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Chapter 1

Macy Grey had a problem, a big problem and his name was Reggie. Reggie Ainsworth, the third, to be precise. He managed the local branch of the biggest mortgage company in the city, and almost everyone who owned a home, dealt with Reggie. He’d run other companies out of town, undercutting them. 

But, when they were gone, he’d raise the prices, perfectly legal according to his contract, since almost no one read the darn fine print, and no one who dealt with him was rich enough to be able to afford a lawyer just to read over some papers. For the women and men who dealt with Reg, the only time you got a lawyer was when the court appointed you one. 

“Please, just give me one more month,” she begged. 

“I know I can get another job, get a paycheck by then.” 

She’d lost her job at the Diana’s Diner, when Diana decided to call it quits and retire suddenly, early, and moved to Aruba. Must be nice, Macy remembered thinking, but she didn’t envy Diana’s success or her choice. She’d have done the same thing, if she could, and Diana had been a hard worker. She would have sold the place to Macy, but Macy didn’t have the money to pay. She couldn’t even pay her own house payment, not now. 

Rumor had it that Diana also had based her decision on her new man, her new much younger boyfriend she’d acquired during the last year. Macy did kind of envy her that one. She’d give anything to meet the right guy like that. 

Plus, Robert, the man Diana had “run off with” if you listened to the town gossip, actually seemed to be one of the good ones. And Macy had thought they were all gone. 

                Macy poured herself another cup of coffee, she needed it.  She was tired. Tired of  staying awake worrying at night, instead of having great sex with Mr. Right, because her baby daddy had certainly been Mr. Wrong. She was just lucky he’d left, left them both alone. But, still, sometimes a woman wanted a man in her life, wished there was just one more good one out there somewhere, for her to find, or to find her.  

Macy shook those silly thoughts out of her head, and settled down, flipped open the paper. She saw with a grimace that her very own neighborhood had just gotten a brand spanking new strip club, whether the residents wanted it or not. From the article, they had mostly, apparently not wanted it. Why hadn’t she even known about this before? 

                She stifled a wry chuckle. Perhaps because she’d been working doubles for like, forever? For chump change. And why? She didn’t know. Because she was stupid? That was the first thought that came to mind and she squashed it out of her mind. Negative thoughts never made matters better. 

No, she was smart, maybe just not as smart as women who could make good money, earn a living, maybe even doing something they enjoyed. Her eyes fell to the article on the front page again and she felt a glimmer of envy. Those girls were smart cookies, all right. Dancing would be fun, and she was sure it paid good. 

But, still. She sighed. A strip club? That was just what they needed in her neighborhood. She hoped the place wasn’t going up right next to the school. She wasn’t sure what it might do to property values, would they go up, or down? Shit, she didn’t know.  She thought maybe it might be better to just let the house go, to admit defeat, but Macy wasn’t a quitter. 

She slugged down the last of the coffee and made up her mind. She was going to give the only man in her life one more shot. That asshole Reg, she’d go talk to him one more time. Try to talk some sense into him. Maybe she’d even try what he wanted… to pay her house payment…only to make the payment…not lose her house… 

She stepped into the shower, trying to get clean. After even having such an idea she felt dirty, but, what could you do? You did what you had to, though. That’s just what you did. When you were caught between a rock and a hard place you had to pick one, right? Or else just stay stuck forever. She damn well wasn’t going to stay stuck forever. 

                She thought of the strip club, wondered how much the girls working there would make, decided it would have to be tons of money. Damn, too bad she would never be able to do such a thing. She wasn’t an exotic beauty, and she certainly didn’t have double D breasts, or bigger. Who knew how big those things came? Whatever size that was, hers were still only pitifully average B cups. 

However, thinking about the strippers at the club did help her do what she needed to do. They were just going through the motions, putting on a show. That didn’t mean their hearts were in it, maybe some were, some weren’t, who knew? But, the thought helped her put what she was about to do in just enough perspective to make it…doable. 


Chapter 2

Majesty was just wiping down the bar and sipping an Appletini she’d made herself. Frank, whom she’d known since high school, and always considered a good friend, was bartending today but he didn’t think he should have to wait on her or the other staff. 

“You know where everything is,” he’d say with a shrug, while he sat in the corner chain-smoking and playing online poker during the downtime. 

She’d change into her stage outfit in a few minutes just before the customers would begin to file in loaded with cash to blow, on her…and the other dancers, of course. 

The front door banged open and a frustrated blond who would otherwise probably be perky and cute, stormed in with a frown on her face and red circles where her cheeks burned. She was ticked. 

Majesty wondered if she should offer the woman a shoulder to cry or vent on, or run for the hills. Then, as she turned, she saw the clock on the wall, knew there sure wasn’t time to run very far, not before she had a show to do, and so she did the thing she was most inclined to do anyway, the only thing she had time to do. 

She made her way around the bar and, with a look of genuine concern that she wasn’t quite sure where it welled up from… she placed a hand on the woman’s arm, soothing, warming, calming, all in one movement. 

“Come on, sweetie, “  she tugged the girl, who, after her initial shock, was more than willing to follow, to be led. 

“You look like you could use a drink… why don’t you sit and let me make you one…and you can tell me what’s going on.” 

“Thank you…so much…Miss…?” 

How silly, she’d forgotten, in her concern, to even tell the poor girl her name. 

“Majesty, darling, that’s all you need to know.” 

“That’s quite a …unusual name…” 

“It’s my stage name, of course,” Majesty whispered, smiling at the woman’s look of understanding. 

“You dance?” 

“I don’t play tiddly winks, darling. Men don’t pay to watch hot chicks like me play tiddly winks.” 

They might, or might not, that wasn’t actually something Majesty was privy to, at least not yet. She’d dealt with some weirdo types out there, some real eccentrics, as well as the usual types that wanted the usual things from a woman, most of which Majesty was more than happy to give them,  for a price. A very nice price, indeed. 

She charged a price that kept her in all the latest girly girl fashion that she loved so much, and let her do all the things she loved, like drive a flashy car in her favorite color which was candy apple red, and go on kick ass vacations, although going all by herself was not so hot, but, it wasn’t the worst way to go. 

She’d been in an estranged relationship for four years, her man coming and going, and coming in her and going… and they made public appearances, tried to look like a good, happy couple. Even fooled themselves there for awhile, but it hadn’t lasted, and she knew that going anywhere and doing anything with someone, the wrong someone, someone who didn’t love you, didn’t want you, could be a hell of a lot more lonely than being alone.

“And what’s your name?” 

“I’m Macy,” the girl said, flashing Majesty a tentative smile, her first since she’d entered the club. It was a start…a very good start. 

Macy plopped down on the nearest barstool and just looked around, curious, for a moment. 

“Wow,” she exclaimed, finally. 

“I’ve never been in a place like this before,” she said with a sly look towards Majesty. 

“It is something else, honey.” Majesty smiled, and felt her heart soar to see the girl smile back.

Majesty refilled her Appletini, mixing one for her new friend, too, sliding it in front of her. 

“Drink up,” she said, with a big smile. 

“I…I don’t have any money with me…” 

“It’s on the house,” Majesty said, sliding on the next stool, feeling drawn to this waif of a girl who looked so lost, so totally out of place here.

 She was gorgeous, Majesty noted, trying not to note it, but being totally unable to ignore certain feelings creeping up unbidden when she stared at the girl’s soft jawline, her clear grey eyes, her pretty peach stained lips that said kiss me now! At least that’s what Majesty thought they said, what she hoped they were saying… what they were definitely saying to her…

She took Macy’s nearest hand in both of hers, it was small, and white like a dove, and she could feel the girl’s pulse speed up at her touch. Another good sign, she hoped… 

And then, out of nowhere Macy’s face clouded over, and tears came in a small cloudburst. 

Majesty was up in a heartbeat, holding the girl against her, rubbing her back while she cried against her breast. Shit, she wasn’t no mamma to this sweet little thing, but damn, it did feel good to comfort her, and, she thought, feeling dirty for even thinking it, but being unable to think it, once thought… it felt damn good having her on my bosom. Too good, and Majesty could imagine her even closer… 

Oh, fuck. 

She was so naughty. Majesty never denied that fact. But, she smiled, when after several long moments, Macy looked up, and Majesty could see that her eyes, although slightly swollen and mascara stained them making her look like a slutty raccoon, which, Majesty thought looked hot on her, too, though she would probably think any look would look good on this girl. She didn’t know what it was about her, but she sure wanted to find out. She hoped Macy would stick around, would let her find out…


Chapter 3

“I’m so sorry,” Macy said, looking up sheepishly into Majesty’s big blue eyes. 

“I don’t know what came over me…” she began. 

Majesty slid closer, put an arm around Macy, stared directly into her eyes. Felt her heart skip a beat in the process. But, she forced herself to go on. This was not all about her, and her raging hormones, for god’s sake. This was about this poor girl and, damn ,she was going to help her. Whatever the problem was, and whatever it took.  But, first off she had to figure out just what the problem was. Then she’d make it go away. Right away.

“Yes you do, darling. And you’re going to sit right there and tell me…everything.” 

“It’s just…seeing all the lovely girls here, how pretty everyone is, how sexy and stylish they look, and thinking how much money you all must make…and how I can’t even make my house payment and I’m about to get kicked out because I won’t fuck my mortgage manager or clean his house like some little French maid ho or something. I bet girls like you never have to deal with guys like that.”

Majesty’s jaw dropped open. She couldn’t imagine the kind of prick that would pull that card on this innocent little thing.  And then, unbidden, a giggle was bubbling up out of her throat, even as she drew the girl closer, stroked her hair. 

“What a dick,” Majesty said, stroking Macy. “But, we do make tons of money, and yeah it is super cool, but we still have to put up with pricks like that… all the time, actually. “ 

Macy nodded. “I’m sorry to hear that,” she whispered. “I’d never have believed it, if you hadn’t told me.

Majesty smiled, gave Macy a knowing little wink.

“Pricks are a fact of life, baby doll. An ugly little fact of life.” 

She thought a moment, then added, “and some of them aren’t even that small…”

Macy laughed, and felt relief flood through her. She needed that, so bad, the laugh, the understanding of another person who understood.

“But,” Majesty grinned, “what you need is a good dick, at least a man with one…” she grinned. “not a prick.” 

“I’ll never find one of those,” Macy sniffled. 

“Believe me, I’ve tried.”

“Sometimes, “ Majesty winked, “a good one can be right under your nose, and you just don’t know it yet.” 

“Do you really think so?” 

“Honey, I know so.” 

Macy leaned against Majesty, laying her head on her shoulder, sighing into her softness. 

“I hope so, I really hope you’re right.” 

Suddenly the lights in the club flashed, the music volume increased and bodies started to move. 

“Oh shit,” Majesty said, shooting straight up off the barstool and onto her feet. 

“The show’s about to start!” 

“I should go…” Macy said, softly, looking lost again, like she felt out of place without Majesty’s guidance. 

“Oh, honey, you gotta stay for the show!” 

“Well…” 

“Just say yes...” Majesty called, waving and dashing off, not giving the girl a chance to say no. 

Just before she ran through the doors, though, she cast a glance back, saw the girl had stayed sitting, was sipping her drink…was waiting… 

She felt happy, and nervous, and fluttery. Like it was her first show not her five hundredth…Little Bo Peep wasn’t the first place she’d danced at…after all… just the best one so far!

And it was all because of Macy… 


Chapter 4

Melanie Kreibel, AKA Madam Melanie to some of the people who knew her best, picked up the phone, forced herself to smile even though she wasn’t really in a smiling mood today, at least not yet. She hadn’t even gotten a chance to make coffee yet, and the phone was ringing. Couldn’t a girl get a moment to herself in the morning? 

To make matters worse, she hadn’t gotten laid, yet, her best “friend” had to go out of town on a business trip, and Melanie had her own business right here to run. The freaking thing wasn’t going to run itself and Mel was way too much of a control freak to even consider letting anyone else run Sissies at your Service.

SAS was the business she’d worked hard to build from the ground up all by herself, even doing the menial, dirty work, being a sissy maid herself at least to start out. Now, she had girls to do all that, but back then it was a one man woman operation. Now, however, she found she enjoyed giving commands a lot more than taking them. Perhaps it was because as she aged, her capacity for taking bullshit had hit its limit. 

You’d be amazed what some of the sex freaks out there, the eccentric older men, the young fetishists, the women, even, expected you to do when you were theirs, bought and paid for, completely at their service in every way imaginable and some you would have never imagined in a million years. 

She’d seen it all and done nearly all of it herself, damn well, too, judging by her bank account and the overwhelming success of her “little” business venture which was now nationwide. Not so little anymore… she smiled, a genuine smile, as she heard the voice on the other end of the phone. 

It was Masters Mathieson, one of her first customers, one of her best friends, and the one who had taught her a hell of a lot of what she knew at his knee, at his feet, straddled across his muscular thighs, or perhaps lain across for a spanking. 

At Sissy’s at your Service it wasn’t unusual for a customer to give a girl a good spanking, not to mention a good fucking, if the job wasn’t done to their standards. Even if it was, you were theirs, totally, for the duration. Sometimes it was exquisite, sometimes it was sheer hell on wheels, pretty much like any other job in the world, only it paid a hell of a lot better. 

Mel didn’t keep all that cash for herself, either. She was no greedy bitch in that regard. She knew who actually deserved it, who earned that money, who did the dirty work, and she paid accordingly. Girls didn’t leave her employment.  The pay and the perks were just too alluring, just like the girls themselves. She made sure of that. It was her main job, that and matching the girls to the best prospective employers. 

If a guy wanted a blond with big boobs to scrub his bathtub out with her tongue, with him in it, it was Mel’s job to make sure there was one available with a dexterous tongue. She sure as hell wasn’t going to send him a Cleopatra lookalike, not if that wasn’t exactly what he ordered. At SAS the customer was always right. 

Every time. In every thing. 


Chapter 5

Melanie doodled on the notepad on her desk, it was one of those pink pads that said “Things to Do” at the top, and her pen scratched a decent sketch of a huge pair of hooters on it, since she was thinking boobies, instead of Arby’s apparently today, probably because talking to Masters she couldn’t help remembering all the things he did to hers, when n she was in his employment. 

Whipped cream was cold, yeah, but you just try not moving, not moaning, not even one tiny little sound, as you’re smeared with soft serve and it’s slowly licked off. Masters had a sweet tooth, and he didn’t believe in cones or bowls or dishes, not when he had a hot dish of a maid serving him. Not when he could lick it straight off the server. And if you’ve never been fucked up the ass with one of those long penis- like popsicles, well, Mel would insist you simply haven’t lived. 

She’d never say otherwise, even if the biting cold was killing you and all you could think about was Master’s warm tongue or his hot cock, reliving you of the chill. You were always grateful for whatever you got. Whatever you got taught you something. 

For her, it taught her it’s good to be king, good to be mistress, and fuck the rest of that shit, although she was always willing to do the kinkier stuff in life with her one and only, her lover Troy. Damn him, when the fuck did he say he was going to be back from the damn meeting? 

“I need someone…today.” 

Masters’ words caught Mel off guard, pulled her out of her sexual fantasy land. 

WTF? Today? Fuck! 

Her best three girls were on vacation, together, go figure, and only one of them even had experience with the level of total service that Masters required for “total customer satisfaction” which was a trademark of the company. 

Fuck was right! 

She didn’t say that, though, of course. “Yes sir, right away sir, let me just check who’s available…” 

She scanned her rolodex, double-checking her assignment book as well, although she didn’t need to. She knew the goings on of her employees better than they did. That was just one of the ways she stayed on top…of…everything. You claim full service you damn well better be able to put out. 

She sighed. The only girl she had available on such short notice had only been with the company a couple of weeks now. 

That “girl” was Mark Miller, AKA Majesty, who was a natural for the job, all right, Mel had seen it for herself, and verified with glowing reports from every customer who’d given the new girl a shot. All the girls were really boys, so that was of no concern. The customers knew, expected such. They weren’t against hiring a transsexual in their operation, they just hadn’t had one apply for any positions. Mel was open to anything, and anyone, as always, which would satisfy her customers, and therefore make her company an even bigger success. 

Melanie dialed the number listed, waited, got no answer, and slammed the phone down. Frowning, she dialed the second number listed for Majesty, a back up number or something. A boyfriend? Girlfriend? Who knew?  It didn’t matter, one of the rules of employment was that you were at the company’s beck and call, serving SAS even as you serve your customers, whenever needed. 

Of course, life intervened. She let girls off for vacation romps in the Caribbean, when they’d earned it. She let them off for college classes, for weddings, graduations, funerals, holidays, when possible. Not everything was possible, sometimes one simply had to sacrifice to keep such lucrative employment. 

So, therefore, she expected, no, demanded, that her girls be available, answer the frigging phone for god’s sake, whenever she called. Maybe Majesty wasn’t so perfect for this job after all. 

Melanie sighed. Who was she kidding? She had to have Majesty, ASAP or it would be her ass, literally, serving Masters. You didn’t tell a customer no, not here, not ever. And Mel definitely had other plans tonight, like letting Troy get her drunk and take advantage of her, like he’d needed the alcohol to take advantage of her. 

That boy was so smoking hot she melted every time she got within ten yards of him…melted right into his arms…and into his bed! No alcohol required. And he was supposed to be home, sometime, tonight. She wasn’t going to miss out on seeing her baby, for anyone, not if she could help it. 

She’d call whoever it was, leave a message for Majesty. Right now she didn’t care who it was. Dammit, this was important. 

That little slut better get her ass in gear now, if she wanted to keep her job! 


Chapter 6

The phone rang, ring after ring, until Melanie was about to give up. She was getting ready to hang the phone up when she heard a click on the other end of the line.

Thank goodness, she thought, settling back into her chair and crossing both feet on top of her desk. 

Then, the recorded message said, “Little Bo Peep Strip Club. Sorry, we are all so busy taking care of our customers, no one can get to the phone. Please drop by at 1414 Amadon to see a show! There wasn’t even an invitation to leave a message. The call just cut off after the invitation. Go figure. 

The voice indeed was super slutty and sounded exactly like the kinds of girls that would be working the floors, the kinds of girls she needed. No, she needed girls that were trained to do other things besides just dancing. Not that dancing wasn’t exacting. It was, or it could be, but, still. There was a lot more than dancing to life and to pleasing men, or women, whatever the case may be. 

Mel was ticked now. She couldn’t believe Majesty had given her a fake number. She’d sworn the girl was golden. Guess that when you don’t verify, you pay, and Mel was paying now for hiring that little skank. But, she would make sure Majesty paid, whenever she found that girl. She’d go by and see if anyone at the Club knew her or knew where she might be found.

A strip club, Mel fumed as she slid behind the wheel of her Mercedes, cruised across town. She wasn’t a fan of the places, and was even more angry that now that she had been forced into one it couldn’t at least have been a male strip club. Of course, if it had been, she might not have wanted to leave.  

Just because she’d started this life as a boy didn’t mean she didn’t still like looking at them. She sure as hell did. She just didn’t like looking at herself in the mirror as one. She liked the way she looked now, pretty, and feminine, soft and sweet, when she wasn’t being a total bitch. Sometimes you had to be a bitch, though. It was a bitch eat bitch world sometimes and nothing was ever going to change that little fact.

As Mel slid into a tight parking spot her phone went off, again, irritating her even further. She looked at the caller ID, saw it was Masters, swiped her touchscreen up to ignore the call. She was working on it, dammit, Masters. Give a girl a break already. If he could just keep his dick in his pants for just a bit longer, Mel was sure she’d come up with something for him to stick it in. 

She’d find Majesty, or get ahold of…someone…she had to. She couldn’t lose this account. It wasn’t like SAS was the only company catering to these kinds of eclectic needs, they were just the best. And that damn well wasn’t going to change just because of this little tramp.

She almost hoped poor Majesty wasn’t at the club, because in the mood she was in, Mel would find it difficult as fuck not to wipe the floor up with her newest employee, ex-employee, rather. She was sorely tempted to tramp hard on that little tramp, show her who was boss once and for all. 

And, whatever happened, it was not going to be pretty. She might break a nail, or maybe even smudge her mascara, or even get a run in her nylons. It would be way uncool, but it would be damn satisfying, too, in a macho manly way that Mel still enjoyed sometimes, especially when she was enjoying a well deserved power trip. 


Chapter 7

The show was, fantastic, exciting, exotic, titillating, as it well should ,considering where she was and the expectations of the usual crowd, which as Macy could see were mostly male, although quite a few women dotted the crowds. Certainly more than she’d expected to see. 

A couple women she spotted were looking with vague disinterest in the direction of the stage.  Maybe they were there with a man, she thought, and maybe they were embarrassed or upset if he’d insisted on this little excursion without regard to her feelings. Men could be such douchbags sometimes. For real. Other women were watching with just as much avid interest as the men were, obviously enjoying the show.  

All the girls were very good, with true talent as far as Macy was concerned. That was something she hadn’t really expected. She supposed she’d expected cheap, vulgar moves, fast excitement for fast cash, but this? This was something more. 

This was in a totally different league altogether. And, she’d watched quite a few Dancing with the Stars episodes, and she knew good dancing when she saw it. It was like that, but dirty dancing. She loved it, even although women weren’t really her thing. 

And Majesty was the best of the best, the star of the show. Macy saw immediately the difference. She had star quality and, if she’d wanted to, could surely go on to something bigger and better than this place, this town. If she wanted.

At the thought, Macy felt a lump in her throat. She liked Majesty, and found herself selfishly hoping that she would stay right here forever, because she suddenly couldn’t bear the thought of losing her new  found friend. 

She wanted to probe her, find out everything she could about this mysterious woman who’d shown her such compassion and care, extending her hand in friendship when she hadn’t had to… and she wanted to get all the dirt on what it was like to do something exciting like that for your career. 

Macy had always had boring jobs that paid crappily because she hadn’t gone on to college, didn’t know what else to do, but this, this seemed exciting. She knew she could never do it, she didn’t have the movie star good looks that Majesty wore with such grace and shook even better. 

No, she was, pitifully, plainly, obviously as average as they came. But, she could live vicariously through her new friend’s dancing. Wouldn’t that be a blast? It would be the next best thing, right? And, something else came to mind, as finally, the lights flickered again, smoke filled the stage, and the show was over…and her eyes followed Majesty’s every move as she sashayed off the stage. 

There was something else about Majesty that kind of intrigued her, kind of scared her a little bit. She’d felt an odd attraction, a warming, a dampening between her legs when the woman had held her near, which had only become worse as she watched those sultry sexy dance moves. Damn, she had the hots for a chick. This was totally not her, not her at all. But, damn, she sure couldn’t deny it. 

 Could it be her? She didn’t know…she just didn’t know. How could you know? Really know, she supposed, until you tried something, but, still. She wasn’t sure she was ready for all this.  It was all so…sudden...and it was making her crazy. 

“Hey girlfriend, how did you like the show?” 

Macy about jumped off her barstool when she heard that throaty voice behind her, felt arms around her middle, hugging her from behind. 

“It was wonderful,” Macy told her friend. 

She spun around, noting the further warming between her legs. Oh, shit, what was she going to do about that? It apparently was her…but, somehow, it was thankfully only Majesty that seemed to do it. She didn’t mind so much that it was Majesty, after all, her friend truly was majestic in every way that she could see. 

“You looked so…hot.” Macy blushed as she said it.

She knew it was because she’d had the Appletini that she could even say such a thing, but she knew that she meant it, one hundred percent. It was definitely not the Appletini talking, it was simply letting her find her voice. 

“You think so?” Majesty slipped her arms around Macy, hugged her.

“That’s so sweet of you to say…” 

She looked embarrassed, suddenly, and Macy felt taken aback. Had she embarrassed her friend. She sure hadn’t meant to do that. She’d kind of embarrassed herself, too, or would have, except for what she was feeling, she was feeling even hotter than Majesty looked right now…

What if Majesty wasn’t feeling the same way? Maybe that was why she looked so uncomfortable right about now, why she looked so unMajesty right about now, why she looked so normal right now. 

Normal or not, Macy loved the way her friend looked…and it was a relief to know she was normal too, just like her, kind of, at least a little bit. Just a girl… but why was this one looking so bothered right now? Oh, and to think she’d caused it. Macy wished now that she’d just kept her big, dumb mouth shut. 

Someday she’d learn. At least she hoped. Probably after she’d managed to alienate anyone who might ever be her friend…or more…

Shit! If only she’d learned a little sooner! Ok, a lot sooner! 


Chapter 8

“I…I have a little something I think we should probably clear up…before things go…too far,” Majesty said, taking both of Macy’s hands in hers, pulling her up off the barstool, and into her arms. 

Oh, it didn’t seem like she wanted to stop things from going further, hell no, not the way she was holding her, and Macy grinned, unable to help it. She was just happy Majesty seemed to want what she wanted…something, together. But, what was the problem? She didn’t know, and right now she didn’t really care.

Problems were made to be solved, right? And, really, how bad could it be? Her friend was too sweet, too awesome to be a criminal or a drug addict or something like that. What else could be bad? She could be in debt, Macy, thought, be broke as fuck, just like she was, although with the money she must make, Macy couldn’t imagine how that could possibly be, unless the girl was hella bad with finances. Ah, well, broke was exactly what she was right now, and that didn’t make her a bad person, right? 

Macy wished Majesty would just spit it out, because the longer her friend stood there, stared, the more terribly silly scenarios came to mind that Macy just knew could never be possible. Maybe she was a killer, had killed her ex, buried him in a shallow grave somewhere. Ha, she didn’t look like a killer, not one little bit. The girl definitely looked like a lover not a fighter. 

Macy slid her body against Majesty’s, pressing her heated pussy against her friend’s, unable to help herself, she didn’t care what the problem was. Hell, right now she didn’t even care that she was a girl…she was just too turned on by this gorgeous beauty in her arms…

Majesty grinned, turned her body to face Macy full on, ground her own heated pussy towards Macy, and gave a little shrug as Macy, shocked, jumped back with a look of shock on her beautiful bewildered face…

“Oh, my god, what is that?” Macy stared at Majesty, not even blinking.

Majesty laughed, leaned in so close her lips were against Macy’s ear. Her breath was warm and erotic against the tender flesh there, flesh that was just begging for a kiss or a nibble. But, shit, what was going on? 

“Geez, girl, you act like you never felt a cock before,” Majesty whispered, and then she blew a warm breath into Macy’s ear, setting her body on fire. Wow! She bent, nibbled, smiled as Macy swooned. It felt so freaking good, damn. 

“You’re a…” Macy stopped, didn’t know what the hell to say, a woman with a cock? No, she couldn’t say that… a …transvestite…was that right? What the hell? She was at a total loss as to what was the right thing to say, politically correct or not. She just hadn’t had any experience whatsoever in this little department, although, she grinned, as she thought with a sly smile that this “little” department, hadn’t seemed little at all, actually. 

The cock in question had seemed huge, and very real, damn she could not have been imagining that, not in her wildest, wettest dreams. Hell no. If she had, why she’d never have wanted to wake up, that’s for sure.

But, she was certainly awake now, and every nerve ending in her body was alert and totally awake now, too, anticipating…more… even though she didn’t know what or why, or how… she knew she still wanted Majesty, no matter what, and damn, ho slut or not, she knew she wanted that cock inside her, now if possible… sheesh. No more Appletinis Macy thought, trying unsuccessfully at kidding herself, because she knew damn well it wasn’t the Appletinis making her so hot. 

It was the woman/ man/ person… right here in her arms… 

And she loved it… 


Chapter 9

“Don’t worry, I’m just a man who likes to dress like this…if that’s ok with you?” It was a question, with a promise. If Macy said no, she knew that Majesty would change…whatever she had to, to make things right…to please her. 

It was a totally thrilling, powerful feeling that Macy had never had before, but she knew instantly that she liked it…a lot…and also that she would never expect Majesty to change, for her, for anything, not even one tiny little bit. She liked, absolutely everything about her, just the way she was. 

“Oh, yes…” Macy breathed, and was just leaning close, to kiss those sparkling lips, as she’d wanted to do ever since she laid eyes on this lovely creature. 

Suddenly a harsh voice shocked her out of their intimate little moment.

Macy, whose eyes had begun to close in anticipation of her and Majesty’s first kiss, flew open. 

Majesty turned quickly and saw…the bitch.

“There you are, you little slut. “

Mel strode across the floor like she owned the place, and surprised club goers stepped back nervously, clearing a path for her madness. 

“Why did you give me the wrong number? I had a job for you, and when you signed on at…” she stopped, remembering she was in a public place, after all, maybe not wanting to embarrass herself with what her business really was… 

“I gave you the right number,” Majesty broke in, trying to explain.

“I’m here, so obviously the number was correct. My cell phone got lost and so until I got a new one I just used this number. I’m sorry if I forgot to notify you when I got my new number. But, you did have a number for me.” 

“Whatever!” Mel said, raising her voice, shouting now. 

Majesty called over to the buff looking older dude behind the bar, who was paying close attention to the proceedings. 

“Frank? Did anyone leave me any messages today?”

“Nope,” he chuckled, cracking his knuckles. 

Majesty was regretting now taking the little side job at Mel’s stupid company in the first place. It had kind of been fun, though. She wondered, though, why Mel didn’t want to say what it was. Was she that embarrassed of Sissies at your Service? 

It wasn’t that bad, Majesty thought, she even liked it…most of the time.  The customers were interesting and usually very appreciative and they all tipped well, even though Majesty knew they must be paying a small fortune already to Mel for services rendered. 

Maybe that was it. Maybe Mel’s problem was a customer confidentiality thing. Who knew with that psycho bitch? Please. Majesty did not have time for this shit, not now, not ever, actually.

But to her, it was a part time gig, something to keep her juices flowing, since she didn’t have anyone else to do that for her, except dancing, not then, anyway. But, now she did.

Now she had Macy, or she thought she had Macy, anyway. It sure seemed like it, anyway. And she’d been just about to find out for sure…when this happened. 

“At my… company….and you knew how important client satisfaction is, and how important making yourself available anytime you are needed. I have a business to run, you know. You were needed today…and I find you…here, of all places…”

 “…you slut!” 

The bitch just had to repeat herself, go figure, just when Majesty was starting to feel sorry for her, just a tiny bit. 

Oh, well…

“Those are fighting words, darling…” Majesty said smoothly. 

“Damn right they are,” Mel shouted and suddenly she struck out at Majesty, who easily sidestepped the blow… 

“But, I’d never hit a girl…” Majesty continued, then, with a big grin, she wound up her arm, balled her hand into a fist and swung hard, connecting with Mel’s cheek, smiling as the woman let out a satisfying and quite manly yowl of pain. Then she kicked out, landing the blow right in Mel’s crotch, and that yowl was even more satisfying. 

“That’s gotta hurt her…nuts,” Majesty said, grinning. 

The men surrounding the scene shuddered, laughed or looked questioningly at the girls fighting. 

Frank caught Majesty’s eye, saw her wave him away. “I got this,” she said, and he stood back, folded his arms ready to watch the show. 

“She’s just as much a man as any of you,” Majesty shrugged, speaking to the gathered crowd of men. “You could check if you want to, but I don’t see a point in it. I can’t imagine anyone, male or female, wanting to go there, not with a bitch like that.” 

Mel shrieked. “I’ll sue your ass…” she threatened. 

Majesty shrugged. “Self defense, honey, everyone in this place saw you attack me first… go for it. “ 

She looked around, eyed the crowd. “You all did, didn’t you?” 

Heads nodded. 

“Hell yeah,” someone shouted, and a lot of hoots and further nodding followed. 

strode up, put an arm around Majesty’s shoulders. 

“Are you ok?” he asked. 

Majesty nodded, smiled at Frank.

Nodded to Macy. “Meet Frank, our bartender, the real one…the one who mixes the drinks when I’m not filling in…” 

She laughed. “He’s also our bouncer…” she whispered to Macy. 

“Would you please be so kind as to escort this piece of human waste out for us, darling? “ Macy said, with a wicked grin, running a finger down Frank’s arm. 

“Anything for you, baby,” he said with a big grin. He was a man who obviously liked his job and was damn good at it, too, apparently, judging by the swiftness and ease with which he whisked Mel’s limp ass up off the ground and hoisted her unceremoniously towards the exit. 

“Good riddance,” he said, “and don’t come back and bother my girls again.” He slammed the door with a satisfying thunk, and everyone clapped. 

Frank raised his hands in victory and everyone cheered. “Party on, all,” he shouted and the club faded back into normal mode, thank goodness. 

Majesty wasn’t a girl for excitement, not this kind, anyway, she really was a lover, not a fighter. 

She turned to Macy, eyed the girl then slid her into her arms again, cherishing the smooth feel the warmth coming off her lithe little body. Ummm, Majesty thought, I could sure get used to this…

“Now where were we?” she asked, dipping her head for that long awaited kiss…


Chapter 10

Majesty’s kiss was…truly majestic, and Macy fell into her arms, wanting, needing more, so much more…

“When’s your shift over?” she whispered, afraid she’d be unable to wait. 

Maybe they could sneak into the girls room for a quickie or something, not like that’s what she’d prefer for their first time…together…hell no, she wanted roses and romance and room sized California King Beds with silk sheets, just like other girls wanted, but, damn, she didn’t care, she was hot and freaking bothered right now and she’d take just about anything she could get with Majesty, just to be with her…now. 

“Twelve, “ she whispered, kissing Macy’s hair tenderly, then following up with a passionate kiss that took her breath away…

Breaking away finally, for air, she breathed…”but I think I could slip away now…if you wanted to…” 

Macy clasped her fingers with Majesty’s and followed her out of the club with a huge grin on her face. 

Unfortunately, Majesty’s place was outside town, a huge mansion of a place, and took longer to get to than either of them wanted. 

“Sorry,” Majesty, apologized, “but, just wait till you see my place, it’s totally kick ass and totally worth the commute…” 

Unfortunately Macy wasn’t a girl to sit in silence and wonder… she had to poke and prod… she wanted to know everything about her Majesty…

“So, “ she murmured, as Majesty drove, speeding past houses that went from somewhat seedy to nice, to fantastically huge… 

“Who was that bitch?”

She hoped it wasn’t an ex, didn’t like to even think of her Majesty with anyone else, especially not with anyone like that…she couldn’t even imagine her with anyone like that, actually…

Majesty laughed, sliding her hand which was currently resting on Macy’s knee, further up, caressing her thigh..

Chapter 11

“That was my boss, well, ex-boss now. She was nobody important, sweetheart.” 

Majesty caught her eye, saw concern on Macy’s face and smiled. 

“You weren’t…jealous…were you?” 

Macy nodded, lowered her gaze. 

Majesty had been teasing, but even though she was kidding, she was still kind of pleased to know Macy liked her enough to be jealous… 

“What kind of…business…does she run?” 

Majesty thought a moment, “It’s … a sexy housekeeper service…a sexy sissy housekeeper service.” 

“Sissy…you mean girly? Like French maids or something?” 

Majesty giggled. “Kind of, but I mean guys dressed like girls… like French maids…”

“Oh!” 

“The clients all knew, of course, and approved, of course. That was most of the allure of the whole deal anyway. You can get a French maid anywhere, but a sissy French maid? Not so easy to come by one of those. It was good business, with extremely demanding, extremely exacting well paying clients. Mostly guys, but some girls, too. “ 

Macy looked at her new friend in shock. “That’s what …you…did?” 

Majesty nodded. “For fun, of course, and…for the challenge… I didn’t need the money, of course. I get plenty of that from dancing.” 

She rubbed up and down Macy’s tender thigh while she spoke. “But, a girl can only spend so much money on herself. “

She glanced at Macy, winked.  “But, now I have you, don’t I?”

Macy nodded, and her face flushed. After a moment of speechlessness, she looked up.

“I…I don’t expect you to spend money on me!” 

Majesty laughed, a deep, throaty laugh that was somehow irresistibly sexy. 

“I insist upon spoiling my little girl good and proper,” she said, smiling. “As only another girl can 

do.” 

Macy sat back, shrugged, took Majesty’s hand in hers, held it to her mouth and kissed Majesty’s fingers. 

“Mmmmm,” Majesty purred, “don’t make me pull over…girlfriend…we’re just about there…” 

Macy laughed. 

“I’ll try to behave…”

“Oh, god, don’t do that!” Majesty grinned. “Just wait till we get home…” 

Macy turned, stared at Majesty. 

“I…just can’t believe you worked as a…maid.” 

Majesty shrugged. “It’s not like I ever had to do a lot of cleaning, or anything. We did…whatever the client wanted. Anything. Down and dirty, on my knees, yeah, sure, but not much actual cleaning. I did a lot of looking pretty with a feather duster.”

Macy laughed, but she seemed more than a little upset thinking about Majesty doing anything with anyone that wasn’t her…

“Only because I didn’t have you to do it with…yet… but now I do,” Majesty said, allaying her fears before she even found a voice for them. 

Macy leaned her head against Majesty, obviously grateful. 

After a moment, she poked Majesty’s ribs, making her squeal. “Ooooh, that tickles!” 

“So…” Macy said, with a grin…”does that mean you’ll do whatever I tell you? “

Majesty nodded. “Oh yes, with pleasure.” 

“Oh, I like the sound of that,” Macy purred. “A lot!”

“Here we are, Madam…home sweet home,” Majesty announced, turning onto a little driveway that was surrounded by trees on both sides and, that looked like it didn’t go…anywhere. 


Chapter 12

Majesty drove the rest of the way up the long driveway, where, at the end, the path cleared, opened into an expansive yard that looked like it had never seen a dandelion in its life. There was a fountain that spewed foamy spray up high into the air and a pool that looked perfect for wading in. 

The grass was so soft and green it made Macy want to kick off her shoes, run barefoot through it with Majesty, maybe even do other things in it… but, damn, they were almost there…if she could just hold back these raging hormones for a little longer… she was sure Majesty would give her what she really wanted…her! 

And, the house, the house looked absolutely perfect, with a big, cozy outdoor area, where she could imagine lounging with her love, maybe sipping daiquiri’s and making out like a couple of teenagers. The fire pit would be perfect for roasting marshmallows, making s’mores maybe, and that made her think of licking melted marshmallow and chocolate off of Majesty’s fingers, tasting it on her lips..and other places… 

Cripes, how could one woman make her feel…this way? She didn’t know. It must be because, after all this time…she’d met…the right one!

Majesty stopped the car, got out, opened the door for Macy, taking her hand and tugging her out of the car and into her arms for a big hug. 

“Like?” she said, gesturing to the spread. 

“Very much,” Macy whispered, continuing the hug a beat longer. 

“And, I like your place, too,” she grinned. 

Majesty swatted her ass, making her squeal. “I meant the house, silly.” 

She grabbed Macy’s hand, pulled her toward the door. 

“Come on,” she said, “I can’t wait to show you inside.”

Inside was, even more perfect than outside. It was everything Macy could have ever imagined wanting, and more. But, the most perfect thing about it was the woman in her arms. 

Suddenly, Macy’s woman turned to her, a sly smile spreading across her face. 

“Girlfriend, I have an idea.” 

“Oh?” 

“That mortgage guy, Reg the Asshole, whatever his name is… why don’t we pay him a little…visit?”

Majesty snatched Macy’s phone up off the coffee table where she’d tossed it down carelessly along with her purse and handed it to her. 

“Here,” she said with a wicked grin. “You call him, tell him you’ve got two French maids for him.”

Macy caught her grin, reflected her own back. “Oh, he’ll be…thrilled.” 

Majesty pulled Macy to bedroom, and to the big walk in closet with rows of clothes hanging meticulously in place organized by color and style. 

She waltzed to the side, threw open one of the big oak drawers in the chest there and pointed. 

“Pick out a couple of saucy little maid outfits there for us, matching if you like…

Macy clapped. “That would be wonderful,” she said, starting to paw through the lacy garments. There were traditional black and white numbers and even pastel pink as well as a red number that would make any man’s head spin. 

“I’ll be right back…I have a couple of calls I need to make….and then we’ll slip into those outfits and go pay your man a little visit!” 

“He’s not my man… “ Macy laughed, making a face. “Ugh!” 

“Ex man…” Majesty teased, and Macy smacked her butt with a satisfying smack. 

“Yeah, you don’t need anyone but me, now, right?” she grinned, and Macy nodded emphatically. “Only you!” 

Majesty gave a little wave, took off into the other room with her phone and dialed. 

“I need you to take care of a little something for me…” she said softly into the phone.

“How much?”  She paused, waiting. 

“Ok, great.” She hung up with a big grin on her face, which she tried somewhat successfully to tone down a bit before reentering the bedroom. 


Chapter 13

Macy was waiting for Majesty holding two of the pink French maid outfits up, but as soon as Majesty walked in , smiled, reached for one of the outfits …she tossed the frilly fabric onto the bed, grabbed Majesty instead…

“You want to wear these, right?” Majesty asked.

Macy nodded. “Not so fast there missy,” she said. 

“You got me here, you got me all hot and bothered and you are gonna take care of that, just like you are gonna take care of me…forever…” she met Majesty’s eyes, saw her melting look, knew the answer, before she even asked the question…but, unable to not ask, forced herself, anyway.

“Forever?” 

Majesty pulled her close, stroked her hair, her back, rubbed her front with her own, getting them both even more hot and bothered than they already were..

“You know it, girlfriend, you know it.” 

And then she leaned, dipped her head, kissed those tasty and totally tantalizing lips, starting there, leaving a trail of fiery kisses along Macy’s cheek, along her jawbone, licking and nuzzling her throat, nibbling an earlobe, making her way to Macy’s low neckline, nudging it down further, taking a fully erect nipple in her mouth, swirling, tasting, sucking it into her mouth, feeling Macy’s body turn to putty in her arms. 

Then, Majesty  was on her, hot and heavy, kissing everywhere, stroking gently, and not so gently, her own needs becoming apparent judging by her hard on poking through the thin clingy fabric of her dress. 

Macy shoved her arms away, peeled the offending fabric that was keeping them apart off of Majesty, threw it on the floor and smiled at seeing how hard Majesty was for her, and how very big! 

She was definitely all man in the only place that really mattered! Oh my! She couldn’t wait to have all that nice hot cock in her mouth. She knelt, grabbing Majesty’s thighs, wrapped her lips around that big hunk of delicious man meat and sucked all of her in, relishing the feel, the taste, the scent of her. 

It was perfect, heavenly, and Macy didn’t want to ever stop, even though she knew she’d have to, sometime…she didn’t want Majesty to come…not just yet…she wanted, needed more…now!

Majesty did too, as she moaned with pleasure for many long moments, stroking Macy’s hair, pulling her head to the rhythm she wanted… bucking her hips… 

And then, she stopped suddenly, pulled back, pulled away. “Come here, “ she told Macy, taking her hands, helping her to stand. 

She kissed her lips, hot and musky scented and flavored from her own juices, it was delicious the mix of their saliva and those flavors… 

While they kissed, Majesty’s hands were like a whirlwind on Macy’s body, stroking, kneading, patting, struggling with fastenings, yanking clothing off, tossing it into a heap on the floor.

“Don’t fall on that,” Macy teased as Majesty scooped her up in her arms, carried her to the bed.

“I already fell for you…and if I fall anywhere… it’s going to be into this wet, hot, hole right here,” Majesty said, with a wicked grin, fondling Macy’s wet hungry folds with one hand as she laid her down gently on the bed with the other…and then climbed on, sinking her cock right inside, not able to wait a single second longer.

Macy moaned in pleasure and everything else in the room, in the world faded out as her world filled with nothing but pleasure…and Majesty.


Chapter 14

Ding Dong! 

Majesty rang the doorbell of Reg’s place, which looked nice, but nowhere as nice as Majesty’s place. 

“Follow my lead,” she said, nudging Macy and giving her a winning Majesty smile. 

“Yes?” Reggie opened the door, poked his head out, and seeing it was the girls, threw the door all the way open. 

“Ladies…ladies…” he smiled, which, since Macy had never actually seen the man smile before, looked quite unnerving, at least to her. 

Majesty seemed to be taking it all in stride, smiling her megawatt smile at the jerk. 

She stepped in, brushing past Reg, who almost drooled as she swept past him. What a creeper. Macy followed, though, it’s all she could do right now. She knew Majesty had things covered. She hoped so, anyway, because right now she felt terribly uncovered in her skimpy little bit of lacy pink froth and not much more. 

She felt Reg’s nasty eyes on her and the feeling was enough to make her flesh crawl. But, she choked back her inner disgust, followed Majesty’s lead. She, at least, seemed to be having a fine old time, prancing and preening, attracting the attention of the male, gripping it, and Macy knew before long she’d be pulling him right along…right to where she wanted him, wherever that was. 

Please don’t let me have to see him naked, Macy pleaded silently, hoping somehow her prayers would be answered on that one. She didn’t want nightmares forever. Ugh. 

“Why, Mr. Ainsworth…” Majesty began, but she barely got the words out before Reg cut in.

“Please. Call me Reg,” he said, taking her hand, stroking it. 

“Why, Reg, “ Majesty continued with a smile, “your house already looks immaculate.” 

She batted her long dark lashes at the man in a way Macy could only dream of being able to do someday. She looked, oh-so- sexy. Macy was glad she was the one going home with this girl tonight…and every night!

Majesty poked a fingertip into Reg’s chest and caught him with her gaze. 

“You, on the other hand, look like a very dirty, dirty man…”

She trailed her finger slowly up Reg’s neck, stroking then catching his chin in her hand, rubbing a thumb temptingly over his lower lip. 

Macy heard him breath, finally, and realized he must have been holding his breath. Ah. Well, Majesty did tend to have that effect on people, Macy supposed. 

Majesty ran her finger back down Reg’s chest, grabbed him by the tie, and gave a teasing little tug. “Why don’t we give you a bath?” 

Reg’s eyes gleamed and his tongue practically lolled out of his mouth, the old wolf. 

“Oh…girls… yes! Please do.” He grinned and it was even worse than his smile, more like a leer. 

Macy almost laughed, but she forced herself not to. 

“Which way is the bathroom?” Reg pointed and both girls drug him in the direction, which didn’t take much effort as he was practically running a marathon to get there, but stumbling over his own feet. He must be nervous as hell, Macy thought. Well, it wouldn’t be a huge stretch there, she’d be surprised if the dude ever even got one hot woman all over him like this before, let alone two…

Majesty stripped the man down, teasing and taunting him the whole way, taking forever, before she finally had him naked.

Majesty grinned at her, tipped her a sly wink. “Run the water Macy? I forgot something.” 

Macy nodded. “Of course!” She spoke cheerily, and made sure to bend over and swish her hips as she did so, giving Mr. Reg an eyeful…of what he wasn’t getting! She could see his pitiful dick get hard, and while it didn’t do anything for her, he wasn’t nearly as nice and big as Majesty, plus it wouldn’t have mattered if he had a King Kong dick, he was a jerk and she didn’t have a kind thought in her head about him no matter what.  

She watched the tub fill and worried Reg might get handsy if they didn’t get on with their plan soon…she hoped Majesty would be back soon…where was she? 


Chapter 15

Then Majesty was back, and had her tote bag of “cleaning supplies.” She saw the tub was huge, a whirlpool tub, which was even better, and was nearly full. She flicked the on switch for the whirlpool and smiled as the bath became a bubbling sea of water. 

She advanced on poor Reg, backing him closer and closer until he would have fell into the tub if she hadn’t caught his hands, lowered him in. 

“You first,” she giggled. “Close your eyes, relax,” she told him, and he obeyed. 

“Aren’t you girls coming in?” Reg asked, his eyes still closed and a stupid grin on his face. He held his arms out, for the girls…

…who weren’t coming!

Majesty bent down then, pulled a jumbo size box of Mr. Bubble out of her bag and dumped the whole box in and smiled a satisfied grin as the bubbles went crazy in the whirlpool a fluffy frothy mass of white bubbles everywhere boiling up around Reg whose eyes flew open as bubbles, not girls, tickled his nose and he let out a startled shout as he saw his whole bathroom starting to fill up…

“What the hell?” He tried to climb out of the tub, but kept falling back in the foamy mess. 

“Who are you, anyway? You’re not from that Sissy Maid place, are you?” 

Oh, he knew about Sissies at your Service, too? Macy should have known. Was she the only one in the whole town who didn’t know about them? Sheesh. 

Majesty stepped forward. “Not anymore, honey,” she laughed. 

Macy stepped forward, “And don’t you even think about foreclosing on my house. You can’t. I have legal rights and you wouldn’t even tell me I had them. You lied, about everything, just to get me here.” 

“I’ll do whatever you want, miss, just to get you to leave.” Reg sputtered, cowed by the two women who were obviously in charge. 

Macy wasn’t done, though. She pointed her finger at the bubbly man and shook it, scowling. 

“And don’t you dare think about taking advantage of a woman again, or I swear next time it will be your job, not just your pride.” 

The pretty maids stalked out, triumphant, leaving Reg to clean up his own damn mess. 


Chapter 16

The girls arrived back at Majesty’s house and did a little victory dance once they were inside and the door was shut. 

“Yahoo!” Majesty shouted, “we sure showed him, didn’t we?” 

Macy nodded. “Baby, you are absolutely brilliant.” 

Majesty grabbed her, then, pulling Macy into her arms for a big hug, holding her for the longest time, just feeling her heart beat, feeling the smell of her hair, feeling her sexy little body under those little lacy frills… was heaven. 

She smiled and cast a glance over Macy’s shoulder, at the clock on the wall, hoping Macy wouldn’t notice. 

Of course she did. “Am I making you late for something?” she said with a small frown. 

“Oh, no, that’s not it at all…” Majesty soothed. 

“It’s just…” 

She stopped. Macy just stared.

“It’s just…” 

Majesty had never had a problem spitting out what she wanted to say before and so Macy’s frown became deeper… wondering…what was wrong.

The doorbell rang… and Majesty lunged for it, with a huge grin on her face. 

“That’s what we were waiting for,” she said, mysteriously, and threw the door open. 

It was a nondescript sandy haired tall young man in banker’s attire, grey suit, tie, buffed to a gloss shoes. 

“Good day, Mr. Smith,” he said, extending a hand which Majesty shook with a big smile on her face. 

“Here are the documents you required,” he said, handing Majesty a big manila folder. 

Then he dug something out of his pocket, keys, on a sparking brass ring, and handed them to Majesty. 

“Thank you, so much Alfred,” Majesty said, giving the man a big hug. “You come by the club sometime on the house…” Majesty offered with a grin. 

The man pinkened. “My wife…I don’t think she would like that idea very much…” he sputtered, with an apologetic smile. 

Majesty nodded, smiled. “Ok, then, well, thank you so much…again…for everything!” 

She closed the door after the man left, and held the folder up, grinning like a hyena.

“Your Contract of Sale…” she said, beaming at Macy. 

Macy just stared, not knowing what was going on, not knowing what to think.

“Your house…is paid in full…” Majesty waved the folder, and pulled Macy into her arms,  crushing the folder between them. 

“You don’t owe that bastard anything anymore,” Majesty whispered into Macy’s hair, and felt her chest dampen… with tears of joy! 

Macy looked up, ecstatic, “do you mean…for real…?” 

“Yes!” Majesty shouted, “isn’t it…wonderful?” 

“Oh, I almost forgot…” she grabbed the keys, jingling them as she handed them to Macy. 

“Your keys, madam.” 

Macy just stared for a moment longer, then a sunburst spread across her face, lighting up her smile. 

“Thank you. Thank you so much… “ 

“Anytime,” Majesty grinned. 

“I will pay you back, I swear…” Macy began.

“Can it, darling, you don’t need to pay me back anything… don’t you worry about that. Not one little bit! “ 

Macy shrugged, hesitant. “If you insist,” she smiled, and threw her arms around Majesty, her hero. 

“Let’s go home, baby,” Majesty said, after a moment. 

“My house?” 

“Our house…right?” Majesty smiled. 

“Ok… but, what about your place here?” Macy asked, shyly.

“Your place, my place, they’re all the same now, baby. My place is wherever you are…” 

Macy hugged her again then, even harder, nodding. “And mine is wherever you are…” 

She pulled back though, thoughtful… “but, your place is so much bigger…”

“And I bet yours is so…homey and cozy and cute…” 

Macy smiled. That it was. 

“Why don’t we just try both, see which we like living at the most…or both…we can do…whatever…as long as we’re together…” 

Macy nodded. 

Majesty kissed her, pulled back, met her eyes. 

“And I’ll enjoy getting you naked in each and every room of both of them.” She grinned.

“Me, too,” Macy grinned back, grabbing the keys.

 “Why don’t we start that…right now?” 

Majesty giggled, threw an arm around her girl’s shoulders… and followed her lead.

She was up for anything, as long as it involved Macy. 


Chapter 17 

Mel, beaten and bruised, picked herself up, and drug herself back to her office. She might be down an employee, but she still had a business to run. She parked in back and got out of her car, dug in her purse looking for her key. 

Fuck, she didn’t have the back door key, she’d recently gotten that one replaced and hadn’t put the new key on her main ring yet. 

She scowled and hurried around the building following the sidewalk leading to the front door, and skidded to a stop as she saw the charcoal grey Mercedes Benz parked in front of the building. 

Shit! 

Masters spotted her, even before she’d spotted him. 

She looked down and saw he had a pair of handcuffs out, jingled them menacingly as she approached. He did not look happy. Well, he hadn’t looked happy, but now that he saw her, he looked just a little bit happier…double fuck! 

“Masters, “ Mel said, and she shook her head, flipping her hair. 

“Don’t worry, we’ll find you a replacement girl…right away…I just need to get inside and run through who might be available…” 

His hand on hers stopped her before she even had the key in the lock. 

His eyes met hers, and they blazed. “You’ll do just fine.” 

“You can’t…” she began…

“I can,” Masters stated flatly. “Your contract says you will provide me with…a willing and sufficient …subject…the same day…” 

“Don’t tell me you’re going back on your own contract, are you? “ 

He looked at his watch, pointedly. 

Oh no! She shook her head, but the words wouldn’t make it out of her mouth. It was probably a good thing. Telling Masters no was never a good idea. Not a good idea at all. 

The cuffs clinked, and her wrists were bound in cold steel, probably not the coldest thing she had to look forward to today…

“You’ve been a very naughty girl, Miss Krebiel, you’ve made me wait. I don’t imagine you recall just how very much I hate waiting, do you?” 

She did, oh, she did. 

She cringed. Why did I ever even start this stupid business?  

Oh yeah, for the money. And this damn well better be worth it…

She signed as Masters towed her towards the waiting car. 

Well, she thought, at least that bitch isn’t here to see this! 

Suddenly Majesty pulled her little car into the lot, parking right by Master’s car. 

She got out, went to the other side, opened the door for her little bitch, Macy.

“Oh, thank goodness you’re here…” Majesty smiled. “I just needed to grab my things,” she smiled. 

“And…” she looked at Macy, with a big grin. “And get one last signature…” 

Then she turned to Masters, “Sir?” 

Masters nodded, smiled. Majesty pulled out a pen, handed it to him, and watched as his pen flitted across the paper Majesty handed him. 

Majesty pointed to Masters. “I used to work for him…” Masters smiled, held out a hand which Macy shyly shook. 

Majesty met Macy’s eyes, “He owns the mortgage company Reggie works for, did you know that?”

Masters smiled. 

“Amongst other things…” he grinned. 

Macy looked shocked. 

“Wow, “ she said, “you must enjoy all that power.” 

Masters nodded. 

“I do…I do.. .but most of all I enjoy the power I’ll exercise over this naughty little girl today, who I now own…for as long as I want, or until she can supply me with an adequate replacement… 

Majesty looked, and with a smile poked Macy. She pointed inside Master’s car.

“Hey Mel, “ she said, with a wink. “I didn’t see you there…” 

Majesty giggled to see that Mel was already handcuffed and gagged. 

“Have a nice time…” she waved. 

She turned to go… then stopped, remembered something. She pulled a piece of paper out of her pocket, leaned down, and tossed it into the car, where it fluttered to a halt on Mel’s lap. 

“Here’s my resignation,” she said brightly. 

Then she threw her arm around Macy, waved to Mel and Masters, and tugged her girl back to the car.

“Let’s go…” she said with a wink. 

“I bet we could find some fun to get into…too!” 

And they…did! 
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