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  I have lots of sexy feminine clothes to wear but was disappointed when my mistress wanted me to be dressed as her maid when we went out. Things got better though, when she dressed as a dominant latex mistress with metal-heeled boots and I was her sexy sissy maid.




  The apartment we went to was a mess and my mistress informed the blond maid that lived there with her master that she had the authority to discipline her. But why did her master not meet us when we got there? And what was in the PVC bag my mistress brought with her?




   




   




   




  




  Maid Charlotte and the Other Maid




  




  I finished typing the last word of the contract and raised my arms above my head to have a well earned stretch. The short sleeves of my soft purple dress tightened against my breasts and shoulders. The dress was currently my favourite, it was one that I called origami-style as it had pleats and tucks and looked like it had been folded together. The material hugged my feminine curves and showed some cleavage. I’d even managed to match the purple colour with my shoes, eye shadow and nail varnish – I loved it that much. I was wearing it because my mistress hadn’t instructed me to wear something else.




  She was looking over at me and finished a call on her mobile with “Yes, that would be wonderful. We’ll see you later.” She wore a cream satin blouse with matching high heels and a black pencil skirt. She turned the phone off and smiled at me.




  “Mistress?” I asked.




  She smiled at me and said, “We’re going out, Charlotte. And I want you to be my sexy maid.”




  “Mistress,” I replied. We’re going out! I thought with excitement, then thought but as a maid?




  She must have seen the confusion on my face as she gave a happy laugh. “You’ll see, Charlotte. Now, we both need to get dressed, and I want you to help me first.”




  I closed the computer down uncrossed my stocking-clad legs and stood up. I smoothed the creases from the soft dress material – I always wanted to look perfect for my mistress. My shiny purple high heels were silent on the luxurious carpet as I followed my mistress to her bedroom.




  She went through it to her dressing room and went straight to the latex section. These clothes normally only for special occasions and I wondered where we were going and what was going to happen. She pulled out a mid-thigh length black latex skirt and red tie-up latex corset, and held them up. “What do you think, Charlotte?”




  What could I say? She looked gorgeous in anything. “Is it a special occasion, Mistress?”




  “Hmm, more like fun.”




  “Then I think they would be fine.”




  She smiled and then went to the boot and shoe section which took up almost as much room as the clothes sections. Did I mention that her dressing room was enormous? She chose some calf-length shiny red leather boots with shiny metal spike heels. This was looking to be a special afternoon!




  She went and stood in front of one of the full-length mirrors and left the boots on the floor while holding up the skirt and corset to see how she’d look in them.




  “Charlotte,” she said. I quickly moved behind my mistress and unzipped her skirt. The material was held slightly snugly on her hips and I knelt down to help pull her skirt down. I had a wonderful view of her perfect cheeks and leant forward to gently kiss them.




  “Charlotte!” she said, and I guiltily looked up at her smiling at me. “Perhaps later.”




  “Mistress,” I acknowledged.




  The skirt slithered down her black hold-up stockings and she lifted her feet one at a time for me to remove it.




  “New panties please, Charlotte.” I went over to the underwear drawer and pulled it out to show the rainbow hues of her satin panties. “Which colour, mistress?”
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