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The New Assistant

He was her perfect assistant in all

ways except one — he was male

It was time to change that
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Chapter 1 —The Offer

A personal manservant to a rich and beautiful lady, at her beck and call day and night. Doing whatever she told him to do. Her requests were becoming increasingly bizarre. And humiliating. Kelly was wondering if this had been such a good idea after all. Yes, she was stunning but why did that mean he had to put up with it? Maybe it was getting too much, but it was difficult to stop.  It  was  also  so  good.  It  was  thrilling  to  be  ruled  by  such  a  beautiful lady. 

They had met in a coffee bar in the business district in the city centre. 

He  had  been  sitting  opposite  her  and  could  not  help  but  stare.  She  was dressed  in  a  smart  executive  suit,  tight  skirt  to  her  smooth  knees  and wearing  impossibly  high  heels.  She  had  a  trim  tall  athletic  body,  like  an Olympic swimmer. Her long dark hair was tousled and big. 

She  was  tapping  away  on  her  smartphone  then  glanced  up  at  him, catching his stare. As his eyes jerked away knowing he had been caught out he saw her smile. She started the conversation right then by asking him if he had a minute could he do her a favour and get her another cappuccino. “Get one  for  yourself,”  she’d  said.  She  slid  a  ten-pound  note  over  the  table.  In retrospect, he’d agreed too readily. 

As they sipped coffee and he gawked at her impossibly smooth face, she told him she was Vice-President in a well-known US finance company based in London. Although she was English, she had spent a lot of time in New  York  over  the  past  three  years.  That  explained  the  hairstyle,  he thought. However, she was back now. 

He told her he was a little bored in his job and looking for something new. He had a good MBA from one of the top London Universities and was experienced in all areas of business. She asked his name. “Kelly,” he said. 

“Isn’t that a girl’s name?” she asked

“No,  not  in  Wales  where  my  parents  came  from  before  moving  to London.” 

His  name  had  caused  him  problems  at  a  tough  run-down  London school in a gritty area of East London, Kelly wasn’t a boy’s name here. But he was older now and used to it. 

“Kelly.”  She  repeated  it  and  chewed  it  around  in  her  mouth  as  if

devouring a large sweet. “That sounds very nice,” she said after a pause for thought.  “More  men  should  have  feminine  names.”  She  passed  him  her business card;  Karen Long VP Sales and Marketing. 

He started to say again that it was not a feminine name in but she cut across him telling him to call her. She left him cradling a half-full coffee. 

He called her the next day but couldn’t get hold of her. Her secretary answered; the young male voice informing him that Karen was in meetings and to leave his mobile number with him. Two days later in the evening, she called. He was watching football on TV when his mobile rang in his small studio apartment in a rough district. Much of the area was on the way up. 

Not his estate. 

Karen Long told him to meet her at 6 pm sharp tomorrow at her office in the modern financial district of London. She would interview him for the role she had told him about. 

The  next  evening  he  turned  up  at  her  metal-clad  office  building,  a skyscraper on the edge of the water of the old docks. Preserved grey cranes lined its edges like giant grey metallic dinosaur skeletons. Her office was on the 20th floor and plush in a soulless way. 

She  kept  him  waiting  for  fifteen  minutes  and  her  young  male secretary  made  him  coffee.  He  finally  showed  him  in.  Karen  Long  sat behind  a  large  oval  oak  desk  with  a  panoramic  view  of  the  slow  twisting River Thames flowing behind her. He saw the other offices and apartment towers  of  the  area  and  further  away,  across  the  red-bricked  rooftops  of Victorian London, the stadium of the 2012 London Olympics stood proud in its new role as a Premier League football ground. 

She  told  him  she  had  a  role  as  her  Executive  Assistant  and  asked several  questions  then  suggested  they  go  for  a  glass  of  wine.  “We’d  be working closely so it’s important to see how we get on.” 

They settled in a bland wine bar at the foot of her office tower block. 

The  discussion  was  easy.  On  the  second  glass  of  wine,  Karen  said  she approved  of  him.  “You  won’t  be  working  at  my  office  but  at  my  home running my domestic affairs.” 

That wasn’t what he’d expected. 

“If you accept, Kelly, you will live there free of charge as well as the salary and food.” 

He nodded, it sounded too good to be true. Maybe there was more on offer? She appeared friendly and keen beneath her stern exterior. 

“Kelly?” she said, breaking him from his daydream about living with this stunning woman. “You have to realise that you will have to follow my instructions fully without question. This is important to this arrangement.” 

Kelly nodded, what was the harm in that? 

“Even  when  those  instructions  seem  unusual,  you  must  comply, always.” 

“Of course, that will not be a problem, Karen.” Kelly didn’t think it through, he was so entranced by the beautiful powerful Karen. He thought he’d  finally  won  the  lottery  of  life  all  thanks  to  a  chance  encounter  in  a coffee bar. 

He  handed  in  his  notice  with  his  current  company,  he  cancelled  his rental for the flat and arrived at her apartment in the Docklands one month after first meeting Karen in that coffee bar. 

So back to the reason he wasn’t sure whether it had been such a good idea.  He  had  neglected  to  ask  for  too  many  details  on  just  what  the  job entailed and what those unusual requests might be. Executive Assistant was the grand title she’d given him, the salary was lower than in his previous job but he had no expenses. Karen was stunning and that seemed enough. 

In  practice,  she  was  very  demanding  and  his  role  was  really  to  do everything  she  asked  which  could  be  anything  from  note-taking, presentation  and  document  writing  through  to  sorting  out  her  laundry  and the cleaner. He was on duty day and night and she expected him to prepare dinner and breakfast for her. She had also taken to calling him ‘Kelly dear’ 

or ‘dearie’. All in all, he considered it to be worth it. 

He  wondered  where  it  would  lead,  something  wasn’t  right.  He couldn’t put his finger on what it was. 

Chapter 2 — The First Changes The light was fading over the River Thames as a river police boat threw its wake against the shoreline beneath the apartment. 

Kelly watched from the panoramic window looking out over the river towards  Greenwich  old  town  and  on  to  the  famous  old  park  beyond  the town centre and the astronomic observatory on the hill. He waited for his employer to come home from her office and see to her needs. She liked to be waited on after a tough day of high finance. 

He turned his head in anticipation at the scrape of a key entering the lock of the front door. Karen Long entered, regal and assured as always. He walked to her. She removed her jacket and passed it to him, holding it out for him to take with an imperious gaze. He hung it on a large wooden coat rack in the entrance hall. 

“Kelly, be a dearie and get me a large glass of red wine and one for yourself.  Meet  me  in  the  living  area  by  the  window.  We  have  things  to discuss regarding the next stage of your development.” 

That sounded odd, next stage? Kelly went into the kitchen area of the enormous  open-plan  apartment  and  took  a  bottle  from  the  smoked  glass-fronted wine fridge. The feeling of being a house servant grated against his self-esteem  but  he  shouldn’t  complain;  he  lived  in  an  incredible  area  and home several levels above anything he could have ever dreamt about. Karen may be stern and she loved giving orders but living with such a beautiful woman,  earning  money  and  living  in  such  an  incredible  area  was  not  so bad. There was no chance of any relationship but this was fine. Just to be here and see and smell her around was better than nothing. 

Karen  sat  in  a  white  leather  chair  by  the  window,  her  legs  crossed, skirt tight again her slim defined legs.  He passed her the glass of wine. 

“Please remain standing Kelly,” she pointed to a spot directly in front of her. 

He  sighed  inside,  knowing  how  she  liked  making  him  feel submissive. If that’s what it took. 

“Kelly,  you’ve  done  well  up  to  now  and  I’m  happy  with  your  work. 

However, I need to move you onto the next stage of your employment.” She stared unblinking into his eyes. 

Kelly looked back at her, his eyebrows knitted. What next stage? He did everything she asked. 

She saw his concern. “Nothing to worry about, silly boy,” she said. 

Kelly  relaxed  although  he  flinched  at  being  called  a  silly  boy.  He moved to the chair diagonally opposite her. He started to sit. 

“No, Kelly. I didn’t tell you to sit. Come back here and stand where you were. 

He  froze  in  a  sitting  motion.  She  had  warned  him  she  would  have unusual requests. He returned to where he’d been. Karen looked up at him. 

“Kelly my dear, the moment I saw you in the coffee shop and I just knew  you  were  the  right  person  to  work  here  for  me.  Great  raw  material, slim, small and not an ounce of macho in you. You haven’t let me down and you’ve passed the trial period. Now we move things on.” 

Kelly couldn’t think what more he could do for her. He complied with every  instruction  and  never  complained.  Her  comment  about  him  being great raw material, small, slim and not macho was odd.  He had the feeling of being a schoolboy in front of the headmistress. It was nice, in a strange way. 

“Kelly, I like being in control.” 

He tried to suppress a smirk, he’d worked that much out himself. 

“You have reacted well to my instructions, I have very high standards. 

I  like  my  staff  to  be  well  dressed  so  I  want  you  in  better  and  more appropriate clothing.” 

She spotted his anguished face. 

“Silly  boy,  I’ll  pay  for  any  clothing  and  I’ll  choose  it  for  you  of course. Your style is plain.” She chuckled. 

Kelly nodded and relaxed, this was fine. 

“I  don’t  like  you  wearing  old  jeans  and  tee  shirts  around  the apartment; I can’t accept it any longer.” 

“That’s fine, Karen. When should we go to buy new clothing.” This sounded great, going out with Karen, being spoilt with new and expensive clothing. 

“When  I  make  a  decision,  I  expect  it  to  happen  immediately.  This starts now, Kelly.” 

“But I have nothing new to wear yet?” 

She closed her eyes for a second. “And?” 

She was being far too cryptic for him. 

“Remove your clothing, Kelly.” 

Kelly opened his mouth and shut it again. He opened it again but no words came. 

She clapped once and he jumped. “I’m tired, Kelly. Take your clothes off.    Tomorrow’s  Saturday  and  I  can  pop  out  and  find  something  for  you. 

For now, you can remain naked.” 

“What?” 

“You heard.” 

“I can’t strip off, Karen. That’s not right.” 

Karen looked at him, losing patience. She lowered her chin, a finger pressed against it. “Do I have to remind you? You need to comply with all my  instructions,  you  agreed  to  that  stipulation.  If  I  want  something  to happen, it happens without you questioning me. Remove your clothes then you can sit and finish your drink before you make dinner.” 

Kelly’s  eyes  widened.  To  refuse  meant  no  job  but  this  was humiliating. 

“I’m embarrassed, it’s humiliating.” His face felt hot. 

“Yes,”  she  said.  “It  is.”  She  thought  for  a  moment,  looking  out  the window and down at the lazy river. “And I like that.” 

Kelly’s  head  swam,  his  face  hotter  than  ever.  He  removed  his  tee-shirt.  She  raised  her  eyebrows.  He  pulled  off  his  casual  shoes  and  then socks. Karen nodded to eyebrows his jeans. He undid the button and pulled down the zipper. They dropped to the floor and he stepped out of them. He stood in white underpants. 

“I’m waiting.” 

He closed his eyes and slid them down to the floor. He stepped out of them. His erection grew immediately. Karen smiled and looked at it. 

“Don’t tell me you’re not happy. You little fellow says you are. Now, finish your wine and I’ll let you know what to cook for our dinner.” 

Kelly  withdrew  to  the  chair  and  picked  up  his  wine.  Karen  smiled again.  “Good  boy.  Things  are  going  well.”  Her  eyes  fell  on  his  erection again and she chuckled. 

Karen  gazed  absent-mindedly  out  the  window  for  some  minutes before looking back at Kelly. “Prepare dinner for three. One of my friends is  over  from  New  York  and  she’ll  be  here  around  nine.  She’ll  be  staying overnight in the spare room.” Karen then looked back out the window. 

He  nearly  dropped  his  wine.  “What  will  I  put  on  when  she’s  here?” 

Kelly said.  He knew her answer. 

“Nothing,  Kelly  dear.  I  couldn’t  have  you  serving  us  dressed  in  old clothes.  Patricia  is  a  sophisticated  lady  and  I  have  standards.  And  don’t worry, she won’t mind, she’s an alpha lady herself. It won’t be a problem. 

She  knows  I  have  a  live-in  male  assistant.  She  doesn’t  know  you’ll  be naked that’s true.” 

Kelly  went  to  get  up  then  sat  back,  hiding  his  erection  behind  the wine glass. “She doesn’t know?” 

Karen wasn’t listening. “Be a dear and put all your clothes and shoes in a black bin bag so I can dispose of them,” said Karen. “That means all your clothes. 

Chapter 3 — The Dinner Party The doorbell rang and Kelly’s stomach turned. 

“Kelly dear, answer the door for me will you and let Patricia in will you,” called out Karen. 

“I’m naked, please?” 

“Yes I know dear, that’s the point. Run along Kelly and do as I say. 

Remember? Comply?” 

Kelly  trudged  the  door,  his  cock  remained  erect.  He  peered  through the spy hole and saw a tall well-built elegant black lady in a silver dress. 

She wore a white knee-length light coat and her long black straightened hair fell to her shoulders He opened the door and hid behind it peering around. 

“Hello Patricia, Karen says please come in.” 

Patricia  strode  in.  She  looked  back  at  Kelly.  “You  must  be  Kelly. 

Karen  has  told  me  all  about  you.  I  want  a  manservant  too.”  She  pouted theatrically.  Kelly’s  eyes  dropped  and  he  closed  the  door  behind  her, exposing  his  nudity  to  the  guest.  Her  eyes  widened  and  went  down  his body, alighting on his firm erection. 

A moment of shock wiped from her face into a broad grin. “My, my, Karen. I see you’re up to your old tricks. Excellent.” 

Patricia  looked  Kelly  up  and  down  like  a  cat  surveying  a  cornered mouse.  She  removed  her  coat  and  handed  it  to  Kelly  as  she  continued  to stare  up  and  down  the  length  of  his  body.  Karen  swept  in  and  the  two women kissed on both cheeks. Kelly, with a reddening face and harder erect cock, hung the coat on the coat stand. 

“Bring us two glasses of wine, Kelly dear,” said Karen. 

Kelly  went  to  the  kitchen,  poured  the  wine  and  took  it  to  the  two ladies  in  the  living  room.  He  approached  Patricia  and  her  face  broke  into another wide toothy smile. 

“I’m impressed Karen,” she said looking over to her friend. “How do you  get  one  of  these?”  she  said,  pointing  at  Kelly.  “I  want  one  too.”  She laughed. 

“I won’t always be naked, Karen’s getting me new clothes tomorrow. 

This is temporary,” Kelly said. 

“No, don’t do that Karen,” said Patricia. “Leave him naked at home, it

shows them who’s in charge. I like it. And their cute little winkies excited. 

It’s funny.” 

“Do you think so, Patty?” Karen said. 

Patricia sat up, her face alive. “Yes, absolutely. It keeps them firmly in  their  place.  Women  are  so  superior.  Men  should  be  made  to  feel  that superiority more obviously. In fact, I have some other ideas.” 

Kelly  looked  back  and  forth  between  the  women,  he  didn’t  like  the way things were going. 

Karen looked at him and then back at Patricia. “What ideas? Tell me. 

I’ve never had a live-in manservant before. I’m open to ideas.” 

Kelly  decided  he  needed  to  intervene.    “I  don’t  want  to  stay  naked, Karen.” 

The women ignored him, 

“Anyway,” said Patricia. “Kelly’s a girl’s name.” 

Kelly told her it was not in Wales, a speech he’d given countless times in his life. Patricia waved his argument away with a backward movement of her hand. “We’re not in Wales so it’s a girl’s name. Are you a girl, Kelly?” 

She shot him a teasing look. 

“No, I’m not,” he said. 

Karen watched the discussion, amusement dancing in her eyes. 

“I  think  you  must  be  a  girl,  Kelly.”  Patty  laughed  loud.  “Be  a  good girl and get me some more wine.” Patricia held out her glass to Kelly. Kelly pouted and folded his arms. 

“Kelly dear, you need to do what Patty says,” stated Karen, kindly but firmly. 

“She called me a girl, Karen,” Kelly whined. 

Karen shook her head. “Patty’s my best friend and I value her ideas. 

In fact, she’s right, I hadn’t thought about it. If she says you’re a girl then so be it. Now, be a good girl and get Patty her drink.” 

Kelly got up, his body slumped, his cock hard. He took Patty’s wine glass and went to get more wine for her, feeling their eyes on his back as the women discussed him. Patricia was saying how adorable he was except she called him  she;  they  both  giggled.  She  said  something  about  mistress  too but  he  couldn’t  hear  clearly  enough.  As  he  returned,  Patricia  watched  his erection, a tight smile on her face, amusements in her eyes. It wobbled side to  side  as  he  walked  back.  Patricia  commented  on  how  he  had  an  erect clitoris which made them giggle more. 

“Kelly  dear,”  said  Karen.  “Patty  pointed  out  that  you  use  my  first name.  She  advised  me  to  consider  you  calling  me  something  more respectful. She suggested mistress. I like it; you’ll use that from now on.” 

He looked to Karen in exasperation. 

“I  have  another  idea,  Karen,”  said  Patricia  before  Kelly  could  say anything. “Before she cooks the dinner, she needs to lose the erection. I’m worried  shell  poke  something  with  her   clitty  or  maybe  burn  it  on  the  hot oven. Or drip somewhere.” 

“What  do  you  suggest,  Patty?”  Karen  asked,  although  by  the expression on her face Kelly saw she already knew the answer. 

“Kelly needs to relieve herself.” 

Kelly  was  feeling  desperate,  he’d  been  hard  for  some  time.  Despite the situation, it was exciting. His erection was as hard as he’d ever known. 

“Yes,” said Karen. “I see your point. Her glinting eyes told Kelly she was excited by inflicting further humiliation. 

Patricia looked at Kelly. “Be a good girl, get a tissue and masturbate yourself into it. Then you can prepare the dinner.” 

Kelly’s  legs  wobbled.  Was  it  the  intense  embarrassment  at  her suggestion? Or something else? He stared hard at Karen. “Please, no.” 

“Please, yes,” said Karen, tilting her head. “And you’ll do it here so we  can  see  you.  Remember  our  arrangement?  Unusual  requests  must  be complied with instantly.” 

Kelly wanted to run and lock himself in his bedroom. Karen pointed to the kitchen and he sloped away to get a box of tissues. 

“Get on with it,” said Patricia. 

The  two  women  sat  back  and  waited,  sipping  their  wine.  Kelly swallowed  hard,  his  face  burning,  his  erection  bursting.  He  rubbed  a  fist along his shaft. Immediately, the tingling response told him it wouldn’t take long. 

“Hurry up girly, rub faster,” shouted Patricia. She slapped her thigh. 

Kelly exploded into the tissue cupped in his hand. 

“I’m  pleased  I  invited  you,  Patty,  you’ve  come  up  with  some wonderful ideas.” Karen. turned back to Kelly. “Clean yourself up and do the dinner.” 

Dinner passed as a blur of embarrassment. Patricia continued to enjoy herself at his expense. Karen, although polite to him, was going along with her friend’s annoying ideas. 

After dinner, Kelly cleared up and loaded the dishwasher after dinner. 

Kelly brought the women coffee to the comments of, “Good girl.” 

After  finishing  the  tidying,  Karen  called  Kelly  to  sit  with  them.  He wondered what more they could do. Patricia was not finished with him. She looked at Kelly’s limp cock  and put her head on one hand. 

“Two things are not right,” she said after a moment of thought. “Kelly is  your  domestic  servant,  Karen,  and  needs  to  show  respect.  She  should curtsey when entering the room.” 

Karen nodded enthusiastically. “Kelly, a curtsey,” she ordered. 

One more humiliation would make little difference at this stage. He dipped a quick curtsey. 

“Your  servant  girl  has  too  much  hair,  Karen.”  Patricia  eyed  him  up and  down.  She  went  to  her  room  and  emerged  after  two  minutes,  a  wash bag, a towel and a bowl of water in her arms. 

She took his cock again in two fingers, His skin tingled. She removed a pair of small nail scissors from her handbag and trimmed his pubic hair. It was exquisite and horrible at the same time. Karen watched, intrigued at her friend’s latest plans. 

She  trimmed  his  pubic  hair  short.  She  lathered  his  genital  area  then produced a razor. Holding his now erect cock up, she shaved his cock and balls  clean,  rinsing  the  razor  every  so  often  in  the  water.  The  humiliation was extreme. 

Patricia  dried  him  and  sat  back  to  admire  her  work.  “What  do  you think, Karen, isn’t she better? Tomorrow, you should get her to remove all her hair below her neck. Girls need to be smooth and pretty.” 

Kelly  hoped  Karen  would  disagree  but  she  nodded  enthusiastically, 

“It tidies Kelly’s bits up beautifully. And yes, Patricia, I’ll leave him, I mean her, naked.” 

“Now curtsey to me Kelly, and thank me for all my wonderful ideas tonight,” said Patricia. 

Kelly didn’t move, his eyes on Karen. “Do it, Kelly.” Karen’s voice broke into the short silence. 

Kelly bent one knee and put out his back leg in a curtsey. His erect cock bounced between his legs. 

Patricia passed Kelly a tube. “Hair removal lotion, apply it tomorrow. 

But not on your head, of course. That needs to grow longer so you look like a proper girl.” She smiled her toothy grin again. 

Chapter 4  - Hairless & Humiliated Kelly  heard  Patricia  leave  early  the  next  morning.  She  woke  him  by reminding him to use the hair removal cream. She had given Karen a whole load of very bad ideas and enjoyed herself humiliating him last night. Now had to work in the flat naked and hairless. 

As soon as he heard her shut the front door, he went to the bathroom, hair remover in hand. He applied it, then washed it away in the shower. He stepped out of the shower cubicle and lighter. It was odd but not unpleasant. 

Karen burst in and looked him over. 

“I  love  it,  girly.”  Karen  had  also  obviously  liked  Patricia  referring  to him as a girl. “Before Patty left, she said you’d also need your finger and toenails tidied up and, of course, to grow your hair out.” 

Kelly  felt  his  cock  growing  as  his  beautiful  boss  stood  smiling  at  his naked  smooth  body.  “But  why  would  I  need  my  nails  tidy  and  my  hair longer?” 

Karen shook her head. “Girls need to be pretty.” 

He  opened  his  mouth  to  argue  but  she  cut  him  off.  “The  cleaner  is coming at 10 am, as usual. I’ll wait for her as I need to speak to her and sort out a few things. Not least that she’s going to have to get used to seeing you around the apartment naked.” 

Kelly sighed and turned to go to his room. 

“Aren’t you forgetting something, Kelly?” Karen said. 

Kelly spun around, “What?” His frustration blurted out. 

“You have to curtsey to me. And it’s not what but pardon, Mistress.” 

“I thought I just had to do that when Patricia was around, Mistress?” 

It  was  strange  to  say  Mistress,  she  hadn’t  minded  being  Karen  until  her obnoxious friend turned up. 

“Not at all. It was such a great idea you will do this every time you see me, whenever I give an order and whenever you serve me something. 

OK, Kelly?” 

Kelly curtseyed. 

“And you will curtsey to all women you see in future here. I wish I’d thought  of  this  before.  I  wonder  where  Patty  gets  all  those  ideas  from?” 

Karen  wandered  off  leaving  a  naked  Kelly  standing  exasperated.  The

cleaner. Oh no. 


* * *

10 am sharp, the doorbell rang. “I’ll get it, Kelly,” shouted Karen. “It’ll be Ania, my Polish cleaner, and I want to speak to her first before you scare her  with  your  little  thingy  poking  out.  Go  and  wait  in  your  room,  I  don’t want to alarm her until I’ve explained the situation.” 

Kelly went to his room and sat on the bed. He rubbed his palms down his smooth thighs and then over his denuded boy-like cock and soft balls. 

He  heard  Karen  open  the  door  and  a  muffled  conversation  outside.  After five minutes, Karen called Kelly to come out. “I’ve explained to Ania about you being naked. She’s fine with it.” 

It was fine for her, he thought. He opened the door and stepped out, hands hovering over his cock. Karen and Ania waited for him expectantly, side by side in the entrance hall. Ania was a twenty-something slim blond woman  with  a  round  face.  She  was  attractive  but  with  a  hard  unsmiling expression. Kelly felt the stirrings down below. 

“I’m sorry about the twitching cock, Ania, there’s not much we can do about that. It’s what happens, they can’t help it,” said Karen

“No need to apologise, Miss Karen,” answered Ania, looking down at the ground embarrassed. 

“Kelly,” Karen said turning to him. “Remember what you need to do whenever you come into a room with women?” said Karen. 

Kelly  curtseyed  gently  to  the  two  women  which  made  Ania  put  her hand to her mouth and a slight snort of embarrassed laughter. 

“I sure everything will be fine but I do have one more thing to do. I don’t want you getting any ideas, Kelly so I need to slip this on you.” 

Karen held a small chrome device. She went up to Kelly and popped it over his erect cock pushing it in forcibly and clicked it shut. She slipped on a small padlock and clipped it shut. 

“It’s a chastity device. You’ll wear this whenever I have to leave you alone.  I  know  you’ve  been  fine  up  to  now  but  I  want  to  make  sure  you control any naughty urges.” 

Ania stifled a laugh. 

“I’m leaving now, Kelly and Ania, get on with your work. Ania let me know if Kelly forgets to curtsey you or is disrespectful in any way. I’m sure

she’ll be fine. She’s a good girl.” Ania giggled behind a hand. 

Karen opened the front door and before closing waited and stared at Kelly. Kelly suddenly remembered and curtseyed to her. Karen smirked and left, the front door clicked shut. 

Kelly and Ania eyed each other. An awkward silence ensued. Ania’s eyes drifted down to his newly fitted cock cage. She stifled a giggle again. 

“Karen said you  haf to  curtzie to me,” said Ania. Kelly looked to the ceiling

“Now Kelly,” she said. Kelly curtseyed. She giggled. 

Kelly went to his room and sat on the bed. What on earth had he got into and what should he do? Karen had taken complete control of him and was  humiliating  him.  What  options  do  I  have,  he  thought?  There  was nothing to stop him from resigning although he couldn’t leave; he had no clothes or anywhere to live. 

On the other hand, he was living in a fantastic apartment in a fantastic area.  He  had  a  salary  which  he  wasn’t  spending  as  Karen  provided  for everything.  Life  was  comfortable.  Apart  from  the  naked  thing.  The masturbation in front of the two ladies the other night was weird — in front of them! But it had been one of the best orgasms he’d ever had. He decided he had no choice, he’d carry on but speak with Karen about clothing. His thoughts were interrupted by a call from Ania. 

“I  vould like some water to drink, Kelly.” 

He left his room and saw Ania dusting the coffee table in the living area. He made his way to the kitchen and poured water into a glass and took it to Ania. Once again her eyes drifted downwards. He curtseyed and went to go back to his bedroom. Ania called him back. 

“Stand in front  off me while I drink. I  vant to look at your little hard cock  in  the  little  cage.”  She  poked  it  through  the  small  bars  with  a  sharp fingernail and giggled. He felt it try to grow but was restricted. “Karen told me I could do as I  vished with you,” she said. She then seemed to get bored. 

“You can go,” she said. 

He went back to his bedroom, happy to get some peace. 


* * *

That evening, Karen arrived through the front door without warning and in a  rush.  Kelly  curtseyed  as  she  entered  saying,  “Good  evening,  Mistress.” 

She didn’t seem to notice. He made her a cup of tea and brought it into the living  room  where  she  was  looking  at  her  laptop.  He  curtseyed  again  but she  didn’t  look  up.  As  he  wandered  away,  she  called  out  abruptly,  “Kelly come back and stand in front of me.” 

He returned, hands over his cage. She grabbed his chastity device and pulled  him  closer.  With  a  swift  turning  motion  of  the  wrist,  she  unlocked the padlock and the cage fell away into her hands. Kelly looked up at her. 

He sighed as he saw her attractive face, her long dark hair flowing over her shoulders. Her custom-made suit jacket sat perfectly on her shoulders and her loose skirt flowed over her legs. His cock started to grow again. 

She  looked  at  him  and  rummaged  in  her  handbag.  She  produced  a long slim pink rubber device. 

“This is a butt plug and Patty suggested I fit it. For hygiene reasons.” 

He looked at her, the purpose sinking in. 

“Turn round and bend over, Kelly.” 

He complied tensing for what he realised would come. He felt a stab as the butt plug entered his bum hole and plunged deep into his body. He stood and she told him he had to hold the cheeks together to keep it in but it would help him to walk more delicately. He felt the discomfort but it was mixed with a pleasure he couldn’t define. 

She  stared  directly  at  his  erect  cock.  “You  need  to  relieve  yourself again.  I  don’t  want  to  think  of  you  doing  it  in  your  bedroom,  that’s  so sordid. Get a tissue and do it in front of me so I can see what you’re up to.” 

He got the tissue and rubbed a fist along his erection under her neutral gaze. He exploded into the tissue quickly. 

“You don’t take long do you, Kelly,” she said. She told him to clean himself, flush the tissue away and come back and stand in front of her as she had some news. 

His  stomach  sank  at  the  idea  there  was  news.  He  went  to  the bathroom and returned and stood. 

“Kelly,  I’m  thinking  of  allowing  you  to  wear  something  tomorrow.” 

She looked at him. 

His body relaxed, this was great news. 

“What  do  you  want,  Kelly?”  she  said.  “I  can  see  that  there’s something on your mind” 

“Yes,  Mistress.  Could  I  wear  something  tonight,  please?  I  feel  very exposed.” 

“Yes, I think so. You’ve been a good girl and taken on a lot of change without    complaint.  I  can  see  you’re  uncomfortable,  especially  with  Ania today but she told me you were very good. I’ll go and find you something, wait here.” 

Karen wandered off and returned with brightly coloured clothing over her arms. 

“Here try these. It’s the best I could find. Luckily you’re small so it may be OK.” She held up an item, it was a yellow jumper. “It’s a little large for me but I think it could just work,” she said Kelly took it. “It’s a women’s jumper?” 

Yes I know, what did you think? Anyway, it’s all I have here until I can go shopping for you,” she answered. 

Kelly took it reluctantly and slipped it over his head. “Oh it’s fine,” 

said Karen. “A little short in the arms but it’ll do for now.” 

Karen  then  held  up  the  other  item.  It  was  thin  chiffon  with  bright yellow and green flowers over it on a white background. 

“It’s  a  skirt,  Mistress,”  said  Kelly,  his  eyes  flowing  over  the  pretty material. 

“Yes  I  know,  but  it’s  all  I  have  that  will  fit  you.  Look  it’s  got  an elasticated waist. I don’t wear it anymore but you can borrow it for now.” 

“I can’t wear a skirt, Mistress,” Kelly said. 

“OK, just wear the jumper then.” 

Was she being deliberately obtuse? “No that’s not what I meant. It’s a skirt, don’t you have any trousers?” 

Karen  sighed  long.  Her  face  hardened.  “You  asked  for  clothes  and I’ve sorted out some of my own that should fit. You’re being unreasonable. 

She threw the skirt down. “Fine. Stay naked.” 

What a choice, thought Kelly, naked or a skirt. He had no choice. He picked it up and pulled it on. It was gathered at the waist with gentle pleats. 

It only just covered his cock, but better than nothing as Karen said. 

Karen smiled kindly and looked him up and down.”There, that wasn’t so  difficult.  It  suits  you,  Kelly.  Good  girl,  now  off  you  go  and  prepare dinner.” 

Kelly  strode  to  the  kitchen.  The  chiffon  felt  wonderful  against  his shaved  legs.  A  tingling  sensation  went  through  his  stomach.  Stop  it,  he thought. His cock hardened. 

“Kelly,” Karen called to him from the living area. “I’ve arranged for

my beauty therapist to come over tomorrow evening to do my nails and so on. She will do yours while she’s here.” 

Kelly looked to the ceiling. 

Chapter 5  - A Pretty New Look Buzzzzzzz — someone was at the door. It was the beauty therapist. It was nice  that  Karen  looked  after  him  so  much  and  seemed  to  care.  What  was less interesting was that Karen saw things through feminine eyes and much of the  help involved feminine ideas. Especially after that visit from Patricia. 

Karen hadn’t had time to buy him new clothes. She said she’d been too busy and business had to come first. He understood that, but the only things he  had  to  wear  were  the  female  jumper  and  little  skirt  she’d  lent  him  the other day. 

Buzzzzz. the sound again. He heard Karen call out from her bedroom for him to answer the door; it was Julie the beauty therapist she said. 

“Oh  no,”  he  whispered  to  himself.  “Is  there  no  end  to  my humiliation?” 

He hid behind the door and opened it to a slim attractive lady. Mid-thirties, a little too much make-up and too blonde. Otherwise she was pretty with straight hair to her shoulders and a centre parting. 

She came in and looked at Kelly without surprise, kissed him on the cheek and said, “You must be Kelly.” 

“Er yes,” was all he could reply. Karen arrived and thanked Julie for coming and informed her that she didn’t have time tonight for her treatment after all so she should just do Kelly. 

Karen  showed  them  into  the  kitchen  area  where  Karen  had  already brought in one of the white dining table chairs. She told Kelly to sit and do whatever Julie said. 

“What do you want me to do with him?” Julie said. 

Kelly looked at Karen, hoping it was nothing embarrassing. 

Karen thought a minute. “We call Kelly  her Julie. It was my friend’s idea but I rather like it.” 

Julie  never  batted  an  eyelid.  “OK,  Karen,  that’s  no  problem.  What shall we do with  her?” 

“Full wax below the neck and tidy up the toe and fingernails”. 

“Wax!” exclaimed Kelly. 

“Yes  you’re  untidy,  you  didn’t  do  a  good  job  with  the  hair  remover Patricia gave you. Slip off your things so Julie can get to you.” 

Kelly  started  to  protest  but  Karen  raised  her  hand  to  close  off  the discussion. He got up slowly and removed his jumper and dropped it on the work surface. He stepped out of his skirt and sat down. Julie’s face showed the faintest smile for the first time, her eyes darting to his cock which was growing. 

Julie got to work and Kelly gritted his teeth as she waxed his legs and body clean of hair. She applied it around his balls and cock and bum. He screeched  when  she  roved  it.  Once  done  Karen  told  him  he  could  put  his things back on. 

“Do you like wearing a skirt, Kelly?” said Julie. 

Kelly looked at Karen who glared at him. “Y-y-yes I suppose it’s OK. 

Better than being naked anyway.” Julie’s smile increased a little. 

“Nails please,” barked Karen standing over him, her arms folded. His nails  had  grown  since  living  there  as  Karen  had  asked  him  to  keep  them longer. 

“And what would you like me to do on her nail, Karen?” 

“Nail polish to make them prettier.” 

“Nail polish?” said Kelly, his voice rose an octave. 

“What colour, Karen?” Julie asked, ignoring Kelly. 

“If  I  have  to  have  polish  you  can  do  a  clear  one.  I’ve  seen  that  on women. It’s more discreet,” Kelly said uncertainly. 

“Too plain,” Karen answered. “A bright red would be nice.” 

Kelly looked at her in horror. “Red? Or do you mean just on my toes, which wouldn’t be too obvious?” 

“Yes red toes,” she looked at Kelly and a smile broke onto her lips. 

“And fingernails.” 

Kelly’s  mouth  dropped  open.  Julie  got  to  work  shaping,  filing  and finally painting a bright red colour onto his nails. When finished, the two women stepped back to admire the work. 

“Wonderful,” said Karen. 

Karen showed Julie to the door and returned. Kelly was still sitting in the chair. He looked at his fingernails, turning his hands over and back. 

“Why have you done this to me, Mistress? Why are you making me wear female things?” 

“It  doesn’t  matter,  they’re  attractive.  Anyway,  you  look  pretty  so  I can’t see a problem. Unusual requests remember?” 

Kelly  couldn’t  imagine  what  was  coming  next.  There  had  been  so

many changes. He was free to leave, sort of. He hadn’t left. 

Karen broke him away from his thoughts. “I know you want to wear nice  clothes  so  I  ordered  some  for  you  online.  They  should  arrive tomorrow.” She looked at him again. “You look lovely, Kelly, a pretty girl.” 

Kelly felt a surge of pride at her words, then he looked down at his red nails and little skirt. Humiliation. 

Chapter 6 — All Change

Kelly’s shoulder-length hair swirled across his face as he swung around to look at Karen. He’d been working for her for just over a year. She was kind to  him  but  continued  to  give  him  unusual  instructions.  She’d  had  his  hair dyed and styled, blond, centre-parted and waved. It was very feminine but Karen had been so pleased with the results so he went along with it. 

Karen  called  him  to  where  she  was  sitting  with  her  friends,  Patricia, who had just arrived from New York on another trip, and Jane a friend since school days. Kelly walked over to the women. 

“You’ve done such a wonderful job,” drawled Patty. 

Kelly stood in front of them. 

“Twirl around, Kelly-girly, and let me see you,” said Patricia. 

Kelly  still  found  Patricia  annoying  but  did  as  she  asked.  He  twirled around for the women. His short yellow summer dress swirled around the tops of his thighs, thin shoulder straps over bare smooth shoulders. His bra straps showed under the straps of the dress, filled out with breast forms. He stumbled slightly on his 4-inch heels. 

“Lift your dress, Kelly,” said Karen. 

Kelly  lifted  the  front  and  the  women  looked  at  his  small  pair  of knickers, a tiny triangle of cloth covering the front of his cock, or clitty as Karen now called it. 

“Now pull down your panties to show your cute little pubic triangle, it looks so feminine.” 

Kelly  was  used  to  these  types  of  instructions.  He  was  still uncomfortable but it was a requirement of the job. He pulled down the front of his panties. Julie the beauty therapist had waxed a small perfect triangle of pubic hair above his cock. 

The women screamed with laughter. “What a cute little pussy, Kelly,” 

said Patricia. 

Karen  looked  at  her  friends,  “Kelly  is  very  feminine,  aren’t  you girly?” 

“Yes,  Mistress,”  replied  Kelly  looking  at  the  floor,  his  face  bright scarlet. 

“All ready girls?” asked Karen to her friends. “We’ll go to the wine bar first for a couple of drinks before dinner.” 

“Have a nice time, Mistresses,” said Kelly, pulling up his panties and pressing down the front of his dress. 

“We should take Kelly too,” said Patricia. 

Karen thought a moment. “Why?” 

Kelly  knew  by  Patricia’s  wide  grin  that  the  reply  was  going  to  be something uncomfortable. 

“We should put her in the shortest skirt possible and the highest heels with fishnet stocking and suspenders. The men will all see what a pretty girl she’s become.” Patricia thought for a moment. “And she can go to the bar for us and serve us our drinks.” 

Karen nodded to herself. “I like it, Patty. You’re always so inventive when it comes to Kelly:” 

He swallowed hard.  Short skirt?   Let the men see?  “I can’t go out in that,” exclaimed Kelly, 

“Nonsense,”  said  Patricia.  “You’re  a  pretty  girl  now.  You  have  to come with us. The young men will love you. I’ll see if I can find one for you.” Patricia pushed a hand over Kelly’s cheeks and squeezed his lips into a pout. “Those lips need to be wrapped around a huge erection now you’re a pretty girl.” 

He  gulped.  Karen  raced  to  the  bedroom  and  returned  with  a  small elasticated  pencil  skirt  and  hold-up  stockings.  “Put  these  on  Kelly.  Some lucky man is in for a treat tonight. After you’ve spent the evening getting our drinks for us.” 

Kelly’s life as a sissy girl was just beginning. 

THE END
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