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The sun
had fallen, the darkness was starting to take its place and as
usual I was running very late. It was quickly approaching 8pm and I
was stood in the middle of a mass of clothes sporting a rather
annoyed expression. Everywhere were pieces of discarded clothing
with absolutely no organisation in sight.






Standing
naked in the centre I scanned my surrounding; not one piece of
clothing stood out among the rest, it was hopeless. My phone buzzed
loudly next to me; I lent to pick it up, almost falling over a pair
of heels in the process. Noticing it was Katie I quickly answered
and slammed the phone to my ear.






“I’ll be
there to pick you up in 10 minutes Jess,” she stated. I pulled the
phone away from my face and glared angrily at it before crashing it
against my ear again.






“Katie
can you make it 20 minutes?” I begged down the line. My question
was met by an overly dramatic sigh, just like what I was used
to.






“No,”
she shouted loud enough for me to have to pull the phone away from
my ear. After I had regained my normal hearing I looked at the
phone to see she had hung up.






“Great,”
I muttered to myself under my breath before throwing my phone back
down onto the bed and watching it fall between the clothes. Having
another quick look around the room I located my safety black dress;
it was the dress I used if I couldn’t find anything else, I had
worn it dozens of times before. It looked good on me, complimenting
my subtle curves and long blonde hair. It squeezed against my ass
making it firm, despite that it was boring and unadventurous; it
was the complete opposite to my personality.






Ignoring
this fact I threw the dress over my head and wiggled my body so I
would fit into it; I felt my breasts softly and noted that I didn’t
need a bra. The dress held my small breasts up well making them
firm and perky. I reached into my draw to pull out a clean pair of
white cotton panties and put them on followed by the heels that had
almost killed me earlier.






A quick
check in the mirror showed I looked decent; my hair had dried and
fell in neat waves over my shoulder. I applied a layer of red
lipstick and a bit of mascara before smiling happily at myself. The
sound of my phone vibrating made me jump and I dove into the pile
of clothes that hid it; I finally found it in time for it to stop
ringing and the missed call sign to pop up.






“Great,
Katie is here,” I muttered guessing that it was probably her;
unlike me she was always on time and always sporting a brand new
outfit.






A loud
hammering at the door confirmed my thoughts and I slowly navigated
the pile of clothes so I could leave the room. Stopping at a few
mirrors on the way to survey my outfit it took me a couple minutes
to reach the door. By the time I swung it open Katie was tapping
her heels on the ground with an annoyed expression on her face.
Ignoring this I pulled my browned hair friend in for a hug and
quickly checked her outfit; of course she was wearing a beautiful
blue dress that I had never seen before.
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