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  The sound of running came up the stairs. My Wife! She was early! Too early! I was shocked into immobility in my dress and stilettos. What could I do? She appeared in the doorway and screamed at the sight of me.




  The next thing I know is that I’m handcuffed with a leash around my neck and forced by a latex dominatrix to earn back the money I’ve wasted on female clothes in the most humiliating way possible.




   




   




  




  Sissy Dreams: Prostitute




  




  My royal-blue satin mini-dress lay on the bed looking fabulous. It was fastened by a zip at the back, and I guessed it would barely reach the top of my black sheer lace-top stockings that I’d already carefully slid up my legs.




  But first, the shoes! I sat on the bed, the cover cool against my bare cheeks, and fed the shiny blue platform stilettos onto my stockinged feet; making sure the elastic strap at the back was in the right place on each heel. They squeezed my toes into the hole at the front and were tight but I wasn’t going to send them back now I’d got them. I’d ordered everything over the internet – I could do without the turned-away looks of the shop assistants as they guessed (quite correctly) who they were ultimately for. I’d had to pay premium to make sure they arrived when I was home: I didn’t want my wife finding any of this out; I loved her too much and wanted to stay married to her. This was why I’d not borrowed any of her make-up – she’d probably notice some of it missing and I didn’t want her to see anything on me to indicate what I’d been doing.




  Previously I’d only ordered some bra and panty sets - I needed something to cheer me up after going to the employment office – but had fell in love with a gorgeous set of platform stiletto heels and had decided to get them and go for a dress as well.




  I carefully tried standing up and wobbled a bit, but gave myself a pat on the back for not falling over. I tried to walk and waved my arms like a traffic cop on speed to stay upright. My cock was filling up with excitement at wearing female clothes this afternoon before my wife got back from work.




  I made it to the long mirror in the bedroom without falling over and admired the way the heels looked over black stockings. Then I wobbled back to the bed to put on the blue satin bra and panty set; they had polka-dots and a sweet little bow in the middle of both the bra and panties. The bra had two lines of white lace on each cup.




  I sat on the bed, picked up the panties and bent forward to carefully slip the satin over the stilettos. Safely on I stood up and slowly, luxuriously, pulled them over my black stockings. Goosebumps preceded the smooth satin up my legs and I felt a thrill in my cock as the panties got nearer and nearer.




  The internet was on next door and I couldn’t wait to put my dress on and sit in front of the screen wanking at the sissy blogs and sissy porn sites I’d found.




  My hardening cock was pressed tightly against me by the panties and my balls were finding their way either side of the gusset. I rubbed my cock through the smooth material. It was wonderfully sexy.




  Next was the bra. I’d carefully checked my size and hoped I’d got it right – none of these clothes were going back. If I had to get rid of them I’d bag them up and put them in one of those charity clothes banks. I swung it round me and fastened it at its longest setting then slid it round me so the blue satin cups and pretty bow were roughly in the right area. Then I fed my arms through the straps. I reached over for some socks to fill the bra out with; I could have used some of my wife’s lingerie but didn’t feel right including her in my secret life.




  I walked slowly back to the mirror and admired myself in shiny blue platform heels, black lace-top stockings and blue satin polka-dot bra and panties. My cock was tenting the satin panties.




  The dress was calling to me; I couldn’t wait to wear it! I got the bra as comfortable as I could on the way back to the bed and sat down. I picked the dress up, enjoying the feeling of the smooth satin, and unzipped the back as far as possible. This was the moment of truth. I held either side of it and bent forwards to carefully feed it over my heels and stockings. I stood up and slowly, luxuriously pulled it over my stockings. I put my arms through the holes when it was high enough and pulled it around getting correctly positioned over my breasts then reached round to do the zip up as much as possible.




  Ready!




  I was a stunningly gorgeous woman with pert breasts wearing a sexy shiny blue satin dress, black stockings and blue fuck-me stiletto heels. Women wanted to be me and men wanted to fuck me.




  I walked as much like I’d seen models do as I could; swinging my hips from side to side and placing one foot roughly in front of the other. The dress felt sexy against my body, the hem sending shivers through me as it moved against my stockings. The high stilettos were throwing my weight forwards, I could see why that model fell over on the catwalk when wearing heels, and I carefully walked into the so-called ‘office’ next to the bedroom. My wife also had wardrobes in it filled to the brim with clothes she’d not worn in years.




  The computer screen beckoned me to it and I carefully sat down on the black leather chair. There was an instant of coldness then my excited body heat warmed it up. I pulled up the first sissy website and slowly pulled my dress up over my stockings and felt my semi-hard cock through the blue polka-dot satin. I pulled the panties down to expose it, so that the elastic held my balls down, and with my left hand started wanking over pictures of beautiful women sucking cocks that had sissy captions next to them. The rustle of my dress material was loud as I stroked my hard cock. I moved onto sissy videos and wanked harder at the sight of men dressed as women being fucked in their sissy cunts by sexy dominant leather and latex-wearing women with large dildoes.
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