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  Sissy Dreams:




  Sally’s Evening Out




   




  I sat in front of my dressing table and held my hands up in front of me critically examining my fingernails. The gorgeous blue varnish was close to being dry; my toenails were already dry and matched the colour of my new favourite strappy stilettos.




  I’d gotten it yesterday after taking ages to find exactly the right shade. I’m sure I gave a little scream of excitement seeing it at the make-up counter while out with my mistress. Like a big meanie she didn’t let me put it on yesterday. No, she said she’d only let me have it after being the perfect sissy maid. Even then I wasn’t sure she’d give it to me until I’d finished clearing up after lunch today and found it on my dressing table.




  I’d immediately kicked my shiny black stilettos off and quickly (but carefully) removed my stockings so I could paint my toenails first.




  I loved being a girl.




  The only problem with being a girl (except for my mistress making me have a Time of The Month when she had hers) was that my bra had started to pinch me and I had to keep adjusting it. Had my breasts grown bigger? I’d had no problems wearing my favourite pink satin bra before.




  “Bra hurting, Sally?” My mistress said from around the door to my bedroom.




  I swivelled round in my black satin French maid uniform to turn towards her.




  “Yes, Mistress.”




  “Do you have a bra in a larger size?”




  “No, but this one was my favourite,” I pouted.




  She came into my bedroom, “Stand up, Sally, let me have a look.”




  Obediently I uncrossed my legs, slid my feet back into my stilettos (I’d worn stilettos for so long I probably couldn’t put my feet flat on the ground without surgery), and stood up. I smoothed down my maid uniform as she walked up to me. She was still in the black knee-length pencil shirt and beige satin blouse I’d put on her this morning.




  “Take your top down, Sally.”




  “Mistress.”




  I reached round and carefully (so as to not damage my new nail colour) unzipped my maid uniform. Shrugging my arms through the short sleeves revealed my pinching pink satin bra.




  My mistress’s hands felt my breasts through the smooth satin and bounced them up and down. I winced as pain hit me.




  She reached round me to undo my bra and I felt a surge of blood to my caged cock. She smelt gorgeous. Should I kiss her? I leant forwards hopefully.




  “Not now, Sally,” she said with a smile.




  “Mistress.”




  She undid the clips at the back of my bra and pulled it off releasing my breasts. They bounced in freedom like ecstatic puppies. My darker nipples hardened in the suddenly colder air. She tossed the bra onto my bed, then her hot hands smoothed the soft skin of first my left breast and then my right, sending thrills through me.




  “It looks like your breasts have grown, Sally, and you’ve got some sore bits. Would you like me to put some cream on them?”




  “Yes please, Mistress.”




  As she turned to go and get some cream a thought struck me.




  “Um, Mistress?”




  “Yes, Sally?”




  “How big do you want my breasts to grow?”




  She smiled. “Big enough that there’s no possibility of mistaking you for not being a girl. Now wait there.”




  “Mistress.”




  As she walked out of my room to get the cream I wondered what that meant. Were my breasts going to get even bigger? I turned sideways to my full-length mirror and looked at my silhouette. My shoulder-length black hair was in a working ponytail and held back by a white satin scrunchie under my white satin maid hat. My breasts were already the size of oranges and I was sure I’d already passed as a girl. I mean what man would scream at finding the perfect nail varnish colour? Only a very strange one, that’s for sure.




  My mistress returned and I turned back to face her.




  She twisted the lid off a white tub and scooped some white cream out with her right hand. I gasped as she smoothed the cold cream against my left breast. It did the trick though – the soreness disappeared.




  “Better?”




  “Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”




  “That’s all right, Sally.”




  She quietly smoothed the cream over both my breasts, being extra gentle at the sore parts. It felt glorious. My nipples had no hope but to get hard at her actions. Was she deliberately trying to excite me?




  “I’ve been thinking, Sally.”




  “Mistress?”




  “I think you need to have a bra fitting.”




  I stood there dumbfounded. A bra fitting?




  Seeing my look, she continued on, “You need some more bras. I can’t let your gorgeous breasts get sore again.”




  I was so surprised I almost forgot to say “Mistress.”




  She twisted the lid back onto the jar.




  “And also we’re going out tonight. You’re going to see Danielle again, Sally.” With her right forefinger she lifted my chin up to close my surprised mouth. “Would you like Danielle to put cream on your sensitive breasts?”




  I blushed in reply remembering that Danielle had given me my orgasm last month.




  She smiled.




  “I thought so. Get ready for going out, Sally.”




  As she turned to leave she added, “Love the nail colour.”




  I stood like a statue. I was going to see Danielle. We’d only met the once when my mistresses said she’d be my lesbian lover, then she’d given me my orgasm and I’d not seen her since. Was it her Time of the Month? I’d not had the chance to ask when hers was. Would she last longer than me before she orgasmed? I wondered how her mistress, Paula, made her orgasm. Did she take her from behind? I felt a lurch in my chastity cage at the thought. My mind was in such a whirl I almost forgot that I needed to get changed - only on rare occasions would I go out dressed as a sexy French maid!




  Hmm, what should I wear? The weather was a bit chilly now, so it would have to be thick tights. I’d promised myself that when my mistress started feminizing me I’d never wear jeans or trousers ever again. Why should I? They were nasty hateful items of clothing. Dresses and skirts were much prettier, and they showed off my legs and feminine figure so nicely. I’m sure the last time I was out I’d turned a few heads, both male and female!
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