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I could tell my roommates, Kayla and Claire, were home by the amount of giggling and shushing going on outside the front door. I knew they weren’t shushing each other so as not to disturb me, but the neighbours. The three of us shared an apartment and felt it best not to advertise our... living arrangements.

Should I open the front door? Or let them fumble around in their bags for the keys? Assuming of course that it was their keys they were fumbling around for...

I stood in my currently favourite dress undecided what to do. The tall mirror in the hallway told me my feminine figure looked gorgeous in the smooth satin I wore.

But then a particularly loud squeal-type giggle sounded (that I knew came from Kayla), deciding it for me and I quickly opened the door to the two girls. I almost burst out laughing at their wide-eyed surprise at seeing me like I was some sort of angry parent. Or maybe they just weren’t expecting Cinderella to open it for them?

Thankfully Claire, possibly the less drunk of the two, grabbed Kayla and hurried her inside past me. I quickly shut and locked the door behind them, already imagining the pissy note from the apartment manager after our neighbours cornered him and had a ‘talk’.

Now inside they collapsed against each other in a fit of giggles. Thankfully they still had their clothes on, although it seemed that a lot more skin was showing past a pair of miniskirts, Claire’s white cropped blouse, and Kayla’s glittery bandeau, than would normally be acceptable in polite society.

Only a short moment later their lips were stuck to each other’s and they were vigorously making out. When their hands strayed to each other’s miniskirt (Kayla in a lovely shiny hologram material that showed rainbows everywhere, and Claire in a tarty slit-sided leather one) I felt it best to leave them to it and clicked in my silver stilettos to the kitchen to get them some juice. They’d probably need the vitamins after their sweaty exertions at the club they’d come home from.

The sound of Kayla’s mirror heels and Claire’s shiny leather stiletto boots along the hallway told me they’d somehow managed to move into the lounge. So I placed the two frosting glasses on a small metal tray and, like the good sissy maid I was, went to serve my mistresses there.

The scent of their perfumes met me as I entered. Slouched on the sofa they were still engrossed in kissing each other, and didn’t seem to hear my welcoming “Mistress Claire, Mistress Kayla,” nor see the perfect curtseys I made for each of them while still holding the tray. I sighed inwardly at not being appreciated and placed the tray on the table set to one side of the sofa then went to stand waiting for instructions. In one of their brief kissing lulls Claire saw the drinks and she disentangled herself from Kayla, exclaiming, “Sissy! You’re a lifesaver!” 

It seemed I just had to wait a bit. “Thank you, Mistress.”

I stood by waiting for more orders while Claire leant forwards (thereby giving me a good look at her cleavage down her cropped white blouse), picked up both glasses and handed one to Kayla.

They quickly drank some then sighed with relief at the cold tartness of the juice.

“Enjoyable evening, Mistresses?”

“Yes, thank you. Been busy with our laundry, Cinderella?” Claire said, her blue-shadowed eyes regarded me over the frosted top of her glass. Maybe the dress wasn’t quite the right one to wear tonight? I didn’t want them thinking they were in any way ugly.

“Yes, Mistress. It’s all done and put away.”

“Not before enjoying herself with our panties, I’ll bet,” whispered Kayla, failing miserably to hide her voice behind her own glass.

I felt my cheeks heat up and quickly decided to quickly change the topic. “Foot rubs, anyone?”

“Ooh, me first!” said Kayla, quickly kicking her mirror silver heels off.

Claire sighed at the lost opportunity and took another pull on her drink. I felt her eyes on me as my gown rustled as I knelt down in front of Kayla and placed her left foot on my satin-covered right thigh and slowly began massaging her foot. I noticed the red polish on her toenails needed a top-up. Something to do at our next girls night in pampering session.

“You’re looking very pretty tonight, Sissy,” Claire said while Kayla closed her eyes and moaned with pleasure beside her.

“Thank you, mistress.”

“You’ve always wanted to be a beautiful princess?”

“Haven’t we all?” I think what made me want to be Cinderella was the addition of the satin choker. So pretty and feminine.

“Is that a new lipstick?” 

She’d always been the more observant one.

“Yes. I saw it in Glamour a while back. It came today and I just had to wear it. You think it suits me?”

Still looking at me Claire turned her head and stage-whispered, “You know Sissy’s looking at your panties, Kayla?”

Kayla groaned and replied, “I don’t care. Here,” Still with her left foot on my thigh and a half-drunk glass of cold juice in her left hand she held the hem of her hologram skirt with her right and shuffled her ass forwards making her skirt lift up. Then moved her knees apart giving me an unobstructed look at her black panties.

“Kayla!” Claire exclaimed, feigning outraged shock.

“Don’ care! This is so good!”

Claire rolled her eyes at Kayla’s actions, then turned back to me. “I see you’ve also done something with your hair, Sissy.”

She was right. I’d played around with my curling wand and now my long hair just cascaded in beautiful waves around the blue satin band that matched the gown. I was rather proud of what I’d accomplished.

Claire’s calculating eyes took me in while she took another sip. Seemingly unconcerned I changed Kayla’s feet over and elicited more groans from her as I started on her other foot.

“So, a new hairstyle, and new lipstick?”

“Yes, Mistress. I hope you both approve?”

“Would you be making yourself pretty for a reason, Sissy?”

I shrugged. “I like to look pretty and feminine, Mistress.”

Claire took another sip to finish her drink then lifted her right leg and unzipped her knee-high boot. The sound sharp against Kayla’s groans of pleasure. “It is a lovely lipstick shade, Sissy. But I think it needs to be tested out.”

I looked up at her, puzzled. “Mistress?” 

“Take these,” she said, giving me her empty glass and indicating Kayla’s. I took them and placed them as far away from us as I could reach on the floor.

She straightened her right leg and the unzipped long leather boot fell off it. Her naked foot found my face and she began rubbing her toes against my lips. I could smell her sweaty foot scent and saw that she, too, needed her nail polish touched up.

“How does that feel, Sissy?” she said, trying to worm her toes into my mouth.

I knew that if I said anything she’d stick them right in. But if I didn’t open my mouth I’d be a bad sissy maid. But I also knew that she loved her toes and feet being licked and sucked. Maybe this would divert her from enquiring what I’d got up to with their used panties?

“It– ungh!” Her foot invaded my mouth preventing me from talking.

“Lick my toes,” she ordered.

I ran my tongue over her toes, making them wet and slippery. How far would she force her foot into my mouth? Did she want me to take all her toes?

“Bitch,” said Kayla, beside her. “Wish I’d thought of that.”

“Worship my toes, Sissy. You snooze you lose, dear,” she added in Kayla’s direction.

“If you suck my toes I’ll let you sniff my panties, Sissy. While I’m still wearing them.”

Kayla was trying, and succeeding, in getting my attention. But Claire was having none of it.

“Between the toes, Sissy. I know how you love sniffing my shoes.”

It seemed that they knew most of my fetishes.

As ordered I slid my warm, wet tongue between Claire’s toes. She gave a satisfied groan and closed her eyes.

“Suck them,” she whispered.

Slowly I began moving my head forwards and back, gently sucking her toes, my soft lips rubbing against them. Excited feelings rushed down underneath my blue satin gown and my cock squeezed itself against the small pink chastity cage I wore. It was one of the conditions of my sharing an apartment with these two gorgeous girls. Also, no male clothes were permitted to be worn in the apartment. Strangely enough I had no argument with this stipulation.

She moved her left leg and reached down to unzip her other boot. Was I going to have to take both her feet in my mouth?

Her boot fell to the floor and she opened her eyes to watch me suck her toes and massage Kayla’s foot.

“I know what you’d like, Sissy.”

Was she going to show me her panties as well?

Slowly she stretched out her left leg so her toes found the smooth satin of my bodice. Slowly they rubbed the soft material. Her big toe moved down and dragged the front of my gown with it, slowly revealing the top of my pale blue satin corset. The tops of my growing breasts peeking over the top. Then it moved further down, over my stomach, sending thrills through me, until she lay it on top of the gown’s satin skirt in my lap.

“Suck my big toe, Princess.”

I released her right foot and leant down. Like it was a very short cock (rather like my own in its cage) I slowly licked and ran my soft lips up and down it. She closed her eyes in pleasure, and moved her right foot so her toes were underneath my gown and between my legs. Her left hand found its way to her black panties and she slowly began to rub herself through them.

At roughly the same time her foot found my matching pale blue
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