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  Maid Charlotte and the Lesbian Television Presenters




  




  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 maids 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.




  “Yes, Mistress,” I replied.




  The taller of the other two handed me her coat and my breath caught in my throat as I recognised her – it was the one with short auburn hair off morning television! And she was still wearing the same tight black pencil skirt and red satin pussy-bow blouse that had caught my eye. The only change from what she was wearing on TV that morning were fashionable red platform high heels. I stammered “Mistress” to her and curtseyed as she handed me her coat. I felt my mistress glaring at me and took a moment to calm down.




  Before the smaller of the two guests took off her coat the one off TV said “You will address it as ‘Slut’.”




  “Mistress,” I acknowledged. And said “Slut” and curtseyed as she handed me her coat. If I hadn’t seen the first guest then I probably would never have recognised the second as being off the same morning TV show because on TV that morning she’d been wearing a nice swirly orange dress with her shoulder-length black hair wavy; here she had shimmering dark blue mascara, scarlet red glossy lips, her hair was in a severe ponytail with a latex maid’s hat but to top it all she was wearing a very short and shiny black and white latex maids uniform. Where my uniform had lace frills hers had shiny white latex as part of the design. I had a clear view of her cleavage – the neck buckle forcing the latex to push her breasts together and out. It left nothing to the imagination and I could see the outline of her nipples pushing against the shiny black latex. Her heavily shadowed eyes glared at me and I wondered what I’d done. Or was it something my mistress was going to make me do? She had pvc-topped fishnet stockings on that only showed how short the uniform was, with shiny black high-heel latex ankle boots that fastened at the back. Slut she was!




  I hung the coats up in the hall cupboard as my mistress led her guests into the lounge with its ceiling two floors up. It had a fantastic view of the skyline through the floor to ceiling windows. I’d often thought that if the windows weren’t one-way then those news helicopters would just have to hover outside to get the juiciest gossip. As they walked I took a moment to admire the arses of the three sexy women as they walked into the lounge, Latex maid in the rear. Something shiny caught my eye between Latex maid’s legs and I bent down slightly to have a better look – the uniform was that short - she had a ring through her clit! Morning TV? Never can tell!




  I went into the kitchen and poured the champagne I’d been chilling into three glasses, placed then on a silver tray and went back into the lounge to serve them, my maids skirt swishing lovingly against my thighs. My mistress and the red-bloused one were standing up chatting in front of the windows whereas Latex maid was kneeling down next to who I supposed was her mistress’s feet.




  I murmured “Mistress” and offered my mistress the tray of drinks.




  She saw the three drinks, took one and said to the red-bloused one “I apologise for my maid, she wasn’t to know.” She then turned to me and said “Slut wont be having one of these drinks, Maid Charlotte.”




  I murmured “Mistress” in acknowledgement and offered the tray to the red-bloused mistress. When she’d taken it I took the third glass back to the kitchen and placed the tray on a worktop.




  I went back to the lounge to find the two mistresses were still chatting. I stood just inside the door as I’d been taught to do awaiting further orders. I admired the ultra feminine shiny red-satin pussy-bow blouse and wished I’d had one. It would look fantastic with my ‘slutty-secretary’ outfit. It was though my mistress’s decision to make as to what clothes I wore. If I went on too long about it she’d probably punish me.




  I glanced at the maid and again met her glaring eyes - she must have seen me looking at her mistress and didn’t like it.




  The drinks were finished and my mistress held her glass out for me to take. I hurried over and took it from her hand murmuring “Mistress”. I took the one from the other mistress and again murmured “Mistress”.




  “I’m impressed with your maid’s training,” she said as I took the glasses back to the kitchen. I didn’t catch my mistress’ reply and came back to see them laughing at something. The look on the other maids face meant it could have been about her.




  My mistress went over to the low table and picked up a black leather belt that went round the waist and had loops for wrists on either side.




  “Maid Charlotte,” she beckoned to me. I walked over and stood facing her as she fastened the belt around my corseted waist. I looked lovingly deep into her eyes as she tightened the belt, my lips parted in a sharp sigh as she pulled a little too tight. I was all hers. My wrists were next. When they were fastened at my sides as well I was at my mistress’s mercy.




  Red blouse was standing behind Latex maid having selected some wrist cuffs and was fastening her wrists behind her back. With her arms pulled behind her the latex was pulled even tighter against her breasts accentuating her cleavage even more.




  There must have been some prior discussion of how to proceed as Latex maid was led over to the back-less part of the settee and made to climb onto it and kneel. Red blouse was standing to one side behind her. My mistress led me to stand directly in front of Latex maid. The white lace of my maids skirt lightly brushing her face.




  “Pull your skirt up, Maid Charlotte” my mistress instructed me. The wrist restraints meant that I could only use my fingers to draw up the black satin and white lace. I bunched it in my hands revealing my white satin panties and my cock that was now throbbing for release. My mistresses forced more of the uniform skirt into my hands so that my panties were clearly shown all the way round. I felt her hands caressing my arse cheeks through the tight satin; her fingers running up and down the ruched back. She then pulled the sides of my panties down. My swollen cock was excitingly caught in the satin, the pleasure delightful. Then suddenly the strain was released and my cock swung up and hit Latex maid on her pert nose. “I’m sorry,” I stammered to her, embarrassed at what had happened.




  “Don’t apologise to slut,” Red blouse instructed. I realised that this was what was meant to happen and that Latex maid was going to have a very special afternoon.




  My white satin panties were now resting on my ankle-strap shoes and my erect cock was pointing straight at Latex maid’s shiny red lips; her eye-shadowed eyes glaring at me.




  My mistress’ hand felt cold against my cock and she slowly pulled my foreskin back showing off my mushroom-like end. From my excitement there was a clear drop of pre-cum glistening like a dew drop on top of a mushroom. Slut eyed it warily.




  “Sniff Maid Charlotte’s cock, Slut,” Red blouse instructed. I felt a slight breeze as she did as ordered and my cock stiffened even further as I realised I was going to fuck her sexy mouth; this sexy woman I’d seen on TV earlier that day.




  “Take Maid Charlotte’s cock in your mouth, Slut,” Red-blouse ordered. She hesitated and Red blouse grabbed her at the top of her pony tail and forced her mouth towards my cock with the result that she unwittingly kissed it getting the drop of pre-cum on her shiny lips.




  “Take Maid Charlotte’s cock in your mouth, Slut!” Her voice was sharper this time after her first order had been disobeyed.




  Her eyes daring me to do anything about it, Slut’s red shiny red lips parted and she slowly took my bell-end into her soft warm mouth. I felt her tongue move to accommodate my penis.




  I noticed from the corner of my eye some fast movement and saw Red blouse’s arm swing down, and with a swish and a CRACK! Latex maid’s mouth opened in a cry of surprised pain. At almost the same moment I felt a searing pain on my arse and thrust forwards away from it deep into Latex maid’s mouth banging the tip of my penis against the back of her throat.




  When the pain subsided I relaxed and pulled my cock partway from her mouth, but we were both whipped again and I cried out and thrust again into her open mouth.




  “Deeper! Deeper into Slut!” came a voice, I didn’t know whether from my mistress or hers as the pain forced my cock deeper into Slut’s mouth. Was this what my mistress was saving my cum for? So that I could fill Slut’s mouth with my creamy white cum? The swish and Crack! continued and I began to enjoy the feeling of sliding into Slut’s warm moist mouth, feeling her tongue against my rock hard cock, the pain on my arse providing a contrast to my pleasure. I could feel myself building towards a climax and closed my eyes enjoying being forced to cum.




  My climax never came though as the whipping stopped and I was pulled fully out of latex maid’s mouth. So it wasn’t to be - my cum was being saved for something else.




  My arse was throbbing with pain from the harsh whipping it had received. Latex maid’s eyes caught mine and I got another glare – like I could have stopped that! Though I had been looking forward to filling her mouth with my cum.




  Red blouse pulled Latex maid off the low level part of the settee, and as she turned her back to me I saw the painful red lines on her arse and wondered what mine looked like.




  My mistress went to stand in front of the settee and beckoned me over. I didn’t want to damage my white panties that were still around my ankles so I only took small mincing steps towards her, my erect cock shiny with Slut’s saliva swaying as I walked.




  Red blouse forced Latex maid to kneel in front of her facing her tight black pencil skirt. Keeping her eyes on Latex maid she reached behind and unzipped it. She pulled it down wriggling her hips, all the time looking into Latex maid’s eyes. The bottom of her red satin blouse came into view and I saw she was wearing black tights over matching red satin panties. There seemed to be a darker patch at the bottom – she must have been very excited whipping her maid’s arse and forcing her to take my cock in her mouth.




  The skirt flowed to the floor and rested on her red high heels. She lifted one high-heeled foot outside her skirt and used the other to lift her skirt up into her hand, all the while looking into Latex maid’s eyes. She turned round and bent over to lay her skirt flat to one side of the settee back and with her legs slightly apart she bent at the knees so that her nylon-covered satin panties could move closer to Latex maid’s mouth. She then slowly moved up and down rubbing her arse against Latex maid’s nose forcing her to smell her. There were mirrors around the lounge and I could see Red blouse had her eyes closed enjoying the feeling of Latex maid’s face against her panties. The dark patch was larger now and she was forcing this part against Latex maid’s nose. “Lick me, Slut,” she hoarsely instructed, and Latex maid obligingly stuck her tongue out and licked the dark patch of her red satin panties through the nylon. Red blouse gave a sigh of pleasure and forced herself against Latex maid so much that she fell backwards with a cry. She landed on her arms behind her back and her legs wide open showing her hair-less ringed clit.




  This infuriated Red blouse who snatched up the whip she’d recently used her arse and started whipping her legs, shouting “You stupid slut! You never do anything right!” Latex maid was crying in fear and pain and closed her fishnet clad legs in case a stray stroke caught her most sensitive area.




  This quite surprised my mistress and I having never seen this behaviour on morning TV before. My mistress let her continue for a while – she had upset her mistress after all. She eventually calmed down taking deep breaths and said “I’m sorry for that, it’s just so...so frustrating!”




  My mistress went over to her and hugged her tightly. “Let’s have a break while we decide what to do about it. Yes?” Red blouse nodded and my mistress turned to Latex maid and me and said “Kneel,” as she led Red blouse out to the bathroom. Not being ordered to let it go I still had hold of my maid skirt and I carefully knelt down not wanting to damage my panties that were still around my ankles. My stockings were tight against my thighs, and my arse throbbed with pain from my whipping. My erection had decreased and more pre-cum was starting to show at the tip. I moved my legs slightly apart so that it fell to the carpet and not stain my stockings. Latex maid rolled over onto her front and knelt as well. I could see red marks where her mistress’s whip had caught her legs. She looked very unhappy, whether from the whipping or disappointing her mistress I didn’t know.




  The mistresses came back after freshening up. Red blouse seemed happier and it was obvious that she no longer wore her tights and her red panties were in her hand. “Up, Slut!” she ordered Latex maid.




  Latex maid struggled up from kneeling on the floor and turned to face her mistress. “I am disappointed with you, Slut. Finish licking my panties.” Red blouse held her red panties with both hands with the wet gusset showing. Latex maid gave the gusset long strokes of her tongue all the time looking lovingly into her mistress’s eyes.




  “Better, Slut. Now turn around and bend over.” Latex maid did as ordered and Red blouse stroked her sore arse with the panties. She then started rubbing latex maid’s pierced clit with the panties eliciting sighs of pleasure. These increased as she gently pulled the sensitive lips with the panties. In the mirrors I could see Latex maid’s eyes were closed in pleasure. The panties were now completely dark with both their juices.




  “Panties, Charlotte,” my mistress said and I struggled up and stepped out of my white satin panties. My mistress bent down and picked them up and went over to hand them to Red blouse.




  Red blouse nodded her thanks and bunched them up with her own wet ones. She then knelt down and started poking the panties into Latex maid’s sopping wet hole causing a gasp of surprise. Red blouse continued this until only an inch of material was showing. She got up and pulled Latex maid up by the wrist cuffs, the dark red and white material of the panties showing between her legs.




  Red blouse said to Latex maid, “I have been told how good Maid Charlotte is at pleasing her mistress. Maid Charlotte is going to pleasure me while you pleasure Maid Charlotte’s mistress.” Latex maid looked unhappy at this – someone else was better than her and was going to pleasure the mistress she obviously loved. I glowed with pride that my mistress had said this and was looking forward to proving how good I was.




  My mistress indicated I should go over to Red blouse. She stood in front of me then sat down onto the settee, her legs splayed wide open, the 6-inch heels poking into the settee material, giving me an unrivalled view of her moist sex.




  “Slut!” Red blouse ordered and indicated that she should kneel in front of my mistress. She slowly unzipped her black pencil skirt and let it fall to the floor. I was disappointed that this wasn’t for me, but to punish Latex maid. I resolved then to make sure her mistress had the best pleasuring she could. I saw my mistress’s black satin panties – the same ones I’d lovingly drew up her legs for her to wear that morning - in front of latex maid’s face. I heard the whisper of satin against nylon as my mistress then slowly lowered them down her stocking-clad legs and over her shiny black high-heeled boots, stepped out of them and placed them to one side on the settee. She then sat back with her hairless sex that previously I’d licked and sucked for her pleasure clearly in view of Latex maid.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
Rissy [orotica
Collection

sy |4

| Part One

i






