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  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.


  Dabs of perfume and I turn the dressing table lights off and head out into the main living area ready to do my mistress’s bidding. This normally involves typing up contracts she’s organised with her clients and doing general clerical stuff for her. She was sitting on the cream coloured sofa wearing a red satin blouse and black skirt and what I recognised were quickly becoming her favourite shiny red high heels. She was beautiful. She looked up from the magazine she was reading to examine me.


  I stood still facing her and at her hand gesture slowly turned round. “Gorgeous, Charlotte. You look wonderful.”


  I glow inside and say “Thank you, Mistress. Do you want coffee, Mistress?”


  “Thank you, Charlotte, yes.”


  I head into the kitchen and set the cafetiere up and set the kettle to boil then look out of the window at the other skyscrapers. When the kettle’s at the right temperature I pour it into the cafetiere put the lid on and set a tray up with cups and plates and biscuits, then take it out to my mistress.


  I put the tray onto the coffee table in front of her and stand to one side awaiting her instructions. She puts the magazine down to one side and leans forward to push the cafetiere plunger down. She then pours two cups and pats the sofa next to her to indicate she wants me to sit next to her. I walk over to the indicated place and perch on the edge and cross my legs facing her.


  “We’ll be having two guests this afternoon, Charlotte.” I nod. “One is Donna. Do you remember her?”


  I had burned all of my mistresses acquaintances into my memory - the better to serve her - and it only took a few promptings before the image of a red-headed woman and what she was after last time came to mind. “Yes. Didn’t she want a maid?”


  My mistress nodded. “She thinks she’s found one but she wants to be sure so she’s bringing him over this afternoon. We may even be able to make use of that trench-coat I brought her a while ago.”


  On the previous occasion Donna came over with a prospective maid my mistress had bought a long trench-coat so that the new maid wouldn’t have to show she was a maid to all and sundry as they left the building. It didn’t get used.


  “We’re going to play a game with him.” I raise an eyebrow at this. “He doesn’t know you’re a sissy, Charlotte. We want to see how he reacts when he finds out one of the three beautiful women in the room has a cock.”


  I glowed inside at being told I was beautiful and smiled as it sounded like it would be a very interesting afternoon.


  “To work, Secretary Charlotte,” she says and reaches over to pass me the second cup of coffee.


  I uncross my legs and take it from her and head to the computer desk to find a pile of work for me to do until our guests arrive.


  


  *


  


  The afternoon arrives and I’ve only got as few more bits of work after our lunch to do before the concierge rings up from below. My mistress answers the phone and with a smile at me advises the elevator will be down shortly.


  “Please meet them, Charlotte.”


  I turn the computer off, neaten the pile of papers in the tray then get up and walk through the lounge to the front door. I unlock it and leave it open and cross the short bit of carpet to the elevator and press the button to send it down to the lobby.


  While it descends and comes back up I check my make-up in the large mirror next to the elevator doors – very useful for a last check. Although there is a large mirror in the elevator as well...


  The elevator doors open and a beautiful woman with shoulder-length dark blue hair (she must have changed it from the previous red) is standing there in a smart tailored dark blue suit. The sheen of a pale blue satin blouse peeks out and the skirt ends just below her knees. There’s the sheen of nude stockings or tights and her blue high heels have an almost mirror shine.


  She walks up to me and we hug and exchange kisses on both cheeks. “Charlotte! How are you?”


  “Very well, Donna, thank you. I love your hair.”


  She preens a little at this. “Hmm, not sure myself. I may try purple next time.”


  Behind her I catch a sight of a man with shortish blond hair slightly smaller than myself (though I am wearing heels) in a charcoal grey suit with a white shirt and blue tie that matches Donna’s outfit. She’s started on him already I think. He’s clean shaven and is carrying a garment bag over his shoulder. I’m guessing there’s something feminine in it.


  Donna turns to introduce us. “Charlotte, this is Peter. Peter, Charlotte.”


  I hold my hand out and he shakes it. “Hello,” I say.


  He clears his throat and says “Hi.”


  I turn back to Donna and say “Please follow me,” and I turn and head through the front door. Behind us the elevator door closes.


  Inside I stand to one side as they walk past me then close the door and hurry to the front as they walk through the hall into the lounge. I can tell by Peter’s eyes that he’s surprised by the view. The lounge has huge floor to ceiling windows giving an incredible outlook.


  My mistress is already greeting Donna with a hug and kisses on her cheeks and comments about her hair. Peter stands slightly behind her. When Donna’s finished she introduces him. “This is Paul.”


  My mistress holds her hand out and he gives it a shake. “Pleased to meet you,” she says.


  “Would you like a drink?” My mistress asks Donna and Peter. He stays quiet and glances at Donna seemingly to wait for her to speak. This is a good sign – he’s already being subservient to her.


  “White wine, please,” she replies.


  My mistress glances at me and I head to the kitchen to get four glasses of it.


  I come back holding the tray and find that everyone is seated - my mistress in an armchair and Donna and Peter next to each other on the sofa. The garment bag next to him. I’m starting to itch to know what’s in it, and I notice some sharp points. Possibly some high heels I think to myself.


  I offer the tray to my mistress first, and she takes a glass, then to Donna and peter to see who has the first glass. It’s Donna then peter and I take the last one and put the tray on the coffee table in the middle. I settle back into a second armchair cross my legs and take a sip seeing how this is going to pan out.


  My mistress and Donna are talking inconsequential business stuff – they’re both agents for showbusiness stars. Peter is quietly sipping his drink and taking the apartment in.


  My mistress finishes her drink at the same time as Donna and asks “I can’t help noticing the bag,” which she indicates with the glass still in her hand.


  Donna turns to look at Peter and my heart gives a lurch as I can see the loving look that he gives her. “It’s something that Peter bought without me knowing. I came home early one day and found him in it. Peter?” she says wanting him to continue.


  The half-full glass in my hand is forgotten as I knew exactly what he was going through - the dry throat, the massive butterflies trying to escape from your stomach, the sweaty palms. It’s one thing to do it in private but to talk about it in front of strangers is quite another, even though he has no idea that my mistress and I know exactly what’s going on and are possibly the most receptive and friendly audience he could have. But if he’s going to progress he must be able to admit it.


  He looks down and leans forward to put his glass on the tray. His hands are shaking and noticing this rubs them on his trousers and clears his throat. He glances at Donna who gives him an encouraging smile. “I...I like to wear,” he clears his throat again. “I like to wear p...p...panties,” he manages to force out.


  He sits back and closes his eyes waiting for the world to explode.


  There’s silence, then my mistress glances at me with a twinkle in her eye and I can tell she’s up to something. “So,” she starts, “that makes you a...” she clicks her fingers as if the word escapes her. “A sissy! Oh, are you a sissy, Peter?”


  He opens his eyes and looks at her and clears his throat again. “Yes, I’m a sissy,” he says quietly.


  My mistress continues, “Oh, I’ve read about sissies somewhere. Do you wank when you’re wearing female clothes?”


  “Yes,” he quietly answers.


  “And there’s something about having a different name when you’re wearing female clothes. Do you have a sissy name, Peter?” she asks.


  “Sophie,” he whispers.


  “Sorry, who?”


  “I call myself… Sophie,” he says slightly louder.


  “Do you do your own make-up?”


  “I… haven’t gone that far,” he whispers.


  “So just wearing female clothes and wanking, then?”


  He swallows again, “Yes.”


  “Well, Sophie, do you want to wear your clothes and let us see how you look?”


  This catches him completely unaware and for a few moments he doesn’t take it in. When it penetrates his mind he glances at Donna who smiles back encouragingly back at him.


  My mistress goes on to say, “Charlotte here has a way with make-up. Why don’t you take your clothes and go with her and she’ll make you up.”


  This wasn’t something I was expecting, but I’ll happily help Peter get dressed into Sophie. You never know, if all goes well Sophie may leave Peter behind in this apartment; a sort of rebirth if you will.


  “Charlotte,” my mistress says to me. I uncross my legs and get up and beckon Peter to follow me. He stands up and looks like he doesn’t know what’s going on. He certainly doesn’t if my mistress has her way!


  He starts to follow me but Donna indicates the garment bag and he stumbles back to pick it up. He follows me to my bedroom and I wonder what my mistress and Donna will be getting up to.


  I close my bedroom door as peter walks through. “Put the bag on the bed,” I say. He does as he’s told and I walk over and sit on my bed next to it and primly cross my legs.


  “I’m dying to see what’s in here,” I say, patting the bag. “Can you open it for me?”


  Peter is still nervous about of the situation and slowly bends over and reaches for the zip, unsure of my reaction to its contents, and by extension, him. The buzz of the zip is loud in the room and I see a mass of black satin and frilly white lace – he wants to be a maid! Oh wonderful!


  “Please take it out,” I say, and with trembling hands he feeds the hanger through the hole in the top of the bag and lifts out a short frilly maid uniform. His face has gone white now worried at what I may be thinking. He can’t possibly guess!


  “Are there any shoes and stockings?” I ask.


  He motions back to the bag and I see a box of new black stockings, white satin maid hat, white satin panties and bra, white satin suspender belt and shiny black high heel shoes. He brought the full kit with him. Excellent.


  “So you want to be a sissy French maid?”


  He nods, yes.


  “Whenever I look at French maids I always think they’re looking incredibly feminine and just begging for sex. When you’re wearing it are you begging for sex?”


  “I… I Suppose so,” he says quietly.


  “When we’re out there,” I indicate my bedroom door, “Will you beg for sex from your mistress?”


  He nods, yes.


  “Well, Sophie, let’s get you looking wonderful for your mistress. Hang your maid uniform up there,” I indicate the rail above my large mirrored wardrobe, “and take your clothes off.”


  He looks directly at me.


  “Now, Sophie,” I say using a tougher tone of voice.


  He walks over and hangs the uniform up and hesitates. “Chop, Chop! Don’t keep your mistress waiting, Sophie!”


  His mind seems to have caught up with the situation now and he takes his jacket off and raises his eyebrows questioningly at me. I pat the bed on my other side and he walks over and lays it there. He undoes the tie and it joins the jacket. He unbuckles his belt and adds it to the pile then he uses the toes of one shoe against the heel of the other and slides his left foot out. He repeats this with his right and undoes his trousers and stops, looking at me.


  “Quickly, Sophie!” I say. The knowledge that there’s a beautiful woman actually wanting him to get dressed in female clothes makes his mind up and he takes his trousers down and throws them on the pile. I reach over and pick the white satin panties up and hold them. He’s now in his blue boxer shorts and socks looking at me. He just needs to jump one final hurdle.


  “These feel very soft and smooth, Sophie,” I say rubbing them between my fingers. “I bet they feel wonderful on.” He’s still undecided so I run my hands gently up and down my stockinged legs. “So smooth and feminine. Don’t you want to be feminine, Sophie?” I purr. This does it and he quickly raises his left foot and removes the sock, changes legs and takes the right one off and throws them on the pile, then whips his boxers down, steps out of them and bends down to add the final piece to the pile of clothes.


  He’s naked in front me and I can see the muscles under his skin. His cock and balls are still hairy. Donna will have to do something about that. His breathing has quickened at the anticipation of what he’ll be doing very shortly.


  Still holding his white satin panties I reach over to the bag and bring out the white satin suspender belt and hold it up. “On your knees and beg, Sophie. Or you don’t get these,” I indicate the panties.


  He drops to his knees enjoying the game. “Please may I have my suspender belt.”


  “What type of suspender belt is it, Sissy?”


  He swallows and says, “It’s a sissy suspender belt.”


  “Good. Now put it on.” I drop it on the floor in front of him and he reaches over and picks it up. He stands up and bringing it round himself he clips it together at his front and slides it round so it’s correct. At this excitement his cock has gained a few centimetres.


  I reach over and hold the box of black stockings up. “Kneel and beg,” I command.


  He drops to his knees. “Please may I have my stockings.”


  “What type of stockings are they?”


  “Sissy stockings, Mistress.” This is a surprise to me. I’ve never been called a mistress before. I decide to let him continue to do it. I drop the box of stockings and he reaches for them. He opens the box carefully and unrolls them from the cardboard. I know he’s done this before as he takes one and rolls it up in his hands to where the toe-end is then raises himself onto one knee and brings his right foot forward. He carefully feeds the stocking onto his foot and carefully feeds it up his leg. He stands up and I see some hairs that the nylon presses against his leg and decide some hair removal cream would be a very useful present for Sophie.


  The stocking is near the top and he reaches down and smoothes it all the way to the top. He then attaches the front clip to it, then reaches round to attach the rear one. His cock has gained a few more centimetres at this, getting excited at the feel of sheer nylon caressing his leg. He then very carefully repeats this with his left leg and stands before me, cock getting more aroused in white satin suspenders and sheer black stockings.


  I hold the panties up and he automatically drops to his knees and says, “Please may I have my sissy panties, Mistress.” I have trained him!


  I drop them on the floor and watch his ecstatic face as he slowly slides them up his stockings to settle snugly round his cock and balls; his semi-erect cock pushing lovingly against the soft material.
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