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  Friday Night 3:


  Rochelle




  I hesitated at the door. Even though I wasn’t sure I wanted to be here some strange compulsion made me come tonight. As if she had some sort of sixth sense and knew I was waiting outside, Mistress Claire opened the door. Like I was under someone else’s control I went in. I couldn’t help myself.




  “Put this on.”




  With her back to me in my ‘ugly’ clothes she held out a pink plastic chastity cage made to look like a female clit.




  I undid my trouser zip, pulled my shorts down and reached in to bring my partially excited cock and balls out to trap them in the cage, its padlock holding everything together. Slowly the cold plastic warmed up. I put the small key into her waiting hand and she then pointed to the bedroom where she’d laid out the clothes she wanted me to wear tonight.




  I carefully cleared my throat. “Er, Mistress?”




  “Yes?”




  “Will we be going out tonight?”




  “I had no plans to, but do you want to?” I detected a smile in her voice. What had she planned tonight?




  “No, no,” I said quickly. Last Friday she’d made me pick a man up at a bar and suck him off for money. I still hadn’t got my head fully around what was going on inside me and wanted some clue as to her intentions for tonight.




  I quickly walked by her and couldn’t help sniffing her perfume. I’d found it was something I did whenever a beautiful woman passed in front of me. She smelt gorgeous.




  Tonight her black hair cascaded over a figure hugging royal blue mid-thigh dress which had a lovely sheen to it, with black stockings (or tights) and shiny black strappy stilettos. She looked wonderful and I felt a swelling in my cage at the sight.




  I went through the door into the bedroom and caught my breath in surprise as I saw what she wanted me to wear - I was going to be her sissy French maid tonight!




  Almost as if in a dream I went over and picked up the shiny black satin and frothy white lace uniform. I stroked the smooth satin against my face and closed my eyes savouring the feel. There was a box of sheer black stockings, a white lace garter belt, a lace white bra already filled with large breast-forms, white satin panties, a waist cincher, a white lace choker and wrist cuffs, a white hat, and very high shiny black platform stilettos with a black buckle strap. My cock swelled dangerously in its cage. On the dressing table was a shiny black short-bob wig on a female mannequin head. Oh my. Tonight I was going to have a true sissy dream.




  I quickly undressed from my male clothes and, wearing nothing but the clit cage, pulled the waist cincher around me fastening it at the back, followed by the white lace garter belt. I sat on the bed and opened the stockings box. I carefully slid each stocking up my legs, strangely proud that no hairs snagged their journey up to my thighs and attached the clips to the stocking tops. The bra was next; my mistress apparently liked to give me large breasts. I got it comfortable then stood up to slide the soft white satin panties up my legs, thrills running to my caged cock as they rubbed delightfully against the sheer black nylon stockings.




  I examined myself in the mirror. It was as if a little fire had been lit in my balls – I had a gorgeously feminine body and wore lovely lingerie.




  I licked my lips as next was the French maid uniform. I made sure the zip at the back was down, then stepped into it and slid it up my body. It was a short one and the frothy white lace of the skirt bounced against my ass. I fed my arms through the puffy black satin sleeves and, reaching round, carefully pulled the zip up – I didn’t want it to snag and ruin the uniform.




  White lace choker and cuffs were next. I’d left the shoes for last as I loved stiletto heels. I was always disappointed whenever I saw women wear those flat ballerina shoes. Heels were so much nicer. Hell to wear, but much nicer.
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