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Sissy Dreams:

Chris & Chyna

––––––––

My favourite dance track began and I clicked over to the dancefloor in my white platform stilettos. My black PVC stockings and miniskirt were tight against my legs and ass. The matching black PVC corset gleamed as the lights splashed colour against it. My tits were barely contained and I thought they might pop out at any moment. Hot? I was scorching!

All eyes were on me and I had a momentary sense of ‘what the fuck am I doing!’ before I lost myself in the beat and electrifying rhythms. The coloured lights randomly moving around the room helping the sensory overload. I felt everyone’s eyes on me, wondering who I was, who the sexy bitch in the fuck-me stilettos and fuck-me PVC outfit was. Then the beat increased and my long dark wavy hair whipped around me in a frenzy as I sped my moves up to match. 

I began to notice a strange noise intruding below the dance music I was enthusiastically shaking my sexy tush to. My heart fell. Were they at it again? I could pretend not to notice and hope they’d just sort themselves out. Desperately I tried to cling onto the enjoyment of dancing, letting myself go, losing myself in the lights and music, being Chyna. But realised the moment was lost. 

With a sigh I reached over to the controller and paused the game. The sudden drop in sound was jarring. I stood still listening, my tight corset and fake tits making me notice my breathing more than normal. Sweat made the PVC cling to my body. Was this just some prelude to them going out and letting me continue dancing? From the sound of shouting coming through the walls I didn’t think so.

If I was a different person I could just ignore them, just feel pissed off that their relationship was fucked up and I was one of their neighbours caught up in the collateral damage. But I wasn’t. I’d met Chris (short for Christine, I guess, she never told me) when I first moved in. I was stressing out about everything and she calmed me down and found my box of rare David Bowie records, and... and I felt a connection with her – the way she smiled, the way she brushed her hair away from her eyes when she looked at me.

When did I realise I loved her? Probably the fourth time we’d met in the elevator and I felt my stomach go flutter. She’d asked me in for a coffee and I was lost. But I knew it could never, ever, be. Because of Chyna.

I’d caught sight of her boyfriend once or twice and even had the forgettable experience of sharing the elevator with him. He gave off a dangerous vibe and I hoped Chris would be safe. From the regularity of the shouting it didn’t sound like they were the best matched pair. Maybe he just had a big penis?

The shouting ended with the sound of a door slamming shut and angry steps to the elevator. Was she ok? I continued listening as the elevator arrived and left.

Faint sounds of movement came from her apartment. She was ok. I breathed a relieved sigh and set about turning my game system off and begin changing out of Chyna’s clothes and make-up.

I’d just taken my shoes and PVC stockings off and turned the lounge lights back on when a knock at the door froze me.

Maybe I’d mis-heard?

But it came again. 

“Dave?” a voice quietly asked.

She was at the door! I couldn’t pretend not to be in as she’d told me she could hear the music when I played the game.

I was caught in an ecstasy of indecision - I wanted to see her and make sure she was ok but I was dressed and made up like the hottest PVC whore on earth!

“Er, yeah?” I called out.

“Can I come in? I need to talk to someone.”

Shitshitshitfuckfuckfuckingshit!

What could I do? Quickly I kicked the white stilettos under one of the chairs and pushed the PVC stockings down the side of the sofa. 

Make up! Make up? Towel or something? Fucking hell!

I ran to the kitchen and grabbed a towel from the washing pile and ran it under hot water.

“Just be a sec!” I called out.

The towel steamed in my hands. Without letting myself think (or scream too much) I rubbed my face in the scalding material, trying to get my false eyelashes and as much make-up off as possible. 

After a few seconds (that felt like hours) I finished and looked at myself in a reflective cabinet door. I looked like I’d just come out of a sauna. 

Hair! I ripped the wig off and bundled it up in the lipstick and mascara-smeared towel that looked like a Tarantino-esque bloodbath between two black centipedes, and threw them in the sink.

Corset and skirt? No time!

I rushed out of the kitchen and into the bedroom and grabbed my fluffy dark blue dressing gown. Maybe she’d think I’d been in the shower? Pulling it tight around me I headed to the door.

Opening it revealed Chris’s tear-stained face. It smelt like she’d been drinking as well. Her long dark wavy hair was messy and she wore a pair of tight jeans, sneakers, and a plaid shirt. My heart jumped when I looked at her.

“Hey?” she said quietly.

“Hey, come in.”

Holding the top of my dressing gown closed so she wouldn’t see my corset I stuck an arm around her and helped her in.

“S-sorry,” she stuttered through her teary emotions.

“No problem.”

I back-heeled the door closed and took her into the lounge.

“Coffee?”

“Please.”

I made sure she was comfortable on the sofa, checked the PVC stockings weren’t visible, then headed to the kitchen.

“Just–”

I stopped and looked over at her.

“Just hug me?”

Her small child voice drew me back to the sofa and I settled down next to her, hoping the PVC wouldn’t squeak, and still making sure my dressing gown was hiding Chyna’s clothes.

With my left arm around her she folded in to me and rested her head on my shoulder. I hoped she’d not be able to tell I was wearing false breasts.

I could smell her perfume over the alcohol and just quietly sat holding her, being with her in her time of need.

Her breathing settled into a slow rhythm and I thought she was falling asleep.

“Dave?”

“Yeah?”

“Why are men bastards?”

I considered the question. Was I a bastard? Maybe it was the drink talking? I hoped it was.

“Some of us aren’t.”

She gave a barked laugh. “Yeah, the one’s in the romcoms.”

“Yeah,” I chuckled back.

She was quiet for a moment, then “Dave?”

“Yeah?”

“Have you got your girlfriend here?”

My heart jumped like it had just been stabbed with an adrenalin-filled syringe.

“Er, no. Why?”

“There’s some stilettos under the chair.” 

She nodded her head in the direction I’d kicked my white platform heels earlier.

Before I knew what was happening she’d sprung out of my arms and sat looking at me, her eyes still puffy from crying and her long dark hair mussed up.

“Oh, shit. Sorry!”

“What?”

“You’ve got your girlfriend here and I’m taking up your time.”

“No, no–”

“She’s probably in the bedroom waiting for you. I’ll go and say sorry.”

She lurched up off the sofa and unsteadily made her way to the bedroom, with me quickly following.

“Hey?” she called out. “Um, I’m sorry!” Then she thought of something and whispered, “What’s her name?” to me over her shoulder. “I’ll make it right for you. I’m so sorry. Fucking thoughtless of me. Sorry.”

She reached the door, which wasn’t open, and looked in. “Hi, er–” She stopped, turned to me and whispered. “Is she hiding?”

“No, there’s no-one in there.”

“Oh, she left them here then?”

Gently I took her arms and turned her back to the sofa.

“I’ll get that coffee, yeah?”

I needed to get her mind off me having a girlfriend. Maybe the drink would make her forget? 

“Dave?”

“Yeah?”

“Why’ve you got tits?”

Oh shit.

Hastily I pulled my dressing gown tight around my body and crossed my arms before turning back to head into the kitchen.

“Hah! Good one. Must be just the cut of my dressing gown.”

She lurched up from the sofa. “I know tits.” Drunkenly she grabbed hers and pointed them in my direction. “Look.”

I saw she wasn’t wearing a bra.

“Must be my top rumpled underneath. I’ll get that coffee now.”

She reached me and grabbed my dressing gown. We
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