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  It’s Halloween and this year’s party is going to take place in our apartment. And yes, it’s going to be one of those parties. Masters and mistresses will be bringing their sissies for some Halloween shenanigans and guess what? I’m the entertainment!




  What will my mistress wear? More to the point what sexy outfit will she make me wear? I can’t wait! Just how will I play Trick or Treat? And which famous sex goddess is wearing the chastity cage on their cock?




  P.s. You also find out what a sissy cocktail is. (hint: to begin you need two olives…).




   




   




  




  Maid Charlotte Tricks or Treats




  




  I realised I’d read the same paragraph for the fifth time, or was it seventh? No matter, I wasn’t taking it in: my mind was on something else. The something else being…tonight’s Halloween party! My mistress was going to host it because it was going to be in this apartment! And yes, it was going to be one of those parties. And I was to be the entertainment! A butterfly had set up shop in my stomach ever since I’d been told this by my mistress and it seemed to be making lots of babies.




  I gave a sigh and started reading once again, but my mind slipped off the printed words and started doing other things. Who was going to be coming over? What were our mistresses and masters going to make us sissies do?




  Because my mistress had wanted everything to be perfect she’d ordered one-off designs for our outfits and we’d been measured specially to make sure they fitted. I had no idea what design she’d ordered for either of us, because whenever the designer called she only spoke in whispers so I couldn’t hear. She was such a tease!




  Before I knew it I was looking at the same words yet again. I glanced up at my mistress and saw she was on the phone. Was she organising something for tonight? Luckily what I was doing wasn’t urgent so I could pick it up again tomorrow.




  My mistress glanced over at me. She looked gorgeous in a black silk blouse and red pencil skirt, her sheer nylon clad legs ending in her now signature red stiletto heels. Was it something she was planning on making me do? Or do to someone else? I remembered previous parties and what went on at them. My satin-encased cock gave a twitch in response.




  “Something on your mind, Charlotte?” she asked.




  There was nothing for it, “Yes, Mistress.”




  “Something to do with tonight’s Halloween party, perhaps?” she asked with a smile.




  “Mistress.”




  “I think we’d better get the place ready, don’t you?”




  “Yes, Mistress!” I almost shouted in relief. I saw the sparkle of laughter in my mistress’s eyes as I quickly closed the file I was working on, turned off the laptop and printer and slid them back into their respective places in the desk.




  I was in my slutty secretary outfit – white see-through pussy-bow blouse, red satin push-up bra giving me awesome cleavage (!), short black satin skirt, seamed black stockings (of course!), and white fuck-me platform stiletto heels. I got up from my chair, smoothed my skirt down and stood ready for instruction, my pushed-up breasts filling out the blouse nicely.




  My mistress examined me critically, was this to do with what she was going to have me wear? The look on her face made my cock twitch again. I loved her and made it my primary motivation in life to please her.




  “We’ve got the caterers coming soon, Charlotte, then George for the decorations.” George had been round a few days ago taking measurements and getting a minion to note things down as he mumbled them to her. I didn’t catch much of it, just the occasional “skull”, or “skeleton” and vague hand waves indicating where things should go.




  We were interrupted by the concierge phone. She held a finger up to pause our conversation; the fingernail was, of course, scarlet. I wondered if she’d be a scarlet vampire goddess. I couldn’t imagine her being some sort of zombie – yuck! - vampires are so much sexier. “Yes?” she asked. “Yes, we’ll send the elevator down. Please send them up.”




  She hung up and said, “It begins, Charlotte. Oh, and do try to behave yourself.”




  I had no idea what she meant by that. It’s not my fault I’m a beautiful sissy! Men do often get the wrong idea (and sometimes women as well). I know I wear sexy clothes and have a gorgeously feminine shape. But that’s just me.




  I mock-offendedly swung my hair away and headed to the front door. It didn’t really work though as my hair was pinned up and I think there was a pencil in there was well. Feeling around I quickly removed it and swung my feminine hips – the only way to be able to walk in these stilettos – over the silent thick cream carpet, the only sound the shushing of my stockings, and clicked onto the wooden flooring before the front door. I left it open and headed to the elevator. It was still on our floor – the penthouse apartment was the floor – because neither of us had gone out.
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