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  I took one last look at myself in the floor-length mirror. Ankle-strap high heels? Check. Sheer black seamed stockings? Check. White satin and lace neck choker? Check. Sexy short black satin maid outfit? Check. Even though my cock was straining against the white satin of my panties, I felt ready to meet my mistress and her guests.
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  I heard the sound of the private elevator stopping on the floor of the apartment and wondered who was accompanying my mistress back this afternoon. She was a major showbiz agent and had contacts with, as far as I could tell, everyone in showbiz itself. As Secretary Charlotte hadn’t received any paperwork to deal with I knew this was the start of contract negotiations.




  I’d made sure clean towels and flannels were available in the small bathroom (in case things got messy) and had one last look in the floor length mirror next to the front door to check all was as it should be.




  My high-heel open-toe shoes were shiny and black, the ankle straps securely fastened. My toenails were, of course, shiny red. My sheer black stockings had their seam in line with the high heels – something my mistress insisted upon - leading up to the skirt of my satin maid uniform. The white lace frills accentuating the shiny black. I swung my hips and the skirt swung nicely brushing against my upper thighs. The tight corseted bodice of the uniform showed off my feminine curves to perfection. The white lace frilly wrist cuffs were in place, and my nails were the same shiny red as my lips. My cleavage just poking up over the top and tightly held, of course. My white satin elasticated choker with its lace flower appliqué tight, but not too tight. The base of my bobbed black hair in line with my glossy pert red lips. Just enough purple eye-shadow above my mascara’d lashes to accentuate – for this occasion my mistress didn’t want me to look slutty. And the final piece – my white maid hat sitting prettily on top and secured with a hair pin.




  My mistress would approve with the way I looked and that knowledge gave me a happy glow inside. My cock though was straining against my white satin panties causing the ruched part at the back to tease apart my arse cheeks. I quickly adjusted its position and felt like relieving myself before my mistress and her guests arrived but knew the pain that she’d inflict upon me if I did it without her permission. For some reason she’d not milked me for the past few days and my balls that were being separated by the satin gusset were feeling heavy with unspent cum.




  One last tap of the perfume mistress gave me for my birthday that was her favourite underneath my satin choker and I was ready. I was a beautiful sexy French maid.




  The low coffee table in among the cream settee and arm chairs held a variety of items, among them restraints and crops; the dildoes and vibrators were standing up making the table look like a very rounded and veiny 3-d map of a major city. I wondered which, and on whom, they were going to be used today.




  I quickly practised my curtsey by stepping slightly behind me with my right foot feeling my stockings rub excitingly against each other, holding out my maid skirt on either side and bending my right leg slightly. Perfect. I was all ready.




  The clicks of high heels were outside the door now and I opened it to let my mistress and her guests in. There were two of them and I wondered who they were as the hoods of their dark coats were up.




  My mistress had taken off her coat and she looked stunning in her purple short-sleeved satin top (matching my eye-shadow), a tight knee-length black skirt covering stocking clad legs and polished high heeled boots. I knew she was wearing stockings because I’d had the pleasure of dressing her that morning. Her short blond hair was accentuated by her faint blue eye-shadow. Her eyes appraised me and my heart skipped a beat as she smiled knowing I’d followed her instructions. I said “Mistress” and curtseyed as she handed me her coat as she’d instructed me to do.




  “Is all ready, Maid Charlotte?” she asked glancing around.
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