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  Friday Night 2:


  Trixie




  Something was missing. I picked up the gorgeous white long-sleeved skater dress off the bed but no panties were hiding underneath. Was this some game my mistress was playing or didn’t she want me to wear panties? Oh well. I’d just have to wear what I could find.




  In a way I was glad she’d made me put the clit-shaped chastity cage on as soon as I’d got through the door – the sight of the outfit she wanted me to wear would have made putting the cage on well nigh impossible. I was already feeling a tight squeeze in it as it was.




  I guessed that tonight she wanted me to be her slutty sissy prostitute – the white knee-high stiletto PVC boots and the silver-white bob wig on a mannequin head on the dressing table were the giveaways. The memory of a certain Julia Roberts film came to mind when I first saw the wig. There were also the black fishnet stockings, a short white skater dress with long lace sleeves and a white bra containing large realistic fake breasts. Not forgetting a white waist cincher to give me an outrageously feminine figure. But no panties.




  I was worried about the boots – I’d never worn heels so high, let alone knee-high boots. I could but try.




  When I’d entered her apartment she’d had her back to me (as she’d started to do a few Fridays back) and held out a pink plastic chastity cage with the instruction to “Put this on now, then go and change into your normal clothes.” Normal clothes for me (in her mind) were female ones; the sexier the better. And I absolutely loved it. I also loved her outfit for tonight which was a figure-hugging short dark red velvet dress and sheer black stockings or tights (maybe I’d find out which later!), teamed with shiny black stiletto heels.




  I removed my boring clothes as fast as possible and slipped the black fishnet stockings up my smooth legs – I’d shaved them the night before in preparation for seeing Mistress Claire again. The rubbery bit at their tops held them up. I examined myself in the mirror – the slutty fishnets, the small pink clit between my legs - and my squeezed cock told me off. I couldn’t put any panties on as I couldn’t find them. Maybe it would be a punishment evening? Hmm. That would be lovely. I’d be able to recover over the weekend.




  Waist cincher next, as tight as possible while still permitting me to breath – I didn’t want to black-out while she was doing something to me, or making me do something to her…




  The white lace bra was heavy with the fake breasts. I got it as comfortable as possible and then stepped into the white skater dress. I’d seen women on nights out in town wearing them and loved the way they accentuated their femininity – the short skirt bouncing off the hips and ass cheeks, the way even the slightest breeze threatened to blow the skirt up to reveal the panties. Gorgeous.




  I pulled the dress up over my fishnets (careful not to snag them) to sit snugly on my feminine hips. I put my arms through the lace sleeves and reached round to pull the zip up. There was a lace cut-out in front and I made sure my cleavage was appropriately positioned in it.




  “Hurry up, Trixie!” my mistress called from next door.




  I was talking too long, although I now knew my name for tonight. I quickly made sure the dress fitted me in all the right places then pulled the white knee-high stiletto boots on. The side zips made the PVC cling to my legs. The tops of the fishnets were visible just below where the short skirt stopped.




  The knee-high length felt unusual and I carefully walked over to the dressing table feeling the strange breeze around the top of my thighs. I even managed to cross my legs on the chair like a good girl.




  Not wanting to test my mistress’s patience I quickly made myself up, not forgetting the quick drying hot pink nail polish, leaving the hot pink lipstick to last (as always). Finished I stood up and turned to look coquettishly in the mirror over my shoulder, flapping my long dark lashes. Tits out, stomach in, ass pert; a quick blown kiss to myself in the mirror (I was such a tart!) and I was ready. The lack of panties was a puzzle though.




  I got up and walked back to the door concentrating on putting one stiletto’d foot in front of the other, hips swaying provocatively, skirt bouncing against my ass cheeks…




  At the door I listened carefully for anyone else joining us tonight – it was a shock a few Fridays ago when my mistress made me suck off two of my workmates’ cocks. Well, I sucked one, the other was so excited he just splashed his jizz onto my face. So far they’d not mentioned anything about it to me so I guessed either they were too mortified to mention it or they didn’t know I was the cock-curious lesbian secretary my mistress had introduced me to them as.
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