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  Secretary Charlotte makes a Sissy Maid.




  Being the perfect sissy means obeying your mistress without question. So when my mistress wanted me to wear a blouse and skirt I did; when she wanted me to put my cock into a blindfolded sissy maid’s mouth so she could suck me I did; and when she wanted me to fuck that sissy’s hole I certainly did! But will she go all the way and be sissy enough for her mistress?




   




  Ugly Duckling – Part Two.




  My life at Magne House has started and I’m to be made into a cock-sucking sissy. Yesterday the two sexy shemales in charge of me dressed me as a slutty schoolgirl and a man sucked my cock and then ejaculated his cum onto my face. Today is the day after that humiliation. What more can they put me through? And why have they brought a tray of sliced fruit into my bedroom where I’m chained to the bed?




   




   




  Secretary Charlotte makes a Sissy Maid




  




  I was wiping the breakfast table down when my mistress stuck her head round her bedroom door. “Before I forget, I’d like Secretary Charlotte in a blouse and skirt. Your choice,” she called out to me.




  I turned round to face where she’d spoken to me from – as per my sissy training - replied, “Mistress,” and added a curtsey. This wasn’t unusual. I always did wear whatever my mistress instructed me to wear. My mind, as I went and put the cleaning materials away, wandered onto what blouse and which skirt.




  I walked back to my bedroom and before opening the sliding doors on my large wardrobe checked my make-up and maid uniform in the mirror. I gave a little bounce and the frilly white lace petticoat at my arse bounced nicely. I was still perfectly made up and my shiny black satin uniform was spotless. I felt a happy glow inside - I was a beautiful sissy French maid.




  I pulled the wardrobe doors and they slid apart noiselessly and looked at my blouse section. Silk? Satin? Other? I ran my fingers over them feeling the thrill of their soft fabric. My recent favourite was a white soft chiffon pussy-bow blouse. It was incredibly feminine. Did I feel feminine? Yes, I did. I carefully pulled its hanger out and hung it on the rail that is above my sliding-door wardrobe - very useful to decide on what to wear.




  Blouse decided. What about the skirt? I ran my hand through the skirt section. If you’ve got as many clothes as I have (or even my mistress) you’ll soon learn to put them together. Silk? Satin? PVC? Latex? Leather? Did I feel slutty enough for one of the last three? No. If I’m going for feminine then a black pencil skirt in a soft matte material that’s just above the knee will do. I carefully pulled one out.




  I take the blouse down and hold both items against my maid uniform and turned to look at myself in the mirror on the other side of my bedroom. Gorgeous.




  I hang both on the rail and take out the hanger for the maid outfit I was currently wearing and hang that next to the clothes I’m going to wear as Secretary Charlotte.




  Now to undress from my sissy French maid uniform. Frilly white satin choker first; I reached round and unclip it and re-clip it round the hanger neck.




  Next my frilly white satin cuffs; first the left then the right. I put these round the bottom bit of the hanger. My white satin hat is next and I unpin it from my dark hair that’s in a working ponytail.




  Now my black satin maid uniform. I reach around my neck to find the zip and pull it down as much as possible, then reach around my sides to take it down the rest of the way.




  I turn to face the mirror on the other side of my bedroom to enjoy looking at myself. I give a wriggle and the uniform shoulders slide down the top of my smooth arms. I hold it tight to my body pushing my breasts together giving me an outrageous cleavage. Then, it has to be done, I let it slide down my feminine body revealing my shiny black satin bra, black satin suspender belt, tight black satin panties and, of course, the sheer black seamed stockings. It gives a sexy rustle as it lands around my shiny black ankle-strap high heels. That reminded me! What shoes should I wear? Oh it’s hell being a beautiful sissy! All these decisions!




  Firstly I carefully step out of my maid uniform and bend down to pick it up and carefully hang it up and put it back in among my other maid uniforms.




  Should I also change my bra and panties? Hmm. As I’m feeling feminine I decide on a pink satin set – what can possibly be more feminine than pink? Then I remember I have some white six-inch heel platforms that will go with the outfit beautifully. I give a quiet sigh of relief: decision made.




  My shoe collection is underneath my blouses, skirts and dresses. I scan along them. I seem to have rather a lot – although my mistress would’ve given that Philipino woman a run for her money! I find the pair I want and pick them up to make sure they’re spotless. They are and I take them to my dressing table chair and put my right foot on it, undo the ankle strap and take my black shoe off. I replace it with the white one and turn slightly to examine how it looks in the mirror. The black stocking contrast nicely with the white high heel.




  I then change feet and put the left white shoe on and slowly walk back to the wardrobe to get used to them. I carefully bend down and put the black shoes from where I took them out earlier this morning.




  I move to my underwear section and take the straps from my shoulders revealing my perfect breasts. I take a moment to appreciate them in the mirror then give my sensitive nipples a quick cheeky tweak and take the bra off. I reach down and slide my black satin panties down revealing my cock and balls. Will my mistress decide to make use of them today? Was there a reason she wanted me in a blouse and skirt? Mulling this over I put my used bra and panties in the laundry hamper and slide the tight pink satin panties over my white high-heels and up my stockinged legs, feeling a thrill as the cool smooth satin caresses my balls. Then I put the pink satin bra on adjusting my breasts so it’s comfortable. I quickly examine myself in the mirror, decide they look wonderful then reach up to unbutton the blouse before sliding it off the hanger.




  I carefully slide my right hand through the cuff-less sleeve and pull it round me and then put my left arm in. I look at myself in the mirror, slowly button the front up. It feels like wearing a cloud. The pussy bow is undone so I tie it loosely. When I’m done I turn around with my hands on my hips making sure it’s perfect. The pink satin bra looks incredibly feminine through the semi-opaque chiffon. I feel a response in my cock; I made a good choice.




  I reach up for the black pencil skirt and unzip the back before bending down and standing in the middle and sliding it up my legs. I give a little wiggle to get it the rest of the way and it settles around my feminine hips and waist beautifully then zip it up at the back.




  Last thing to do is hair and make-up. I walk over to my dressing table and sit down then turn the lights around the mirror on and, while releasing my hair from Maid Charlotte’s working ponytail and combing through it, I examine my face. Foundation? fine. Eye-shadow? fine. Mascara? fine. Lipstick? Hmm, needs a little touch-up. I finish combing my long dark hair and reach for the lip colour I’m using that day and using a fine brush dab it onto my lips with my mouth slightly apart. Done? Yes, and I put the brush and lipstick back. Gloss? Absolutely! I wipe the gloss brush over my lips and give a pout. Perfect.
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