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  Friday Night 1:


  Lexie




  “Why are you wearing those silly clothes?”




  It was Friday night; my most favourite day of the week. This was when I visited Mistress Claire.




  “This… material,” she sneered the word. “It makes me sick seeing you in it.”




  I felt heat rise in my face. I couldn’t help it – I had to wear these clothes.




  “What do you say to me?”




  She stood in front of me, the black PVC dress hugging her gorgeous curves; sheer black stockings under her shiny red leather stiletto boots. Her midnight black hair severely pulled back into a ponytail. A crop flexing between her hands. Was I in for some punishment? My left leg quivered nervously.




  “I’m sorry,” I whispered.




  “NOT good enough. Louder!”




  “I’m very sorry for wearing these clothes, Mistress.”




  “Hmm, better. Now I’ve got better clothes for you next door; something more suitable for you. Time to get you changed out of those… Those… Things,” she hissed vehemently.




  “Mistress,” I meekly acknowledged, and breathed a quiet sigh of relief. Sometimes she used her crop on me. And there was that time when… Well, let’s just say I was glad she didn’t punish me.




  Next door was the dressing room, diffuse lighting lit it. A dark-blue patterned curtain covered the window facing us. In front of it was a chaise longue with a large bag from a high-class clothes store on it. They were the clothes Mistress Claire wanted me to wear tonight. My cock throbbed as I wondered what was inside and what she had planned for me.




  To one side was a long wardrobe with sliding mirror doors. Opposite was a door to what I secretly termed the ‘playroom’; and a dressing table with lights surrounding the mirror on top. On the table were various items of make-up – what she wanted me to use for tonight. Next to them was a blank egg-style mannequin-head with a shoulder-length dark red wig. I take a lot or interest in adverts aimed at females so I knew the description of the wig would include words like ‘shimmering’, and phrases like ‘multi-tonal highlights’. It looked amazing and I knew it would make me look fabulous wearing it.




  She closed the door behind us and we stood facing each other in front of the chaise.




  “Tonight you’re going to be my slutty lesbian secretary, Lexie.”




  Her crop indicated the bag. My heart started thumping as I reached into it and pulled the clothes out and placed them on the chaise. It was like some amazing birthday present as I pulled out a very short, stretchy grey skirt, a pack of fishnet stockings, a red satin and lace bra with silicone pieces already inside, matching panties and an open top girdle, a feather-light black see-through blouse, and last, but most certainly not least, a pair of ankle-breakingly high white stilettos with ankle straps.




  “Mistress,” I managed to whisper in my excitement.




  “Well? Chop chop!” She waved the crop in the air and I almost tore my suit jacket off. I dropped it on the floor. Swish! She hit my right leg. Pain fired through me. “Faster!” she cried. “Get those clothes off faster!” I almost decapitated myself pulling my tie off. It joined the jacket. I pulled the shirt out of my trousers and ripped it off. The buttons pinged around the room. I was certain she’d make me find them later. My top was bare; now for the rest. Swish! “Agh!” I cried as she hit my right butt cheek. “Faster!” she hit my left cheek. I kicked my shoes off at the same time as undoing my belt. Feverishly I unzipped my trousers before she could get into a right and left cheek-stinging rhythm, and pushed them and my briefs down my legs. Hopping on one foot at a time I combined them with my socks and stood naked before my mistress breathing heavily from the exertion, my cock slowing its pendulum motion.




  She sat on the chaise, crossing her gorgeous legs, giving me a wonderful view of her high stiletto boots, and flicked the crop up. I cringed back, but she merely pointed to the clothes. Taking the hint I took the hint and started with the red satin panties, pulling them up my hairless legs (astonishing what informing people you’re a cyclist will let you get away with); my already semi-erect cock tenting them. I saw a dark spot of pre-cum darken the sheer material. I breathed out to get the girdle in position then quickly fastened the front clips. When they were done I breathed in. It was tight but worth it to get a fantastic shape. Then opened the pack of fishnets, carefully fed one at a time onto my hand and then up my smooth legs.




  I clipped them to the girdle straps and checked they were straight in the wardrobe mirror, making a few adjustments. Then it was the lacy red satin bra. There were already large silicone implants in the cups so as soon as I slid the straps over my shoulders I had the most awesome cleavage. Would it overbalance me in the stilettos? Hmm, I’d have to see.




  The chiffon blouse begged me to wear it. I almost reverently picked it up, seeing how sheer it was. My red satin bra would be clearly visible through it. I was certainly going to look like a slutty secretary! I carefully unbuttoned it and slid my arms through; it felt like I wasn’t wearing anything!




  I checked myself in the mirror and felt a rush of blood to my cock at the sight of my large breasts through the black material, and my slim feminine waist. I turned this way and that admiring the slutty look it gave me.




  I carefully stepped into and slid the short grey stretchy skirt up my fishnet-clad legs – I didn’t want to be punished for having a run in them. When it was around my waist the stocking tops and clips were clearly visible. I zipped it up at the back. It was so short it was almost just a belt!




  I slid my feet into the white stilettos and very carefully bent down and did the ankle-straps up.




  Now the walk to the dressing table. Mistress Claire didn’t help me at all. I could tell she was just itching to use her crop on me if I wasn’t perfect. I very carefully stood up; it was like I was standing on tip-toe. I gingerly put one foot in front of the other, deliberately rolled my hips, walking how I’d seen models do it on catwalks. I sat on the fabric-covered stool and crossed my legs like a good girl – my mistress had trained me well. The stocking tops were clearly visible.




  “Continue,” she said and went into the playroom to make sure it was ready.




  This was where I could show how much I’d learnt from the Youtube videos I’d watched. I automatically went for the foundation making sure my skin was smooth and flawless; then the lipstick – I was right in guessing my lips were going to be scarlet red – matching my lingerie. A few smacks of my lips and they were perfect. I slid the gloss across feeling the coldness as it evaporated. Gorgeous shiny lips.




  Next was the eyeliner and eye-shadow. I decided to use the purple and mix it with a lighter colour to give me a slutty look; then applied the liner. Long false lashes were next. I was going to look stunning.




  I made sure everything so far was perfect then took the wig off the smooth egg-shape it was on, flipped it upside down and then onto my head. My short hair gave no trouble for the wig (did I mention cycling? Incredibly useful). I felt something strange inside me as I looked at myself, feeling the soft hair caress my shoulders as I brushed it into shape.




  She came back in as I was reaching for the quick-drying scarlet nail varnish, which I used as the finishing touch to my slutty look.




  When all was done I opened my glossy scarlet lips slightly and felt my cock strain even more against the red satin. I was stunning. Now it would begin.




  “There, you look so much better. How do you feel?”




  I took a few moments before I said, “I feel wonderful. Thank you, Mistress.”




  “My pleasure. I’ve a surprise planned for you, Lexie.”




  “Mistress?”




  “You’re going to learn to take a cock.”




  Blood surged through me with excitement, “Mistress,” I breathed out. She’d been telling me she was going to make me take a cock for the last few visits. This was going to be the time. On previous Friday nights she’d just made me lick her shoes or boots and then force my head onto her excited clit and made me bring her to orgasm. Somewhere here she had a dildo. Was she going to make me suck it? Probably. What if she wanted to take me from behind? Would I be OK? If she lubed me up enough I reckoned I would be. Would she leave it in me and make me lick her clit? Maybe if we were in the right position she’d be able to use her hands and slowly fuck my sissy-hole with it while I stuck my tongue as far as I could into her, licking her to orgasm! My own cock jumped with excitement at the thought.




  She opened a drawer in the dressing table and took out a leather leash.




  “Stand up, Lezzy Lexie.”




  “Mistress.




  I uncrossed my legs, and stood up, wobbled slightly. I made sure my blouse was on correctly and failed miserably to pull my skirt down over my stocking tops.




  “Good, Lexie,” she purred and reached round my neck putting the leash on. It was tight but not too tight; then she gently tugged me to follow her into the playroom. I saw us in the wardrobe mirror - a dominant sexy woman wearing shiny PVC leading a slutty big-breasted secretary by a leash around her neck, stocking-tops clearly visible. It was an erotic sight. I felt the coldness of my pre-cum on my cock-head as it tented the front of my short skirt. I was a whore!




  She opened the door and said, “Ok boys, here she is!” I heard some male voices and froze in shock. There were men next door! They’d see my cock-bulge in my skirt! They’d see me dressed as a woman! What was she doing? I wasn’t going in there!




  She felt the pull as the leash stopped and turned back to look at me, crop at the ready.




  She spoke loudly and I realised it was for the benefit of the men next door. “Now, now, Lexie. There’s nothing to be frightened of. These gentlemen are going to help you fulfil a wish I know you have.” What? “They’ve agreed to be the first men you take. Poor convent girl that you are.” WHAT?




  She smiled at the utterly confused look on my face. What was she going on about?
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