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  Sissy Dreams:


  Night Out




  





  The dress arrived that afternoon. I was ready with ‘It’s for my girlfriend’ if the delivery guy said anything, but luckily it was in an opaque bag. It was like love at first sight when I saw it on the internet. There was also a video of a model wearing it on a catwalk. The soft pink material seemed to float along, showing off her legs, with the waistband and halter-neck accentuating her figure. I knew it would make me feel really feminine and I just had to have it. After I’d closed the door on the delivery guy I’d reverently taken it out of the bag and hung it up on the back of a door, just to look at it.




  On the same internet session I’d ordered a small bag and also make-up that matched the dress – bright glossy scarlet lipstick and red eye-shadow. I’d already got some scarlet lipstick but it was getting a bit low and I wanted everything for tonight to be perfect, so I went for the wettest-looking gloss type I could find. I would be irresistible. I felt a thrill just thinking about it. I wondered if it was the hormones making me want to be a beautiful cum-whore with the biggest, hardest cocks ramming into me, while I sucked and swallowed as much cum as I could.




  To make sure it was nightfall I took my time showering and carefully shaved my face and legs. At some point I’d probably venture into creams and stuff. I carefully dried everywhere trying not to over-excite my cock – I wanted to avoid a damp patch in my tights for as long as possible.




  I squeezed lube onto my fingers and, with my legs apart, reached underneath nudging my cock and balls out of the way and gently spread it around my hole, then cheekily stuck a finger in. Nice. Over the last few nights, ever since ordering the dress, I’d made sure to use my anal expander – I wanted to be tight, but not so tight that I got injured (the scene at the hospital would be something to definitely avoid).




  Reluctantly I took my finger out and reached over for another box on the dressing table. This was my expander. I poured lube along its black length like maple syrup and then made sure every bit of it was well covered. A few nights ago I’d started imagining doing this to a real cock and found it was a real turn on.




  When it was ready I bent over, my breasts pointing at the floor, and reached underneath with it so I could feel it against the cold lube. With one hand on my dressing table for balance I consciously relaxed and gently pushed the expander against it. I felt my hole stretch slightly as it slowly entered me. I let out a breath feeling it slide in. When it was fully in I held it in place and reached for the hand pump and slowly started to squeeze it. I felt it increase in size, filling me up almost immediately. I felt my hole being forced apart and was really glad I’d taken it slowly over a few days.




  I gently increased the expander’s size. I’d made a mental note of how many squeezes of the hand pump I’d had over previous evenings and was a couple away from last night’s figure. I realised my breathing was speeding up and stopped squeezing to slow it down; there was lots of time for gasping for breath later.
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