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  Sissy Dreams:




  Being Kellie




   




  The entry phone rang and I heard my flat-mate, Kellie, in the lounge get up to answer it. I sneaked a peek through my bedroom door catching sight of her long ankle-length caramel-coloured coat and shiny black stilettos that she always wore to her part-time job. She mentioned it was a late night café somewhere but never mentioned where. Her friend Kim usually picked her up and drove her to it.




  I put the finishing touches to my essay due in tomorrow and suddenly realised my printer was out of ink. I meant to get some after the last lecture but hunger had over-ruled my brain. Shit!




  Quickly I got up and called out before Kellie’d closed the door behind her “Kel! I need to borrow your printer!”




  She turned, hand on the door ready to close it, her blond hair in a nice ponytail, and I noticed her wearing hot-pink lipstick, which was unusual as she normally wore red. “Sure,” she said. Then thought about it a bit longer and said with a smile, “Just don’t go looking for porn, ok?”




  I laughed, probably nervously, as the door clicked shut behind her. I felt heat in my cheeks. Was I blushing? I mean how old was I?




  I went back and checked the finishing touches to my magnum opus. Oh yes, the world would be stunned by my genius. Last spell-check and copy onto a USB stick and off to Kellie’s room.




  I’d felt a bit overawed when I met her. She was doing something in the arts, no idea what and I guess I was lucky to be the first to call when her previous flat-mate left. She was desperate to keep the place and needed someone fast, which is where I came in handy. I suppose that’s my greatest claim to fame so far – I came in handy.




  Unknowingly she made me the happiest pervert in the world.




  I mean who wouldn’t love to share a flat with a hot babe? And Kellie was hot - slightly taller than me, tits not over large, fantastic sexy figure. I was in heaven. I prayed every evening she worked that she’d not come back early to find me sniffing her shoes and worn lingerie.




  In her room I sat at her desk by the window, knowing her gorgeous ass had sat there many times before me. Was it still warm? Maybe some of her pussy’s musky scent had leaked out through her panties onto it. I could dream.




  Her room was much neater than mine. Her bed took up most of the room, she had two wardrobes either side of it (both normally locked – I know, I checked), a long full-length mirror set to catch the light from the window, a shoe rack (my favourite piece of her furniture) had each of many pairs neatly matched and tidy, the table with her laptop and printer doubled as a make-shift dressing table. A few floating shelves around her room had books and DVD’s stacked neatly on them. In comparison I was a slob.




  A quick logon to her laptop’s guest access and turn her printer on. I noticed she’d got something new by her bed. Some sort of statuette of a dancer. Looked nice. Glancing around I saw one of those weird-shaped Bluetooth speakers they advertise all the time. That must have been a lot. I mean those are top of the range. Where did she get the money for them? Maybe she could pass some my way. I mean my laptop’s not as good as hers.




  I turned back to the screen and made sure there was enough paper in the printer before getting a hardcopy of my essay. The paper went in and the printer made the normal chugging noises. I spun round in her chair waiting for it to come out and had a look round her room. Was there anything intimate of hers I could sniff?




  Something white was poking out from underneath the wardrobe door on the left side of her bed. I got up to have a closer look. It was a pair of white satin panties. Were they clean or dirty? I knelt down and gave the cool smooth satin a gentle tug to see if I could get more out. To my shock the right-hand cupboard door clicked open.




  I stood stock still; the only sound that of the printer spitting my essay out. With my heart thudding with excitement I stood up and gently pulled it open further. Her scent and that of the fabric softener she used flowed out at me. I breathed it in, taking it deep down inside of me. My gaze took in her dresses and jeans and skirts and tops and blouses. To my mind she had a surprising amount of gorgeous clothes. I mean two wardrobes? I pulled the left-hand door open and my mouth went dry with excitement as drawers containing her lingerie were revealed.




  The essay was forgotten as, like Indiana Jones finding some ancient artefact, I excitedly pulled the drawers open revealing bras and panties in brightly coloured cottons, satins and silks, embellished with lace and sweet little bows. I held a handful up and buried my face in them, enjoying their softness against my skin and losing myself in her scent.




  How best to enjoy this bounty? I quickly stripped off leaving my boring t-shirt, jeans, shoes, socks, and scrunchies in a heap on the floor and emptied the contents of a drawer onto her bed. I noticed a see-through pink chiffon blouse that had instantly become my favourite when I saw her in it a few days back. I took it off the hanger, gently unbuttoned it and placed it around my shoulders, my skin thrilled at its gentle touch.




  A skirt! I needed a skirt. I hunted through her wardrobe for the sexiest skirt I could find and, for the second time that evening, stopped stunned.




  She had a black satin and frothy white lace French maid uniform. To say this was unexpected was… well, unexpected. She’d actually worn a French maid uniform?




  A moment of realisation hit me and I stood back up. Oh my god. OH my God. OH MY GOD! She normally wore a long coat to her job, so long that I can only see her sexy heels. What if she wears a short sexy French maid uniform underneath?




  Wow. Like, just WOW!




  She worked as a French maid? I just had to find where she worked just so I could take pictures. For educational purposes, you understand.




  I carefully pulled out the hanger the uniform was on and went and stood in front of the full-length mirror seeing what it looked like on me. My cock was seriously excited and I quickly moved the uniform away so as not to stain the black satin.




  I just had to try it on. I took the pink chiffon blouse off and laid it on the bed on the bras and panties waiting for me. I took the French maid uniform off the hanger and unzipped the back. Would it fit? Oh, how I wished it would. I’d forego future birthday presents if it did. I held it open and carefully stepped into it. So far so good. As gently as I could I slowly drew the uniform up my legs and noticed a problem. My cock, quite naturally, had become erect with excitement at wearing Kellie’s clothes. There was no way I’d be able to get the uniform up over it and there may be some pre-cum leaking onto the black satin and white lace. Nothing for it – I had to tuck it.
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