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  I’d just finished cleaning the apartment in my sexy short French maid outfit when my mistress came back with boxes of clothes. To my delight they were for me! She wanted me as Secretary Charlotte to wear them whilst working on some contracts for her (she’s a major showbiz agent). But did I really need to wear the short leather miniskirt and ultra-high heels as well? Also, why did she insist I wear the pastel pink pussy-bow blouse without a bra? Was it something to do with the athlete she’d invited over for coffee? Read on and find out.




   




   




  




  Secretary Charlotte and the Eager Athlete




  




  I had nearly finished the dusting when the doorbell rang. It could only be my mistress as she had gone out when I started cleaning the apartment, and she was the only person the concierge would let into the elevator without ringing up first. I wondered why she’d need to ring the doorbell – she had a key.




  My ankle-strap high heels clicked as I went from the luxurious cream carpet to the wooden floor and the short maid uniform skirt swished against my upper thighs as I hurried to open the door for my mistress. I was still carrying the duster and I placed it on the small table in the hall before opening the front door and greeting her with a curtsey and a murmured, “Mistress.”




  She was carrying several white boxes piled up in her arms, which was why she needed to ring the bell. She handed them to me with a “Thank you, Charlotte” as she entered the apartment and closed the front door. They were very light and I assumed they contained clothes.




  She was still wearing a long black coat with her black high-heeled boots showing at the bottom. The coat was cinched by a belt at her waist showing off her sleekly sexy figure. Her short hair was slightly mussed – it certainly looked windy when I’d glanced out of the apartment’s floor to ceiling windows whilst doing the cleaning.




  I followed her though into the lounge and she said “Put them on the table please, Charlotte.”




  “Yes, mistress,” I replied.




  As I carefully placed the boxes on the table making sure they didn’t topple over she untied the belt, slipped out of her coat and lay it on the back of a chair. After she’d instructed me with her needs I’d then put it onto the hall closet – she disliked things out of place. She was wearing a tailored cream suit; the skirt had a side slit which showed the top of her black boots and her stockings I’d lovingly slid up her legs that morning, and a long-sleeved blue satin blouse (which quite by accident matched my eye-shadow).




  She patted her blond hair back into place and said, “I’m going to need Secretary Charlotte this afternoon.” She took her cream jacket off and laid it on top of the coat.




  “Yes, Mistress. Shall I change now?” I wondered if she wanted me out of my maids uniform and into my secretary clothes.




  “Not yet. I’ve been thinking that I need to update your wardrobe.”




  My heart started beating faster – were the clothes boxes for me? I hardly dared breathe as she opened the top box and I gasped with joy as she pulled a pastel pink pussy-bow blouse from among the white tissue paper.




  “Mistress!” I said in delight.




  She held the blouse up against my maids outfit and smiled at seeing my happiness. “Hmmm, I’m not sure.” Her face screwed up in indecision and my heart almost stopped – she’d take it back?




  She then laughed at the disappointment that must have shown on my face. “Yes, Charlotte, I’d like you to wear this.” My heart started up again. “And I’ve got some other items as well.”




  This was like a birthday and Christmas rolled into one! Still holding the blouse she placed both fists on her hips and examined me, her red lipsticked lips pursed in decision. But what was she deciding on?
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