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MY BOSSY GIRLFRIEND: A FEMDOM
SISSY MAID STORY


A
SHORT EXCERPT


 


“We have our secrets,” Hailey said, flashing them
a megawatt smile. “Misty, why don’t you bring out the wine and cheese, while
our guests make themselves comfy?”


“Of course, Your Highness,” I said. “I’ll be
right back.”


I heard the three girls chatting away as I
sashayed back to the kitchen. 


I was basking in the fact that Hailey was really
enjoying showing me off to her friends—she’d never acted like this all
throughout her college years, and I always thought she was kind of embarrassed
to tell her new friends about the nerdy, scrawny boyfriend she’d left behind in
her hometown. 


Not anymore, though. It seemed that everything
had changed for Hailey since I became her personal sissy maid. It made me feel
tingly inside. 


I served the wine and headed back to bring out
the giant charcuterie board filled with crackers, fruits, and a nice collection
of cheeses. There was awkward laughter as I entered the room again. I looked at
Hailey for a clue, but all she did was smirk back at me.


“So, Hailey told us you don’t have a functioning pee-pee
anymore,” Kareena piped up. “Only a clitoris.” 


“We’re all adults here,” Amber said, her
disapproving smile looking delightfully sinful. “We don’t say words like
pee-pee here. It’s cock.”


Kareena ignored her. “I don’t think we believe
Hailey. Not until we see it.” She giggled.


My cheeks went hot. I smoothed down my skirt
reflexively.


What the heck was about to happen to me?


I glanced at Hailey, who nonchalantly swirled her
wine glass before taking a sip.


“Why don’t you remove your panties, Misty,” she
said very quietly.


I knew that look. She was staring at me the way a
vulture would look at roadkill. 


My girlfriend was turned the fuck on. If I could just dip a
finger in between her thighs I was pretty sure I’d find it dripping wet.


That didn’t stop me from feeling a little
embarrassed and vulnerable, though. 


“Go on, Misty,” Amber said in a mocking
tone. “We don’t have all day. I want to see your little sissy clitty.”


My heart pounding, I lifted up the bottom of my
dress and pulled down my panties.


My dirty little secret was out. And it was
literally hanging.
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CHAPTER
1


 


How
does the saying go? You don’t get to know what someone’s really like until you
live with them. 


That was certainly the case with my girlfriend
Hailey. Before she moved in? I thought she was pretty perfect. She was witty
and strong-minded. Always knew what she wanted and wasn’t afraid to let her
opinions known. But it was after she moved into my apartment in June, right
after she got done with college, that I came to know just how overbearing and
bossy she could be. 


Hailey’s options as a new college grad had been
limited. Either she’d have to move in with her parents (she was an only child
so her parents would have been thrilled, but her…not so much) or find somewhere
very low-cost to stay, almost certainly in a sketchier part of town. 


But when I first told her that she could move in
with me anytime she wanted, she was reluctant. 


In my mind, though, it was a timely decision. Two
high school sweethearts reuniting after years, after one had gone off for her
college degree and the other had gone straight into something much more boring:
insurance sales. Long distancing with occasional one-off visits had been far
from fun, and—not to toot my own horn—I was doing pretty good for myself in
sales. And well, I guess a part of me wanted to show her I could take care of a
woman if I wanted to. 


You see, I wasn’t fucking around. Both literally
and figuratively. 


Hailey was the girl I wanted to marry.
Eventually.


The good thing was the more I started to talk
about it, the more she began to warm up to the idea of her moving in with me,
until she eventually approved. So on one hot, clammy Saturday morning, my
girlfriend landed on my doorstep with a hot pink suitcase trailing behind her,
smiling from ear to ear.


“Who would’ve thought you had such a nice place
all to yourself?” she said with a little wink, as if she’d never been here
before. We both laughed.


“Cleaned the place up just for you,” I
said. 


At first, Hailey was just this huge bundle of
energy. Within a matter of days, though, my once-quiet home turned into an
unmistakably feminine refuge. Bobby pins would materialize out of nowhere,
there would be makeup stains the color of burnt caramel on our pillows, and the
small dreaded tangle of hair in the shower drain had begun to grow. Even the
walls seemed to reverberate with Hailey’s presence. It was like everything she
did was done to remind me this wasn’t just my place anymore. 


And with every passing minute, I think I fell a
little deeper in love with her. 


How could I have been so damn lucky, I wondered. 


There was a time when I’d been positive that some
college-aged musclehead would come in and swoop her up and I’d lose her forever.
But strangely enough, even as Hailey got smarter and hotter and prettier than a
picture as the years passed and I, on the other hand, only got ganglier and
scrawnier, she still stuck to me like glue.


And now, looking at her perfect foxish face, her
gorgeous thick blonde hair and her lip-smacking body, I realized that just like
all those years ago, Hailey had the ability to make my heart flutter, my knees
shake, and my words stutter.


And...I had the feeling she only got louder and
even more boisterous because she could get away with it. 


But really, who the fuck cared? She was mine. 


My friend Travis, though, wasn’t all that
convinced. 


“You better watch out,” he’d warned me when I
told him about the move-in. “If you’re not careful, she’ll wring you dry and
have you wrapped around her finger.”


I let out a chuckle. “Look, just because I let
her move in doesn’t mean I’m going to let her whip me into nothing. I know what
I can handle, and it’s a lot.”


Travis snorted and mumbled something that sounded
like: “You’re so going to regret this. Mark my words.”


It was worth saying that Travis had made a bad
decision right out of college and was still reeling from an early divorce. The
chick he’d ended up marrying at twenty-one had manipulated him into using his
parents’ savings to pay off her credit card debt and a bunch of other nasty
things. Since then, he had trouble trusting women, especially if they were very
attractive, and he also hadn’t had the most successful dating life. But really,
I couldn’t blame him for seeing the glass half empty.  


And truth be told, I felt sorry for the dude.
Some people were just unlucky in love.


***


The first night Hailey moved in was wonderful. We
had sex. Loud sex. I was pretty sure my neighbors could hear us. The headboard
got a beating. 


The next few days weren’t so bad either. Each
evening, after I wrapped up my work hours, I’d help Hailey with her job
applications. Her degree had been in political science, but now she’d done a
U-turn and wanted her first job to be in PR. She thought she’d like the
creativity and glamor of having contacts in the media and being able to spin
situations however she liked, and of course, the money wasn’t all that bad
either. After she’d send off her resume to a couple of places, we’d have
dinner, watch Netflix, shower, and go to bed.


One night, she called for me while she was in the
shower.


“Babe, could you scrub my back for me?” she asked
once I walked into the bathroom. “I’ve always had someone do it for me. I just
can never reach this spot right here and it drives me crazy.” She pointed to
her upper back.


She handed me a wooden scrubber thing that had
knobs all over it. I added a bit of shower gel and began rubbing the knobs into
her back. A river of suds fell down her back and disappeared into her ass
crack. I marveled at just how sexy she looked in the steam, with her hair wet
and her ass out. 


God, the thrill of having my hot girlfriend being
so close to me, standing naked in my apartment and not on some blurred video
call on my phone was nothing short of amazing. 


Suddenly, Hailey uttered a moan. “Right there, oh
god, yes,” she urged.


I grinned as I pressed the knobs deeper into her
skin. It was clear the scrubber was making her feel really good. Maybe it felt
like a massage.


“You like that?” I whispered.


“Mmm,” she said. “A little further up, Mitch.
Make sure you get that spot…right there. Yes!” 


My cock was rustling inside my shorts. “I’m
getting ideas in here,” I murmured. 


“Stop talking,” she said sharply. “And just do as
you’re told.”


“Alright, alright.”


I shut up and went back to just scrubbing her
back, as any good boyfriend would.


 











CHAPTER
2


 


Not
soon after that incident in the shower, I was in the middle of a work meeting
when Hailey came into the den and waved her arms right in front of me, trying
to get my attention. 


I worked mostly remotely for an insurance
company. After a few years of hard work, I was now managing a small team of
sales representatives. I hated my job—it was still a lot of grueling work but
at least I was paid very well. I was trying to explain to my unreasonable boss
why an important deliverable was overdue, but Hailey looked panicked so I
excused myself as politely as I could before following her to the kitchen.


Hailey pointed to the sink. 


“Mitch, this is fucking disgusting,” she said,
rumpling her nose. “Look at all those dishes just laying there, marinating in
bacteria and god knows what else.”


“Those don’t go in the dishwasher,” I said.


“So? That doesn’t mean you don’t have to do
them!”


“I thought this was an emergency,” I said,
annoyed. “You know my boss is back in there, right?”


Hailey rolled her eyes. “I don’t want to hear
excuses. Don’t you know how to do your dishes? Here, let me show you.” 


She grabbed a stockpot and began to scrub it
clean. Once it was done she handed me a pan. 


I sucked in a breath. I wanted to remind her that
this was my apartment, my sink, my pan, and I could wash it whenever the
hell I wanted to.


But of course I didn’t. Wordlessly, I washed the
pan in a minute flat and lay it on the towel next to the sink. I was planning
to leave when Hailey muttered, “I can’t believe I’m teaching a grown man how to
do his own dishes!” 


I stopped short. For some reason I was pissed
off. Did she really just disturb my meeting for this?


“Well, if I’m so bad at doing it, why don’t you
just do it yourself?” I shot back. “And by the way, I was in the middle of an
important meeting. Please don’t interrupt me like that again.”


As I slunk back to the den it hit me that our
first live-in argument was over dishes. 


Dishes. 


That made me chuckle.


***


We couldn’t argue over who had to do the dishes
for too long because then something awful happened. Hailey got sick. She came
down with a fever, her nose was all stuffed up, and she began to croak whenever
she spoke. So needless to say, I had to take care of her.


Which included me doing the damn dishes. Just the
way she wanted me to, which was after every damn meal. 


God, was Hailey bossy when she was sick. She
asked for soup twice a day, takeout at night, I had to change the pillowcases
everyday, and there had to be a box of tissues and a glass of water by the bed
at all times. At times I thought that looking after my sick girlfriend was even
more stressful than my day job. 


In the midst of it all, however, she landed an
interview at a PR firm for the following week. Which was great, of course,
except for the part where I now had to cater to each one of her needs while she
relaxed in bed listening to music and rehearsing her answers. 


“Hey, Mitch?” she said one day as I brought in
her nightly takeout in a tray. “I need you to do me a favor.”


“What’s that?”


“I need to figure out what to wear for my
interview,” she said, pouting her lips thoughtfully as she scanned my face.
“But all my clothes need unpacking.”


“Where are your clothes?”


“It’s all dumped in the closet in your guest
room,” she said, smiling. “Could you sort them out for me please?”


I sighed.


“It’ll just take five minutes,” she said. “I
promise.”


“Okay,” I muttered, figuring I could get that
chore out of the way first before having my own dinner. 


I headed to the guest room closet and sure
enough, there was Hailey’s pink suitcase, with a volcano of clothes erupting
out of it. 


Five minutes? This was going to take me at least an
hour. 


As sickly sweet pop songs drifted from our
bedroom, I grabbed a bunch of hangers and bent down to sort out the mess. There
were so many clothes, I didn’t even know where to start. Dresses, tank tops,
t-shirts, skirts, shorts…it looked like whenever Hailey liked a particular
style, she got it in every color under the sun. 


I was about halfway done when I noticed a fluffed
up drawstring bag. I opened it to see a bunch of panties. There was a sudden
thudding inside my chest. I’d always had an...affinity...for women’s panties. Women’s
clothes in general, to be more accurate, but panties were on some other
dimension. 


This was something Hailey never knew. And being
in a long-distance relationship for a good while, that had been a part of me
I’d kind of hidden away, even from myself. And, truthfully, I’d always been
ashamed of just how much the thought of women’s underwear aroused me. It wasn’t
just your normal fetish. Nope. The things that I wanted to do with
underwear...well, they made me feel like I was far from normal. 


And now, I was gripped by the realization I was
alone inside the closet, with a collection of soft and very real panties in my
hands. I inched the drawstring bag closer towards me. I pulled one out, a cute
pair of low-rise cheekies that was the color of robin eggs. It smelled funky.
Not in a bad way, but it made me wonder if they’d been washed. 


Wow. 


I brought the panties towards my nose and took
another deep, hungry sniff. 









CHAPTER
3


 


The
unmistakable smell of pussy wafted into me, gloriously warm and dewy in its
intensity. I could feel myself fleshing out down there. Hailey and I hadn’t had
much sex since she’d moved in, at least not at the rate I’d expected. I thought
we’d be going at it like rabbits, but since that first night, she hadn’t seemed
to be in the mood at all, and of course it was only recently that she’d begun
to recover from the flu. 


I was rock hard now, and sexy thoughts were
distracting me.


Maybe the next time Hailey asked me to scrub her
back, I’d slowly rub my erect dick up and down that steaming ass crack. Shower
sex could definitely be hot. 


The panties were still in my hand. Without
thinking, I pushed them inside my pocket. Knowing Hailey, she could march right
in here any second, demanding to know what was taking me so long. I had to be
careful.


Still, this damn boner…


I rubbed my boner a bit through my shorts. 


What else was inside the suitcase? I ruffled
through some of the clothes and saw a bunch of shoes and heels, all tangled up.
I picked up a pair of red heels. The outside was blood red and dark like
velvet. The inside linings were slightly torn, the color faded. 


I brought one of the heels very close to my nose
and sniffed. It smelled so good. My cock began to throb harder.


Hailey’s foot had been in there…her toes rubbing
against the fabric…her sweat collecting on those inner linings from walking all
day long…


Fingers trembling, I placed the heel down on the
floor. I pushed my foot inside, scrunching up my toes, trying to make them fit.
I’d always been on the smaller side for a man, and I knew it wouldn’t be the
most comfortable fit, but I had the sudden urge to know what it would be like
to wear those very feminine stilettos. 


I pushed my other foot inside the second heel.
The pain of having two crumpled feet in those women’s heels rippled up my toes.
Still, I savored the hot, toasty feel of them, and the way my butt naturally
perked up while balancing on them.  


And fuck, I felt so turned on.


“Do you have a foot fetish I don’t know
about?” 


I spun around, trying to keep my balance and
trying to jump out of the heels at the same time. I failed at both. I held onto
the closet railing as I fell, bringing the railing down with me with a clash.


“Oh god!” I groaned in pain. 


I glanced up to see Hailey smirking at me. 


“Just be thankful I didn’t catch you sniffing my
panties,” she said, the smirk still playing on her lips. “Or I’d have made you
wear them.”


Goddamnit, I thought. I knew she’d come in here!


“What are you doing here?” I asked her, annoyed.
“I thought you had an interview to prepare for.”


“I’m kind of thirsty again,” she said. She
coughed a little, but I could totally see she was faking it. “Could you make me
a nice cup of hot cocoa?”


I stood up and dusted myself off. I was still
reeling from embarrassment at having been caught wearing Hailey’s heels. 


“Well?” Hailey was leaning against the closet
entrance, her arms folded like she was a strict schoolmistress. 


“Man, if I ever knew you were so fucking bossy,”
I grunted. 


“Me? Bossy?” she said, blinking innocently. “Babe,
I’m not bossy. I’m the boss.” She turned around to leave. “I’ll be expecting
that cup of hot cocoa in five minutes. Oh, and Mitch?”


“Yeah?”


“Stop wearing my shit!” I heard her cackle as she
disappeared out of the room.


I blushed. 


I was never going to live this one down. 


If Hailey had been okay to boss me around before,
she was now going to step it up several notches with this added fuel to the
fire. I’d always suspected she’d been with me more for my relative
submissiveness than anything else. It certainly wasn’t for my looks, that was
for sure.


Whatever it was, she really seemed to like
squishing me around like a ball of putty.


I gently tapped the side of my pocket. I felt the
light bulge of Hailey’s panties in there. Thank goodness she hadn’t seen that. 


I didn’t even want to think about what she
would’ve done if she did. 


***


The following Tuesday, Hailey left for her job
interview. She was dressed sexily smart, in a faded white top and short black
skirt that left little of her ass to the imagination. She kissed me before
going out the door. Once she was gone, I had a ton of work to do but I just
couldn’t concentrate. 


So instead, I decided to take a five-minute
breather. I geared up my laptop and loaded up my favorite porn site. 


I browsed through the titles and thumbnails,
trying to find something that caught my interest. I found one of a big-butted
MILF screwing her wimpy looking stepson. I watched it for a couple of minutes,
stroking my cock, but something was wrong. 


Somehow it just wasn’t doing the trick. 


Taking a deep breath, I opened the bottom-most
drawer of my work station. I had just about an hour to myself until Hailey came
back. It was funny how it took someone moving in for me to understand just how
much I’d taken my privacy for granted for several years. 


From the drawer, I grabbed the pair of panties
I’d stolen from Hailey that day. 


I ran my fingers over the feather-soft fabric,
marveling at just how light and airy it felt. I brought it up to my nose and
smelled it again. I immediately felt the blood-rush down there, so I started
pumping it. My thoughts drifted towards Hailey. 


The situation was so frustrating. Things had
become undeniably different after she’d come back from college. Long-distancing
hadn’t exactly revealed just how arrogant she’d gotten over the years, and I
hated how fucking bossy she’d become. A part of me wondered whether she was
really losing the respect she’d had for me. 


At the same time, though, if I had to admit
something: I weirdly liked it. Just something about having your sexy girlfriend
give you orders like she didn’t give a shit about you dialed up something in
me. 


I remembered what happened a few nights ago when
Hailey had caught me wearing her high heels. My cheeks burned.


“Just be thankful I didn’t catch you sniffing my
panties,”
she’d said. “Or I’d have made you wear them.”


So hot, I thought. 


I pushed down my shorts until I was completely
naked from my waist down. I imagined Hailey was in the room, making me wear her
panties as some kind of punishment. 


My entire body began to flush with excitement. I
squeezed my thighs through the panty holes and brought them up to my hips. They
were a bit tight, but the feel of the blue fabric against my raging boner was
indescribable. I put my hand inside and began to jerk off.


How humiliating would it be if Hailey forced me
to wear her panties? I thought excitedly. It would just be so cruel. 


Fuck, maybe she’d force me to wear her bras and
even one of her skimpy minidresses. And then she’d mock me, telling me I wasn’t
a man, that I didn’t deserve to be her boyfriend, that I was way out of her
league and that she was totally using me. 


Before I knew it, I let out a big grunt and blew
my load. 


I shuddered, trying to collect my breath. I took
off the panties as fast as I’d put them on. Seeing my creamy wetness on those
tiny panties made me feel guilty. There was no doubt Hailey would come for my
throat if she knew about what I’d done. 


There was no need to worry about that though,
because there was just no way she would ever find out about this. 


I started cleaning up, gearing up my mind to get
back into work mode. I tossed the soiled pair of panties back into the
bottom-most drawer, resolving to get rid of the evidence as soon as I
could. 











CHAPTER
4


 


“Babe!
You’re not going to believe this! I got the job!”


Hailey’s happiness beamed through her eyes as she
gave me the news on Thursday morning.


“No way!” I gave her a giant hug. “When do you
start?”


“On Monday,” she said with a grin. “I’m so
excited! I can’t wait!”


I sat back down on my chair, smiling at her.
Well, here was the beginning of the end. Once Hailey started her new job, she’d
come off my back, at least from nine to five every weekday. And once her first
paycheck came through, she and I could both sit down and start looking at how
much she could contribute to things like rent and groceries. I’d never let her
split 50/50—I wasn’t that kind of guy. I wanted to take care of her and have
her actually feel that. 


A fuzzy warmth came over me. So not only was my
girlfriend now living with me, we both had good jobs, and it was like we’d
officially entered the next stage of our relationship. Life was good.


I looked up to see Hailey punching numbers into
her phone. 


“I’m gonna go celebrate,” she said excitedly,
when I gave her a quizzical look.


“Oh. Where are you going?”


“To this cool new bar!” she said. “My friends
from college are driving over just to celebrate with me.” 


My heart skipped a beat. “Wait. Don’t you want me
to come? To…celebrate?”


“Uhm, I mean.” She brought her phone down and
looked around wildly, trying to do everything but meet my eyes. “It’s just
going to be me and my peeps, really. Nothing special.” She shrugged. 


There was a thick silence in the air. As she
blinked down at me, with her big innocent eyes, a strange sensation rippled
down my spine. I had this sick feeling in my stomach, like I was about to be
confronted by the very thing I’d been afraid to admit for so long. Our
relationship wasn’t fine. Hailey seemed hell-bent on making me feel like
shit. 


“Sorry…” Hailey said after a beat. “You’d be
bored anyway, Mitch, trust me.” She winked. “How about we have our own special
celebration once I get back?”


“Whatever,” I muttered. “You go ahead and have
fun. Just let me know if you need me to pick you up later on in the night.”


“Sure,” she said. She sounded perked up, as if
she was relieved I’d just accepted the situation. 


But I wasn’t willing to let her go so fast this
time. 


“Do your college friends even know about me?” I
asked.


She rolled her eyes. “Of course they do, Mitch!
What are you accusing me of?”


“Who knows about me?”


She rattled off a bunch of names with a straight
face, but I could tell she was squirming inside. “Practically everyone knows,
Mitch,” she said finally. “I don’t know what you’re trying to imply.”


I didn’t know a single person that she’d named. I
sighed. 


“Forget I even asked,” I said. 


***


The following day, I headed downtown to the
office for a client meeting. The day had dragged out at a snail’s pace, and I
wasn’t the least bit confident about how much my team would execute the
presentation on our campaign updates. During lunch, I escaped from the chaos of
the office and went into a nearby coffee shop, where I decided to call Travis.


As soon as he picked up, I realized I really
needed to have a heart-to-heart. So I told Travis how Hailey had been treating
me since she’d moved in, and how it felt like she was just kind of using
me. 


I knew what he was going to say before he even
reacted.


“She’s using you,” Travis said flatly, confirming
my suspicions. “Her first instinct when she gets good news is to go out with
her friends? And exclude you? Fuck that.” I could hear his heavy breathing and
quickening steps and the grumble of outside traffic. He was getting riled up. 


“She thinks she’s the boss? In your house? Fuck
that,” he continued. “Did she talk about moving out now that she has a
job?”


“No,” I said. “She hasn’t even officially started
her new job yet. I can’t just push her out of the door.” I swallowed, the hot
coffee somehow tasting vile on my tongue. “I kind of didn’t tell you, but I was
hoping the move-in would be permanent.”


“It’s your call,” Travis said, a tinge of
disapproval in his voice. “Well, then. You need to give her an ultimatum. Show
her who’s boss.”


I took in a deep breath. “What do you mean,
exactly?”


“Have a talk with her bro,” Travis said. “A
serious talk. I mean, if she wants to live with you for a few more weeks or the
rest of her life, fine, whatever. But she’ll have to start pulling her weight
too. You’re her fucking boyfriend, not her personal chef or chauffeur or house
cleaner. You have to nip these things in the bud, or the next you know, she’ll
be using you as her personal chair and you’ll be doing nothing but tasting her
wet farts all day.”


I sighed. “I think you’re right.”


“Look, I’m going to give you a little advice.” I
heard the squeak of a swivel door and the gush of wind. “It all boils down to
how much the chick respects the dick. You’re the man of the relationship.
You’re the man of the house. So start acting like it.” 


I sighed again. “Will do, bud.”


“I’m at the gym now. Gotta get my cardio in today
during lunch. So when do I get to see you?”


“Not today. I’ve got a client meeting right after
this.”


“I’ve got an idea. I’m kind of seeing someone at
the moment, and I want you to meet her. Get to know your thoughts and stuff,”
Travis said. “How about we do a double date?”


I laughed. “A double date? Do people actually do
those anymore?”


“Hell yeah,” Travis chuckled. “Also, I want to
see this bossy girlfriend of yours.”


I hesitated. Technically, he hadn’t met Hailey
yet. He wouldn’t even have known what she looked like if it wasn’t for social
media. 


I’d met Travis while going to the gym attached to
my office complex around two years ago—he’d been new in town and pretty
depressed, having moved here so soon after his divorce. We quickly became
really good buddies, but since then, I’d stopped going to the gym. 


Poor Travis. I could practically feel his anxiety
about this ‘new girl’ radiating through my phone. Dating had overall been just
a horrible experience for him after what his ex-wife had done to him.


Some women were just really fucking shitty.


“How about next Saturday?” Travis egged on. “I’ll
text you the deets.”


“Sounds good, bud. I’ll catch you later.” I hung
up. 


I exited the coffee shop and began walking
towards the office. Travis could be overly cynical when it came to his
relationship advice, but he had a point. I couldn’t let Hailey walk all over me
like that. We were two halves, two equals, and damn it, I deserved to be
respected and not treated like a maid. 


I just needed to show Hailey that I was the man
of the relationship. 











CHAPTER
5


 


Once
my work meeting was done, I heaved a sigh of relief and got ready to go home.
In the car, I was full of renewed convictions. I wasn’t going to be the wimpy
kid of our relationship any longer. I just had to talk to Hailey, put my foot
down and just say no. There’d be no beating around the bush this time.


I reached my apartment building, parked in the
garage, and headed up the elevator. I unlocked the front door and tossed my
keys and phone by the entryway. But then I stopped short.


Hailey’s distinctive laughter echoed from our
bedroom. 


“You know what would really make me horny?” she
was saying. Her voice was riddled with giddy excitement. “Humiliating him!”


I heard someone snigger. It rang through the
walls, annoyingly loud. Another girl. 


“Oh my god, yeah,” the pitchy girl said. “Ugh,
I’m sorry, but he’s so unattractive. I’m sure he’d look much better as a woman.
Don’t you think so?”


“Oh fuck, that’s exactly what I want to do to
him!” Hailey sounded cruel and a little drunk. “Wanna know something? I kinda
caught him trying to walk in my heels the other day. And all I could think of
was making him wear my sluttiest dress and giving him a makeover.”


“Put him in your panties, girlfriend,” said the
girl with the annoying voice. “That’s how you keep sissies in check. And lock
his tiny little cock while you’re at it.”


Hailey giggled. “I mean, I’d love to, but I don’t
think they make cock cages that small.”


“Oh shit! How small is it?”


“You know your pinky?”


“Yeah?” 


“It’s about a third of that. If I’m being
generous!” Hailey roared with laughter, and the other girl chimed in,
snickering like a chipmunk. 


I just stood there, almost as if I was in some
kind of hypnotic trance. They were talking about me. 


They were talking about me. 


I balled up my fists, took a deep breath, and
released them. My head felt unbearably hot. And yet, inexplicably, I felt my
cock stiffen and swell. The urge to unzip my slacks and jerk off while I
eavesdropped on two girls mocking me felt overwhelming. 


Why in the world was I getting turned on?


My hand was hovering millimeters above my zipper
when I heard the beep of a disconnected call and the slam of a laptop screen. 


“I better get going,” Hailey was saying. “The
sissy will be back any minute now!”


And then all of a sudden she appeared in front of
me like a ghost. Her hair was in a disheveled top knot and she was wearing her
glasses. There was a book in her hands. 


“Oh,” she muttered. “You’re home early.”


I could tell she was frantically trying to
calculate her chances, to see if she’d been caught this time.


But my face told her everything she needed to
know. 


“So, you heard me,” she said, turning her back to
me and walking towards the couch. She untied and tied up her hair again,
smoothing down the baby hairs around her hairline. How was she so aloof?


“Don’t I mean anything to you?” I blurted
out. 


“Fuck, Mitch, here you go, blowing everything out
of proportion again,” she said, rolling her eyes. 


“Stop gaslighting me!” I said. My voice was
shaking, and I hated how squeaky it was. “You know what you said! Why are you
even with me? You don’t give a fuck about me!”


“That’s not true.” She still wouldn’t meet my eyes.


“I’ve been nothing but nice to you,” I said. “I
know you had your reservations about moving in with me, but I wanted to help
you out. I really thought this would be the next stage in our relationship.
Guess I was wrong. I really, really like you, Hailey. But all you’ve done is
treat me like shit.”


“That’s not true,” Hailey repeated. 


“Yeah, it is. You expect me to be your maid.”


That was when she dropped the bomb.


“Because I can fucking see that it turns you on!”
she said. She tried to put on a straight face but failed, and she was suddenly
smirking. “Tell me the truth! You want me to humiliate you, don’t you? Mock
you? Control you?”


I swallowed. My throat was suddenly way too dry.
All I could do was stare at Hailey as she stared triumphantly back at me, her
legs crossed, one leg swinging slowly and casually over the other. Above her,
the beating of the clock right above her on the wall became frighteningly loud,
as if it was counting down the seconds for my reaction. 


But all I could think of was: this was not the
way this talk was supposed to go.


Hailey sighed when I said nothing. 


“I’ve always known it,” she began slowly after
another excruciatingly long pause. “When we were younger, I had my suspicions.
But now that I’m living here, I can see it as clear as day.” She finally stood
up and started closing the distance between us. My heart was hammering a
million miles a minute.


“I know I’m bossy and demanding, Mitch, but I
also know you’re a submissive little sissy who craves it.” She was almost
whispering now, and goddamn my cock was throbbing at how hungry her face
looked. “And asking you to clean out my suitcase? That was a test, you idiot.”


I almost choked on my spit. “What?!” 


Hailey laughed. It was a slow, reverberating
laugh that was more mocking than nice. “I was kinda hoping I’d walk in on you
wearing my undies. I wasn’t that lucky, unfortunately. But those heels? Tell me
how good they felt on your feet, Mitch. Did you feel sexy? Feminine? Slutty?”


“I…I…” My face burned. I couldn’t believe what I
was hearing.


Hailey was so close to me now, I could smell the
traces of shampoo in her hair. 


“Just admit it,” she whispered. “You’re a sissy,
Mitch.”


Her hands were on my crotch then, rubbing it
gently. “Oh yeah,” she said. “I can feel that micro-dick twitching. Nice.”


“I’m not a sissy!” I said. 


She snorted. “You know, it’s kind of funny seeing
you in denial.”


“I don’t want to be a woman, if that’s what
you’re insinuating. That’s crazy.”


“No one said you wanted to be a woman, Mitch,”
Hailey said icily. “You know what? Wait here. I think it’s time to show you
something.”


She disappeared into our bedroom and brought out
something that I instantly recognized.


All the blood drained from my skin. I could feel
myself about to lose my balance. I slumped into a chair, defeated and
mortified.


Hailey was holding her cum-stained underwear in
front of my face, swinging it like a pendulum.


“Oh god,” I mumbled.


“You wore this, didn’t you,” she teased. “Go on,
you can tell me. Did you really think I wouldn’t notice my shit was missing?
You stole it, you wore it, and you fucking enjoyed it, squirting your sissy
cummies all over my nice pretty panties.”


“Oh fuck…” I said, feeling my cock balloon down
there.


I really couldn’t believe any of this was
happening. It was just meant to be a fantasy. A private fantasy. A secret
fantasy.


Was my fantasy about to become reality?


“Look, I’ll be frank.” Hailey took a few steps
back and crossed her arms, but not before tossing the dirty underwear onto my
lap. “I think it would be good to just accept what this is, Mitch. Our
relationship. Yes, I’ve been using you. That’s really what convinced me to move
in. You have a nice big apartment, and how could I say no to staying rent free
for a good while when I knew I could boss you around and make you my personal
bitch?”


She let out a cackle. “Come on, Mitch. You really
thought a hot girl like me would stick by you all these years when I could
practically fuck any guy I wanted?”


I could feel the intense power she had over me. Everything
she was saying was true—and the terrible thing was that deep down I’d known it
all along too. 


Why else would she have wanted to be with me—her
pathetically skinny old high school boyfriend when any man would’ve given up
their right arm to have her? The only thing I had going for myself was an okay
job and ultimately my submissiveness.


I’d also brainwashed myself into thinking that
size didn’t matter, and that nice guys deserved hot girls. I’d been wrong on
both counts. 


And then Hailey dropped her second bombshell.


“By the way,” she said. “I’m moving out.”


My hopes had been lifted and shattered in an
instant. 


“What?”


Hailey went back to the couch, settled down, and
leaned back. She stretched her arms and yawned. “A friend of mine is moving
into a shared house, and she’s happy to give me a room. So guess what. I
actually don’t need you anymore.”


“Wait. Are you breaking up with me?”


“What do you think, Mitch?” 


“No.” I shook my head. “Please don’t
leave.” 


“I can’t be with you under false pretenses
anymore, babe. You need to be true to yourself and accept that you’re a sissy,
or this is just never going to work.”


“I…I guess I was in denial over the whole thing.”
The words were tumbling out of me like vomit now, like they’d been desperate to
free themselves after being caged up inside for so long. “I wasn’t kidding when
I said I really like you, Hailey, and I’d do anything to be with you. Like,
you’re perfect. You’re really perfect.”


One corner of Hailey’s lips curled up into that
same smug smile, like she wanted to say, “Duh. I know I’m fucking perfect.”


“I hope you’re still willing to give this a
chance,” I said. “I know I can make you happy. We can be happy together.”


The strange thing was, I wasn’t even bullshitting
her. 


I could tell she wanted this too, as much as I
did. The need to dominate a wimp was as much as in her DNA as the opposite was
in mine. And that was why we were perfect for each other. 


Could she see that, though?


Hailey smiled again. Her smugness had
disappeared, and a little bit of sunny warmth reached her eyes. She looked
thoughtful for a second. 


The clock above her was deafeningly loud. 


“Hmm,” she said. “We could give this a chance.
You know I would, Mitch. I’ve been with you since high school, you should know
a thing or two about me by now.”


“But?” I could sense there was a but coming.


“But...I don’t think it’s such a good idea for us
to live together,” Hailey said firmly. “We’re still young. We have all the time
in the world.”


I crumbled. I felt the sting in my eyes, the hot
wetness building up in there. I hated that I was crying.


I was such a wimp.


“Can’t you give me a chance?” I pleaded. “I don’t
care how bossy you are. In fact, I want you to dominate me like the
sissy I really am. I think you know that even more than I do.”


“Alright.” Hailey crossed her arms, looking
thoughtful once again. “How about we do a trial run? I’ll stay here for another
month, and we can see how it goes?”


I felt like I’d lost my balance again, but this
time it was out of sheer happiness. “Yes,” I cried. “Yes!”


“Do you really want me to dominate you, Mitch?
Like, for real?” 


I met her eyes and held onto it for a long time.
I could almost taste the electricity between us, the hunger in her eyes.


“Yes,” I whispered. “I’m all yours.”


“Hmmm.” Hailey undid her top knot and her blonde
locks fell about her face, making her look like an ethereal goddess. She lay
down on the couch, stretching out her perfect body, watching me as I watched
her. 


“If you really want that, Mitch, things will need
to run on my time around here,” she said huskily. “And since I’ll essentially
be doing you a favor by living with you, I have a few conditions.” Her stern
stare was stirring emotions in me I didn’t even know I had. “You’ll need to
cook and clean for me. And I get to dress you up in slutty clothes and makeup.”


I swallowed. She sounded so hot saying
that. 


But Hailey wasn’t even done yet... 


“Oh, and I get to bring guys home,” she said,
smiling. “To your home. And I get to fuck them on your bed.”


“Anything you want, Hailey,” I said, my voice
just a decibel above a whisper. “You can do anything you want to me.”


“And you get to watch from a corner in your sissy
panties, with zero access to my pussy, while I get railed by a real man
with a giant cock.”


I nodded. Hailey’s words had cut through me like
sharp needles piercing my heart, tearing them apart into  shreds of
meat. 


Hailey yawned again and smiled. Her icy smile was
the most seductive thing I’d ever seen. 


“From now on, Mitch, you’ll no longer be my
boyfriend,” she sneered. “You’ll just be my little sissy cuck and sex
toy.”  
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I
woke up the next day, my head groggy and my thoughts all heavy like they were
being dragged through mud. I was pretty sure the previous day had all just been
a dream.


I must have knocked my head somewhere and fallen
unconscious. And I was dreaming. 


Of course it had all been a dream. 


There was no way I’d come home from work last
night only to witness Hailey having a laugh with her girlfriend and mocking me.
There was no way she’d uncovered my dark secret about masturbating in her
panties. And there was no way she was actually going to turn me into her
girly sissy sex toy for own perverted pleasure.


Like what?


I turned to my side, gliding my hand through the
cold, empty bedspread on my left. 


Hailey normally slept in, but today, the
apartment was eerily quiet.


As my head cleared, I got out of bed and walked
to the kitchen. I was hungry. I figured I could make some breakfast while I
waited for Hailey to come back. I blushed as I remembered last night’s orders.
I’d have to make something for both of us—and though that didn’t really do much
to change my routine (yet)—the fact that I was officially cooking as her sissy made
me a little nervous.


I really wanted to impress her.


So I buttered up some bread and toasted the
slices until they were golden, and whisked up some eggs. I scrambled them over
the stove. I also made some coffee—strong, black, and sugary, just the way Hailey
liked it. Then I got to work setting the table. I was carefully placing folded
up napkins on the table when I heard the front door being unlocked. 


Hailey breezed in, both her arms covered in
shopping bag ties. She was sun-kissed and glowing. She was wearing a tight tank
top that was struggling to hold in the curve of her breasts, and pink short
shorts that revealed almost all of her thighs. 


“Ooh, I can see you’ve been busy, sissy, I like
that,” she said, happily inspecting her breakfast spread. 


I beamed at her. 


She dropped the bags on the kitchen table and
began to eat. 


“Well, like I promised, today’s going to be our
little celebration,” she said once she’d finished her plate. 


I was leaning against the kitchen counter when
she stood up and walked towards me.


She was looking at me with so much intensity I
just wanted to turn into dust.


“Well, before we get into things,” she said
coolly. “I have a few instructions for you. First things first, whenever I come
home, you’re going to greet me at the front door by curtsying. You know, like
how people do to Queen Elizabeth. Like this.” She curtsied for me to follow.


I tried my best to follow her motions. I doubted
I looked half as cute as she did.


“Good sissy,” she said, pleased. “And second, I’m
no longer Hailey to you. You’re going to address me as Your Royal Highness.
I’ll also accept ‘Your Highness’. The basic idea is that since you’re going to
treat me like royalty, my name should reflect that.”


“Your Royal Highness?” 


I couldn’t tell if she was being serious. 


“What do you think is so funny, Mitch?” Hailey
cocked an eyebrow up at me, her face still and deadly serious. “Do you think
any of this is funny? I think we established yesterday that I’m doing you a
favor by staying here. I could leave tonight if that’s what you want.”


“No!” I felt like a loser for literally begging
my girlfriend to stay with me. “That’s definitely not what I want.”


Hailey’s smirk made my cock twitch inside my
shorts. 


“Right,” she said. “So what are you going to call
me?”


“Your Royal Highness,” I said.


“Kneel down, sucker,” she ordered.


I kneeled down without question. My face was
level with her pussy nestled inside those tiny pink shorts. My own shorts
suddenly felt way too tight.


Hailey lifted one foot under my nose. Her dark
red toenails were just so perfectly sensual. There was a tan line emerging from
the outline of her flip flops. 


“Smell it,” she said.


I did. Her foot had a pleasant odor, of some kind
of moisturizing lotion mixed very lightly with a little sweat. 


“Kiss it,” she said.


I cupped her foot in my hand and gave it a soft
kiss.


Hailey laughed. She sounded a little breathless,
like this was turning her on. 


“Good job, sissy,” she said. 


Then, without warning, she pushed her foot into
the bulge of my shorts and pressed down hard. She began caressing my knob in
between her toes.


“Isn’t this what you want?” she whispered. “Isn’t
this what your pathetic inner sissy wanted all this time? To submit so fully to
your girlfriend that you lose your manhood in the process?”


“It’s what I need, Your Highness,” I said
quietly. My cock was aching now, thriving from the humiliation.


“Did you really think it was your pitiful
dicklette that kept me coming back to your place?” Hailey egged on. “No, I was
just using you Mitch. I was just using you.”


I almost whimpered. 


“What have I done to deserve you as a girlfriend,
Your Highness,” I said before I could stop myself. “I don’t deserve you.”


“Damn right,” Hailey said. “Great, now that we
have that out of the way…” 


She reached for the shopping bags and began
arranging the items for me to see on the kitchen counter.


“So since I’m starting a fabulous new job on
Monday,” she continued in a sugar-sweet voice. “I thought we’d increase your
sissy chores since you’ll be hanging around at the house a lot more, while I
go out and live life to the fullest. Hmmm?”


“Yes, Your Highness,” I agreed.


“You’ll have to clean and make my meals—as
usual—but you’re also going to help me shower every night. You’ll give me my
back scrub everyday without fail, and you’re also going to assist me in my
shaving and other girly grooming tasks. It’ll be a great way for me to train
you. Well?”


“Thank you, Your Highness,” I said. “What an
honor.”


“I’ve also bought some sexy little things for you
to wear while I receive the princess treatment,” Hailey said. 


She handed me one of the bags. It had pink tissue
paper coming out of it.


“In case you’ve had any skepticism about any of
this so far,” she said, her voice as slick as oil. “Let me spell things out for
you.”


I waited. My heart was beating so fast I was sure
it would explode out of me any second.


“From now on you’ll be a girl and my personal
sissy slave,” Hailey said. “And I want my sissy slave to be easy on the eyes.
So, that means no more facial hair—in fact, I don’t want to see any hair below
the neck. In the bag you’ll find your new sissy uniform, and I’ve also got you
razors, shaving gel, bubble bath, and all those nice things.”


I was floating. “Thank you, Your Highness.”


“Your skin will need to be nice and soft and
smooth,” she said. “And you’re also going to learn how to put on makeup. I’m
going to help you a little with it at first but you’ll be learning all the
skills too. I’d like to see you wear a slutty red lipstick all day.”


“Yes, Your Highness.”


Hailey made a face at me.


“Well? What are you waiting for? Go have a bath
and shave everything off. And I mean everything, sissy. I don’t want to see
your hairy ass or your hairy dicklette. And then we’re gonna get you into that
uniform.” She checked her watch and tapped on it impatiently. “I’m going out to
meet a friend soon and I don’t have long so you better hurry up.”
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The
tub was steaming and bubbling by the time I got inside it. I waited until my
skin softened a little before I started shaving. I shaved my armpits for the
first time in my life, then I looked down at my hairy chest and stomach and
shaved those areas off too. I got out of the tub to get one of Hailey’s pocket
mirrors from the cabinet to get rid of the darker wisps off my butt and
asshole. 


Hailey was waiting for me once I stepped out of
the bathroom. From the moment I saw the ‘uniform’ she’d laid out for me, I was
on edge.


It was a slutty maid’s dress. 


“Mmm, I can’t wait to see what you look like
dressed as a sexy French maid,” Hailey murmured.


She helped me put the dress on. It was black and
made of smooth satin, extremely tight at the waist, with the tiniest, frilliest
apron stitched on its front. The top had built-in bra cups, which was just as
well since I didn’t have any tits to speak of. Its puffy doll sleeves were
lined with white lace, which I found pretty, but the skirt was so short that
the slightest of movements revealed my pasty cock and balls. They bounced
visibly with each step I took and Hailey found this incredibly amusing.


“No panties, Your Highness?” I asked.


Hailey shook her head. “Not yet, sissy. Women’s
panties are something you’ll have to earn.”


Ugh, walking around with my ding-ding out from
under a skirt was going to be beyond humiliating. I didn’t have the guts to
argue, though. 


Hailey sat me down in front of a mirror and put
some makeup on me. First it was blush and some strokes of eyeliner. At this
point I wasn’t so sure about the makeup as my face still looked ugly
and...manly...but as soon as she applied the red lipstick my whole face was
basically transformed. 


I could have passed for a woman...


My hair was brushed down and out of my forehead
before Hailey put on a wig. It was as black and shiny as the maid’s uniform,
and ended just above my shoulders. The wig was tucked in using bobby pins and
Hailey sprayed something on the wig that smelled faintly of lavender.


That was when she gave me the once-over and
laughed. 


She collapsed into a fit of giggles, with legit
tears streaming down her cheeks.


That pretty much crushed me. Did I really look
horrible even as a woman?


Then, when she saw I was being serious, she took
my hands in hers. I felt the warmth of her affection, and it roused my blood in
all kinds of ways. I felt so vulnerable, so weak. Like a stupid wimp. But her
liking for me meant everything.


But was I imagining it? I couldn’t be sure.


“What are you so afraid of Mitch?” she asked
softly, rubbing the small of my back. “Go on, you can tell me.”


“I don’t know, Your Highness,” I said, tasting
the salt of tears on my lips. “Now I’ve gone and ruined all my makeup.”


“Don’t you fucking worry about it,” Hailey said
fiercely. She reached a finger out, gently blocking the course of a fresh tear
to collect it. She placed the fingertip between my lips. “Taste this.”


I did.


“Do you know how lucky you are?” she whispered,
placing her hand on my cold ass this time and running her fingers up and down
my hairless skin. “Do you know how many closeted sissies out there would have loved
to switch places with you? So many married and committed men, scared out of
their wits, too cowardly to be truthful to their partners. But us? We’re a
perfect match.”


“You’re right, Your Highness,” I said. Then,
after a long silence I said: “I…I want this.”


Once those words were out of my mouth I
immediately felt like the giant rock I’d been holding up on my shoulders had
finally crumbled. To get lost in space forever. 


I was finally at peace, at being a guy who liked
wearing women’s clothes and living a life of servitude. 


“I’ve got to leave you here now,” Hailey said
brightly. “I’ll look forward to dinner and a squeaky clean home when I get
back. Oh, and I’d like the blankets warmed up before bedtime please.”


“You got it. Au revoir, Your Highness.”


“Oh, and if my sissy Misty does a really
good job, she might get a nice surprise reward before the end of the night.”


She winked before exiting the bedroom, leaving me
in a cloud of butterflies, happiness, and longing.
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Over
the next few days, Hailey began her new job at the PR firm. I began mine too,
becoming a personal sissy slave for Hailey. 


Each morning, I put on my frilly French maid’s
uniform and a bright red lip to do my household chores—everything from
vacuuming to dusting to cooking to doing the laundry. I became exceptionally
prompt with the dishes, making sure they were loaded into the dishwasher after
every meal and doing the rest by hand. 


What can I say—a good habit instilled in me
thanks to my Princess!


The only time I didn’t have to dress up was if I
had a work meeting at home, and of course if I had to go out in public. I
wasn’t sure I even needed that last exception because I was totally happy to
just stay at home—and by that I mean, really, truly happy to be in my apartment
all day without the need to socialize. 


Even though we were still in our early stages,
becoming a sissy maid slave was hands down the best decision I could’ve made
for our relationship. I think I felt happier—and ironically more secure—because
I finally had a purpose. Like I knew my place and my worth, and I didn’t have
to question it anymore. I didn’t have to put up the pretense that I was your
average male who craved social status and dominated every area of his life.


The thought had been strangely freeing.


Anyway, like I said, Hailey seemed to be thriving
in her new job. She’d come home and narrate bits and pieces from her day—and I
really got the feeling she was living life to the fullest, as a beautiful, sexy
woman like her should. 


She was also as smart as a whip. It took me a
little too long to realize that even though she kept talking about my sissy
rewards, they never fucking materialized!


She was just using those ‘sissy rewards’ like a
carrot on a stick, keeping me energized enough to keep doing all of the
household tasks. And it fucking worked. Jerking off while in my maid’s dress
wasn’t even satisfying anymore because I kept fantasizing about the next time I
could do anything sexual with her.


Hailey’s orders weren’t just limited to tasks for
her, by the way. She also had tasks for me—girly things for me to work on
when I wasn’t cleaning or doing office work. 


One of the big ones was learning how to walk in
heels. 


Hailey gave me three pairs of heels to play with:
the smallest one had a baby heel, maybe two inches at most, while the other one
was a whopper: maybe seven or eight inches. She asked me to draw a straight
line, with chalk, from one end of the apartment to the other. Then I had to
walk the line with objects on my head—a book, an apple, and finally a pen. The
pen practically killed me. Hailey said the exercise would really help develop
the muscles needed for catwalking like the slutty sissy maid slave I was.


And in all honesty...being all dolled up for
Hailey had been a kind of thrill I never could have imagined. Even though I was
still battling to figure out if her feelings for me were real, one thing was
clear: she loved me in a dress and makeup! I’d just strut around her, in
my short dress and heels, with my pasty white clitty exposed, and sometimes I
could see she couldn’t tear her eyes away from my body.


And, wow, she would make so much fun of me!
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“Princess
Hailey would like her asshole licked.”


I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. 


My girlfriend was naked on a pink bedspread, her
ass out and wide open to invite me in. The sight of her bare body with a hint
of smooth, soft pussy was making me salivate. I just stared at it in wonder,
noticing how her ass was shaped like two round porcelain hills. 


Here it was. My first reward with Hailey, after
what had been a stupidly long wait. 


I’d been denied of touching her body sexually for
so long that I didn’t even know where to begin. I just stood there, my
breathing becoming more and more erratic.


“What are you waiting for, Misty?” she asked in a
sultry voice. She slapped her ass, making it jiggle. “Ready to taste the
world’s sweetest cupcake?”


“I just lost myself to your vision, Your Highness,”
I admitted. “You look like a true princess. I’d be honored to lick your
asshole.” 


“Well, I’d like you to put your words where that
sissy tongue is,” she said, perking her ass up even higher. “Don’t keep me
waiting. I’ve had a long fucking day.”


It was a Friday, and despite being kind enough to
grant me my first sexual reward, Hailey wasn’t really in the best of moods.
Since she’d come home from work, she’d huffed and puffed over how stressful her
day at the office had been. Just looking at her all unhappy made me incredibly
anxious; my job, after all, was to pamper her and make her feel good—at any
cost. Her being stressed out was a reminder I wasn’t doing a good job of it at
all. 


I just desperately wanted to please her. 


So I climbed on top of the bed. My own ass was
inevitably exposed under my maid’s skirt—but of course no one was there to
witness that. 


I kissed her ass first, as a sign of respect. I
explored her crack a little with my tongue, trying to get her worked up. That
first lick was mind-bendingly good. Her ass smelled amazing.


Hailey giggled and said it tickled. “Keep going,
sissy.”


I took that as encouragement. 


I slicked my tongue over her asshole before
gently pushing it inside. I buried it in as deep as it would go and began to twirl
it around and around, trying to wipe her insides with my wetness. 


Hailey moaned.


The more I licked, the more I could feel her back
door expanding, allowing a few more millimeters of my tongue to glide in. The
heat of her pussy, hot and thick with her juices, teased me like a cruel snare.


I knew it was out of bounds for now.  


I wanted to be patient. I wanted to be a good
sissy. But damn it, the ass eating was driving me fucking wild. I began to
fantasize about intercourse. I imagined pounding her ass until I burst like a
waterfall inside her, releasing my dirty cummies into her beautiful core.


My sissy clit was rock hard now.


“Bring me to orgasm,” Hailey ordered.


I gasped. “Of course, Your Highness,” I
said. 


I slowly slithered one trembling finger into her
pussy.  It was wet, so wet. I pulled that finger out, letting the momentum
build a bit before reaching out to caress her clit. 


Hailey moaned, a deep guttural animalistic moan.
There was nothing princess-like about it now. 


“Oh fuck yeah, sissy, get me nice and wet, you
slut. Don’t you dare fucking stop,” she growled.


As I tended to her clit with one hand, I dipped
my fingers back into the soft cream of her pussy. Her scent was stronger than
ever now, sweaty and briny and full of sexy possibilities. Hailey began to rub
her nipples and buck up and down to further stimulate herself. 


With one hand buried inside her pussy, I dunked a
finger from my other hand into her anus, pumping them both in and out, in and
out, building up speed.


Hailey uttered a sinful groan, one that could’ve
made me orgasm then and there if I hadn’t been so focused on pleasuring her.


She grunted and squealed as she rode my fingers,
her insides clenching hard around them. And then her body heaved and shook in
one marvelously fluid motion, her thighs shaking with frenzy.


I still didn’t let go as she came. I was pumping
intensely, feeling the thock thock thock of her orgasm squish down on my
fingers. She kept cumming, still squealing, getting wetter and wetter, until
she gave a sigh and finally turned over.


She smiled at me with satisfied eyes. 


“I’d like to see you lick those, Misty,” she
said. “My ass and pussy secretions. And I’d like to see you enjoy it.”


I brought my sticky fingers up to my lips. I
tasted my Princess. She was salty and sweet, hot and musky. 


“Mmm,” I whispered. “Like honey.”


Was this what heaven was like?


“Nice,” she said. “Now it’s your turn.”


“Wait, w-what?” I stuttered.


She laughed at my confusion. “Ass out for me,
sissy. Now.”


I clambered up the bed, scooting out my ass for
her to see. Hailey’s fascination with my behind had been evident since I’d been
christened as a sissy. It was part of the reason she had me walking around in
the world’s shortest skirt with my cheeks practically exposed.


Now, she poked and prodded it, and I let out a
feminine giggle. 


Hailey snapped open a bottle of baby oil and
slathered it up and down my crack. Her finger slid inside my hole, almost too
smoothly. The stretching felt good. I started to moan.


“You want more, sissy?” Hailey breathed. “You
want to be fucked hard in the ass, don’t you?”


“Oh god,” I whimpered, suddenly shy.


Hailey spanked me. 


“Admit it, sissy! You’re not a man. You want your
ass stuffed like a cunt! Say that out loud!”


I moaned and confessed my forbidden desires. Not
only did I want to feel that fullness inside of me, I wanted Hailey to witness
my emasculation, spurring it on, until I was reduced to nothing but a pathetic,
whimpering, butt-slut.


“Fuck me harder, Your Highness,” I moaned. “Fuck
me like the dirty sissy slave I am…”


Hailey reached underneath me to fondle my swollen
balls while she finger-fucked me. I cried out in sweet, sweet ecstasy. My mind
was going deeper and deeper into places I never would’ve dared to dream of
before. I was losing control. 


“I’m doing this for you since you gave me a
really good orgasm, Misty,” Hailey said affectionately. “But this is going to
be a one-off for you, sissy. Don’t expect me to make you cum all the time.”


“Yes, Your Highness,” I said, practically out of
breath now. “I have to say this is amazing. Jerking off just doesn’t do it for
me anymore.”


“What did you say?”


I swiveled around. It took one look at Hailey’s
face to know I made a terrible mistake. 


“I trusted you, Misty,” she said, her nostrils
flaring. 


I stared at my beautiful naked Princess, who was
in such a good mood just seconds before. 


“How dare you fucking insult me by milking your
disgusting dicklette behind my back,” she spat. “And here I thought you were
actually being a good sissy!”


My heart practically jumped up to my throat. I
could feel my pits start to sweat.


I shouldn’t have said that...


Hailey clicked her tongue. “Well, well, well,”
she said. “We’ve got to make sure sissy Misty isn’t naughty again.”


She suddenly went back to probing my ass with her
fingers. I was really close to cumming, but somehow now I didn’t want to. The
cold oil being massaged into my puckered hole didn’t do much to soothe me. I
felt her fingertips vigorously rub my taint, which made a gush of unbearable
pleasure ride through me. And then I felt her slippery fingers squeeze my cock
hard. 


I let out a ladylike shriek as I came, spurting
ropes right into her hand. 


She milked out every last drop before reaching
forward and smearing the cum all over my face.


I felt ruined. I was ashamed that I’d cum,
especially since I was just staring back at her while smelling my own cum on
me. 


“I’ll be back,” Hailey said icily. “Don’t move an
inch.”


I just lay there frozen with cum on my face until
she walked back. The first thing I saw was a pair of panties, nude ones with a
white frill at the top. My heart skipped a beat. 


That was when I noticed the shiny steel cage
hidden in her palm. 


“What’s that, Your Highness?” I asked, even
though deep down I knew exactly what my punishment would be.


“I’ve been waiting to unleash this on you,”
Hailey said. “Naughty sissies deserve to be locked up. Now stand the fuck
up.” 


She took hold of my flaccid cock. A steel ring
went around the back of my balls and up the base of my cock. With some kind of
plastic pin, she then secured the steel cage followed by a closure. I stared
horrified as she pushed through a padlock and snapped the whole thing
shut. 


My cock. I couldn’t even touch it now. Let alone jerk
off.


“Right, Misty,” she said, twirling a key hanging
from her necklace to make sure I saw it. “It’s time for my bath and back scrub.
Run the water and call me once you’re ready.”


She laughed. One thing was for sure: she was
loving the control she had over me a little too much. 
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What
had I been reduced to? 


A pathetic, panty-wearing, locked up sissy maid,
that’s what.


And it was all my fault.


I didn’t have much time to wallow in my
predicament, though, because Saturday evening eventually rolled around. It was
time for our double date with Travis and his girlfriend.


I didn’t even really want to go, but Hailey
reminded me we hadn’t gone out much since she moved in. 


“Besides, you’ve talked so much about Travis, at
this point I’m convinced he’s your imaginary friend,” she said. 


So I wore a nice oversized Dead Kennedys T-shirt
and paired it with some loose cargo pants, as Hailey insisted I’d need to wear
my panties and she definitely wasn’t planning on removing my chastity cage just
for the outing. 


I watched as Hailey slipped into a tight dress,
the same black dress she’d worn the day she’d gone out to the bar with her
friends. Her butt cheeks, uncontained because of her thong, looked lovely and
her peaches and cream cleavage burst valiantly above the cutout. 


She looked fine as hell. 


We headed to the restaurant. It was a seafood
place at the west end of town. Travis and his new girlfriend were already there
by the time we went in, seated at a booth towards the front. He saw me and
waved me over.


“What’s up, man!” he said, giving me a fist bump.


“You look good, man,” I said.


It was true. Since I’d least seen him, Travis had
sprouted a few more muscles and he looked tighter than ever. His close-cropped
curly hair had been dyed blond which made his coco-brown skin stand out like a
fine artist’s portrait. His stubbled jawline reminded me of Kelly Oubre.


I saw his eyes instantly widen when he saw
Hailey. 


“Hey,” he said, nodding at her. “It’s nice to
finally meet you.”


“Likewise,” she said, smiling. 


“I’d like you to meet Sarah,” he said, motioning
to the girl sitting next to him. 


Unfortunately, Sarah looked like she didn’t want
to be there. She had piercings on both of her eyebrows and her mouth flew open
to reveal a gap-toothed smile. 


Poor guy, I thought. Travis was still peddling well below
his league. 


While waiting for our food, he rapped on a glass
for attention. 


“So, I have an announcement to make,” he said. “I
got a promotion at work.”


“No fucking way!” I said, delighted at the news.
“That’s awesome.”


Travis had been eyeing for a promotion for years.
The fact that he got it meant that things were finally looking up for
him. 


“What do you do?” Hailey asked.


“I’m in construction,” he said smoothly. “Can’t
you tell?” He flexed his arms. 


Hailey giggled. “I’ve always wanted to date a guy
in construction.”


“Unfortunately it’s not quite as sexy as you
think,” he said, giving a wink. “I’m just in project management.”


“Jeez, Hailey, you could’ve told me you were into
guys in construction,” I said, elbowing her. “I can get pretty frisky
with my sledgehammer.”


No one laughed. 


I could feel Hailey staring at Travis. He
nonchalantly licked his lips. 


I began attacking the bread sticks.


“So, Mitch tells me you started a new job,”
Travis said. 


“Yeah,” Hailey said. “It’s pretty good so far,
but the onboarding hasn’t exactly been easy. But at least I don’t have to worry
about other stuff too much. Since Mitch basically does everything else for me.”


I reddened. I could see Travis’ girlfriend giving
me a curious look. 


“You’re lucky to have Mitch. He’s a cool dude,”
Travis said cheerily.


“Mhmm, I’m so lucky…” Hailey sang. 


Her fingers were suddenly rubbing on my crotch,
underneath the table. She gave it a squeeze, running her fingertips along the
ridges of my cage. 


I started sweating. She was probably enjoying me
squirm. 


As we ate, I noticed Travis was cracking a lot of
jokes. More than I’d known him to crack. He was apparently in a goofy mood
today, but what irked me was that he seemed to be paying more attention to
Hailey than his own date.


Even worse, Hailey was playing right along with
it. She was laughing at every joke and was generally very giggly. 


“Don’t you notice something different about
Mitch, Travis?” Hailey said in the middle of dessert.


Travis gave me the once-over. “Now that you
mention it. Something looks different.”


“What?” I muttered.


Could he see through my pants or something?


“Wait,” Travis said. “Man, did you shave your arms?”


“Oh shit,” Sarah butted in. “He has.”


“Um,” I said, my cheeks flushing. “It’s hot these
days. Don’t judge.”


Travis hooted with laughter. “I’ll let you in on
a secret. I shave my junk. Everything. Tried it once and it made everything so
much more sensitive. Not to mention, things down there look bigger as well.”


Sarah giggled and elbowed him. “Travis!”


He stared at Hailey and winked. It was a wink
that said a thousand words.


I could feel the pull between two of them, like a
fucking magnet.


“That’s so hot! I’ve heard how shaving can make
things so much better for guys. Unfortunately, Mitch can’t really test that out
these days because...well, how shall I put it...it’s out of service.”
She looked at me innocently. 


That did it.


“Hailey,” I said with gritted teeth. “Could I
have a word?”


“Why?” she said, unamused.


I poked her elbow. “Now.”


Outside the restaurant, Hailey appeared
completely disinterested in what I had to say.


“So what was all that about?” I asked.


“What?” she said, shrugging. 


“Are you flirting with Travis?”


“I mean, I’m not blind. The guy’s hot,” Hailey
said, her voice suddenly lowering into a husky whisper. 


An image of Travis pinning my girlfriend against
the bed and aggressively fucking her flashed through my mind. My girlfriend
moaning in agony and screaming about how amazing his massive black cock felt
thumping against her dripping wet pussy walls.


I could feel the jealousy bubbling up from inside
me, hot and sour. 


And what was worse, my cock was stretching tight
within its cage. Despite being weird and uncomfortable, my steel prison seemed
to be doing nothing but making me hornier at times it was the most awkward.


“I’m sorry, but that’s my buddy. He’s off
limits,” I said finally, trying my hardest to distract myself from my nether
regions. 


Hailey giggled. “Seems like you like him more than
I do, sissy.”


I fake barfed. She laughed and punched me
playfully.


“Chill, Misty,” she said. “You have
nothing to worry about.” She leaned forward and kissed me. 


“Hmm. Alright. I believe you,” I whispered,
kissing her back.


We went back inside, but I was in another world
for the rest of the date.


I couldn’t wait to drag Hailey away and it would
just be me and her again.
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Life
thankfully returned to normal after that night. 


Or, as normal as things could be at home,
considering I was still being dressed up as a sissy maid and bossed around by
my sexy girlfriend with zero access to any self-pleasuring. 


Hailey went to work as usual while I stayed at
home, did my chores and devoted myself to my sissy tasks. 


Let’s just say I became really good at
strutting around in high heels. And after a ton of playing around with makeup,
a killer red lip with a clean cat liner on the eyes quickly became my go-to
look.


But while things seemed fine on the surface, I
just couldn’t shake off the feeling that our double date with Travis had
affected Hailey. 


The biggest clue was that her interest in my body
had waned. The booty slaps and catcalls had practically dwindled down to
nothing—even when I’d prance around her with my maid’s skirt twirling in
circles to show off my tiny panties. 


I began to suspect that she was thinking about
other guys. 


Hailey would never cheat on me. I knew that. But
still, thinking and fantasizing didn’t count for nothing…especially if
what was on her mind was a very specific hairless, big black cock…


These thoughts and suspicions began to ravage me
like a violent fever, taking over my body until I had no choice but to succumb
to it. Was Hailey somehow secretly masturbating thinking about Travis? Was he
jerking off fantasizing about fucking her? He had to be. Sometimes I’d wake
up in the middle of the night, reeling from having vivid dreams about them
kissing and fucking, my cock hurting from being squeezed tight in that steel
cage.


One day, however, things took a turn for the
better. I’d been such a good sissy, Hailey gifted me a breast pump! 


“If you use this every night, your baby breasts
will begin to grow,” she said brightly. “Within a few weeks you’ll find
yourselves filling out those bra cups nicely and naturally.”


I used that breast pump with incredible care and
devotion. They would leave my chest sore and tingling, my nipples feeling
heavy, stretched out, and way more sensitive. It wasn’t exactly painful and
even somewhat pleasant. But the best part was I could see a difference and it
definitely wasn’t my imagination. 


I guess it was this task that really cemented my
identity as a sissy. All the self-doubt I’d had building over the past few days
literally disappeared overnight. Each time I put on my maid’s dress was now a
thrilling experience, because I could actually see the results! Even when I
looked down during my shower I could see two small mounds developing, and I was
so excited I could have my two own personal breasts soon. 


Hailey’s interest in my body seemed to have come
back too, because of my new titties. She would ask me to service her pussy and
asshole orally once in a while, and then she would take the liberty to fuck me
in the ass with her fingers while she played with my ‘sexy little pearls’, as
she would call them. 


***


A few days later, Hailey dropped yet another
bombshell.


I greeted her that evening by curtsying, gave her
an evening snack I’d prepped for earlier, and helped her in the shower. She was
in a good mood, which made me feel relaxed. I scrubbed her back as she sighed
contentedly. 


After the shower, she lay down on the bed for me
to moisturize her body. 


“So, I’ve invited a few of my college friends
over tonight,” she said. “They’ll be here in about two hours or so.”


I stopped rubbing the strawberry-scented lotion
on her legs, my hands hovering in mid-air. “Do they all know about me, Your
Highness?” I said, awestruck.


“Of course they do.” Hailey smiled. “I told you
everyone does! So once you’re done helping me get dressed, Misty, you better
get ready yourself. You’ll need to get the drinks and snacks ready and answer
the door once they’re here.”


As soon as I finished applying lotion on her, I
helped her blow-dry her hair and get dressed. Then I jumped into the shower
myself. 


Minutes later I was slipping on a new lacy bra
and pink panties, both of which Hailey had wanted me to wear for tonight under
my maid’s uniform. 


My hands were shaking as I put on my makeup.
Small pinpricks of goosebumps were cropping up on my baby-smooth arms. 


I wanted to look perfect for Hailey and her
friends. 


When the doorbell rang, I almost felt like
throwing up. I’d never felt such performance anxiety in my life! Sashaying in
my heels, I tried my best to hold my head high as I answered the door. 


Two girls were standing there, both wearing
short, flashy outfits. The moment they saw me, they threw their heads back and
laughed.


“Hey! You must be Misty!” one of the girls said.


I recognized her high-pitched voice immediately.
It was the annoying girl Hailey had spoken to on a video call that day. The one
who’d been so eager to make fun of me and call me ‘unattractive’. 


Except, she was actually hot.


Smoking hot.


“I am, Misses,” I said politely while doing my
curtsy. 


“I’m Amber,” she said in her snooty voice.


“And I’m Kareena,” the second girl said. 


Hailey appeared from the bedroom. For some reason
she was smirking. 


“Oh, I see you guys have met Misty,” she said,
batting her thickly lashed eyes.


The girls giggled again.


As they made their way to the living room,
Kareena brushed her hand casually past my thigh. It made me shiver a little.
She was very pretty, with big, expressive eyes and a waterfall of dark, wavy
hair.


“You know, Hailey, I didn’t really want to
believe what you were telling me until I could see it with my own eyes,” Amber
said, settling down on our couch. “Have you really turned him into a
woman?”


“Yes, I have,” Hailey said coolly.


“How do we know for sure, though?” Amber said,
shifting her supermodel body towards where I was still standing, frozen in
place. She waved her white-tipped nails in my face. “For all I know he’s still
a man in a dress.”


“Don’t be rude, Amber,” Hailey snapped. “Look,
I’ll prove to you two chickens she’s a woman. Show our nice guests your
breasts, Misty.”


I whimpered a little, all of a sudden too shy to
do anything let alone pull up my maid’s dress.


“Go on, Misty, there’s no need to be shy,” Hailey
said. “Lift your dress all the way up, and you can lift those bra cups up too.”


She flopped down on the couch in between Amber
and Kareena as if she was getting ready to watch a movie.


The living room became quiet. I felt three pairs
of eyes on me, all excited to see my tits. I reached my hand down to pull at my
maid’s uniform. Drawing it all the way up, I could see their shocked faces as
they caught a glimpse of my panties. I yanked at the bra cups and all of a
sudden my breasts were exposed to these three hot college grads. 
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“Whoa,”
Amber said, her mouth flying open. “Those are at least B cups.”


“She has enormous nipples,” Kareena commented.
“Fuck, they’re gigantic. I bet they’re bigger than mine!”


I smiled sheepishly.


“We have our secrets,” Hailey said, flashing them
a megawatt smile. “Misty, why don’t you bring out the wine and cheese, while
our guests make themselves comfy?”


“Of course, Your Highness,” I said. “I’ll be
right back.”


I heard the three girls chatting away as I
sashayed back to the kitchen. 


I was basking in the fact that Hailey was really
enjoying showing me off to her friends—she’d never acted like this all
throughout her college years, and I always thought she was kind of embarrassed
to tell her new friends about the nerdy, scrawny boyfriend she’d left behind in
her hometown. 


Not anymore, though. It seemed that everything
had changed for Hailey since I became her personal sissy. It made me feel
tingly inside. 


I served the wine and headed back to bring out
the giant charcuterie board filled with crackers, fruits, and a nice collection
of cheeses. There was awkward laughter as I entered the room again. I looked at
Hailey for a clue, but all she did was smirk back at me.


“So, Hailey told us you don’t have a functioning
pee-pee anymore,” Kareena piped up. “Only a clitoris.” 


“We’re all adults here,” Amber said, her
disapproving smile looking delightfully sinful. “We don’t say words like
pee-pee here. It’s cock.”


Kareena ignored her. “I don’t think we believe
Hailey. Not until we see it.” She giggled.


My cheeks went hot. I smoothed down my skirt
reflexively.


What the heck was about to happen to me?


I glanced at Hailey, who nonchalantly swirled her
wine glass before taking a sip.


“Why don’t you remove your panties, Misty,” she
said very quietly.


I knew that look. She was staring at the way a
vulture would look at roadkill. 


My girlfriend was turned the fuck on. If I could just dip a
finger in between her thighs I was pretty sure I’d find it dripping wet.


That didn’t stop me from feeling a little
embarrassed and vulnerable, though. 


“Go on, Misty,” Amber said in a mocking
tone. “We don’t have all day. I want to see your little sissy clitty.”


My heart pounding, I lifted up the bottom of my
dress and pulled down my panties.


My dirty little secret was out. And it was
literally hanging.


I heard a gasp and a chortled laugh. Someone gave
out a little scream. 


“Oh my god, look at that knob! You were right!
It’s just about the size of a pea!”


I had no idea who even said that, because it felt
like my brain had malfunctioned for a few seconds. All I could do was lose
myself to the thundering rush of blood in my ears, and the utter shame of being
exposed as a sissy in chastity.


“Damn,” Amber said. “I don’t blame you for
turning him into a woman.”


“How do you get fucked though?” Kareena asked.
“Don’t you miss having an actual man’s cock inside you?”


“Well, I’m satisfied for now,” Hailey said,
smiling mischievously. “I’ve done a great job training my sissy maid
to...pleasure me.”


Amber pouted. “How do I get my man to give
me the princess treatment?”


“You know, if he ever loses his day job,” Kareena
said, popping a giant grape into her mouth. “You should rent him out. Like, a
sissy maid business. I’d hire Misty in a heartbeat to clean my home. And get
him to...uhm...pleasure me too.”


“It’s a her,” Hailey corrected. “And
I’ll send her out to you guys for free. As long as you guys cover the travel
expenses.” 


She stood up and touched my back, bringing her
hand down to secretly rub my butt. Her fingers were massaging through my crack.
Her cheeks were flushed practically crimson. 


I noticed a wet spot on the couch where she’d
sat. She’d been leaking out her sex juices this entire time.


Damn!


“In fact, Misty would be happy to give you all a
free trial,” Hailey said in a husky voice. 


“What’s her USP?” Kareena asked. Her eyes were
glassy, as if lost in a dream world.


“Well, she does lick assholes really well,”
Hailey said.


“We’d love to see,” the girls said in unison.


“We can do a demo. Who’s first?” Hailey said. She
turned to me. “On your knees, sissy.”


“I’d love to give it a try…” Kareena said shyly.
“I could do with a good release.”


Hailey smiled at her. “Misty won’t disappoint.”


Kareena spread herself out on the floor. Every
muscle in my body was stretched as tight as a rubber band as she undressed,
getting rid of her polka-dotted wrap dress and red bra. 


She had a fucking hot body. Her breasts were like
cantaloupes, generously plump and full. The soft round paunch of her tummy and
her wide hips and thighs made her beautifully curvy. I almost found myself lost
again as I gazed at her, in a total trance.


I was completely intimidated by this beautiful
woman’s body, whose every inch was so unfamiliar to me, but who was opening up
to me. But a part of me wanted to show off what a good lover I was.


I might be a sissy, but I was still a good
lover. 


Kareena tossed away her thong before settling
back and revealing her pussy. It was rosy pink and glistening. 


“Show me what you got, Misty,” she murmured.


I got into position, spreading her legs back up
and further apart before diving in between her ass cheeks. The dark warmth,
with just a hint of her perfume, embraced me. My heart raced as I began to
lick.  


“Oh god, that’s hot,” I heard Amber whisper.


Once I’d started licking I couldn’t stop. I
sucked and then swiveled my tongue right at her back entrance. Kareena
whimpered like a puppy. She was starting to let go. Her clenched hole relaxed
and I could bury my tongue inside it. The sweet and salty musk of her asshole
was intoxicating. 


“Eat my fucking pussy now!” she yelled
just seconds later.


I obeyed her immediately. I could hear the rustle
of clothes and the snapping of elastic behind me as I glided my tongue over her
clit. Someone was undressing. Kareena’s thighs squirmed as I slid my tongue
right into her pink pussy hole. 


Cold fingers pulled down on my panties and
spanked me from behind. I moaned right into Kareena’s pussy. 


“Don’t stop until she fucking cums, bitch!”
Hailey’s voice cut through to my ears.


I wasn’t planning on stopping. I held onto
Kareen’s thighs with all my strength as she moved and struggled against my
lipsticked mouth. Her cries grew louder and louder until her hips gave a
violent jerk as she came, her pussy gushing out juice into my mouth. 


“Oh my fucking god!” she gasped once she’d
recovered. “I can’t...I don’t…that was amazing!”


“I hope it was, Miss,” I said, wiping my lips
with a napkin as demurely as I could. Traces of whatever lipstick left on me
made a reddish smudge on the napkin. 


“It’s my turn now,” came a snooty voice. Amber.


I turned my head, expecting to see her naked,
maybe on the couch with her legs spread eagle for me. 


But she wasn’t. 


She had stripped down to her just her bra, which
she unclasped swiftly and threw out of her way. But jutting out of her was a
frighteningly long pole, a fake black cock that was strapped onto her waist. It
dipped up and down a little as she spoke. 


“Your dirty sissy tongue’s not going anywhere
near my pussy or ass,” she snarled. “You’ll never get to taste a
hottie like me. That’s for real men, not for weirdo femboys like you. Got it?”


“Understood, Miss,” I whispered, struggling to
keep up with my professional demeanor. My eyes were suddenly hot and stinging.


“Good. So instead, I’m going to use your sissy
pussy to pleasure myself today,” she said. “That’s right, slut, I’m going to
crush your cunt today. Now get into position with that ass up and open for me.”











CHAPTER
13


 


“You’re...you’re
going to fuck me, Miss?” I whimpered into the sudden silence enveloping the
room. 


I suddenly felt extremely vulnerable. My eyes
were puffing up and my chin trembled. Shamefully, I was also getting
aroused. 


Hailey wrapped a soothing arm around my shoulder.
Her breath, tainted with the sharp, sweet scent of wine, warmed the side of my
neck as she whispered: “Make me proud.”


That gave me the boost I needed. I knew that
being a sissy, this was what I was ultimately destined to do. Giving up my body
for other people’s pleasure. Their dark, forbidden, taboo pleasures. 


And with Hailey egging me on, I knew right now
she wanted nothing more than to see me cruelly used by her friends. 


But somehow...somehow this felt right.


“Let’s get you spreading those cheeks wiiiide
open, slave,” Amber cooed. “I want to see your tight pretty hole as I destroy
it.”


I removed my panties and bent forward, doing
exactly as I was told. Hailey came over and lovingly stuffed the panties into
my mouth.


“There,” she said. “She’s all ready for you,
Amber.”


I gritted my teeth against the stuffed underwear
to stop them from rattling as my ass was probed with lube. The blast of
air-conditioning from the vents was hitting the small of my back, making me
freeze like an ice cube. 


The fleshy dildo grazed my crack and I felt that
initial tingle of resistance as it pushed past my sissy sphincter. I released
by breath and my hole relaxed, allowing Amber’s penis to slide in
deeper...deeper... 


There were shocked gasps from my audience. The
thought of three girls seeing my wrinkled little asshole being abused made my
cock press painfully against my chastity cage. 


Jesus, I need a release. NOW. 


My butt muscles jolted inward, which did nothing
but cause the dildo to get further thrusted inside my ass. 


Amber squealed with excitement as she began to
fuck me mercilessly. She was unleashing all her hot girl rage onto me, and my
butt was nothing but her punching bag. 


“Open up, faggot!” she howled. “Isn’t it so fucking
embarrassing how my cock is bigger than yours? I know you want this cock up
your sissy pussy. You’re nothing but a pathetic, cock-loving sissy cum dump slut!”


“Please go slower, Miss,” I begged.
“Please...please…”


The squeezing pain shot up my cock as I tried my
best not to give in to her taunts. But in my feverish state of arousal, the
panties stuffed in my mouth transformed into a penis. I was being fucked from
the front and the back...like a true sissy cock slave.


“Yesss! I’m cumming, bitch!” Amber screamed as
she rammed that dildo in me for one last time.


“It’s my turn next!” I heard Kareena say with
gusto.


“Haha, I don’t mind going last,” Hailey was
saying. 


My makeup was sliding off my face as the tears
flowed down. My wig was probably a tangled mess. My throat felt hot and closed
up. As three fired-up women took their turns violating my ass, the room just
became a mangled mix of pussy odor, body sweat, ass sweat, and overly feminine
fragrances. 


By the time it was my girlfriend fucking me, both
Kareena and Amber came around to reach under my dress and bra cups to play with
my breasts. They squeezed and pulled at my nipples. Hard and erect, they sent
pulsing stings of pressure up my chest. 


Hailey was swiveling that dildo right up across
my prostate, and fast, so that I had zero time to recover. That faint
need to pee, becoming more and more overwhelming by the second, had my legs
quivering like Jell-O.


Oh no. Here comes the release, I thought frantically.


I saw fireworks. I spasmed. A loose river of cum
began to spurt out of my chastised cock, soaking the carpet beneath. 


Laughter immediately erupted from behind
me. 


“Oh you pitiful worm, I can’t believe you came while
in chastity! How pathetic!”


“Look at the limp dick go! Holy shit!”


“Can’t believe he orgasmed while wearing a
fucking dress and while being fucked in the ass…”


I couldn’t even make out who said what. The next
thing I knew, someone pushed my head into the floor and commanded: “Let’s see
you eat all of your filth up, sucker.”


I let the panties fall out of my mouth before I
began to lap up the dirty carpet. Pieces of dirt, lint, and dust stuck to my
tongue as I siphoned my cum out the best I could.


And all the while, the insults continued.











CHAPTER
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That
night, I drifted off into the best sleep I had in a long time. No bad dreams,
no waking up with my cock aching so tight against the cage that it hurt. I
enjoyed this blissful state of slumber for several nights before the feverish
sexual dreams started up again.


But this time, I was dreaming of cocks.


That’s right. Big flabby penises, as thick as
elephant trunks, encroached on my dreams, filling me up with an intense urge to
push them one by one inside my mouth. I was plagued with this powerful desire
to know what it felt like to have a real cock throbbing down my throat,
sucking it until it splooged nastily inside me, and I could taste every drop.


I think the dreams signaled a big change in me,
psychologically speaking. 


The thing was, after her friends came over,
Hailey became obsessed with my body again. She’d peg me with her strap-on at
least once every three or four days, and she played with my swelling breasts as
she railed me from behind. I gave her big wet blowjobs while she humiliated me,
rubbing it in how her cock was so much bigger and better than mine. 


This got to me so much that one night, after
she’d finished, I got down on my knees, took her hands in mine and just sobbed.


“I know I’m depriving you, Your Highness,” I
cried. “I can’t give you that satisfaction the way normal males can. I know you
want it. You need it. It’s okay. You can get it from somewhere else. I won’t be
hurt.”


My Princess looked down at my dripping tears and
brushed each one off. “Don’t be silly, Misty. I would never cheat on you.”


“I won’t be hurt,” I said. “I mean it.
Just...just don’t tell me.”


And then I confessed to her about my dreams. How
several nights in a row I’d woken up to the image of several mammoth cocks
being drilled down my throat. I just couldn’t hold in my shame any longer.


When I looked up, to my shock, Hailey was smiling
again. 


“Wow, I think...I think since you’ve been
worshipping my cock it’s starting to generalize to all kinds of cocks,” she said.
“But see. Brains don’t work quite like that, so you must’ve been a sissy from
birth. Nature and nurture and all that.”


Hailey was so fucking smart I knew every word of
that was true.


The fact that I’d been a sissy right out of the
womb became more and more evident as days passed. The boundaries between my
private life with Hailey and my public life as ‘Mitch’ was becoming blurred. It
just wasn’t about dress-up or fun sex treats anymore, I was living it,
breathing it, thinking about it 24/7. I started to become suspicious that
others could see I was speaking in a more feminine way, growing breasts, and
wearing panties and bras on the regular, and even when I was called into the
office I made up excuses not to go. 


I’d also been avoiding Travis. Unfortunately, the
more I tried to ignore his texts and calls, the more he kept trying to get in
touch with me. Once, I took his call by accident and answered with my sissy
voice.  


“What the fuck? Who’s this?” I could sense his
confusion at my girly voice.


“Oh...it’s no-one,” I whispered and hung up
before he could say anything else.


I knew that one day I’d have to tell him about my
‘transformation’. But for now there was no way I’d let him find out just how
far off the deep end I’d gone.


***


That Friday, I was dusting the living room in
time for Hailey’s return from work when I heard the doorbell ring.


I set my feather duster on the coffee table and
glanced at the clock. Four-thirty? Hailey usually came home past
six. 


I peeked through the peephole and saw that it
really was Hailey.


“Good evening, Your Highness,” I chirped and
curtsied as I opened the door. “I wasn’t expecting you so early! I haven’t even
got your evening snack ready!”


Hailey brushed me off and stepped inside. In her
arms was a massive gift box tied up with glossy pink ribbons.


“Come into the bedroom quick,” she said
curtly. 


I galloped behind her in my super-high stilettos,
wondering what was going on. 


In the bedroom, Hailey asked me to help her strip
down to her bra and panties. Then she put on a nice silky robe and smiled.


“Misty, don’t tell me you forgot what today is!”
she said with a disapproving look.


I felt faint. Had I forgotten something? Was I
about to get punished?


Hailey leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the
cheek. “Babe, it’s my one-month trial. It’s up.”


“Oh my god!” I yelped.  


I couldn’t believe I’d forgotten. The days had
just gone by so fast. 


“I think over the past few weeks you’ve done
amazingly well as my sissy maid slave,” Hailey continued. “In fact, you might
have just exceeded my expectations.”


I released the breath I’d been holding. Relief
flooded through me, warming up every muscle in my body. I’d been terrified
about what she was going to say. 


“So I’ve made up my mind. I’ll be officially
moving in with you, Misty.” Hailey placed the gift box on our bed and began
pulling at the pink ribbons. “I’m hoping this arrangement will be permanent,
but I wanted to hear your thoughts. How has the experience been for you?”


I choked up. Every doubt and uncertainty I’d had
about our relationship melted away in an instant. I gazed at her huge,
beautiful eyes, feeling like the luckiest person in the world.


“I...you have no idea how happy you make me, Your
Highness,” I said. “I love you. I’d be as happy as a clam if it means I get to
be your sissy maid for the rest of my humble life.”


Hailey laughed. It was amazing to see that her
face looked much more relaxed too after what I’d said. As if she really cared
about what I felt. 


“Awesome,” she said. “I’m so glad we’re on the
same page, Misty.” She lifted the lid of the box and handed it over to me.
“This is for you. For your one-month sissy anniversary.”


“Holy shit,” I whispered, staring down at the
contents.
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Hailey’s
gift to me was probably the tiniest, sheerest, sluttiest maid’s uniform on
earth. The top was a sheer bralette, with a few silver ruffles tapered down the
front, ensuring the wearer’s nipples would definitely be visible. The bottom
was just a sheer tie-around ‘skirt’ and an apron—so short it probably wouldn’t
reach the bottom of my hips, let alone cover my ass. There was a tiny black
g-string with an accompanying lacy garter belt. A silver frilly maid’s cap
completed the look. 


“Isn’t this just perfect for summer? But wait,
there’s more,” Hailey murmured from behind me.


And there was. Peeking out from the bottom of the
dress was another shiny, gift-wrapped box. I ripped it open to see the outer
container of a brand-new steel chastity cage.


Except, this one was a little different.


The picture on the front showed a cage fitted
with internal spikes. They looked like thick screws, shiny and menacing, their
pointed ends seemingly as sharp as razor blades. 


It took me a minute to understand why exactly the
screws were there.


“Holy shit!” I cried out for the second time.


“Since I’m now confident you can cum without
needing to unlock your chastity cage, I thought we should graduate you into a
more womanly one,” Hailey said. “What do you think?”


“I...I have no idea, Your Highness,” I
sputtered. 


All I could think of was the utter agony of
having an erection while I was locked inside that torture device…


“Relax. You’ll just need a little time to
get used to it,” Hailey said brightly. “Now, I thought we should celebrate
tonight! I’ve already ordered pizza. It should be here any minute now...but
until then, I’d love for you to dress up in your new uniform. We’ll put your
new cage on, but not until we get a little frisky first.” She winked. “To tell
you the truth, I feel I really need a cock inside me tonight.”


“Uuunnnhhh?”


The sound that had escaped from my mouth was a
total brain fart. I think my brain really did malfunction right then. The
thought of not only being released from the confines of chastity after the
longest time, but also the temptation of having actual penetrative sex
be on the menu tonight made me feel woozy.


Absolute best one-month sissy anniversary. Ever.


“Let me go open up that bottle of Pinot Noir
while you get undressed,” Hailey said, her voice raspy and slightly breathless.


She came back a minute later carrying the bottle
and two glasses. 


“Come here, let me remove your chastity.”


I held my breath as she removed the key from her
necklace and unlocked my cock cage. I stared at it as it slid off into her
hands. I was free. I felt light and incredible, knowing I truly earned this.


While Hailey sat back enjoying her first glass of
wine, I got naked, put on my new g-string, and followed her instructions on how
to wear the garter belt and stockings. Then I slipped on the teeny tiny skirt.


“Twirl for me, sissy!” Hailey said.


I gave her a twirl along with a generous flash of
my butt cheeks. I already felt so sexy in just a skirt and garter with my boobs
hanging out.


“Mmm, how are you so hot?” Hailey had that hungry
faraway look in her eyes again. I started to shimmy my chest back and forth
like a belly dancer when the doorbell rang.


“Oh, that’s the pizza. I’ll get it,” she said.
“You finish dressing up, Little Miss Sexy!”


When she was gone, I slipped on the bralette,
taking care not to rip the flimsy thing open while I put it on. Standing in
front of our mirror, I tried my best to tie up the straps behind my back for a
good enough fit. My big puffy nipples were definitely on show, although the bra
was a tad loose in the front.


Nothing a little more pumping can’t fix, I thought
dreamily. 


I was already so horny. I positioned the maid’s
cap on top of my wig, almost tingling with anticipation at the thought having
some good ol’ sex with Hailey. Hopefully the headboard could take it tonight!


I was ready to skip back to the front door to
show off my outfit to Hailey—and maybe even flash the pizza delivery guy while
I was at it. I stopped, though, when I heard someone say my name.


“Uh, no, I just got my car fixed. I wanted to
stop by to talk to Mitch. Is he in?”


“You mean Misty? Yes, she’s in.”


“Who’s Misty?”


There was a giggle. “Never mind that. Travis, we
were just about to dig into some pizza. Care to join us?”


“Uh, I guess. Yeah, sure. Why not?”


Travis. 


The realization made me go cold. I felt a shiver
begin and snake its way steadily through my body, making me skittish all the
way from my toes up to the top of my head.


“Well then don’t just stand there!” Hailey
sounded really perky. “Come on in. Misty? Misty! Your friend Travis is
here!”


I heard the sound of footsteps beelining straight
for the bedroom. 


I tensed up, frozen in place in my naughty sissy
dress that covered fuck all. I just couldn’t move. 


I saw Hailey almost flowing towards me in her
silk robe, with my good friend bumbling behind her, his head more than a foot
taller than hers. 


I wanted to cry out, to scream. But I just bit my
tongue. The look of utter horror that dawned on Travis’ face as he entered the
room was enough to make me go mute. His mouth dropped open, his hands flying up
to hide his eyes.


“Whoaaaaa, what the heck is going on here man?”
he hollered.


“Don’t be scared, Travis,” Hailey said breezily.
She clutched my shivering hand and squeezed it tight. “It’s still Mitch. She
just...looks a little different. You like?”


Travis brought his hands down at Hailey’s
reassurance and his eyes wavered down to my chest. “Damn, Mitch. I had no idea
you got those massive bazookas on you!”


Everyone burst out laughing, including me. 


I smiled at him, a little embarrassed but
suddenly much more at ease. “It took a lot of discipline and pumping, I’ll tell
you that. It’s like going to the gym, except of course I’m working different
muscles.”


Travis kept staring at my chest, his eyes zeroing
in on my inflated nipples and areolas. “I need to sit down,” he said after a
while, looking a little fazed. He stooped down on the wingback chair next to
the window. 


“Misty, why don’t you bring him a cool glass of
water?” Hailey said. She kneeled down in front of him and placed a concerned
hand on his forehead. As she did, her robe unraveled a bit, showing off a
ribbon of skin and lace. Travis was pretending like he didn’t notice, but I
noticed his eyes flash up and down for a quick look. 


“Are you okay?” Hailey asked. “You’re a little
hot.”


I left them and marched to the kitchen. As I
poured water from the pitcher, a pang of jealousy soared through me. I swore,
my face suddenly burning. 


Why did my friend have to be so fucking
good-looking? It was just my luck.


As I headed back to the bedroom, I forced myself
to bite my tongue once again and plastered a smile on my face. 


“So what brought you here, Travis?” Hailey asked,
handing him the glass of water.


“I needed to talk to Mitch...I mean, Misty. But
he’s been avoiding me.” He looked straight ahead, avoiding making contact with
my eyes. “I just wanted to let him know that me and Sarah broke it off.”


“Oh. That sucks. I’m sorry, man,” I mumbled.


“Poor Travis,” Hailey said softly. She rubbed her
fingers through his bristly hair. “I personally thought you were too good for
her.”


He stared at her, obviously not expecting that.
“Really?”


As I watched Hailey fuss over him, giving him
compliments, building up his confidence, those raging dreams I used to have
filled me up again.


We were so close to that fantasy actually
happening. Mentally, I wasn’t too sure how I felt about that.


Physically, though? A whole other story.


Hailey looked in my direction and instantly saw
my shameful boner. Her lips curled into a stunning smile.


“Looks like you need a good distraction, Travis.
You know what I was just telling Misty?” she murmured. “I haven’t had a real
cock in me for so long. That’s right, my sissy maid slave has actually
been locked up all this time, like the pathetic little sissy he is. I believe
Misty actually has a proposition for you.” She locked eyes with me, a powerful,
seductive look transforming her face. “Tell your best friend, Misty, how much
you’d like to watch him fuck me.”
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Travis
let out a low whistle.


Even though he was keeping his cool in front of
Hailey, I could tell he was nervous—the way only a man could be in the presence
of a beautiful woman seducing him.


I cleared my throat. “Travis. So since the truth
is out, I might as well be honest with you. I would really love it if you can
fuck my hot girlfriend. I know you like her, it’s totally obvious, and I know
you wouldn’t refuse an invitation to fuck her with your big black cock. You
see, as a sissy I can’t really satisfy her with my puny girly dick.”


I was pretty sure my boner was tenting through my
panties for him to see. 


Travis swallowed. He was clearly considering it.
After a minute, he gave a slow nod. His eyes traveled hungrily to Hailey’s
flawless body as she stripped down to her bra and panties. She sat on the bed,
spread her legs a little wide, and began to rub in between her legs. 


“Misty, why don’t you help your friend undress,”
she ordered. “So he can get ready to fuck me. One small thing. You’re not
allowed to call him by name anymore. Call him Mister.”


I gulped. I inched closer to where Travis was
still seated. Why did he look so big and burly today? I was kind of scared to
get close to him. 


“Please hand me your jacket, Mister,” I said
politely. 


Wordlessly, he peeled it off and gave it to me.
Then he stood up. I helped him remove his T-shirt. 


“Could I unzip your jeans, please, Mister?” I
asked.


He gave a grunt. It was like he didn’t even care
who I was or if I was even in the room anymore. 


Finally, he was naked. His dark, uncircumcised
phallus hung low, almost to the middle of his thighs. True to his word, he was
smooth and completely hairless. 


Hailey got up to dim the lighting in the room.
When she turned around Travis pulled her close with an iron-grip. They
embraced, and she let out a startled moan. I could feel the magnetic chemistry
they’d first experienced that fateful day in the restaurant multiply a
thousand-fold.


When they pulled apart, I saw Hailey’s fingers
were already curled around his cock, furiously tugging at it. “Ugh, this is
making me pretty thirsty, Travis,” she said. She whipped her head around to me.
“Misty, you’ll take your position back in the corner. And on your knees,
please.”


“Yes, Your Highness,” I mumbled and moved back into
the shadows. 


She twisted Travis’ body around so I would get a
full view of her stimulating him. 


So damn cruel.


“Mmm, look at this nice man’s big cock. It’s so
big. I can’t wait to feel this inside me. Oh god I’m already so wet,” she
moaned.


She swayed down to her knees and, inch by inch,
took his entire length in her mouth. 


I whimpered as silently as I could from my
corner. I didn’t want to see this. I was so scared she was going to choke or
something. Plus, I couldn’t remember the last time Hailey had given me a
blowjob. 


Travis was lovingly stroking her hair while she
blew him. They were both staring at each other like they were...a couple. 


Like they were...in love.


I sucked in a breath, my muscles gearing up to
run over there. There was still time. He technically hadn’t fucked her
yet. 


I could scream and grab my precious Hailey away,
push this awful man out of my house, lock the door, and never talk about this
again. 


And yet, I didn’t.


Hailey’s naked body was now lying on my bed, her
legs splayed wide open with Travis’ head buried in between them. His head
bobbed up and down, making sickly wet noises as his hungry tongue glided up and
down between her pussy lips. After a while he began to nibble her clit. Her
legs pushed back against his hunched shoulders as she whimpered and
moaned. 


I watched them from my corner, feeling like an
intruder who’d stumbled upon a private moment between a couple that I wasn’t
meant to see. The guilt and shame surged within me even as I reached inside my
panties to start stroking my twitching clitty.


If I wanted to, I could’ve cum in a second. Maybe
in a millisecond. I was so switched on by my humiliation that my body was
almost running on reflex. 


But as my girlfriend, my Princess, wailed
helplessly at the pleasures my friend was giving her, I decided to wait it out.
I went right to the edge and consciously stopped myself. 


This feels way too good to end things now.


“Ohhhhh FUCK!” 


It was Hailey. She breathed and her eyes rolled
as she came, thunderously loud in her cries. Her thighs were practically
drenched with her juices.


Travis whipped out his rock-hard cock, now
glistening with pre-cum, and stationed it right at her pussy. He was out of
breath, his forehead shimmering with the efforts of his labor. 


I went back to stroking my clitty.


I suddenly had flashbacks to all the times I’d
supported my friend after his divorce. How he deserved better than that awful
ex-wife of his. How I’d pep him up before his dates, telling him that one day
he’d find himself a great girlfriend like Hailey too. 


Who would’ve thought Travis would, in the end,
end up claiming my girl’s body?


“Misty? Could you help him enter me,
please?”   


Hailey’s order snapped me out of my trance.


With trembling feet I got up and walked right
over to what this really was: the scene from my nightmares.


Hailey looked at me with her innocent puppy dog
eyes. “Could you help Travis fuck my sloppy wet pussy hole with that huge black
cock of his?”


“I...yes, of course, Your Highness,” I
whispered. 


With a sick feeling at the pit of my stomach, I
grabbed hold of his throbbing shaft and maneouvred it inside her gaping slit. I
could see those soft cushiony pussy lips of hers part, her pink hole stretching
wide open as she took him. She let out a loud groan, her eyes widening probably
at the shock of just how good it felt. 


And like the little sissy cuck I was, I just
stood there with my close-up view of the action, whimpering and jerking off in
my slut maid’s costume while I watched them fuck in high-definition. The
headboard clanked ominously against the wall. They kissed, their tongues
rolling feverishly as he rocked her beautiful body back and forth. He was
fucking her so hard that Hailey reached forward and cut into his dark muscled
shoulder with her teeth.


In mere minutes they had shifted positions, their
muscles probably cramping but their sexual energy far from over. He scooted
sideways around her butt while he tried to find her pussy hole again. Soon they
were at it again—Travis going faster, faster, faster...playing with her
bouncing nipples as he jammed that monster cock of his right into her cunny.
She found his hand and ground her teeth into them as her body literally
vibrated from the shocks of his forceful penis. 


Travis was growling like a beast, his hands firm
and possessive around her butt and hips, before he mouthed, “I’m gonna cum.”


There was a sudden shriek as she bucked her hips
sideways and her breasts shuddered violently. She’d cum for the second time as
Travis squirted his seed inside her.  


She panted for a whole minute, her eyes shut, as
she recovered from her orgasm, while he stayed nuzzled against her curve of her
back to inhale her sweet, post-sex body sweat. Then she grinned. Her eyes were
suddenly burning onto mine. 


“Wow, Misty, I think you’ll have to clean me up.
You don’t want me to get pregnant with Travis’ baby, do you?” She laughed like
this was the funniest joke. 


“Get your sissy slave tongue right in there,” she
said. “Lick all of his cum out of me like a good girl. Quick.”


I stared at her gaping pussy which was now oozing
a concoction of both their cum and sweat. I knelt down on the floor while
Hailey scooted over and thrust her raw pussy into my mouth. Obediently, I began
to siphon everything off of her, forcing myself to ignore the smell and taste
of what I was willingly drinking. 


“Once you’re done with me you better clean him up
too, and why don’t you get him back up hard while you’re at it,” she ordered
with a smile. 
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“Will
do, Your Highness,” I whispered, glassy-eyed.


When I was done with my cleaning duties on
Hailey, I got onto the bed where Travis had been watching with me a still,
intimidating expression on his face. I didn’t ask him for permission this
time—I had received an order from Hailey and that was enough. When I got closer
to him he flinched, staring at me like I was some kind of alien. He was clearly
having trouble merging the two images of Mitch and Misty together, and I guess
I couldn’t blame him. 


As Hailey observed us keenly from our wingback
chair, I first licked his cock clean with my tongue then massaged his shaft and
balls in slow, kneading motions. Then I took a deep breath and took his dark
purplish cock head into my mouth. It tasted like a soft cum sponge. Little by
little I took in his thickly veined shaft...although it became evident very
quickly that my mouth was way too small for this monstrosity. Travis looked
like he wanted this blowjob over with so he could go back to fucking Hailey.
His eyes narrowed as he shoved his dick further down my mouth, and I just told
myself to relax or this could all go wrong extremely soon. 


I was hot and feverish as I began to suck him at
a moderate pace, counting the beats in my head so I wouldn’t lose focus. My
pits were sticky with sweat. And eventually, he began to moan. 


Oh shit. He was actually getting turned on by my
blowjob. 


I started to suck faster and faster, losing
myself to the motions, until…


“Don’t you get carried away, bitch. We don’t want
him to cum just yet. Now get in position please.”


I stopped mid-blow job and stared at Hailey.
Drool dripped down my lips as my heart began to hammer. 


She laughed. “Don’t tell me you’re not craving
his fat cock. Get into position now and ask him nicely for permission.”


“Mister, would you be able to fuck me with your
black cock?” I asked, my teeth shaking as the words slipped out of my mouth.


Travis’ expression was indecipherable. But as he
gazed down at my body, looking at my feminine breasts beneath the bralette, I
realized he was burning with lust. He gave a curt nod.


He wanted a release, and he wanted it now. 


“The funny thing is, Misty, you don’t even have
to undress!” Hailey was giggling away as I got into doggy position. “With that
dress, he’s got all the visual stimulation he could ever need! Ass up high,
babe!”


Time slowed down the moment I felt that lube
inside my ass. I felt Travis’ thick fingers gently slide my g-string to the
side. 


I squeezed my eyes shut, waiting for the moment
my best friend’s cock would penetrate me. Wasn’t this what I’d been fantasizing
all along? To know the feeling of a big cock being inside me?


Then why did I feel so dizzy?


Travis placed a palm against my ass and uttered a
crazed animal-like sound before he drove the tip of his penis through my
puckered hole.


There would be no turning back the clock now,
Mitch, I
told myself as my core expanded to welcome him in. Once the deed is done,
I’ll be a cock slave forever.


My asshole clamped tightly around his pole as
Travis sunk more of himself deeper and deeper into my depths. Finally he gave
my ass a sharp slap as he began to pump. My sissy balls started to swing back
and forth.


“Fuck, man, who would’ve thought you felt so
good,” he groaned. “I’m not gonna last long.”


“Mmm, your black cock feels amazing inside me, Travis,”
I moaned. “I’ve been dreaming about your cock for so fucking long. I’ve always
wanted you to fuck Hailey and then destroy me with your sacred manhood. Ooooh,
god that feels too good! Wreck my asshole, Travis, I want to feel your precious
cum inside me.”


I caught a glimpse of Hailey, propped up on that
chair in front of me. Her pussy was gaping open and she was fingering herself
again while watching my best friend violate me, like this was the best night of
her life. 


 











CHAPTER
18


 


“Play
with her tits, Travis,” Hailey shrieked while she drove her fingers inside her
dripping snatch. “Squeeze those fat nips while you fuck her hard.”


His strong arms reached forward and tugged at my
nipples, then cupped my breasts which were jiggling away due to their
stretched-out muscles. Then his fingers explored further down and began to milk
my cock. 


I don’t think I can take this for much longer, I thought. 


No dildo could possibly match the throbbing
hardness of an actual cock, the feel of sweat-laden balls smack into the crook
of your ass while the cock pummeled into you with such amazing force...


There was no doubt about it. I was a cock slave
now.


And Hailey knew it.


What really made me go over the edge, however, was Travis’ odor.
His natural odor, thick and sweaty and pungent, was the strongest primal symbol
of what I was actually doing: being fucked by an alpha man that was burning
with testosterone. 


I stared right into her Hailey’s eyes as Travis uttered a
deafening grunt and his hot cum splashed into my ass, causing my body to seize.
His fingers pinched my shaft, not letting go. I shuddered and heaved and moaned
like a porn star, strings of cum erupting out of me onto the bedspread below.


My body crashed into the mattress as time stopped for eternity. I
slowly regained consciousness, only to sense Travis’ soft, spent dick flapping
around my mouth. I looked up to see him towering over me, his face boastful.


“Drink it all up, bitch,” he said. 


I gaped at him, his glowering eyes making me feel no more mighty
than a crushed insect. Now that I’d cum, the dank smell of his penis hit me in
a wave of repulsion. I felt like gagging right onto his cock. 


But being the obedient sissy maid I was, I controlled my urges and
began to suck, lapping up every drop of remaining cum like a devoted puppy, as
my girlfriend cheered me on, climaxing for the third time in a row. 


***


That night, Hailey and I were laying in bed, watching Netflix on
mute while we tried to go to sleep. Her eyes were already half-shut as she
stared at the TV screen, but I was wide awake. 


I knew I probably wouldn’t be able to fall asleep tonight.


“So when do I get out of chastity again, Your Highness?” I asked,
half-jokingly.


Hailey smirked. She reached over to pat my privates under my pink
nightie. “We’ll see…” she said distractedly.


Of course. She
was good at things like that—keeping me horny so I’d do her bidding without
question. That was one thing that hadn’t changed since the beginning of her
move-in. 


“Tonight was amazing,” I said, my voice a little lower this time.
“I can’t wait for more adventures.”


Hailey yawned. “Hmm. Same.”


“Will you see him again?” I asked.


“Who?”


“My friend. Travis.”


“Oh. I’m not sure.”


“But he’s perfect for you.”


They really were perfect for each other. It would’ve been stupid
of me to be in denial over that.


Travis was someone who deserved someone smart and beautiful like
Hailey, and she, at the same time, needed a real man like Travis—one that was
attractive and masculine and could actually satisfy her the way women needed to
be. 


Hailey turned to me and swiveled my chin towards her. Even in the
darkness, her eyes shone like two jewels. “Nah. You’re perfect for me,
Misty,” she said. 


“You don’t feel like you’re missing something?”


“Are you kidding me? I have everything I ever need to be happy.”
She fingered the key on her necklace. “And with this, I feel pretty damn
powerful.”


I jostled my legs, trying to relax and stretch all my muscles out.
Everything down there was sore following the night’s festivities, and the new
chastity device almost felt like a brick on top of me. It would take me a few
days to get used to it. My penis didn’t hurt, but I knew that as soon I got an
erection those teethy screws were going to start gnawing to teach me a good
lesson. 


Being a sissy wasn’t a walk in the park. It took
dedication, discipline, hard work, and humility. Why the heck shouldn’t I be
proud to be one?


“You know, Kareena texted me tonight,” Hailey said suddenly. “She
wanted to know when you’d be available to come over to her place. How much do
you think we should charge her?”


“What?” I asked, shocked. “Wait. Were you being serious about
that?”


“About shipping you off to my friends? Why not?” Hailey said,
shrugging. “It could be a legit business. If it works out you could maybe even
become a sissy maid full-time. Wouldn’t you like that?”


I couldn’t help grinning then. Quitting my stressful day job?
Having my girlfriend dominate every area of our life, including our
finances? 


That would literally be a dream come true.


“Well, I’m not saying that you could go full-time immediately or
anything, but I’d totally support you doing it part-time,” Hailey added. “And
then we can see how much business we rake in. All I know is there’s definitely
a demand for sissy maids who can clean houses and cook and provide all kinds of
services for women.”


“Hmmm.”


Hailey yawned again and stretched, then cozied back down on her
pillow. “Let’s sleep now, Misty. I’m tired.”


With that, she fluttered her eyes shut. Within minutes, she was
asleep.


I switched off the TV and pulled up the covers to make sure she
was warm and comfortable. Then I curled up next to her, just staring with awe
at how beautiful she was. 


I rested back against the pillow, willing my eyes to shut and my
mind to sleep. But my vision was clouding over, and all I ended up doing was
staring at the ceiling, misty-eyed. 


For now, I was completely at peace. With our relationship, with
who I was, with my sexual quirks. In fact, I probably wouldn’t change a thing.
Hailey accepting me for who I was had been a huge part of that.


Oh, Hailey. I
was so madly in love with her, I don’t think she knew just how much I
loved her. I prayed that years from now, our love would only grow stronger.


After all, our fun times had only just begun. 
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Thank you for reading!
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