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  Glamour Charlotte and the Awards Night. This years awards night is going to be special – because I’m going with my mistress! The day starts with me in my sexy Maid uniform and progresses to Secretary Charlotte and then onto Glamour Charlotte for the evening. But as I don’t have a gown to wear my mistress organises one for me and I have to wait to see what she’s chosen for me - it’s hard being a beautiful sissy! Check out our clothes, who my mistress invites (and what we do with him), and what award I win at the end of the night.




   




  Ugly Duckling – Part One. Thinking that I’ve been invited to an exclusive country house for my health I’m shocked to find that my house has been broken into and intimate details of my private life have been discovered. This, according to the owner of Magne House, is so I can be helped. But do I need to be humiliated by being shown a film taken of me wanking over sissy porn on the internet? Does my treatment really have to involve being forced to be the sex toy of two dominant shemales? Read part one of how they humiliate me further to release my inner cock-sucking sissy and ‘help’ me.




   




   




  Glamour Charlotte and the Awards Night




  




  Ahead camera flashes erupted like strobe lightning and I knew there was some A-class star ahead of us on the red carpet. As I followed my mistress I wondered who it was. This was the major award ceremony of the year and my mistress, as a major showbusiness agent, was naturally invited. And I was there as well!




  




  I’d almost been too excited for words when she announced that we were going. I immediately planned what clothes I’d be taking. I would of course take my maid uniform with me – I still had to make sure my mistress was a gorgeous as possible – but what else? Several outfits for Secretary Charlotte of course. I had to take some satin – who can live without wearing satin? But what about the evening?




  “I’ve no gowns, Mistress,” I said.




  “That’s already in hand, Charlotte,” she replied. Then I started wondering what gown she’d organised for me. “Oh, and don’t forget your sequin minidress.” We were going dancing! I’m sure I must have squeaked with joy at that as she smiled at my happiness. “I definitely want to see you in it.”




  “Thank you, Mistress!”




  “Now back to work, Secretary Charlotte. We’ve lots to organise.” I calmed down and crossed my stockinged legs ready to start taking notes for our itinerary.




  We’d arrived the day before after flying in by private jet. I made sure all our cases were safely in our hotel apartment, unpacked and put away, ordered breakfast for tomorrow and then we went to bed – the next day was going to be busy.




  Whenever we go away we still keep to our normal routine so I got up earlier than my mistress and made sure my maid outfit was perfect. After I called room service to request our breakfast be brought up I pulled my hair into a working ponytail secured it with a black satin scrunchy and pinned my white satin maid hat on top.




  On my way to the door I caught sight of a sexy French maid reflected in the windows, and with a thrill I realised it was me! I waited by the door listening for someone to stop outside so I could open it before they rang the bell and woke my mistress.




  Quiet footsteps approached accompanied by some rattling. This was it. I opened the door to a very surprised white shirted young man pushing a wheeled trolley with metal covered dishes on top. “Thank you,” I said smiling sweetly at him, while showing some cleavage. I swear his tongue nearly flopped out.




  “Th… that’s all… all right,” he managed to stammer in reply.




  I took the trolley and wheeled it round into the apartment giving a cheeky shake of my short black satin and frothy white lace behind showing off my black seamed-stocking tops and heard a noise like he’d fallen over. Probably over-balanced by all that blood rushing to his cock - I could be such a tease sometimes!




  I wheeled it to the dining area and laid the table for my mistress placing the covered dishes on the table. I then went to wake her up.




  I knocked at her door and waited for her to say “Come”, before opening it. She was already standing looking through the large windows. The morning was sunny and I could see the silhouette of her gorgeous figure through the white satin nightdress she wore, her nipples were sharp points against the sheer material. Her short blond hair was slightly mussed from sleeping and I stood for a moment admiring her body wishing with all my heart she’d order me to pleasure her before taking me from behind with her strap-on dildo. My sissy-hole ached to be filled by her.




  She looked over at me and smiled. “Tonight is going to be wonderful, Charlotte.”




  “Mistress,” I replied. I put thoughts of sex from my mind and remembered what she’d said about the gown she’d organised for me. There was also the party after the award ceremony where I’d be wearing my silver sequin minidress. It was going to be a wonderful day.




  I got her white satin robe and held it for her to put on before we went to the dining area. I stood by while she had breakfast ready for any instructions. Then when she finished and went for a shower I ate.




  When I’d finished and cleared everything away I went into her room and stood outside the shower ready with a large fluffy white towel. She finished and came out dripping with water, her glowing skin making her look like a goddess. I patted her dry in front of a full-length mirror, perhaps lingering a bit around her pert breasts. First I combed her hair, then knelt behind her and fastened the lacy suspender belt around her waist and slowly drew the black stockings up her legs - I loved the shushing noise they made. I clipped them on making sure they were fastened tightly then drew her satin panties up whilst forcing myself not to kiss her rounded arse cheeks. The panties were cream to go with her satin blouse. I stood up and then rolled some deodorant in her armpits before feeding her arms through the blouse sleeves and going round to her front to fasten it. Then a scarlet coloured knee-length skirt which I fastened with the zip at the back.




  “I think we’ll leave the jacket for later, Charlotte.”




  “Mistress,” I acknowledged, and fed some shiny red high heels onto her feet.




  “I hope Secretary Charlotte has some lovely clothes to wear,” she said smiling at me.




  “Of course, mistress.” This was the cue for me to go to my room and change. I wore my current favourite outfit which was a pastel pink see-through light-weight chiffon pussy-bow blouse with a white satin slip underneath that clung to my feminine curves (no bra), black stockings (of course), a black thigh-length pencil skirt which showed my stocking tops when I sat down and shiny black high heels. Businessy? Yes. Sexy? Absolutely! I looked like a wet dream. I knew this because several times during the morning meetings when I was quietly taking notes I’d look up and see some of the celebs (male and female) looking my way.
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