad.

I knew she fully intended me to move into her small apartment, something I so wanted to do.

“I have a charity shop coming round later to clear this place out,” She said next.

I felt so shocked that this was really happening, and Sarah had already organised for my things to be taken away.

“Thank you Mistress Sarah,” was once again all I could say.

I felt my pussy getting so wet as my life was being destroyed by the beautiful twenty three year old woman sitting comfortably in my chair sipping her coffee.

“Is this place yours?” She asked next.

“No Mistress Sarah I rent it,” I replied wondering why she wanted to know that.

“How much?” she said while looking round the room.

“£2000 a month,” I replied.

“Well you can give the flat up tomorrow and now pay me that rent money to cover the cost of keeping you,” she said coldly.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied feeling a little shocked.

I knew I had the money to cover that cost for a while, but now I had no job I wondered how long I could pay her that for. I think she read my thoughts.

“We will of course have to find you another job, my slave will pay her way,” she said and gave a little smile.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah,” I replied again sadly knowing I had to now lose my home.

“May I ask you something please Mistress Sarah?” I then said intending to ask her about where my car was.

“No just be quite and let me relax a bit girl, it’s been a hard morning going through all your shit,” she replied.

I didn’t know then that I would never find out what happened to my beautiful BMW. I felt so helpless yet again and stood by her side, in stillness with my hands on my head. I so would have loved a coffee, the smell of that and her beautiful perfume filling the air round me. I thought about everything that Sarah had now decided to take away from me as I stood there in stillness. I knew it was worth it, I knew I loved this woman so much and would do anything to live with her.

When Sarah had finished her coffee she got up and walked out of the room leaving me there. I heard as she went into my living room and then the sound of the TV as she switched it on. I stood there for about an hour when the doorbell sounded.

“Get dressed girl, hurry up,” Sarah called out as she answered the door.

Not sure what to wear I put the shirt back on, as I listened to Sarah and the other voice in the hall of my apartment.

“Thanks for coming at such short notice,” Sarah said.

“That’s fine honestly. You don’t know how much your things will mean to us,” the male voice said.

“It’s just nice knowing that I can help others,” Sarah replied.

“What would you like us to take,” the man said.

“To be honest everything, we are having a total clear out, need this place empty, my girlfriend can help you with the loading. Bella come here,” I heard Sarah call out.

I walked out and saw the large man look me up and down in disbelief, I gave him a lovely smile.

“Would you like a coffee?” Sarah said to the man.

“I would love one,” he replied.

“Bella two coffees,” Sarah said to me.

Again my face burned red under the make-up, it was like I was just the maid or something, but again that tingle came to me.

“Coming up,” I said with a beautiful smile, one that only cabin crew could give.

As I made the coffees I heard the two of them talking about my things. Sarah was referring about everything actually being hers.

When I found them to serve their coffees they were both sitting in the front room talking about the football competition that was going on at the moment.

“Thank you,” the man said as I handed him the coffee.

“Your welcome Sir,” I replied again with that happy smile.

Sarah just took the coffee from me and did not say anything.

“Can I get her to start loading your van.” Sarah said to the man.

“Yes it is unlocked, let me help,” he said.

“No you relax and have your coffee first, you deserve that for the wonderful work you do for charity,” Sarah said to him with a smile.

“Arrrr thank you,” he said.

“Bella why don’t you get all the things in the bedroom into black sacks and put them on the van,” Sarah said to me.

“Yes of course,” I replied and walked out of the room on my aching feet.

I did cry as I loaded all my lovely clothes and shoes into black sacks and then carried the heavy bags out to the big van parked across my drive outside. A few hours later I stood in my empty apartment, Sarah having a last walk round to make sure everything had gone. Now all I owned was what I was wearing and my make-up which Sarah had spared from being taken away. Soon I was sitting looking at my feet again as Sarah drove her car singing happily away to the songs on the radio.

I heard the low flying aircraft taking off and knew we were close to the airport. How I wished I was on-board one of them now, dressed in my lovely uniform as the male and some of the female passengers looked at me in wonder of my beauty. All as I flew on my way to some beautiful place for a relaxing and fun stopover.  My daydream was ended as Sarah spoke.

“We are going to visit somewhere now, I want you on your best behaviour and make sure you curtsy everyone and address me correctly, understand girl?” Sarah said taking a break from her singing.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied a little nervous not knowing who we were going to see.

“Open my door and make sure you curtsy me when I get out of the car,” Sarah said as we pulled up.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

As I curtseyed Sarah I saw an elderly woman coming out of the building towards us. The sign above the door saying ‘welcome to airport dog kennels’. The lady in a baggy jumper, green combat trousers and wellington boots walked up to us, remembering what Sarah had said I gave her a curtsy. She paid no attention to me as she held out her hand to Sarah.

“Hi you must be Sarah, I’m Wendy we spoke on the phone,” the well-spoken woman said.

“Hi Wendy,” Sarah replied.

“Let’s start by seeing the facilities,” Wendy said.

“That would be wonderful,” Sarah replied.

The two walked off and I just stood there not sure what to do.

“Come on you,” Wendy said looking back at me, they both laughed as I hurried behind them.

Instead of going back to the door that Wendy had come from we walked to another metal door which she unlocked the padlock from. I followed them across a yard to another locked door, they were chatting and laughing in a low voice, I couldn’t really hear the conversation. Once the next metal door was unlocked we walked across yet another yard this time coming to a wooden door which Wendy again unlocked. Now I was standing directly behind them.

“Yes sometimes it will be short notice and the stopovers may be long,” I heard Sarah saying.

“That’s not a problem we have many airport staff drop their pets off here, it’s so convenient being next to the airport.” Wendy replied.

Wendy walked into a long corridor once inside the wooden door, I saw a long line of metal doors on each side of the corridor.

“This is where we keep them, it’s totally secure, we exercise them once a day for at least an hour and give them two healthy meals,” Wendy said.

“This is just what I needed, and you can keep her now for a few days as I got some sorting out to do,” Sarah said.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing as I worked out this was a kennel for people, well slaves.

“Yes no problem you just pick it up when you are ready,” Wendy said.

She then looked at me as she unlocked one of the metal doors.

“Strip everything off you,” Wendy said to me now in a harsh voice.

“We keep them naked to ensure cleanliness,” she said looking back at Sarah and now speaking nicely again.

I started to take everything off me as Wendy opened the door, there was just darkness inside.

“Now you have no problem with us punishing your pet do you?” Wendy then said to Sarah.

“Not at all, but I hope you find her obedient,” Sarah said back with a giggle.

“They all give us a reason,” Wendy said as she took some handcuffs off the wall.

She spun me round and force my hands behind my back before locking them in place.

“It will do her good, I do like the idea of her learning her place,” Sarah said smiling.

“It will learn that alright here,” Wendy said laughing as she forced me forward into the darkness,

I was met by a wall directly in front of me and the door banged shut behind me, the walls on my left and right pressing into my sides, I heard the lock being secured behind me and then the muffled sounds as the two ladies walked away still talking.  I was left standing in the blackness, unable to move in the confined space. First panic hit me, and I screamed out, no one came to help me, then the wetness as I thought about my confinement here for my Mistress.


Chapter 11

Kennels

The excitement of being left in this confinement for Sarah wore off after many hours of being forced to stand still in the complete darkness. There was no sound, no nothing just the still warm air to breathe. I couldn’t believe that places like this existed, a place where people were stored for their owners. I kept thinking about Sarah and how long she would leave me in this place, she had said to Wendy she needed to sort things out and didn’t mention going away with work. I so wanted to leave here, I wanted to move and above all I wanted to be with Sarah, I had given everything up now to be with her.

The sound of the small door lock sounded as someone unlocked it, the space filled with light, I couldn’t see because the sudden brightness blinded me, I felt a hand on my arm pulling me out.

“Out stand there,” I heard the female voice say and I was forced to the side of the corridor by the wall.

As my eyes started to adjust I saw I was facing the wall, my hands still cuffed behind my back, I heard another door opening and again the sound of the female.

“Stand there don’t move,” from the corner of my eye I saw another naked person being made to stand next to me.

I could see it was another woman and her hands were cuffed behind her like mine.

“Face the floor both of you,” the female voice said harshly and I obeyed her.

“Come,” The voice then said.

Looking down and walking on my toes I followed the pink trainers and jeans out into the bright yard filled with sunshine. The lady leading us went to the side and left us standing facing the grass of the yard in front of our feet.

She returned holding two tennis balls.

“Now you know the game, you pick them up with your mouths and place them in front of each of my feet,” she said with a giggle.

She thew the balls.

“FETCH!” she shouted still giggling.

I saw the girl next to me sprint away and then felt the riding crop the woman was holding smash down across the side of my leg, I lifted my leg and screamed out in pain.

“FETCH!” the voice screamed out at me again.

Without hesitation this time I ran off, in shock and pain from the welt now forming on my leg I quickly got up and ran to the wall on the other side of the yard where the tennis ball had fallen. The other girl was on her knees picking the ball up with her mouth. I fell to the ground with my hands tied behind my back. I took the ball in my mouth and started running back to the woman I still had not looked at. As I ran I saw the other girl running back down the yard chasing her tennis ball again. I fell to the floor and put the ball in front of the ladies feet, she immediately kicked it down the yard.

“Fetch,” she said laughing.

I got up and started to run fighting for breath as I did.

We went up and down the yard ten times before we were both on our knees fighting for breath facing the balls in front of the pink trainers.

“Let’s play a game,” the voice said happily.

“You must run up to the wall at the end, touch it with your nose and then run back here and kiss my feet, do that five times, the loser gets whipped.” She said again giggling.

“GO!” she shouted out, the other girl got up immediately and started to run, without thought I did the same.

I didn’t want to get whipped and tried to catch her, she got to the wall before me, I saw her as she turned, the women looked about my age, she was very beautiful, and her body looked amazing. I touched the wall with my nose and ran back. I was just behind the other girl and could hear her like me fighting for breath as we ran. I fell to my knees and kiss the pink trainers as did the girl next to me and we were up and running again. As the laps of the yard continued our speed slowed down, our bodies covered in sweat as we fought to breathe, all the while we heard the lady giggling and shouting for us to go faster and faster. It was the last length; we were next to each other as I leaped forward onto my chest and kissed the pink trainers just before the other woman did. We lay on our bellies struggling to breathe looking at the pink shoes in front of our faces. I heard the lady above us giggling as we panted trying to take in as much air as our lungs would allow. I felt so confused, it seemed like seconds between being trapped in the dark space to being out here running and suffering.

“Up,” I saw the lady lightly kick the head of the woman lying next to me, like me she was flat on her belly.

“Please no miss please,” I heard her saying in tears, the trainer kick her head harder.

“SILENCE, HOW DARE YOU SPEAK, NOW GET UP BITCH!” the voice screamed out at her.

I saw her struggling to her feet, still fighting for breath, I heard her crying.

“On your knees face to the floor,” I then heard the woman above me say as she tapped my head with the toe of her trainer.

I obeyed her as I still struggled to breathe. I saw the naked woman and the trainers walk away from me.

“Bend touch your toes, you move from that position, and we start again,” the woman’s voice in the trainers said.

I just stared at the ground in front of my face from my kneeling position. I heard the crop cutting through the air and the screams from the woman being hit, I knew how close I had come to that being me. The woman was hit again and again, the lady hitting her screaming at her not to move.

I heard the crying as the pink trainers appeared at my head again.

“Up,” the tap on the side of my head forced me to stand up as quickly as my tired and stiff body could. I saw the woman that had been hit bent over a trough with her head inside, the deep purple evil fresh welts across her backside.

“Go drink bitch,” the woman standing next to me said.

I ran over to the trough that was filled with water, lowing my head I took mouthfuls from it.

“EAT!” The woman in the pink trainers then called out.

I saw the woman next to me run to a bucket on the floor as she knelt and put her face to it.  I followed and did the same to the bucket next to her. The bucket was filled with some kind of white slimy slop. I saw the woman kneeling next to me gulping the food into her like an animal, our hands were still tied behind us. I put my mouth to the horrible smelling stuff and took a mouthful, I gagged as I swallowed the vile food. We were allowed about a minute to eat, I took about two mouthfuls, I couldn’t eat any more of whatever this was, it was not something I would feed to a dog.

“Stand up, to attention, face me” the voice called out and I stood up.

For the first time I caught a glimpse of the person who had put us through this hell, she couldn’t have been more than sixteen years old, a loose fitting jumper, baggy jeans and the pink trainers was all she had on. I felt so humiliated to be standing naked in front of someone of no more than school age. The plump girl had a big smile on her face as she looked at our sweaty naked bodies, she looked us up and down.

“Come.” she then said and walked back towards the wooden door, and we followed her. We were led into a different hallway.

This corridor looked like the other with the cell doors running along each side, she first disappeared into a cell with the other woman leaving me standing in the corridor.  She came out closing the door of the cell behind her before walking into the next cell door.

“Come on bitch, hurry up I got better things to be doing,” she said to me.

I walked in behind her, this room was bigger, it looked like a normal cell, but the only thing it had in it was a ring attached to the centre of the floor, the ring had a short piece of chain attached to it. The loose end of the chain was attached to a big heavy looking leather collar.

“Down,” the young girl said as she tapped the floor ring with her toe.

I knelt next to the chain, putting my head to the floor and felt as the girl attached the heavy leather collar over my other pink one, she pad locked it in place. She then walked out turning off the lights and locking the door behind her. I couldn’t lift my head as the chain was not long enough, so I lay on the floor with my mind spinning at what had happened. 

I couldn’t believe this was clearly a kennel for slaves to stay at, but I had been treated worse than an animal would have been. I couldn’t believe a young girl had put me through the exercise and laughed as I suffered, she had whipped the other lady who was now lying on the floor in the next cell to me. I wondered who her owner was that had left her here.  My thoughts came back to Sarah, this is what she wanted for me, I thought about what she might be doing now, I felt the wetness between my legs as I thought about her. Eventually I fell asleep on the hard concrete floor.

The next days were spent the same, locked in the standing small cell, forced to exercise, getting whipped, eating the slop and then left back in here attached to the floor ring to sleep. I so wanted to leave this place; it was worse than any prison anywhere. The whole time I was left naked with my hands never being freed from behind my back. I just so wanted to see Sarah again and couldn’t understand why she had left me in this place. I knew it was what she wanted for me, so knew I would have to stay here until she was ready for me to leave.

This morning was different, it was the young girl again who had come to collect me. she still wore the same old pink trainers and jeans only changing her top. Today she untied my hands and led me to a shower room, for the first time in days I washed as she watched me. I knew I was not allowed to speak and on the whole kept my face downwards so not to upset her. I knew she had a short fuse, and she always had the painful riding crop with her. I had many welts over my body which she had given me over the last days to remind me of her temper. After my shower I was allowed to put my stockings, heels and shirt back on, they had just remained on the floor outside of the standing cell since I had been here. I was feeling happy and knew I was being collected today that’s why I was allowed to dress, I wanted to ask the young lady but dare not.

I was led back out into the car park and saw Sarah’s mini parked there, my heart jumped for joy. The young girl led me to the boot of the car which she opened.

“In,” she ordered.

I obeyed her and climbed into the confined space before she closed the boot door onto me. I was left lying in the dark confined space as I waited.  Sometime later I heard muffled voices, the car started and moved away.


Chapter 12

Life changes

Sarah had driven a little away when the car stopped. I looked up at her as she opened the boot door and light flooded in, she smiled down at me. Her fluffy pink jumper glowed in the light and she looked so beautiful.

“Come on out of there,” she said giggling.

I got out and saw we had parked on a quiet road. Sarah in her tight jeans and black leather flat shoes looked so radiant and happy.

“Get in the car,” she said giggling.

I obeyed her and sat in the passenger seat the way she liked me to. I looked down at my feet as she started to drive away.

“How did you like the place?” she said.

“It was hell Mistress Sarah,” I answered honestly.

Sarah giggled.

“Well it is somewhere you will have to stay often, so get used to it,” she said still giggling.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I answered sadly.

“Right we got a little bit of business to do today, I have done all the paperwork for you,” She said now sounding more seriously.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied not really knowing what she meant.

“I’ve shorted out your flat, so we don’t have to worry about that anymore,” she then said.

“Thank you Mistress Sarah,” I replied taking it that she had given it back to the agency I had rented it from.

“Your never guess not in a thousand years, that Nick was from the safety board, he was an undercover agent or something checking out the airline.” Sarah then started speaking about Nick and the airline news.

It was like I was just her friend sitting next to her as she chatted to me. I kept still and kept my eyes fixed to my feet as I replied to her in conversation. Sarah stopped the car and took my driving licence, bank cards and passport out of her shoulder bag.

“Go and hand this paperwork in, get it all sorted out,” she said as she handed me my things.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied having no idea where I was or what I was about to do.

“Meet me back here, I got some shopping to do,” she said.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah,” I answered as I got out of the car.

Sarah drove away leaving me standing on the busy main road with lots of people staring at me in the shirt, seamed stockings, high heel shoes and pink collar.

“Whore,” some woman said under her breath as she walked by me.

I looked up and saw I was outside of a bank; it was the same one as the one I used. I walked inside and queued up, eyes on me from all directions, I did feel embarrassed made to be dressed like this, yet Sarah thought nothing of it.

At last the man behind the glass counter looked up at me.

“Can I help you Miss?” He said.

“Yes can I sort this out please,” I said handing him the forms that Sarah had given me.

He took them and after checking my documents he started typing into his computer. I still had no idea what was going on. He then handed me some paperwork back.

“All done, thank you,” he said as he looked for the next person in line to come to him.

I walked out onto the busy road, I thought about looking at the paperwork but decided not to, I wanted to trust Sarah fully and knew that whatever had just happened was what she wanted.

I stood on the pavement and waited for ages. One rude comment after another being thrown at me as I stood there. Male drivers beeping their horns and the looks of disgust from normal people walking pass me. One van stopped and the large looking man asked how much for a blow job. Now without makeup on my face glowed bright red, when he saw I wasn’t interested he called me a fucking slag before driving away. Again I felt helpless and so degraded, it was only when I thought about Sarah that I started to cope with what was going on, I knew Sarah wanted me displayed here. She left me there for two hours taking abuse before I saw her smiling face as she pulled up and told me to get in. She held out her hand and I gave her the documents and my papers which she put into her bag.

“All went ok?” she said.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah, the man said it was all done,” I replied.

“Brilliant, let’s go get some lunch,” she said as she pulled away.

I couldn’t believe how quick my life could change with Sarah. From waking up in the hell hole kennel, to being humiliated outside of the bank and I now sat in a wonderful restaurant with the beautiful Sarah. She had ordered me a delicious chicken salad; I was only allowed a glass of water with it but that was fine. It was the first time in days that I had had anything to eat other than the muck the kennels gave me.

“God you look so awful,” Sarah said as she took a sip of her red wine.

“Sorry Mistress Sarah,” I spoke softly so no one could hear me.

“We got to remember taking your make-up from now on when you stay at the kennels,” Sarah said, not hiding from anyone listening what she was saying.

A few more glances came our way as she spoke. I was getting use to the looks now, they were so different from when I was in my sexy smart airline uniform, now it was like everyone looked down at me, yet it was the same me.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied feeling embarrassed again.

Sarah called the waiter over and ordered herself a coffee. He glanced at me.

“Oh she’s fine,” Sarah said to him, and he walked off.

“I’ve sorted you out a job, you can work there a few hours this afternoon I’ll drop you off on the way home.” she said without warning and not telling me anything about the job.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah,” I replied sounding a little nervous.

“The wages will help with your upkeep,” she then said.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied. 

Every time Sarah spoke to me I felt more and more control of my life slipping away, yet I didn’t mind as I so wanted to make her happy. I also felt my own vulnerability turning me on, being at the mercy of this lady was one of the best feelings I had had in my entire life.

“I got the deposit back from the flat, so I can get you some stuff to wear with that money,” She said next.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah, that would be nice,” I said feeling relieved knowing I would have some clothing again and not just the shirt that I had on.

“And now that your rent money will start coming in I can treat myself as well,” she said with a giggle.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied knowing that I must have opened some kind of payment to her when I was at the bank.

I felt Sarah’s hand rubbing at my leg under the table and it felt so nice. The waiter came back to the table with her coffee.

“Your stockings feel so sweaty girl, it’s about time you changed them,” She said in front of the waiter who gave me a strange glance.

“Yes sorry,” I replied and as the waiter walked away I added

“Mistress Sarah,” she smiled at me as I did.

I felt the wetness again as Sarah enjoyed her power over me. Again I question why and how I could like this.

I wasn’t two sure where we were as Sarah stopped the car.

“You are to ask for Mrs Patel, don’t forget to curtsy her, and I expect full obedience from you in there,” Sarah said to me as I looked down at my feet.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied sounding a little confused and then remembering about the job Sarah had got for me.

“I’ll see you back at the flat when you finish work, now off you go girl. Enjoy,” Sarah said in a hurried voice.

I got out of the car and Sarah sped away. I looked and saw I was standing outside of a convenience tobacconist type of shop. The street looked very residential, this being the only shop in sight. I walked in and saw an Indian woman behind the counter, she looked about fifty years old, she never wore any kind of make-up and actually she looked quite worn and haggard. She gave me a look of disgust as she looked up at me.

“Can I help you?” she said in a foreign accent.

“I am here to see Mrs Patel,” I replied.

“And have you no respect towards her,” the lady said looking at me.

I curtseyed her immediately.

“Sorry Mrs Patel,” I replied feeling again very low and humiliated at having to curtsy this woman.

She walked round the counter and up towards me. She pushed me backwards as she looked me up and down. She was in a sweatshirt, baggy jeans and trainers.

“Sarah promised you would look like a slut not a messy whore,” she said, and I felt my face glowing red.

“Sorry Sarah said,” I was interrupted rudely by her.

“Do not speak unless I want to hear you,” She said sharply as she slapped my face.

I just wanted to run out of the shop as tears swelled in my eyes at the humiliation.

“Have you worked in a shop before,” she said looking at my face.

“No sorry Mrs Patel,” I replied.

“Come,” she said and led me to behind the counter.

She then spent half an hour showing me where everything was and how to work the till and cash card machines.

“Don’t forget I only have you here to make more customers, if anyone doesn’t like the way you serve them I will punish you, do you understand slut?” She said sharply to me as she ended my short training.

“Yes Mrs Patel,” I replied.

“You greet all my customers when they come in, men as sir woman as madam, is that easy for you to understand,” she said rudely.

Again I felt like a child being lectured to and felt my face going red.

“Yes Mrs Patel,” I replied.

“You stand here and do not leave this spot unless you are getting something for a customer,” She then said as I stood in front of the till.

“Yes Mrs Patel,” I again said feeling so helpless.

The shop was empty, and Mrs Patel sat in the corner. I stood facing the door. I lifted my hand to move a hair from my face.

“No don’t move, you are not permitted, only when you are serving may you move,” came the voice of the sitting lady.

“Sorry Mrs Patel,” I replied and put my hands by my side and waited in stillness.

A man looking about seventy years old walked into the shop.

“Hello Sir,” I said with a smile.

“Hello girl,” he said.

“Your new here,” he added giving my pink collar a funny look.

I felt Mrs Patels eyes on me as she sat just out of sight from the customer.

“Yes Sir it’s my first day,” I replied again with my fake smile.

“What’s with the dog collar?” he said.

“Just a fun fashion item Sir,” I said still smiling at him.

“Give me twenty of the bensons darling,” he said next.

“Yes Sir,” I replied and turned to get the cigarettes for him.

I had to bend down and felt his eyes burning at me as I did.

“Love the stockings girl,” I heard him say as my back was towards him.

“Thank you Sir,” I replied.

I handed him the cigarettes and he handed me the money. I rung it up on the till and gave him the change, he took hold of my hand as I did and stroked it with his thumb, I glanced over and saw Mrs Patel staring at me.

“I would love to have a better look at you young lady why don’t you come round here so I can see you fully,” I felt horrified by what he said and again I glanced at Mrs Patel.

She gave a nod of approval from her head. I felt sick that she had but knew I had to obey her, I walked round to the man in front of the counter so he could see me better.

“Love the look girl,” he said as she touched my legs through the bottom of my shirt.

I wanted to slap his face, but instead gave him that smile.

“Thank you Sir,” I replied.

I felt him rubbing my leg and just stood there feeling completely helpless not wanting him to touch me.

“I’m definitely only shopping here now,” he said smiling as he turned and walked out.

I walked back behind the counter and Mrs Patel smiled.

“That’s why you are here, I don’t care what it takes you will please my customers, understand slut?” She said with a small smile on her face.

“Yes thank you Mrs Patel,” I replied and went back to my spot.

Lucky he was the only one out of all the customers that treated me that way. A few asked about my collar and I gave them the same answer.  For the first few hours Mrs Patel had watched me, only leaving to make herself a cup of hot drink before returning to her seat to watch me again. After a few hours when she was happy I was doing what she wanted she had disappeared into the back.

Now my feet and back were killing me, but not once had Mrs Patel given me any kind of break. When there was no customers in the shop I just stood still, I did notice a CCTV camara looking down at me and wondered if I was being monitored. Many hours went past of me serving people and standing still. Darkness had now fallen outside, and I stood in an empty shop. I had no idea what the time was as Mrs Patel appeared, I gave her a respectful curtsy. She was holding an open small brown envelope, she pushed me out of her way as she opened the till and took out £20 placing it in the envelope and sealing it. She handed it to me.

“For Sarah, tell her I need you for full days not half days,” She said to me.

“Yes Mrs Patel,” I replied.

“Go”, she said pointing to the door.

I gave her a curtsy and she locked the door behind me as I left. I walked down the road a little way and looked back as the lights of the shop went out. I felt so belittled by the work I had just done. I couldn’t believe that for the many hours I was there with no breaks she only gave twenty pounds. It felt like slave labour, like I was some kind of unskilled cheap useless person. Again I wanted to cry, but I remembered how I was dressed, and that I had no idea where I was now in the dark. I felt scared and very vulnerable as I walked quickly, my heels clicking loudly on the pavement towards God knows where I was going. Eventually I saw a woman walking her dog, she looked at me in total disgust when I asked her where I was.

“Maybe you should have thought about that before you opened your legs you fucking whore, we don’t want your type round here now fuck off,” She said loudly and rudely to me.

My face glowed red and I hurried away with tears running down my face now.

It took me two hours to get back to Sarah’s home, most of that time was walking round in circles completely lost. I knocked on Sarah’s door but there was no answer, I knew it was now probably the early hours of the morning and she was likely to be sleeping. I went and slept in the bin cupboard as it was the only safe place I could think of.

As the first of the daylight came into the stinking bin cupboard, I went back up to Sarah’s door and waited for any signs of life from inside. It was cold and I was shivering. Eventually I saw a light come on in Sarah’s flat and I knocked on the door. She opened it wearing only her white robe, I curtseyed and burst into tears.

Sarah took me into the kitchen wanting to know where I had been all night and how the job went. I told her everything, including that Mrs Patel wanted me to work full days, all as Sarah made herself a coffee. As she sat on the table with her coffee mug she held out her hand. I handed her the envelope and she opened it and gave me a smile.

“Easy money,” she said.

I knew it was far from easy to make it for her.

“I may have to give you a key, can’t really have you sleeping with the rats,” she said with a smile.

Again I wanted to cry but just said.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah.”

After Sarah had finished her coffee she allowed me to strip. She then made me stand with my legs spread and hands on my head as she sat and played with my pussy, everything became worth it for this wonderful feeling, she allowed me to climax, and I knelt and kissed her feet and thanked her so much. After which she allowed me to wash, she then took me to a room I had not been in before. It was a very small room with wardrobes cramped into every space, except for a corner which had a small empty clothes rail, below it a blanket and pillow.

“This is your spot, you can hang your clothes there when you get them and sleep down there when I don’t want you,” she pointed to the floor under the empty rail.

“This is kind of my changing room,” she said as she opened a wardrobes which were packed with beautiful hanging garments.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

“Now I don’t want you ever coming out of this room without my permission, the place just isn’t big enough to have you under my feet when I don’t need you Okey,” she said.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

“Good girl, now get some rest,” she said as she walked out closing the door and turning out the light behind her.

I was soon under the blanket soundly and happily asleep.


Chapter 13

Happiness and sadness




The sound of Sarah coming into the room woke me, I quickly got my naked body up and curtsied her, she gave me a really beautiful smile. She was still in the white robe, and I wondered how long I had slept for.

“Let’s go shopping today,” she said smiling.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah,” I said excitedly knowing at last I would have some clothes to wear,.

like all women I loved to shop, to choose the things to try on and buy.

“Go visit the bathroom and put your face on girl,” she said.

I gave her a curtsy and rushed to obey her.

When I came out of the bathroom looking really beautiful with my makeup on I found Sarah was brushing her hair at her dresser. I gave her a curtsy as she turned and looked at me giving an approval smile at my face. She wore a short yellow summer dress and yellow studded wedge sandals, evens without any makeup she looked a million dollars. She looked me up and down, I realised the only thing I had on was the pink collar attached to my neck.

“You’re have to just wear the shirt and heels,” she said.

“Yes sorry Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

Once I was dressed Sarah looked me up and down and gave a long sigh. She handed me her bag to carry, and I followed her to her car.

It was strange being out without my legs covered in pantyhose, the air felt nice as it touched them and my unprotected pussy. I got the normal looks as I walked the high street but noticed there were no comments when I was with Sarah, I felt so protected by her. We first visited a Lingerie shop, I walked behind Sarah holding the still empty basket. I hated the looks I got but knew I was fine with Sarah. Sarah selected some white stockings and suspender belts which she put into the basket I carried, she also selected some black seamed stockings, the basket now had many pairs of stockings in it. I followed her to the bra section we were close to a young girl no doubt a part time worker, Sarah selected a lovely looking bra before looking at me.

“Do you know what, you really don’t need bra or panties do you?” She said out loud enough for the shop assistant to hear, who turned her head towards us.

“No,” I replied.

“No who,” Sarah said in a raised voice.

“Do you need a spanking,” she added and again the young girl staired in disbelief at what she had just heard.

“Sorry no Mistress Sarah,” I said out loud.

My face red with humiliation but hidden under the heavy makeup now. Sarah smiled as the shop assistant pretended to be busy. We went to the till and Sarah paid for the things before giving me the bags to carry. Sarah then had me go to a quiet corner and put on the white stockings and suspender belt, I was lucky that no one saw me.

“I don’t want to see your legs uncovered ever again,” Sarah said when the stockings were on me.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

Having a love of anything nylon on my body meant her words filled me with excitement.

I followed Sarah into a large department store, and she looked at dresses as I walked behind her. I so wanted to pick dresses out to, but Sarah didn’t allow me to. She handed me a mini pink dress and then continued to walk round looking at others. Next a short black dress was in my hands also, then a bright orange one followed by a green one. I followed her to the changing room, and she came in with me. I tried each dress on as she watched. All were really short and tight fitting on me, only the black one covered my stocking tops fully as I moved in it. I was made to put that one back and get the next size down. Again I carried all the bags out of the shop once Sarah had paid. Sarah looked down at my feet when we were outside.

“I like those, they will have to do you for now,” she said as she looked at the high black heeled shoes on my feet.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied feeling sad that I would not get new shoes.

“Right I fancy a coffee,” Sarah said and walked off towards a coffee shop.

I was so happy with that idea and so wanted to sit down for a while, the high heels killing my feet and ankles. The thought of a coffee also filled me with joy, I hadn’t had one since I became Sarah’s slave. My hopes were dashed quickly.

“Stand and wait there for me girl,” Sarah said pointing to the street corner outside the coffee bar as she walked in.

I stood shamefully holding the bags as Sarah went in for a coffee and a rest. Standing on my own in the ceased shirt, pink collar and now white stockings and high heeled shoes the comments begun as people, especially males walked passed me. I waited in total humiliation for Sarah.

About an hour later she came out looking happy and refreshed.

“Come on we got one more shop to visit,” she said and hurried along.

I walked as fast as I could behind her. I followed her into a sex shop in the back streets, a girl dressed in a pink sexy short dress and black pantyhose got up from a seat behind the counter as we walked in, she looked about Sarah’s age. She clearly knew the situation we were in as she looked me up and down with a smile before addressing Sarah.

“Hi Ma’am and welcome, anything special you would like to look at today?” She said politely.

“Hi yes, I want something for my girl to wear while she does the housework, something clinging and sexy,” Sarah said with a smile.

“Are you thinking maid?” The girl said back to her.

“That’s a good idea,” Sarah said smiling at the girl.

Again I felt so humiliated standing there holding all the bags as the girl looked me up and down thinking about what would suit me and again I felt the wetness and tingle of my humiliation.

“PVC,” the girl said to Sarah.

“That sounds nice can she try it on?” Sarah asked,

“Oh yes of course.” the girl said as she hurried off into the back room, soon returning with a short black PVC dress and apron.

“The changing rooms are just over there,” the girl pointed to the back of the shop.

“Could you dress her, my feet are killing me,” Sarah said as she sat on a comfortable chair.

“I would love to,” the girl said smiling.

“Be obedient girl and leave the bags here,” Sarah said as I stood in disbelief at what was about to happen.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied as I put the bags down knowing I had no choice in the matter.

“She is so obedient,” the girl said.

“We are getting there with her,” Sarah replied smiling.

“We have a good supply of whips and other punishment items if you need them,” the girl said.

“I have a look while you get her ready,” Sarah said smiling.

“Come.” the girl said, and I followed her feeling excited but also at an all-time low.

Once in the changing room the girl stood back looking at me.

“Strip down to your stocking,” the girl said politely.

I obeyed her and took off my shirt. The girl had a look of shock on her face.

“Doesn’t your Mistress allow you under clothing,” she asked as she looked at my naked body only in the stockings and suspender belt.

“No Miss,” I said back feeling completely embarrassed.

“Put it on over your head and pull it down, it will be tight, but it won’t tear,” the girl said as she handed me the dress.

“It’s designed to hold you in nice and tightly while you work,” she then said with a smile.

“Yes Miss,” I replied and obeyed her.

“It will mould to your body as you sweat in it, your Mistress will love it,” she then said smiling.

“Yes thank you Miss,” I replied with my face burning under the make-up.

I was already sweating in the little PVC dress which I had just put on, I felt the way it cling to me. I had to admit I loved the tight restrictive way it held me.

“Now the apron just sticks on here,” the young girl said as she pressed the apron in place.

“Oh the cap I nearly forgot silly me,” she said next giggling.

She attached the cap with the elastic round my head.

“She stood back and looked me up and down and smiled.

“Now turn round for me,” she said.

Totally humiliated by this younger girl than me I obeyed her. She pulled at the dress a bit.

“It will give once you start your housework in it,” she said.

“Yes Miss,” I replied.

“Come on lets go show your mistress,” she said proudly and walked out with me following her.

I had to take short steps as the dress with no give clung to my thighs. I saw Sarah with a big smile on her face as I walked up to her and curtsied.

“What do you think Ma’am?” The young girl said with a smile.

“I think you’re a genus,” Sarah said back to her.

“Did you get a chance to look round at the other things?” The girl asked.

“Oh yes there are some nipple and breast torture devices I like, I’ll show you,” Sarah said as she walked off with the salesgirl following her to look at things to hurt me with.

I was left standing there. I glanced at a nearby mirror and couldn’t believe how good and sexy I looked in this uniform. It clung to my body, showing every little curve I had, the stocking tops could just be seen at the bottom of the dress. I felt the wetness as I looked at myself, I smiled. The bad side of the uniform was that I felt the sweat inside the dress as it clung tightly onto my skin. I looked back at the mirror and saw how the dress was pressing my tit’s into my body, it sent a shiver of delight down my spine. Sarah had me undress and paid for the dress and some other items that I didn’t see, soon I was walking behind her in my white shirt carrying loads of bags. I couldn’t wait to get home and hopefully be allowed to try everything on again.

Almost as soon as we got home Sarah made me put the little PVC maid dress on but this time with the black seamed stockings. I went in her lounge where she was sitting on the sofa with her feet up, I gave her a curtsy.

“I completely adore it,” she said with a big smile on her face.

“That’s what you must always have on you in the flat, I don’t ever want to see you dressed in any other way without my permission, you understand girl?” Sarah said still looking amazed at how I looked for her.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I said now with a big smile on my face.

I so loved being dressed up for Sarah, I felt special again.

“Now there’s a film I want to watch, go fetch me a glass of wine girl,” she waved her hand dismissing me.

I gave her a curtsy and hurried off to get her the wine she wanted. When I got back the TV was on, she took the wine and again smiled up at me.

“Girl there is a ton of ironing to do in my bedroom, go do that while I chill out for a while.” She said again waving her hand dismissing me.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah,” this time my smile was fake.

I hated ironing with a vengeance, I curtsied Sarah before I left. I walked into Sarah’s bedroom and saw the ironing, I knew I would be standing at the ironing table for hours to come.

My legs and back ached, the sweat was covering my body under the dress as I stood over the ironing table, this was a mind-numbing task. I never did iron my own things in the past, that’s how much I hated it, I had always paid to get it done, yet here I stood now ironing Sarah’s beautiful clothing as she relaxed and watched a film. The work did bring home to me that I was now a working slave for Sarah. Once I had finished and put Sarah’s things away I returned to her lounge and knocked on the closed door. I was left to stand there listing to the sound of the TV from the room inside. I wanted to pull at the dress and move it away from my skin, the PVC now clinging to me uncomfortably. My face felt so hot under the heavy make-up and the collar so tight round my throat. Evens my legs felt sticky below the stockings, the heels which I had worn all day were now beyond painful, yet I stood there and waited. I think that’s when it finally hit me, I knew there was a price I had to pay to be with Sarah. I knew there would be many things I would have to do that I didn’t enjoy or want to do, like standing here right now facing a wooden door. I so wanted to be inside cuddled up to my Mistress, maybe also having a glass of wine while I watched a film with her. I felt the wetness once again as I just helplessly stood there and waited.

“Come,” Sarah’s voice finally called out.

I walked in and gave Sarah a painful curtsy. She was up on the sofa, her legs folded up next to her. She looked so comfortable and sexy and beautiful.

“Did you get all that ironing done girl?” she said as she looked away from the TV.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

“Good girl,” she said in a flat tone.

“I’m off to bed now, I want you to give the kitchen a clean before you go to bed, it’s a tip in there,” she must have seen my face as she gave me more work to do. she smiled.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied and again gave the fake smile which I was so good at giving.

“I have also book you in with Mrs Patel tomorrow, you have to be there at 7, make sure you wear one of your new dresses,” Sarah then said as she stared up at me.

I couldn’t believe that Sarah was going to send me out to the shop tomorrow.

“Please Mistress Sarah, please can you not make me do that,” I said in a pleading way.

Sarah jumped up really quickly and slapped my face hard.

“How dare you question what I say slut, who do you think you fucking are you worthless bitch,” Sarah said in an angry tone, spitting the words out at me.

I could see by her face that she was really upset by what I had said.

I felt the tears running down my face and I knew I shouldn’t have said that. Again Sarah raised her hand and let it fly towards my already painful face, again the painful slap landed across my cheeks.

“Sorry Mistress Sarah I didn’t mean to be disobedient,” I said through my tears.

Sarah then pushed me hard out of her way as she stormed out of the room, I heard her slamming her bedroom door shut. I felt so bad for upsetting her as I stood there crying. I wanted to run behind her and beg her for forgiveness, I really felt so bad and stupid for not just agreeing to work tomorrow. I ran to Sarah’s room and knocked on the door, I had to beg her to forgive me, Sarah just ignored my knocks. I went to the kitchen and spent the next two hours cleaning while trying not to make a sound that may disturb Sarah. I felt so bad for upsetting Sarah and just wanted to make it up to her, she meant everything to me.


Chapter 14

Understanding

I had slept only for three hours before the buzzer woke me; I glance at the clock as I lay on the floor it was 3am. I felt so tired and stiff and just wanted to go back to sleep again. I so wanted to talk to Sarah before I went to work for what I knew would be until late tonight, I was still so angry and upset with myself.  I spent the next hour getting ready, I applied my makeup and looked beautiful, I wore the pink dress which barely covered me and the black seamed stockings. When I opened the front door the coldness of the morning hit me, and I wished I had a coat to Wear. The cold air coming up the bottom of the short dress hitting my uncovered body. I shut the door gently so not to disturb Sarah and I wondered when I would be able to go back into the flat having no key. Again the very helpless feeling hit me, this time it didn’t make me feel any excitement, I hated this unknowing, this not having a place to call my own. As I started the hour long walk with my heels clicking on the pavement I thought about Sarah. I loved that lady so much, I knew I had totally fallen in love with her, yet she treated me so badly. I had given everything up just to please her, yet she wanted so much more from me. I knew I would go on trying to please Sarah, she was my life now. I just wanted to be able to apologise to her for last night, I wanted to beg her to forgive me, I knew I would never question her again. A car sounded its horn as it passed the slut walking along the pavement, I tried to walk faster.

I got to the shop, and it was still all in darkness, I stood outside in the cold air and waited for Mrs Patel. About half an hour later the lights of the shop came on and Mrs Patel opened the door still in her long nighty and sleepers, I curtsied her. she looked me up and down. She raised the front of my dress exposing my nakedness below. She smiled.

“Better slut, now go to work,” she ordered me.

I again curtsied and went to stand in stillness behind the counter waiting for my first customer to arrive. Mrs Patel disappeared into the building behind me.

One after another person came into the shop, some nice and some abusive towards me. A group of schoolgirls had called me every name under the sun as I served them. All the while I kept the smile on my face and took everything that was thrown at me. I felt so low inside but knew I was here for Sarah, that kept me going. Mrs Patel had not returned, she now just left me to get on with it, the CCTV camara was still watching my every move and I felt like I was under constant surveillance. Some hours had passed, I had no idea what the time actually was, I was like a robot remaining still when no one was in the shop and smiling happily when a customer came in. My heart sunk when the elderly man that had touched me on my first day walked into the shop.

“Hello Sir,” I greeted him with my fake smile.

“Why weren’t you here yesterday?” he asked me not returning my greeting.

“Sorry Sir it was my day off,” I replied smiling.

“I think I will have to have a word with the owner, you need to be here every day young lady, now get round here let me have a look at the pretty you,” he ordered me.

My heart sank, again I had to be abused by this man. I supposed at his age and with his bad looks I was the only female fun he had. And I knew that all that was of importance to Mrs Patel was his custom at her shop, the cost to me did not come into her mind. I went to the front of the counter and stood in front of him. His hands immediately rubbing my legs as I stood still and allowed him to. I felt his hand going under my skirt and I so wanted to slap him, instead I spread my legs a little to allow him to touch me. I felt so sick inside as I did. His fingers rubbing at my pussy now.

“You really are a little tart with no knickers on,” he said smiling.

“Yes Sir,” I responded in complete humiliation.

I didn’t understand how could I be allowing this to happen to me. I felt myself getting wet and couldn’t stop it, why was my body doing that. His finger slid into me as I just stood there, he thrust it deep into me twice and I let out a little moan. He took his hands away and held his fingers up to my mouth, I allowed my mouth to open, and he placed his fingers with my juices on into my mouth, I sucked his fingers. He laughed.

“Another time, now get my cigarettes girl,” He ordered.

As I walked behind the counter I saw Mrs Patel standing at the door, she was just out of sight. Her face had no expression as she had watched what had happened to me. I got the man his cigarettes and gave him his change. I smiled as he blew me a kiss and walked out, I wanted to cry. I heard Mrs Patel walk back into whatever was in the shop behind me.

Darkness had come and the shop was now empty, Mrs Patel had allowed me one toilet and water break during the day, she had stood and watched me during the break constantly. She was now putting two twenty-pound notes into the envelope for Sarah. I had been here for well over twelve hours, my body ached so much, I had been abused and smiled as I was, yet that was all I was worth to Mrs Patel. I felt so low again as she handed me the brown envelope.

“You may go,” Mrs Patel said to me and pointed to the door of the shop.

“Yes thank you Mrs Patel,” I said with the very fake smile.

I gave her a curtsy and started the long scary walk back to Sarah’s house.

The flat was in darkness when I got back, I knocked on the door anyway and my eyes filled with tears when there was the expected no answer. I saw Sarah’s car and thought she must have gone to bed, I thought about the bin cupboard, a feeling of despair came over me, how had I ended up like this. I looked down at the empty streets below from the walkway outside of Sarah’s flat. I felt the cold breeze as it lifted the back of my little dress exposing my bare backside. I was just about to walk down to spend the night with the rats in the bin cupboard when a nice-looking car pulled up below me. I would have to wait for it to leave before I went down, I didn’t want to be seen going in with the bins. The car just sat down there in the street, I wished they would hurry up and go away. I watched from above and wondered what was going on in the car. It sat there for about ten minutes before a man got out of the driver’s side, he was wearing a suit. He went to the passenger door and opened it; my heart jumped for joy when I saw Sarah getting out. I watched as the two kissed goodnight and felt sad but happy. I was sad as it wasn’t me kissing Sarah but felt happy because Sarah had come back to me.

As Sarah walked towards me I saw she had the most beautiful white evening dress on, her chest covered in white see through lace that showed her black lacy bra below, the long slit running up her leg showed the black pantyhose she was wearing, she really looked like a Goddess. As her high heels clicked towards me I dropped and gave her a curtsy. She never acknowledged me, she unlocked the door and walked into her flat, for a second I just stood there.

“Get in,” she said as she turned to look at me.

“Give,” she said as she held out her hand.

I handed her the brown envelope that contained her payment for allowing me to be used that day.

“Put your uniform on, there’s food in the fridge, clean my kitchen and make sure you are waiting outside my bedroom door when I wake,” She said hurriedly and in a very unfriendly way.

It was clear that she was still mad at me. She then walked away and closed her bedroom door behind her, I gave her a curtsy anyway.  

I put the PVC dress on and went into the kitchen, I was now so hungry. I saw the green muck in the bowl and knew that was what Sarah had given me to eat. I gulped it down and then had a glass of water before setting about cleaning the very messy kitchen. I wasn’t sure what time Sarah would get up in the morning and didn’t want her not to find me standing and waiting for her when she woke. I set the clock for 5am before getting undressed. I lay on the floor under the blanket, my body felt so worn that I fell into an instant deep sleep wearing only the tight collar that was locked on round my throat.

At 6am I was standing silently outside of my beautiful Mistresses bedroom door. My face made up beautifully and my little PVC maids dress hugging my body tightly, my legs covered in sheer black stockings. All that was on my mind was to beg Sarah to forgive me, I would never displease her again. I stood and waited as Sarah slept behind the wooden door.

I was lost in my thoughts when the door suddenly opened, I immediately dropped in a curtsy as Sarah stood there in the very short white silk nighty that she loved to wear when sleeping.

“Coffee,” she said, closing the door on my face.

She was clearly still displeased with me, that made me feel so bad. I hurried off to the kitchen to make Sarah her morning coffee. I had found a small silver tray while cleaning last night and placed the coffee onto that, I wanted to do everything that I could to show Sarah how sorry I was. I knocked on her bedroom door with the coffee on the silver tray.

“Come,” I heard her voice.

I opened the door and gave a curtsy before walking up next to Sarah who was sitting on top of the bed covers. Her beautiful body displayed under the see-through silk as she rested her back on the headboard. I bent my legs at the knees slightly and lowered my back forwards, holding out the tray so Sarah could take her coffee without stretching. I slowly looked up at Sarah with my sorrowful eyes. I was rewarder by a smile as she looked at me. She took her coffee, but I remained in place for her.

“Kneel,” she commanded.

I instantly dropped to my knees at her side, looking up at her beautiful face as she took a sip of the coffee. I so wanted to speak but thought better of it, I would wait until Sarah allowed me to.

“Mrs Patel wants to buy you,” Sarah said looking down at me.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I said softly hoping that she wouldn’t sell me.

I knew that I was totally at Sarah’s mercy, that was my life now.

“If you ever show me such insubordination again I will sell you to her without thought, do you understand me girl?” Sarah said in a flat but serious tone.

“Yes Mistress Sarah I am so sorry, and I will never ever displease you ever again,” I sounded like a grateful child having been given a second chance.

“What is your task in life,” Sarah said.

“To serve and please you Mistress Sarah,” I answered honestly still looking up to her from my kneeling position.

“And do you think that includes working wherever I send you to work?” she said.

“Yes Mistress Sarah and I so want to make you money and to make you happy, I really do,” my voice now sounded like it was pleading.

“Good you will remember that I hope, I will still punish you later for your outburst,” Sarah said.

“Yes I deserve it Mistress Sarah,” I replied meekly.

Sarah looked away from me drinking more of the coffee I had served her. I really did want to show her how sorry I was, I wanted to beg for her forgiveness. I knew by what Sarah had said that she was still feeling upset about everything, I so hoped when she punished me later that it would make her feel better. I remained in stillness on my knees as Sarah got up and walked out of the room. I thought about what she said, I really was starting to feel like her property. I couldn’t think of anything worse than being sold to Mrs Patel, but I knew if Sarah chose to do that then I would have no choice, Sarah was my whole life now.

Sometime later Sarah walked back into the room, she was in her jeans and a white fleece jumper, her feet in leather flat shoes.

“I’m going out girl, I want this place spotless by the time I get back,” she walked out before I could answer.

I slowly and painfully stood, my legs had lost feeling from kneeling for so long, the painful pins and needles running through me. I looked round the room and saw that Sarah had everything she had worn yesterday thrown on the floor. I set about my task in the hot clinging PVC dress. I cleaned the flat from top to bottom, I had washed Sarah’s underwear and pantyhose by hand and hung them in the now spotless bathroom to dry. Once everything was spotless I went into my small room. I stood and waited for Sarah to come home. I so loved just being in the presence of Sarah and always missed her when I wasn’t. I knew that was why I had reacted the way I did when I heard I had to work, I just wanted to be with Sarah. I had to learn that spending time with Sarah had a cost and that would mean hours working for Mrs Patel, I knew I had to accept that from now on. I could never risk Sarah not wanting me anymore, I had no idea of what I would do without her, without me being allowed to be part of her life.

Sarah opened the door to the room, I curtsied her.

“Strip and come to my bedroom,” she said sharply looking me up and down before leaving.

I knew I was going to get punished now for my stupidity. I took everything off and hurried to the closed bedroom door, I knocked and waited, I did feel scared.

“Come,” I heard.

I walked in naked apart from my collar and gave a curtsy to Sarah who was standing facing the door. I saw the metal device in her hands, it had two large openings, the metal on the top and bottom of the openings were lined with blunt looking teeth. To the sides it had a short metal pole with a kind of screw system fitted to it. I knew the device was a breast press, I had once read about how it was used on women in medieval times to torture them. Part of me felt excited that I would wear this for Sarah, but part of me knew it was designed to inflict heavy pain and that scared me so much.

“Hands on your head and spread your legs wide apart girl,” Sarah ordered me.

I obeyed her.

“When I bought this I was hoping I would never have to use it on you, but you decided that wasn’t to be,” Sarah said looking at my face as she stood there fully clothed.

I looked at the device again in her hands and knew the pain I was about to fill.

“I am so sorry Mistress Sarah,” I said.

“You will be,” Sarah said as she stepped forward.

She took hold of my breast and forced them into the large openings before she started to tighten the device onto me. I immediately felt the pressure as the gap closed round my breast. Sarah continued to screw the device close, the blunt teeth started to press into my flesh and still Sarah tightened the device, the pain was now growing. I felt humiliated and helpless but again the wetness between my legs grew. The pain was starting to become unbearable, and I moaned out, Sarah just tightened the device further. Now the pain shot through me, and I screamed out in agony but still Sarah tightened the device onto my breast, tears now running down my face. I looked down and saw how my breast were forced forward and how squashed the part in the device was. Already my breast were turning a purple colour as the device stopped the blood flow. I remained still with my hands on my head knowing I really deserved this. For a moment Sarah stopped screwing and looked up at me. Tears flowed down my face; I didn’t move I just held myself still in the agony my chest was now feeling. I saw the smile on Sarah’s face, it was worth this torture to see her smile at me again. I screamed out in pure agony as Sarah decided to tighten the device onto me more. I felt my breast being squashed under the metal presser, the teeth on both the underside and top of my breast felt like they were now touching each other having gone through me, I screamed and screamed in pain as tears flowed down my face. Whenever I looked at Sarah she was smiling, at least now she had stopped the tightening. I think the device must have now been tightened as far as it could go, she stood back with her hands on her hips watching me in agony for her.  I looked down at my purple tits that just seemed to have been pushed away from my body and hung in a strange way. Whenever I breathed it hurt so bad, only complete stillness allowed me freedom of the great pain the device was causing me.

“The girl in the shop said the longer I leave this on you the more damage it will do to you,” Sarah said and paused.

“I intend to damage you girl, you will never show me such disrespect again, DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME!” Sarah shouted out the last words at me.

“Yessss Mistress SAAARAAH,” the pain and the tears stopping me from speaking normally.

“Don’t move,” Sarah said and walked out of the room, leaving me standing in agony with my hands on my head and legs spread as tears rolled down my face.

I knew I deserved to suffer, but this was agony, and Sarah said this was damaging me. I wondered if that would be permanent damage that she was doing to me. I felt that my breast were being killed, again I looked down and the colour showed the damage being done. The purple was turning darker now, a sharp pain shot through my tits and I screamed out. I thought about the young girl in the shop and why she had sold this thing to Sarah, surely she knew the pain and damage it would cause my body. I stood there and the pain seemed to be easing a little now, especially if I took small breaths as so not to move my chest so much. I was looking down and saw how my tits were growing darker in shade, they were swelling up and the veins in them now standing out and they also were going dark. I couldn’t believe this was happening to me, this was not a punishment it was torture. I wished Sarah would come back, I needed her here, I needed to be with her as I suffered for her. How had it come to this, my body being destroyed, and why was I wet between my legs as I stood here in agony. The door opened and Sarah walked in front of me, she held one of her hands to my breast and the pain was instant as she applied pressure, I screamed out and she smiled.

“Are you learning to obey me without question slut?” Sarah said.

“Yes Yes Yes please help me Mistress please,” I called out in agony.

Sarah held something up in front of my face, metal nipple clamps, but the teeth on them were sharp.

“No please no Mistress please I beg you no please Mistress,” I cried out.

“I am afraid so, now why aren’t you begging me to attach these to you?” Sarah said with a little smile.

I didn’t want the clamps on me but I knew Sarah was right, I had to be punished, I deserved to be.

“Please Mistress Sarah put them on me, I so deserve this for not obeying you, please teach me to never disappoint you again, please I beg you to punish me,” I said with tears running down my face.

I closed my eyes as Sarah placed the clamps onto my now swollen nipples. The pain immediately went through me as the teeth cut into my flesh. Again I screamed out in terror and agony, I couldn’t help but move my hands towards the pain.

“KEEP YOUR HANDS ON YOUR HEAD SLUT!” Sarah screamed out at me.

Immediately I put my hands back on my head.

“Please Mistress Sarah, please I am so sorry I will never ever complain about anything you make me do again, please stop the pain, please Mistress I beg you please,” I said as Sarah again stood back and watched.

“It’s a bit medieval isn’t it girl,” She said smiling as she looked at my ruined tits.

“Yessss Mistress,” I cried back to her.

Sarah then stepped forward, this time she put her hand up to the side of my face and gently stroked me. I didn’t understand how someone who could hurt me so much could now give me such a loving touch.

“I don’t like seeing you suffer like this, but you have to learn you’re my slave and I will not tolerate any kind of insubordination from you. You must learn your place in life now, do you understand that?” She now spoke softly to me.

“Yessss Mistress Sarah I do understand,” I said as tears continue to fall down my face.

“Sit on the bed,” Sarah ordered.

I moved slow to not move my breast, but it was still so painful. I sat down like Sarah ordered.

“The girl in the shop said you may pass out when I take this off you if I did it up to tight, well it’s as tight as it can go,” Sarah said and again smiled.

I looked up at her with my helpless eyes as she reached to the side of the breast presser. The pain was instant, and the world did spin round so fast as I screamed out in agony and then there was blackness.

“Wake up girl,” I heard and felt the shaking.

I screamed out in agony as I felt the pain in my breast, I tried to move my hands, but they were tied behind me. I was laying on my back and Sarah laid next to me.

“It’s alright they will get better soon,” Sarah said as she stroked my hair.

I cried as I looked towards her. I knew the device and clippers were off me now and this was the aftereffects of my punishment that I felt. But I felt so unwell, I knew I was damaged a lot.

“I think I heed to go to hospital,” I sobbed out.

Sarah gave a little giggle.

“Your be fine,” Sarah said.

“They are a bit unsightly, but they will heel in time,” she continued to say as she looked at my chest.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I said with tears filling my eyes and running down my cheeks.

“I am so sorry Mistress Sarah, honestly I truly am so sorry, and I will work in the shop every day of my life if you want me to, please forgive me Mistress Sarah, please I beg for you to forgive me.” I finally got the chance to beg for her forgiveness.

Sarah smiled.

“I don’t forgive, that’s why I punished you. You have now paid for your error, you can move on now,” Sarah said still smiling.

She then sat up a little and looked down at my face.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah,” I replied softly still with my tears flowing.

“If I ever have to put the device on you again, it will not come off until your tits are dead,” She said softly.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied believing what she had just said.

“Now I need satisfying slut, on your knees in front of me,” She said as she sat up.

I screamed as I moved and my breast fell downwards, the pain shooting through my whole body. I looked down and saw the bruising the device had caused the top of my tits. The rest of my breast looked a strange purple colour still and they hurt so much. I saw the cuts that the sharp clamps had left on my nipples. I got on my knees and moved my head between Sarah’s spread legs, as I moved my head closers she grabbed my hair and pushed my face into her wet pussy. I felt happy that she had punished me and I now intended to make her feal as much pleasure as I could.


Epilogue

Life changing

Sarah was kind enough to allow me to only wear stocking and the heeled shoes for the rest of that day, she said I would be able to dress again tomorrow once my breast had a chance to recover a little more. She also warned that they would hurt me for a few weeks to come, but that was life and a good reminder to me. I had spent most of the day in the house just standing to a corner as Sarah relaxed and watched TV. I fetched her food and drink when she wanted, that evening I was allowed to sleep on my back next to Sarah. The sharp pains in my breast came and went throughout that day and night. As I laid next to Sarah listing to her breathe as she slept I knew what she had done to me was life changing. Not in the way of the damaged caused, but in the way I felt about her and now feared her. I had no doubt that Sarah would do anything to ensure I would always obey her and that I did so happily, I knew I would now. The torture that she had carried out on me taught me so much about what she wanted from me, she wanted total obedience and I knew I would now give that to her. I was her property and finally I understood and accepted that. The pain that night in my breast had made me cry, but I cried silently so not to disturb Sarah as she slept next to me.

Sarah lay next to me stroking my hair, as she watched me. I was still on my back facing straight up.

“How are your tits feeling this morning?” Sarah asked softly.

They of course still hurt so much.

“They feel better thank you Mistress Sarah,” I replied with a smile.

Sarah ran her hands down to my breast, I trembled in fear at the pain I knew I was about to feel. She gave them a little squeeze and I gave a loud scream at the agonising sharp pain, Sarah laughed out.

“Liar,” she said in a happy tone.

“Sorry Mistress Sarah,” I replied.

“Think your PVC dress may be off the menu today,” she said with a little giggle.

“Yes thank you Mistress Sarah,” I replied feeling so grateful to her for not making me squeeze my breast into the tight dress.

“Stand let me have a look,” Sarah ordered.

I immediately got up from the bed and stood at her side. I glanced down at my still disfigured and purpled bruised breast that still did not hang properly. I fought not to show Sarah the pain my tits still felt as I didn’t feel it fair on her to feel sorry for me, I knew I deserved this so much.

“Ouch,” Sarah said with a little giggle as she looked at them.

“Go make me a coffee, I’ll come to the kitchen in a minute,” She then said.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied as I gave a curtsy and walked out on my tip toes.

I had just placed Sarah’s coffee on the table when she walked in, I curtsied her and knelt to her side as she sat at the table. I knew she like me to kneel there, so I did it without her saying, I so wanted to now please Sarah in everything I did for her. I was rewarded as Sarah looked down at me and gave a little smile. She was again dressed in her little white nightie, while I wore just the stockings and collar.

“You’re have to sort out my uniform later as I’m off tomorrow afternoon,” Sarah then said.

I felt sad that Sarah was going off to work, I would miss her so much.

“Yes Mistress Sarah, are you going somewhere nice,” I said looking back up at her with a smile.

“Just Miami, so will need my case all packed and ready for the stopover,” She said taking a sip of her coffee.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied so wishing I was going with her.

For a moment I thought back to the days when I would be so excited to be getting into my uniform and heading off for days in the sun.

“I’ll have to book you into the kennels, remind me this afternoon girl,” Sarah then said.

I hadn’t thought about what was going to happen to me while Sarah was away, the thought of the kennels sickened me. At least I knew what to expect there now, days of having my hands tied behind my back, confinement in the cages and the young girl with the riding crop making me run up and down the yard until I dropped.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I replied smiling.

“Actually I will give Mrs Patel a ring first, see if she wants to keep you for a few days, better that you earn me money rather than costing me,” Sarah said and glanced down at me.

I so dreaded the thought, both the kennels and working at Mrs Patels shop filled me with dread.

“Yes Mistress Sarah, that is such a good idea,” I replied with a smile on my face.

Sarah returned a beautiful smile back down at me.

“Make sure you always stay such a good girl for me now,” Sarah said.

“Yes Mistress Sarah,” I said as I looked up at the beautiful woman that sat above me. My eyes filled with love, respect and total obedience towards her.

End


Afterword




Please note this book is fantasy, the events are too extreme to be real. I hope you enjoyed this story so far.  




This is certainly a story I will come back to as we explore how the lives of Bella and Sarah progressed.




I know this was not my normal type of story, but it was one I thoroughly enjoyed writing, and look forward to the second part later this year. 

 

Please remember to rate this book now.
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Take care 

Until next time

Nikki XX








Books By This Author

Who Am I: Truth or Fiction

o I decided to tell everyone all about myself, my feelings, my view points and my beliefs, but to make this book a little more fun not everything is true. Much of what you read is my reality and the way I live life, however you will have to decide what is real and what is fiction. I will at times show my more natural humorous side in this book, however, be warned you will also meet what many will consider a very dark side to me. Some will hate me after reading this, others will love me LOL.

Before you decide to buy this book be warned I am a female supremacist in every sense of the word, I see males as nothing but tools to be used for my own comfort and needs. I will show you my inner most thoughts about males in this book and if that offends you then don’t read it.

The photographs within the book are of my home and staff.

2055: New World, New Order

This book is based upon a female dominated world in the year 2055. The story takes place in a future London, a place where many rules ensure males are held in their rightful places. They would never again cause the havoc that is now resigned to the history books. In this place the sole purpose of the male is to serve the female. From birth the male is educated to believe in the system in place. This is backed up by deep held religious believes installed on the masses.

This future world still resembles the world we inhabit today in many ways, just this new world is a calmer and more productive one. It is also one where females only rule.

The story will follow the lives of two main characters describing life in this future city.

We will follow a woman called Alison who moved to the city from her country home when a fantastic job offer came her way. Like most of the people of the world she was bought up in a female dominated society, however this city was like nothing she had known before.

The other main character is a male known as Tr6y2 who was born into the system. He is state owned, however due to his outstanding educational results he found himself in a good job, one giving him what very few unowned males had, his own apartment to live in. However there are those that want to ensure he never forgets his place.

The paths of the two will cross and lead to major changes in Tr6y2’s life, they may be for the better or worse. Other characters within the story will help to explore what life is like in 2055, in this world of pure female supremacy.

Eastern Dreams

East and West had so many wars over the last thousands of years, it was only a matter of time before the final conflict would come. China the silent tiger had lay in wait for many years, now they would strike with the help of a newly born Arab Empire. Yet all was far from what it first seemed, the daughter to the king of the new Arab State had her own plan, only a select few knew what this were.

Naadia and her sister would soon rule Europe with an iron fist, this world would be one of female domination, but only by a few select women, at least for now.

In this first part of the story we see how the world changed shape, new rulers enforcing there wills on a conquered people. We will follow the lives of a few characters over the opening months in a new chapter of world history. There would be conflicts within as different woman had different views about how this new world would take shape.

This book is extreme in places so please do not read if offended.

Genesis

It is said that a captain of a nuclear submarine is one of the three most powerful people on earth. Only the president of the United States and Russia having more power than them, world events were to prove this incorrect.

Jane Hathaway commanded the United State ballistic submarine Trump, the latest and most deadliest addition to the American fleet. Jane made history by being the only female commander of a submarine in the entire fleet. There were two sides to Jane, the first being the one everyone saw, a professional and well educated woman. Then there was her darker side that few knew about, Jane believed that females were superior to males in every way. She had always seen men as tools that she used to get what she wanted, the cost to the men never concerned Jane. She also had a dream, well it was more of a fantasy, a world where women ruled and men served. Little did Jane know that her dream would become a reality on this patrol, as tensions grew between east and West the Trump and its crew disappeared below the waves.

As the world above her fell apart chance ensured Jane could take no part in the ensuing war. When her submarine was finally able to establish what had taken place above the war was over, as was the world she once knew. Jane knew it was time for change now, but could she persuade the few female crew members that it was a time for that change, time for them to take control of the submarine and if she could do that then what next?

As one problem after another showed its face, Jane knew she couldn’t fail, the fate of the world depended on her resolve and callousness. She would let no one stand in the way of her dream, a new world which was ruled and led by women, man had has his day.

The Passage

Paul dreamt of becoming the property of a beautiful woman for as long as he could remember. He loved to dress in girly clothes and post photographs of himself on social media sites. While doing this he had his first encounter with a woman who taught him so much about his inner feelings, he never met this woman and only communicated with her in the virtual world. She had also given him fair warning on being careful for what he wished for.

Then one day out of the blue an opportunity showed itself. Unwittingly and eager to fulfil his life’s dreams Paul walks into the human trafficking market. A beautiful woman who heads up a gang of slave traders is keen to sell him on for profit, she puts him up for auction. Paul’s life now depends on a buyer being found. The slave trader does not care if a man or woman buys him, her only concern is the profit he will make for her. Paul soon finds himself a mare commodity to be sold and bought by those with money to spend. A life somewhere between paradise and hell would soon become Paul’s way of life.

Soon he finds himself in the service of the most beautiful woman he could ever imagine and felt his life ambition had been started to be fulfilled. To soon afterwards he also finds his body adapted and learns there is more to life as a sissy maid than just cleaning a house. Although his body is frequently abused Paul still finds that hidden desire to serve, where will it end.

The photographs found within these pages are to assist the reader in understanding the clothing Paul had to wear in the story. All photographs are of my own maid who kindly agreed to assist in the finishing touches to this book.

The Temple

Jason lived a happy life in the stereotype female dominated family. Him and his father serving his mother and sister who ran the household. Jason had now reached eighteen and was looking forward to a wife of his own to serve and dedicate his life to. Unfortunately his younger sister Sandra had other ideas, the powerful young woman deciding the way her friends thought about her far outweighed the dreams of her brother. Sandra deciding it would add to her fame if she sent her brother off to become a monk.

Jason found himself in the service of the temple as a monk. Here was a life of hell on earth as he served the Goddess, his overseers being the nuns that ran things. Pain and suffering were just a way of life for monks, all while the nuns enjoyed their powerful vocations to the fullest.

We follow Jason on the worst journey possible and to a very uncertain future as each day became a fight to survive the suffering he had to go through to please a Goddess who thought nothing of him. We will also follow some of the nuns who enjoyed life to the fullest as they ensured the males under them existed only to serve the Divine Female.

Reform

Sarah and Bobby had been friends since early childhood, but now they were both coming of age. The two had been like brother and sister as they grew up together, Sarah being the smartest had always been the leader of their small pack. Now in their late teens they both wanted more from each other, little did Bobby imagine that what Sarah wanted was nothing like he dreamt of.

Sarah unlike Bobby who dropped out of school at sixteen was about to go away to university, with the help of her mother she fully intended to come back to the man of her dreams, well wife of her dreams who be closer to the truth. Sarah had decided she wanted her man fully feminized and very self-controlled. Her mother Susan who ran her own female led home was fully qualified to ensure her daughter would have the man of her dreams.

We follow the life of Bobby as it descends into a life of servitude. How far is he willing to go for the love of his life. We watch as innocent Female Domination turns into the extreme and a life that Bobby loses all control of.

However there is a final twist and one that no one could have imagined.

Other World

I thought it would be fun to write a shorter than normal story about female domination and alien abductions. Did you know that more than 600,000 people disappeared last year in the USA alone, I wonder where they all went. Now add to that the hundreds of thousands of reports of alien abduction and I feel a fun story coming on.

Tony is what you can call a normal guy, as an ex-soldier he still enjoyed those trips to the hills to unwind and feel at one with nature, only on this trip he wasn’t coming home.

Tony found himself on board an alien slave trading vessel heading to a distant planet with technologies way in advanced of our own. In this world some of the very advanced technologies were installed inside captured humans to ensure they were totally controlled. These unfortunate people were then sold into slavery in a far far away place with no hope of ever returning to their own world.

Tony found himself the property of a beautiful woman, one who saw him as nothing more than an animal of some kind. His future lay in her hands as he served as little more than a domestic slave to her. With no hope of escape he slowly became lustful of the beautiful woman that owned him, a lust that would cost him dear in the end.

The Mistress: The journey

Daniela had big plans for herself, however leaving school at sixteen without a qualification to her name would make achieving those dreams a little hard. Yet with ruthless determination she would achieve all her dreams and more.


In this story we follow Daniela as she reminisces about how those dreams became a reality. From a bag packer at a local super market she would become the goddess she had always dreamt of being. She would use as many people as necessary to achieve her goals, the only thing that mattered to Daniela was her happiness and her climb to the life she knew she deserved to have. The lives of others had no meaning to her other than to bring her pleasure and wealth.

Home

I thought I would write a fun short story which came to mind when I visit a friend who happens to be a sale rep for a house building company. However the story did not go the way I planned; it took on a life of its own as soon as I wrote the first line.
Still I hope you enjoy the read.

Jenny the sweetest and kindest sales rep in the country also had a hidden side to her that not many people knew about. She love to enslave lone males who decided to buy a property from her. Nothing gave her greater pleasure than taking everything they owned or would ever own away. Each site that the twenty-two years old had worked on she had found a male. She enslaved them and then used them while she worked on that site, they would then just become another slave which Jenny owned. Jenny had a great teacher in how to achieve this, that was the owner of the building company and her mother.

Andy had worked hard for many years and set about building himself a new life far from the city. Finally finding the perfect spot to settle down into his new life, he unwittingly set himself on a collision course with Jenny who saw him as nothing more than easy prey.

Caroline’s Revenge

An election for a new government with a shock result turns the world upside down. We follow the story of the two main characters in this fast changing world as Josephine the new president enforces her will on the population. This new party was about as far right as possible, with the leader seeing men as nothing more than a worthless low species of animal to be control or eradicated.

Caroline life had been difficult to say the least, at 40 years old she had drifted from job to job never being able to settle down. Her problem was her size, at only just over four and a half feet tall she found men took every opportunity to belittle and humiliate her. Now there was some paying back to do.

Meanwhile for Dave life had been going well, he recently had been victorious in a bitter divorce court battle with a woman he once loved but now hated. Dave was now the owner of his own home and yet with another promotion at work life was about the best he could remember. Little did he know how quickly things would fall apart.

It had been many years since Caroline and Dave had cross paths, however destiny was about to bring them together once again.

Warning this book is extreme in places with the execution of males a common theme throughout.

Helens Story

Helen considered herself a normal everyday woman, she held a decent enough job and lived a fairly happy life. The only thing missing in her life now was a man after splitting up with her boyfriend a few months earlier. Helen enjoyed nights out on the town especially with her friend Janet who always made her laugh. Helen and Janet had been friends since childhood. Helen went on to higher education whereas her friend Janet dropped out of school and had ended up as a Mistress. Her friends occupation had always made Helen laugh, especially when Janet would bring one of her male slaves for a night out with them. Helen always went out of her way to humiliate the poor slave, it wasn’t that Helen was into BDSM but it was just fun to play along with her friends slaves while they were out on the town.

Janet suggested to Helen that she should borrow one of her slaves for the night as she hadn’t had a man for a while. Helen agreed thinking it would be fun, what Helen never knew was that her so called friend had a sinister plan behind what she was doing.

Helens life was about to tumble into one of desperation as she found herself trapped in a world which she never knew existed. A world where real slaves try to survive the brutality of their owners each day. Her journey would take her to far away hostile lands where Helen would just become another worthless slave to those with plenty of money, and as Helen found out to her horror the people she had to serve hated her and consider her as a non-human.

Still somehow in the darkest of places Helen would find a friend in what she thought was one of the evilest of men which she could ever imagine. The story will climax in a twist that no one would see coming, including Helen.
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