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I pulled my car into the parking lot around the back of the shopping complex. The store I wanted to visit had a front and back entrance. I preferred going in through the back. Less chance of anyone spotting me. Some men might have a reason for going into a lingerie shop, like buying a present for their wives or girlfriends, but I had no such excuse. I was here for me.

Today was special. I was going to treat myself.

I had received a promotion at work, district assistant manager for the largest hardware store chain in the state. It was seven years coming. I deserved it. And I was going to celebrate.

It was a Tuesday evening, so I shouldn't have too much trouble securing a date for the night. I wasn't much to look at. Early forties, average build, a bookish looking type, but I had a full head of hair and a face that some men found attractive.

What I did have going for me was a fetish that plenty of guys found irresistible. I brushed my hand under my shirt and fingered the band of the lace bralette I was wearing. I loved lace. It felt rough and sensual on my skin. I had chosen a solid purple set that morning. I had toyed with the idea of wearing the white one with pink rosebuds, but the purple had won out.

Heading in through the door, I was overwhelmed by the selection. My fingers immediately started perusing, checking for sizes on the individual pieces that were catching my eye. I hadn't bought anything electric blue in a while, and the color was calling to me. But then I spotted a lingerie set in delicate, black lace, embellished with elegant, frothy, feathery trim.

My cock stirred. The outfit consisted of an intricately designed lace bralette and panties and a sheer, baby doll nightie with thin, silk straps; feathery trim skirting the bottom.

I reached for the price tag. It was more than I had intended on spending. But then I was celebrating. Along with the promotion came an increase in my salary. I lifted the panties from the rack. They were essentially assless. I thought about the black cottontail butt plug I had at home.

The image sent shivers through my body; the thought of the combination. My cock strained against the thin, silk material of my panties. My decision was made. This was going home with me. I flipped through the sizes, grabbed a medium in the panties but a large in the other two pieces. My hips were compact, but my shoulders were broad. Slipping into a fitting room was out of the question. I had learned to judge the fit through years of practice.

My purchase neatly wrapped in tissue and placed in a smart lingerie bag with silken rope handles, I headed out to my car. It was always a thrill as I crossed the parking lot; that maybe someone might spot me, discover my secret. It made my skin tingle with excitement.

I looked up and down the parking lot, but it was essentially deserted.

Safe back in my car, I peered into the bag. The tissue was sealed with a circular, gold sticker with the store's logo on it. I touched it with my fingers. That seal held an excitement of its own. When I arrived home, I would place the wrapped package on my bed and carefully unseal it, spreading the tissue out on my bedding, giving myself a few moments to gaze down upon my purchase—imagine myself in it—imagine being fucked in it.

I shivered and started the car. The sooner I was home, the sooner my night would begin.

It didn't take me long to find a suitable companion for the evening. I had been chatting with a few guys over the past week, feeling them out. My profile stating, "Sissy looking for satisfaction" garnered me a fair amount of interest on the local fetish site I had signed up for.

I smoothed out the edges of the tissue. Even the sound and feel of the tissue made me hard. Gazing down at the lingerie, I let my fingers wander over my cock. A deep, purple stain would be forming on my silk panties, precum leaking from my tip. I lowered my hand away.

I needed to get ready.

First on my list, I arranged my douching equipment on the bathroom counter; the douching bulb and a special cup. I ran the water until it was the right temperature and filled the cup with it. The ritual was important. Every step I took in preparation for a scene built me up. By the time my date for the night showed up, I would be so horny, I would do anything for him.

That in itself was enjoyable; the thought of my inhibitions scattering.

I set everything on the floor. I found it easier to lie on my back when I inserted the thin end of the slender tip into my ass. Laying a towel on the cold hard tiles first, I hitched my legs up and reached around to my ass. The tip slipped in easily and I gently squeezed the bulb.

The warmth was immediate. I laid there and enjoyed the sensation for a moment.

The bulb empty, I struggled to my feet and started the dance. The wiggling of my hips back and forth, the undulating—the little jumps. I sat on the toilet and released the water. Four or five more times and I would be done. It took a while, but it was important.

I turned on the shower and stepped into the hot spray. Every bit of me needed to be scrubbed. I started with my hair and worked my way down. I had shaved my legs and chest a few days before, but I wanted my body to be baby smooth, so I gave them another once over with a razor. I would do my face at the bathroom sink. I lifted each arm and shaved my underarms then ran a hand down between my legs. I was still smooth. It was something I splurged on, waxing. A full Brazilian, as well as bleaching my asshole. I enjoyed being pristine for my men.

Pulling my foreskin back, I cleaned around the head and along my shaft, then reached around, scrubbing my hole. Everything had to be clean. It was part of my process.

Once I was satisfied, I dried off, shaved, and spent a little time walking around my apartment in the nude. The air circulating around my bare skin always gave me a bit of a thrill.

I took a sip of water. I wouldn't be eating anything tonight. One didn't want to risk any unforeseen mishaps, especially now that I was clean.

I stood by my bed looking down at my outfit, running my fingers over the material. The bralette was the first item to adorn my body. It fit snug the way I liked it. I adjusted the straps. The lace scratched across my nipples, making them stand at attention. The panties were next. I stepped into them and pulled them up onto my hips. They fit perfectly.

I turned to look at my ass in the mirror. I was proud of my ass. It sat high on my thighs, round, and firm with just enough jiggle to keep the boys coming back. The panties were tight against my cock, pulling it close to my body. I tucked it back further to improve the overall effect. 

Slipping open my bedside drawer, I dug around until I found the butt plug with the black, bunny tail attached. I covered the plug in lube, bent over the bed, and slid it into place. The stretch felt amazing, opening me up—preparing me to be used. I checked out my ass in the mirror again.

Perfection.

I slipped the sheer nightie over my head, nearly moaning aloud as the silky fabric cascaded over my skin. I shuddered with anticipation. The time. I picked up my phone and looked at the time. My date would be here in an hour. I pulled the stool out from my make-up table and sat down. The butt plug ascended higher, making me quiver—and my cock pulse.

I leaned forward, examining my skin. A quick layer of foundation smoothed out the imperfections. A bit of powder. Then I set to work on my eyes. Sultry shades of black and gray, I created a smokey eye effect. Black lines gave my eyes an exotic look. The false lashes topped everything off. I blinked at myself in the mirror. I had outdone myself. A small amount of blush and a gorgeous red lip, and my face was ready. I slipped a flesh-colored stocking cap onto my head and taped it into place. I wouldn't risk losing my hair and ruining the illusion.

I went to my closet. I didn't have a huge selection of wigs but those I had were of high quality. Choosing one, a straight, shoulder-length cut in black, I made my way back to my makeup table. After fiddling around for a bit, I glued the wig in place and smoothed it down around my face. I stepped back from the mirror. I was pure glamour. A smile spread across my face.

The doorbell ringing startled me. I hadn't been keeping track of the time. Or maybe he was early. I looked at my phone. No, he was right on time. I liked punctuality. I hadn't been with this guy before, but so far, he was impressing me. I slipped on the pair of black kitten heels I had chosen for the occasion. They were silk with black tufts of fluff at the toes.

I looked around the living room as I made my way to the door. The stage was set. An intimate night of wine and sex. My stomach churned a little, the nervous excitement propelling me.

I flung the door open.

A man about my age, maybe older with kind eyes stood before me. He was a larger man—just the way I liked them. And he wasn't a particularly neat dresser. Again—a turn-on for me.

"Well, hello gorgeous." Nick—I'm sure that was his name—smiled at me. I stepped back to let him in. He stopped partway through the door and placed a hand on my
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