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  We had an unexpected guest. Their career was in a tailspin and they wanted my mistress’s help – lots of celebrities do - but my mistress had other plans first. What game was my mistress planning that involved me? And why did she want me to be extra sexy and bra-less in my French maid uniform? If you love sissy erotica, read on to find out…




   




   




  




  Maid Charlotte Breaks the Ice




  




  My mistress examined me for what I was sure the umpteenth time. I felt her eyes pass over my body as she walked around me. She was still wearing the soft white wraparound blouse and knee-length tan suede skirt I’d dressed her in that morning; of course not forgetting the sheer black stockings and shiny red stilettos on her feet. Her blond hair was in a long bob that framed her beautiful face. I was in a short black satin and white lace French maid uniform, the rounded tops of my breasts straining out of the tight material. I glanced at one of the many mirrors in the apartment and knew I was looking sexy. Not for the first time I was wondering who was coming to see my mistress – a friend or someone wanting her help with their career?




  




  The call she’d received earlier in the day seemed to come as a surprise because as soon as it finished she was calling her contacts for more information. I kept glancing at her activity over the top of the computer screen where I was putting the finishing touches to a very lucrative contract. At the time I was wearing a black chiffon top with a cut-out back and fastened by a button behind my neck; my firm breasts were barely held in check by a black satin slip. To complete my ensemble I wore a short cream skirt and cobalt blue platform stilettos – my current favourites.




  The calls seemingly finished I glanced up again and met her calculating gaze. She absently tapped her glossy scarlet lips with her mobile and I wondered what my mistress was planning to do.




  “Finished?” she asked.




  I glanced at the screen in front of me and said, “Yes, Mistress.”




  “I need you to be Maid Charlotte, for a guest.”




  “Mistress,” I acknowledged.




  “Sexy Maid Charlotte,” she added. “No bra.”




  When was I never sexy Maid Charlotte? Hmm, there was that short uniform with the puffy shoulders I could try. I saved the document and turned the computer off, then got up and walked to my bedroom pondering how to be even more sexy. Was that even possible? And why no bra?




  




  And so it was that my mistress smoothed imaginary creases in the black satin of my short French maid skirt, made sure the odd hair was not out of place and that it was cascading correctly out behind my black satin and white lace maid hat, and was still probably wondering about the glossy hot-pink lipstick I’d decided to wear.




  She stood back to examine her handiwork on me, and gave a slight nod. I was suitable. I looked lovingly at her hoping I would perform the duties she wished of me to her satisfaction.
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