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CHAPTER 1: A NEW BEGINNING

	[image: Image]o one would imagine their life changing by sitting on a park bench but that's precisely what happened to Mr George Mandel. Not that he's called George any more but Sissy. Nor is he Mister Mandel but Miss Pink. That's the change that began that day on that city centre park bench.

	A fresh high summer sun sparkled through the leafy trees and onto the wooden bench where George was sitting. A light breeze played amongst the leaves and their rustling mingled with the low growl of traffic beyond the park. People passed him, enjoying their midday lunch break in the fine weather and oblivious to George's predicament.

	An open-topped cardboard shoe-sized box sat beside him containing a plain mug, several pens and pencils and a photo frame with no photo; all that was left of his career. George was oblivious to the pleasant weather or the people ambling past him, he had other concerns. He put his head down in the palms of both his hands to hide the fact that he, a thirty-five-year-old man, was sobbing.

	He didn't notice a lady standing by him until she moved and threw a shadow over him. He looked up from his damp hands. She was dark skinned with a carbon black straightened bob hairstyle parted off-centre. One side was tucked behind a small ear with a long dangling earring. Black-rimmed glasses expanded her large brown eyes. She wore an open lightweight jacket and a tight mid-thigh black leather skirt.

	"May l?" she said although it wasn't a question but a polite statement. She sat next to him without waiting for his reply. She held her knees tight together, placed her handbag on her lap and she fixed him with an enquiring gaze.

	[image: Image][image: Image]He smeared his eyes with his hand. The lady looked down, clipped open her handbag and fished inside. She pulled out a small set of tissues, pulled one out and passed it to him. A sense of shame flowed through him that this assertive and confident lady was comforting him. That was always the problem, he was usually an unconfident mess. He should man up. That's what his ex-wife used to say. And many other things.

	George took the tissue and blew his nose, wiped his eyes again and looked at her with a weak smile. He gave a small nod and mumbled, "Thanks."

	She sat with a straight back and an expression that signalled detachment. She observed George and then asked, "Do you need me to call someone?" Her voice was firm and confident, her hands resting on the top of her handbag.

	He shook his head and sniffed. He dabbed his eyes with the damp tissue. "No. Thank you though. Very kind. I don't have anyone." He looked down at his scuffed shoes and pulled at what used to be the creases on his dark blue worn suit trousers.

	"So," she said firmly without comment on him having no one to call. "You have a problem." Another statement. Did she know something?

	He ran a finger inside his open collar, trying to compose himself. He moved to sit up straight, it's amazing how an attractive [image: Image]lady can have that effect but it was too late to impress her now. Despite wallowing in self pity, his eyes alighted on her large buxom chest under a tight, buttoned-up blouse. "You wouldn't want to know," he said as his eyes hovered over her busty cleavage.

	"I'm aware of your situation, George," she said stiffly, now looking as if she rather be elsewhere, "and I have a proposal that I believe will interest you."

	He didn't understand how she knew his name. It didn't matter. He shrugged. "l doubt I'll be interested, lady. My wife walked out on me three months ago and, about thirty minutes ago, I lost my job. I live in a single rented room and now I can't even afford to pay the rent any more. I already owe the landlady three month's rent."

	He ran a hand through his overgrown mousey hair; it flopped wavy over his ears and collar. He couldn't be bothered to get it cut or styled any more. What was the point? His wife had found someone she said was more of a man, whatever that meant. He shuddered at the name she used to call him: Mandy, a play on his surname Mandel. She'd thought it was hilarious. Yeah, very funny. She'd even used it the night she told him she was leaving, "I've found a real man," she'd said, "not at all like you, Mandy." He ran his eyes over the lady next to him again; she had that well-dressed and perfectly manicured business look with all personality scrubbed away on the altar of corporate image. He recognised her from somewhere though but couldn't place where. An aura of confidence hung around her wherever she was from.

	"Hear me out, Georgie." She adjusted her glasses and raised a single perfectly groomed eyebrow.

	She knew his name although he didn't like her making it a diminutive. Whatever, he was certain there was nothing she could do, this woman who appeared to have it all — wealth, a high-powered job and beauty. "OK," he said, wondering why she'd singled him out. He pondered where he could know her from.[image: Image]

	"You don't recognise me, do you, George?" She'd read his face.

	So he should know her, but where from? He shook his head, he wasn't good with faces. "No, I don't remember. A bar somewhere?" No woman this attractive was in his orbit so he must have spotted her across the room.

	The lady looked over to the tall glass headquarters building of KS Allure on the other side of the small city centre park. KS Allure, the country's largest style, health, fitness and beauty company aimed squarely at the female market.

	She pulled out a credit card-sized pass card with her photo on it. He spotted the ubiquitous company logo — a pink circle with KS Allure inside in a different shade of pink. Pink. The company colour. Even the reception staff wore pink jackets. It was all a bit obvious but it worked.

	"l work for KS Allure and you were one of the very few males there. Now there's one fewer."

	He sat back with a start. So. She had come to screw him over some more. He'd left with just a shoe box of belongings after giving them seven years of his life. The HR lady, there were no males at senior level, had said "We have to let you go, George," she'd said while inspecting her red nails. Let you go, a horrible euphemism to disguise the true meaning. He didn't remember the HR lady's name, just the pink KS Allure company badge on her jacket lapel that all the company acolytes wore. "You don't have the cut and thrust necessary for today's dynamic workplace. You're too soft for business, George. You don't understand the female marketplace even though your colleagues call you Mandy behind your back." She'd smirked at that. "Did you know that, George?"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He hadn't known that. The same nickname his ex-wife used. Very funny, not. An anger rumbled in his chest at the memory.

	"And quite frankly," the HR lady had continued. "You're too scruffy and out of condition for a business that promotes a healthy lifestyle, well-being and beauty for women. We feel you need to find an employment field more suitable to your..." She grappled for the word. "Your submissive and compliant nature. And to find a job that takes you in hand and is prepared to fix your lack of personal awareness and dress sense."

	Talk about kicking him while he was down. So he was on the small side and slim and preferred to reach a consensus. The HR lady had sneered at him with unconcealed contempt while twisting her KS lapel badge between two fingers. He spotted his own KS Allure company badge in the shoe box. He'd never worn it in all the seven years there. Perhaps that was part of the problem.

	"Georgie?" The woman's strong voice next to him brought him back to the present.

	"We haven't met before but Liz Jackson, our company HR director, passed me your file this morning. Before she dismissed you, she thought you may be what my boss is looking for." She paused waiting for him to respond.

	He had nothing to say. The memories of the conversation with the HR lady were raw.

	She carried on. "I'm Elena Marshall, the Executive Assistant for KS Allure's CEO, Kara Simone. I'm sure you've seen her in the newspapers and on TV. Well, Kara tasked me with finding someone for, how shall I put this? A very specific type of role. So, when Liz explained your attributes to me." Elena emphasised the word attributes as if it were something amusing, "l was interested and I showed Kara." A faint smile hit her lips for the first time. "Kara agreed that you appear eminently suitable for what she's looking for. "She gave a tight smile. "And it would appear you're now available. The timing is opportune, wouldn't you agree, Georgie? Although I understand your colleagues and ex-wife had a very different name for you."

	George forgot to breathe for a moment. Another one who thought that calling him by a woman's name was hilarious. He tried to hide his feelings and thought hard. Kara Simone. The CEO of KS Allure. She'd built the company up from a one-woman online living room business into a country-wide organisation with 350 outlets and a global online business. That was how he knew Elena's face, he must have spotted her at some stage in the building although he never got invited to the 20th floor. Nor did he have a pass to the executive car park where Elena Marshall and Kara Simone swept in with their large cars. Not that he had a car at all, he travelled to the office on a bus and had to use the office street entrance with its pink foyer, pink jacketed receptionists and pink KS Allure logos everywhere. A pink hell.

	"So, Kara is looking to urgently fill this highly specific role. The vacancy arose unexpectedly yesterday. The position is not working for KS Allure but for Ms Simone herself directly and at a more personal level. I thought it appropriate, therefore, to approach you once you'd left the office building. I followed you from the foyer. You know how these things work, one door closes and another opens, that sort of thing." Her smile froze around her lips.

	He hadn't spotted Elena behind him, consumed as he'd been by his misery. Elena held out a pink business card with darker pink writing. "Come to this address this evening at 7pm sharp, Georgie. It's Kara's private city apartment. She'll be expecting you for a short interview. She'll give you more details when you meet her. Be on time as she's made a ten-minute window for you, don't miss it. If HR are correct, I think you'd be perfect for the role." Elena looked at his hair and his face and nodded imperceptibly. "Yes, you definitely have potential. You're a pretty boy and you have a soft feminine vibe. With a bit of work... , who knows?"

	This woman was weird, pretty boy, feminine vibe my arse, he thought. But Kara Simone was one of the wealthiest and most attractive businesswomen in the country and she wanted him for a role. He must have something that HR spotted. Something [image: Image]special. But what could it be? "Sorry, Elena, I don't get it. The company sacks me and then you and the CEO of the company that just kicked me out want to re-employ me? This makes no sense."

	Elena analysed him for a few moments and reached across and touched his hair. “It makes perfect sense. You have nice hair, a pretty face, a submissive nature. You're slim and delicate. Perfect in that sense. It'll work just fine, I'm sure." She took a few moments, her mind elsewhere while George wondered what his hair and appearance had to do with anything. "Anyway, Georgie, as I'm sure you can imagine, Ms Simone is a busy lady and she needs someone to help with the day-to-day things she hasn't got time for. It's common for those at her level. She needs someone to take the stresses away from her. I do that at a business and [image: Image]personal organisational level but she needs someone at a different level."

	"Yes." He could imagine that but not what she'd want with him.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"We had a little problem with the previous person in this role and we had to dismiss her on the spot yesterday so you becoming freed up this morning was..." She fixed his eyes. "Fortuitous."

	George considered what she'd said. It did seem convenient.

	"And Georgie." Her forehead creased in seriousness. "You must never refer to me or Ms Simone by our first names. You are not our friend. You will call me Ms Marshall and Kara is Madam Simone. Always. Remember that and things will go very well indeed." Elena looked around the park. "And what name do you prefer? George? Or do you go by Mandy?"[image: Image]

	"l didn't know they called me Mandy until HR told me." His face flushed and his body tensed. "It's George." He calmed his sudden rush of anger. He remembered at the end of his relationship, his wife had not only called him Mandy but told him how her boyfriend satisfied her and he couldn't because he was a sissy girly called Mandy. That had been excruciating but exciting at the same time. He cast the memories away as soon as they floated into his mind. They were silly. "What role is it exactly? Ms Marshall. What exactly would I be doing?" This lady was becoming annoying but if it meant being employed, then so be it.

	"Come to the front gate of Kara's city apartment complex at 7pm sharp this evening, the address is on the card I gave you. Buzz the door number on the business card and I'll let you through." Elena repositioned one side of his hair behind an ear, inspected his face and looked down at her watch. It glistened around the edges from what George supposed were real diamonds. "l have to go, now, Georgie. I have another appointment." She fixed him with a hard stare. "Don't be late. Kara Simone does not appreciate lateness. You have this one chance. Take it or lose it, dearie."

	She continued to look him over for a moment and then stood, turned and marched back towards the KS Allure building. He watched her tight round bottom moving from side to side.

	He turned the pink card around in his hand. Well, well, maybe he had something someone wanted after all. And the CEO herself, no less. But what on Earth was it she saw in him that no one else had ever seen? He must have made some kind of impression with someone at KS Allure.

	Things were looking up. One door closes, another opens. Just as Elena Marshall had said.

	 


CHAPTER 2: THE MISTRESS

	[image: Image]eorge arrived at the exclusive regenerated area of the city by bus. He got off the bus at the stop while looking down at the map directions on his phone screen. The sun was low and he shielded the screen with a hand and squinted from [image: Image]the glare. The heat of the day had subsided and a cooling breeze blew off the river out here.

	He was in a former industrial area on the edge of the city by the river which had been transformed into an exclusive development for rich people. A couple of former dock cranes remained standing like giant frozen skeletons repainted in bright yellow and flat grey. The area was crammed with former warehouses and factory units converted into high-end apartments with tall apartment blocks built on what had once been storage yards.

	He smoothed down his hair; he'd washed it for the first time that week. He couldn't afford the price of the haircut now he was out of work and in debt so it remained long and straggly which didn't bother him. He had to make every penny count unless he got this job with Kara Simone. It was why he'd put on a suit. It had seen better days and he hoped the jacket covered the shiny seat of his trousers.

	He walked for several hundred yards from the bus stop, following the phone directions to Kara Simone's place. He stopped by an eight-foot-high black metal barred fence. He craned his head upwards to peer beyond at Kara Simone's apartment 5thfloor penthouse of the former Victorian factory. He was out of his league here and his legs wobbled for a few moments at the prospect of meeting such a powerful lady in such an imposing location.

	He swallowed hard, fighting a dry mouth and tongue, the taste of a fried take-away in his throat. He'd thought about having a beer but that wouldn't have been a good impression. Later maybe. Maybe not. It depended on how many coins he could scrabble together.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He buzzed apartment number five, the number shown on the business card Elena Marshall had given him, pressing the metal button on a square steel panel by the gate. Elena Marshall, she was as sexy and as hot as hell. Bad attitude. Arrogant and plainly thought she was superior to him. Somehow that made the end of his penis tingle. He'd always been a sucker for a strong woman and look where that had got him. A wife who'd treated him as a nobody and left for her gym instructor.

	The camera on the gate posts whirled towards him and there was an electric click from a small round grilled speaker. Elena

	Marshall's metallic voice answered in a surly tone. "Yes."

	"George Mandel here."

	"So I see. Come in and go to the front door. Then buzz again." The speaker clicked off and the gate buzzed open.

	He pushed against the heavy metal bars with both hands and walked through. The gate swung back with a heavy clunk. He trudged almost twenty feet along a red-brick paved path with perfect short cropped shrubs either side and lawns that looked better than bowling green. He got to a large black modern door. He pressed Kara Simone's apartment number on the panel.

	A small round speaker buzzed and George saw a camera ten feet above it glaring at him. Elena's voice sounded again. "Go to the lift and press for the fifth floor. I'll wait there." The speaker clicked off. Not exactly charming and friendly, he thought.

	The door buzzed like an angry hornet and George pushed in and entered a hallway with bare sandy bricks that had been scrubbed and then varnished back to better than their original condition. Nerves hit him again. Elena was tall and imposing but he was now about to meet Kara Simone and that was even more nerve-wracking. Kara Simone, a powerful and wealthy CEO and a regular on TV and in newspaper articles and magazines. His stomach did a double twist at the thought he was about to meet her and that she asked to see him. Him. Mr Nobody. It didn't make any sense and yet, her he was.

	There were two steel-coloured lifts with black marble surrounds that smelt of cleaner. He pressed the call button. The righthand lift doors opened and he stepped into the mirrored box; there was a strong jasmine-perfumed smell. He pressed floor five and a recorded posh female voice announced the doors were closing. At floor five, the doors swished open onto a long light hallway. Elena Marshall was waiting with her arms folded and a face like a bulldog waiting to bite someone.

	George's heart skipped a beat; Elena looked magnificent. Sexy and aloof. He liked aloof. And sexy. Goodness me, he thought.

	She was gorgeous. It would be hard to work alongside Elena and not feel permanently turned on.

	"Follow me, Georgie." She turned and walked along the hall to a white door slightly ajar. George froze for a short moment, his eyes stuck on her bottom, perfectly outlined in her short leather skirt and the thought of her calling him Georgie was oddly sexy. He shivered with a submissive yearning at her air of superiority and dismissive attitude.

	He shuffled after her and into the apartment and a massive room. He guessed it was at least ninety feet long and thirty wide.

	Two sides were floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out on a park along the long windows and other apartments at the end. He'd entered a massive top-quality but sterile lounge area with two giant four-seater sofas. There was a wide wooden coffee table with a large red rug on an oak wide-plank floor. It eschewed personality as if styled by a home-design magazine editor.

	In one corner, a glistening white glossy kitchen looked spotless and unused. It was separated from the living area by a long island unit with a stainless steel double extractor above it. Three doors were closed beyond the kitchen area which George assumed were the bedrooms. He had never seen such a high-class apartment.

	Elena pointed to a twelve-seater wooden dining table at the other end of the living area. The chairs were neatly pushed under the table except for one black leather high-backed chair pulled out at one corner by the windows. "Sit there. Madam Simone will be out in a minute."

	Madam Simone? That sounded pompous. He shrugged and sauntered to the chair pulled out and sat. He tried to play calm [image: Image]and assured but was anything but calm. Inside, it felt as if his body had a flock of tiny birds fluttering around. He put his hands on the top of the table and gazed around in fake nonchalance. There wasn't any pink here, that was Obviously for the company's brand and marketing. In Ms Simone's personal space, black, white and stainless steel predominated. Elena took a seat opposite him. She sat back and glared. It was as if she resented him being there.

	George glanced around and breathed out audibly. "Nice place."

	"Be quiet. Don't speak until Ms Simone or I ask you to, there's a good boy."

	That air of superiority gave George more bodily tingles. Her manner was disrespectful. Good boy, who did she think she was?

	[image: Image]Superior, that's what. He'd only said something to hide his discomfort and nerves and be polite and she'd slapped him down.

	And yet, his penis stirred and he found himself drooling at her insouciance and arrogance.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He was out of his depth here, in a world he'd only seen on TV programmes and those magazines at the clinic. He knew from the TV that Kara Simone was older than Elena Marshall but every bit as stunning. Maybe more so and he'd find out shortly. What they could want from him in terms of a job he could do for the formidable Kara Simone was impossible to fathom out.

	Elena had been vague.

	This was the weirdest situation he could have imagined. That morning, Kara Simone's HR manager had sacked him and now he was sitting in the CEO's private home as late summer sunlight filtered in through the windows. It was silent and they were [image: Image]unoverlooked except by the birds. It was as if the world was standing still waiting for the force of nature that was Kara Simone.

	A door swung open and Kara Simone strode out with purpose and style, like the President of a nation. He recognised her at once: tall and buxom and in dark business wear. She marched towards the dining table without acknowledging or looking at George. Long wavy brown hair flowed out and bounced as she moved but her enormous breasts held in firmly beneath a slim dark jacket. She was taller, well over six-feet in her heels, and appeared almost muscular in a sporty way.

	Kara Simone was impeccable in the business attire of high heels, full make-up and a skirt suit. He'd made an effort but now felt it pathetic as his old and poor-quality suit was embarrassing besides Ms Simone's expensive and tailor-made clothing.

	She sat next on the edge of the table and faced him from a few inches away. He smelt her expensive fruity perfume as she crossed her legs; her tight black skirt rode above smooth knees. She peered at him with an imperious unblinking gaze. He'd have described her as solidly built, tall and powerful physically as well as mentally. Her clothes fitted snugly and her arms were slim and muscular through her blouse and her calf muscles were outlined by fine black stockings.

	"l imagine you're wondering what I want with you and why I've asked you here to my home, Georgie," she said and he jumped a little at the force of her delivery and her use of a diminutive ending to his name like Elena. "Especially as my company released you this morning. Fortuitous, wouldn't you say?"

	"He moved back as if physically hit by her words. "Er, yes." He noted she'd used the same expression as Elena Marshall had yesterday. Fortuitous. He guessed that was a fancy way of saying lucky.

	"You answer, yes, Madam Simone," said Elena stressing the surname and title.

	He tried to swallow, feeling utterly out of his depth. "Yes, Madam Simone," he repeated without thinking.

	"It's quite straightforward," Kara Simone added, leaning an elbow on the table and laying her chin on her hand. "The personality profile tests we gave all our employees last month threw up an interesting profile for you, Georgie. It stood out for several reasons; I've not seen one quite like it before. Perfect almost. Once we had an unfortunate issue with the last person who worked here for me on a personal basis, you looked like the ideal replacement, as I said. Perfect. Fortuitous. You were not performing as a manager in my company. Totally unsuitable and out of your depth, I'm told. HR flagged you to me knowing I had this space." She blinked large brown eyes twice. "Fortuitous." Her mouth smiled but there was no humour in her eyes.

	He nodded rapidly feeling as if he were in the sights of a hungry lioness who kept using the word fortuitous as if somehow, it wasn't. How would HR know she'd had a problem with a personal employee?

	"l require someone to assist me in a kind of general assistant stroke do-whatever-I-want-sort-of-personal role. Urgently. If I think you're suitable over the next few minutes, and you agree to work for me, then the role will be to live here rent and food free with all clothing provided." Kara looked around her apartment to emphasise her point.

	"You'd receive a small allowance too." This apartment is 5,000 square feet so there's plenty of room and there are four bedrooms, each with its own bathroom. Elena has one, you would have another. I have what is a small separate private apartment at the other end."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]That was unexpected. Kara Simone, one of the most powerful businesswomen in the country had just offered him a job with free accommodation. He looked around. What had he done to get this offer?

	[image: Image]"Georgie," continued Kara. "Your work history showed you as unsuitable even in a lowly management role, hence HR releasing you this morning. But we think you may be more suitable for what I require here."

	There it was again, that word releasing they used to cover up the brutality of sacking someone. Releasing. Businesspeople spoke a different language to normal people.

	Kara leaned forward. "Your personality profiling showed you prefer to follow orders, are comfortable in mundane tasks and [image: Image]that you're acquiescent, subservient and passive with a high quotient of what are often considered feminine attributes. Gentleness, empathy, humility and sensitivity. This is exactly what I'm looking for."

	He jerked back at her words.

	"Your colleagues and ex-wife called you Mandy. This appears to back up HR's assessment of you. Not exactly an alpha male, are you Georgie?"

	"Well, Madam Simone, that's not entirely true."

	A smile liked her lips. “I think it is, Georgie, and why I think you're perfect for what I have in mind."[image: Image]

	This interview was taking an unusual turn.

	 


CHAPTER 3: YES MADAM

	[image: Image]adam Simone was blunt and continued. "l see my directness takes you by surprise but I merely comment on what is in your report. She tapped an A4 printout in front of her. He saw his name at the top of the paper. Elena observed you yesterday and I can see it too now I've met you." Her eyes flicked over his slim body and long straggly hair.

	George flinched. "l didn't know they called me Mandy."

	"Indeed," Kara Simone said. "And you have no dependents or ties and you live in a low-quality single rented room with a shared bathroom on the landing."

	"Yes, Madam Simone. My wife left me and I couldn't afford anything else."

	"Indeed," she said again without interest. "l run a multi-million global business and I don't have the bandwidth to deal with trivial day-to-day activities. I require an assistant who is a team player who does exactly as they're told and is unquestioning. Basically, I want someone to take away my stress when I'm at home. That's where you would come in. I would expect you to carry out my instructions and wishes without question. Could you step up to the plate, Georgie? Do you think you can wrap your head around this concept?" Her voice was gentle like honey, a kind smile rested on her lips but there was steel in her message couched in business speak.

	"Yes, Madam Simone," he said while trying to unpick her business expressions for a specific sense of meaning. Powerful people like Kara Simone only wanted to hear yes so it was the safest option when he didn't understand what she was talking about.

	She nodded, her smile widening. She leant across and touched his knee and held his eyes for a moment. He felt a twitch in his penis. She may be older than him but she had sex appeal flowing out of every pore and it had been a while since he'd been with a woman. "Good boy," she said

	[image: Image][image: Image]Her expression 'good boy', jarred but also made him shiver with something he didn't understand. Elena passed a thin folder across the table and Kara picked it up and read for a moment. "It says here, in an email from your ex-manager to HR," she said, scouring a one-page printout, "George Mandel does exactly as he's told and shows no initiative or desire to innovate. He never thinks outside the box." She looked up, her eyes bearing into his. "Ah, I see. Mandel, Mandy. Very good. Anyway, is this accurate, Georgie?"

	Goodness, how to answer that one? He decided on deflection. "Well, Madam Simone, I worked in a service position so my job was to do as asked. There was no opportunity for me to use initiative." He needed this opportunity. The rent-free accommodation, food and clothing were the answer to his financial woes. He'd do anything to get the job. Anything.

	"l see," she said with an unexpected glint of surprise in her eyes. "Could you give me an example of any initiative you thought of but considered that the environment was too restrictive to mention to your manager?" She sat back.

	She hadn't been put off by his deflection; she was too shrewd. The only option was to be honest; he couldn't think of anything to make up. He never had any ideas, he preferred to be told what to do.

	"No, Madam Simone. There aren't any examples."

	"So you follow instructions without questioning anything, Georgie."

	He looked away. He'd blown it. "Yes, Madam." He looked back at her. It was as if her large brown eyes were boring into his [image: Image][image: Image]mind to read him. "l prefer to have instructions and to follow them."

	Elena tapped him on the arm. "Use her full name, Georgie. It's, Madam Simone. You must show respect, be a good boy."

	He mumbled, "Sorry, Madam Simone."

	She appeared not to take any notice. She scribbled something on the papers in front of her. "This is good, HR were spot on."

	She wanted someone with no initiative. He perked up. This might work although he wasn't sure if he liked being called Georgie or good boy while he had to address her as Madam Simone. On the other hand, the disparity was exciting.

	"And what are your ambitions?" Kara asked.

	Another tricky question. He was certain he'd blown the interview so why not be truthful. "Madam Simone. My ambitions are to find a full-time position where I have job security. Nothing beyond that. I'd like to meet someone nice too."

	She pursed her lips and nodded, laughter lines creased at the corner of her large brown eyes. "Georgie." She looked up at him and her eyes pierced into his. "l don't have time for an assistant to have any hobbies or interests; you would be on constant call. Nor do I want someone with any outside relationships. Do you have any interests that I need to know about?" Her head moved to one side, waiting for his reply.

	He thought about it a moment. Did watching TV and sitting at the bar drinking beer count? "Nothing that can't be left behind, Madam Simone."

	"That's good to hear, Georgie" she said.[image: Image]

	The room went silent as she crossed something off a list in her mind.

	She looked up again. Her large eyes were stunning but there was a toughness behind them. "Georgie, there will be no time for my assistant to have outside relationships. There are to be no girlfriends. Or boyfriends. Or whatever. You'll not have the time. You'd be on call 24/7. To take away my stresses." Her eyes roved over George and he shuddered wondering what she was thinking.

	He blushed at her reference to boyfriends. She spotted that. "l mention boyfriends as your hair is on the long side and you're delicate and sensitive. And that others call you Mandy. I don't see you as an aggressive football player, for example. I wondered if you had any inclinations towards males, that's all."

	He shook his head vigorously. He was certain that was an illegal question in a job interview. But who was he going to tell and was this really an interview?[image: Image]

	She continued. "And this focus on my needs refers to clothing too. It's a personal position, not a KS Allure position, But even so, I would expect you to wear a kind of uniform at all times and to dress to please me. No old scruffy suits." Her eyes rolled over him. "My friends and business colleagues come here from time to time. A lot of business is done outside of the office in more comfortable environs, Georgie. You will have to always be well presented. I will provide you with what I consider appropriate clothing and ensure you are well presented and that your hair is tidy and neat which isn't currently the case, is it, dear?"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Her eyes ran over his suit again and his hair. He'd made an effort but it was old. "And your current clothing is hardly appropriate. Old, cheap and scruffy. Would that be a problem, Georgie?" She leaned forward again. The top buttons on her blouse were open and he stared for too long at the large crevice of her large firm bosoms.

	He'd be happy to get new clothing and a uniform would be fine but he had a concern. "l wouldn't have to wear one of those pink jackets like the receptionists at the office, would l?"[image: Image]

	Kara Simone smiled and he saw a glint of real personality and humour in her face for the first time. "No, you wouldn't be wearing a pink jacket, Georgie. Your outfits would not be corporate, have no fear. I prefer a more relaxed environment outside the office, as I explained."

	Corporate would have been fine but not those garish pink jackets the receptionist at the office wore. Casual was fine too; he wasn't bothered one way or the other. Free clothes were the attraction.

	Kara continued, "The previous incumbent was a similar size to you but was only in the role for a couple of weeks. Most of the clothing is new or nearly new. You can wear these clothes." Her eyes sparkled with something George would have thought of as mischief but that was impossible. Kara Simone and mischief didn't seem to go together.

	He nodded. He couldn't afford to be fussy. Whatever she wanted him to wear would be fine. He bought his clothes at the charity shop on the high street so anything was going to be better and newer. "That wouldn't be a problem, Madam Simone."[image: Image]

	He wouldn't need to buy clothes; this was a good result. This job for Kara Simone was sounding better with everything Kara

	Simone said. Free clothes, free food and free high-quality accommodation. And all he had to put up with was her calling him Georgie. He could do that.

	"A final question," said Kara Simone.

	George waited expectantly.

	"l expect obedience and loyalty from my employees. How do you feel about that?" She breathed in deeply. This was clearly a decider.

	For free accommodation, free clothing and free food he'd hop on one leg for her while singing a children's nursery rhyme. And a small salary she'd called an allowance but that's irrelevant compared to everything else he'd have. This was too good to be true. A bit of running around for Kara Simone was a small price to pay. There had to be a catch but he couldn't see it.[image: Image]

	"Yes, Madam Simone," he said. "l can do that. No problem. I'd be happy to do whatever you asked."

	The room was silent. Several moments passed. She wrote something in her notebook. She looked up. "Not ask, tell."

	He recoiled ever so slightly but she'd said it pleasantly enough. He decided to ignore it, she was a CEO and was used to being in charge and telling underlings what to do. This was not anything different.

	Kara Simone put the end of the pencil she'd used for notes to her full red painted lips and leaned her head to one side. "We will need to make a few small changes." A faint smile crossed her lips. "Tweaks really, you're almost there."

	Changes? What changes? He didn't get to ask.

	"l like what I see and hear," she continued. "If I were to offer you the job, could you start immediately without having to say [image: Image]goodbye to anyone or needing to clear up any outstanding issues?"

	He gripped his chair. He hadn't expected that. "l can start immediately although I need to pay off the rent on my room and get my personal belongings from my room. Not that I have much." A few old clothes and a couple of pairs of sports shoes.

	"You have no need to worry about that, Elena will take care of everything for you. You will start now and stay here from tonight. Elena will pay off your landlady and you won't require any personal belongings or your old clothing. I'll provide everything you need, including toiletries."

	What the hell, he thought. "Yes, Madam Simone, I love to start right away."

	She nodded in satisfaction. "Excellent, Georgie. Give Elena your landlady's phone number and she'll pay her off and close your rental."

	He explained he owed three months' rent and Kara Simone waved his point away with a swish of a hand.

	Elena passed a sheet of paper across the table with a pen. George wrote his landlady's phone number on it and slid the paper back. He'd not be sorry to never see that place again. He looked around the luxurious high-end apartment that was now his new home. This was amazing. For once, Lady Luck had smiled on him.[image: Image]

	Elena opened her case and removed a wad of bound papers. She opened them at the back and folded the front paper down.

	"This is your employment contract, sign here." She pointed to a space with his name already typed next to a space for his signature.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He went to look at the folded back pages. Elena flicked his hand away and pointed at the signature line. He shrugged and signed. Probably a lot of lawyerly mumbo jumbo anyway.[image: Image]

	Elena picked up the contract and the paper with his landlady's number on it. She stood, got her phone out and wandered to one end of the large apartment. She was soon in deep conversation.[image: Image]

	Kara Simone stood. George put out a hand to shake hers. She looked at him in disdain. "You're my assistant, not a business partner, Georgie. We won't be shaking hands, you'll be curtseying."

	[image: Image]What? He looked at her eyes for a smile to say it was a joke but she gave nothing away. Yes, it had been a joke.

	Several minutes passed until Elena finished speaking on the phone. "All done, Kara. The landlady was pleased to get paid and rid of Georgie. She said she'll dump his stuff in the bins right after our call."

	"Excellent," said Kara Simone to Elena. "If you could get Georgie prepared, he needs a lot of work to be ready to begin tomorrow evening when I return from the office." Kara looked him up and down again and then at her wristwatch. "l have to run; I have a conference call with Tokyo in five." She turned and strode back to the door to her private apartment and closed it behind her.

	George sat back down. That went well. A sense of well-being and comfort fell over him. This was the first time in his life he'd had the roll of the dice fall for him.

	Elena returned to the table. George stood. "Thank you, Ms Marshall." This was better than a dream. He was going to be living with two powerful stunning ladies in absolute luxury with no need to think about anything apart from doing some chores for Kara Simone.

	"Follow me, Georgie. I'll show you your new room and get you prepared to Kara's strict standards and requirements."

	He followed her to a door at the opposite end of the apartment, his eyes on her swaying bottom all the way. They went into the room and he gasped, his mouth dropped. The walls were painted powder pink. There was a double bed with pink covers, pink pillows and a pink material headboard.

	"It's pretty, isn't it Georgie?" said Elena with a smirk.

	He didn't like it. This room was beyond bizarre. It was as if he'd wandered into a KS Allure marketing suite. Or a little girl's [image: Image]room.

	Elena smiled. "It was Kara's previous assistant's room. It's been freshly decorated and furnished. She didn't last long and I'm [image: Image]certain you'll like it once you get used to it and being her very personal assistant." Her smirk widened as she emphasised the word very.

	[image: Image]George though about that for a moment and cast it away. It was Elena being Elena. So he had a pink room and a pink bed. It wasn't as if he'd be bringing back a girlfriend so he supposed it didn't matter. He told himself that what mattered was it was free and better than anything he could have afforded.

	On the bed, there was a collection of toiletries in the pink KS Allure branding — shower gel, shampoo, hairbrushes and a box of tampons…tampons? His eyes fell on a pack of pink disposable razors and two pink folded towels with branded KS Allure letters in one corner.

	And that meant the products were all for females.


CHAPTER 4: COMING OUT

	[image: Image]e stared for a long moment at the pink products on the bed. "These are for women," he complained.

	Elena's eyes flicked to the ceiling and back. "Have you forgotten? Kara Simone is the CEO of KS Allure. What did you expect? Men's products?" She gave out a strangled laugh. "We use our own products and those products are for women so it is what it is. Besides, they'll be more appropriate."

	He frowned, Elena was annoyingly obtuse. She pointed to the top of the bed. "l want you to take them and get showered. Kara requires her staff perfectly turned out, clean and fresh. She fluffed at his hair. I'll do a bit of work on this before we get a hairdresser to sort it out.

	He grinned at the thought of the lifestyle that awaited him. Luxury for a bit of work. He grabbed a pink towel and the shower gel and headed for the en-suite shower room.

	"Wait."

	George stopped and turned.

	"Kara expects her staff smooth and soft. She hates body hair, it's so nasty." She picked up a large pink tube labelled hair remover, a pink razor and the shaving gel. "Use the hair removal cream to remove all body hair below your head and then the razor on your genitals. I want no hair whatsoever anywhere below your neck."

	George's mouth dropped open. "Excuse me?"[image: Image]

	Elena sighed deeply. "If you remember, a condition of this job was you follow instructions without question. If not, you won't even last as long as the previous incumbent. Kara does not like body hair. There will be no discussion." She put her hands on her hips. "It's in the employment contract. Failure to keep your body smooth and hairless will result in instant dismissal."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]George spluttered. "But, but, I didn't read the contract." As soon as he said it he knew he'd have signed anyway. Shaved body versus all this luxury.

	Elena closed her eyes for a moment. "That's your problem, Georgie. You signed."

	He didn't know how Kara Simone would know whether he had body hair or not but whatever, if that's what floated her boat he'd do it. Her demands were getting weirder. It was best to get all the weird stuff out of the way he supposed.

	As he turned toward the shower, Elena called out. "Once you've showered and shaved, throw out your old clothes and underwear into the room so I can dispose of them. They're disgusting, old and cheap. I'll bring your replacements for you while you're getting ready."

	He opened his mouth and shut it seeing her scowl.

	"You're learning," Elena said. "Good boy. I'll lay out your new clothing on the bed for when you've finished and I'll then wait [image: Image]to inspect you before presenting you to Kara."

	He walked to the shower room door and then what she said soaked into his mind. He shrugged to himself and went into the bathroom. It was modern and massive with bright LED lights sunk into a high ceiling. A large glass partition separated the shower area from the rest of the room that was as big as his rented room.

	He undressed, threw the clothes out from behind the door and flipped the shower on. Steam quickly rose and looked inviting compared to his old bathroom with a ripped shower curtain on a tension pole along an old bath. The shower had been clipped to the bath taps and when it didn't fall off, half the water leaked into the bath before it ever got to the shower head.

	He looked down at his hairy genital. Lots of sportsmen shaved their bodies, so why not? It was no big deal really although why she should make this stipulation or enforce it made no sense. She had an aversion to body hair. People have unusual dislikes, that was sure.

	He washed his body and hair with the gel and shampoo. It had a wonderful feminine floral smell. He hummed a tune in the steam. He stepped back from the shower flume and wiped the hair remover over his body. The instructions said to wait a while so he used that time to shave his genitals. Rubbing shaving gel around his balls and over his penis was exciting as was the shaving. He got an erection at the sensations.

	He then scraped his body hair away from his legs, arms and body and rinsed under the water. He gazed at the sight of his brown body hair flowing down the drain. It made him think of his masculinity flowing away. Silly thoughts, sportsmen who shaved their bodies were no less masculine. Even so.

	These were stupid thoughts, it was only hair. He turned off the water and immediately felt lighter and softer. The warm air felt different around his body. More sensitive, more real. His erection grew.

	He got out and dried himself. He froze for a moment at the sight of his penis and balls. He'd not seen them this way since he was about twelve, bald. He shrugged and wrapped the pink towel around his waist, a small tent poking out. He stepped back into his bedroom. His clothes had disappeared from the floor where he'd thrown them a few minutes ago.

	Elena Marshall stood with her arms folded and a pinched expression. Her eyes looked over his smooth chest, arms and legs.

	"Good. Now get dressed. Kara will have finished her call and will want to see how well you've scrubbed up."

	"What should I wear?"

	She stepped to one side, put out an arm towards the bed and raised her eyebrows. Three items were laid out. His eyes shot to a small pair of pink panties. Beside them, there were a pair of light tan hold-up stockings with frilly elasticated tops. Next to them was a pink padded bra that matched the panties.

	He looked at the underwear and back at Elena Marshall and back to the underwear. He tried to speak but nothing came out.

	"Hurry up, put them on."

	"What's going on? This is girl's underwear. I'm a man."

	"If you say so."

	"What?"

	"Georgie. It's just underwear. It's what we bought for the last assistant so it's what there is. Kara explained that. Were you not listening?"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"l was. I didn't think she was referring to female clothes?"

	"Well, you didn't ask, did you. Put them on, Kara's waiting."

	It took several moments for this to sink in. "You're joking, right?"

	Elena Marshall closed her eyes for a moment and opened them. “I'm becoming annoyed. Put them on, I can't see what the problem is. You're treading on thin ice."[image: Image]

	He picked up the panties. "The problem, Ms Marshall, is the last assistant must have been a girl and I'm not."

	"What the last assistant was or was not is irrelevant. This is what there is and your landlady will have discarded your old clothes by now."

	George huffed loudly and stepped into the panties and pulled them up under his towel. He let the towel fall and Elena Marshall's eyes fell to the small lump in the front of the panties. She gave out a snigger.

	"And now the pretty stockings and bra." "l don't need a bra. I don't have breasts. This is silly."

	"Put it on. It's a requirement of the role."

	"How can wearing a bra be a requirement?"

	"Because Kara says it is."

	He snatched up the bra and put his arms through it like an angry child. He tried to hook it up behind his back but it was impossible.

	"Let me help you, Georgie." He felt Elena's fingers working the catches. The bra felt strangely comfortable. There was a soft pressure around his chest and back that was not unpleasant. A support he didn't need but liked all the same.

	"Now the stockings." Elena moved back and folded her arms. She stood with one leg forward, "I'm waiting." Her eyes flicked to the erection in his panties and her eyebrows raised.

	George blushed and sat on the bed. He grabbed at one stocking. Elena nodded. "Better. Put the nice stockings on. We wouldn't want to have to release you like the last naughty girl, would we? She wouldn't follow instructions." Elena stepped forward and leaned down into his face. "You're going to be much better behaved than her and do everything I tell you because you haven't exactly got a choice, have you?"

	That was true, he had nowhere else to stay and no clothes to wear except whatever Elena gave him. He'd have to go along with this for now and work something out.

	George put the stocking to his toes and rolled it up his leg. It slid up like a soft gossamer. Goodness, that felt nice. He pulled it to the top of his thigh and his penis went rock hard. There was no hiding place in the thin tiny panties. Elena's eyes went again to the small tent at the front.

	"l knew you'd love this," she said with the whisper of a smile on her lips. "They always do."

	He didn't know what she meant by that but he wasn't about to tell her he did find the feelings erotic and sensual.

	"And now the other leg and then we can find you pretty clothes to go over the pretty underwear."

	This was crazy, Elena Marshall was enjoying his humiliation. Maybe Kara Simone would object if she knew what she was making him wear. He doubted it though. He'd have to go with it.

	He slipped the other stocking on and his head went light and woozy. The pink underwear and tan stockings were light, sensual and soft. And feminine. They had bought everything for the last assistant and it's all there was. He was certain they'd get him male underwear once he started but this was must have been last minute. The previous assistant had been female. It was what it was. There's no way they'd make him wear female clothes otherwise.

	Elena looked at him for a moment, smirked, then strutted to the wardrobe. She opened the doors and lifted out a small pink dress as his eyes widened in horror. She had to be joking. She held it up. It was satin and flared out from the waist about six inches long. Short sleeves puffed out in frills.

	"This is the maid's uniform the last sissy wore for this role."

	Did she just say sissy? What the hell did that mean? He wasn't a sissy. He stood and Elena giggled. His erection poked out the front of his panties. "I'm not putting that on, Ms Marshall."

	She laughed once. "l wasn't asking you to put this outfit on, I was merely showing you what pretty clothes you'd be wearing soon. Cute, isn't it?"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]His body stiffened. "Very nice," he said sarcastically although it was. "But where are my new clothes? I'd prefer to cover up this embarrassing underwear," he said.

	"Yes of course." Elena put the dress back on the wardrobe rail. She leaned down and opened a drawer below the line of dresses he saw hanging. Elena pulled out two folded items. They were in light pink too. "You'll wear these this evening, some[image: Image]thing more casual."

	He looked at her in horror. Elena went to the bed and laid them out next to George. They were a pink pencil-pleated tennis style miniskirt and a pink cropped vest, both in a lightweight sports material. She dropped a pair of two-inch wedge sandals on the floor at his feet.

	He looked at the clothes in astonishment and then back at Elena Marshall. "What's this? A joke?"

	"l don't do jokes, Georgie."

	He believed her when she said she didn't do jokes. His eyes flowed to what she expected him to wear.

	"I'm being lenient as you're new and this is a new experience. Or maybe it's not? But no questions, you must only comply. Put on the pretty clothes and we'll present you to Madam Simone as her new sissy maid."

	Sissy maid? What on Earth was she on about?

	"The pleated sports skirts and lightweight tops are for everyday use and the sissy maid's dresses for cleaning and serving dinner, Sissy."

	He huffed in a flash of anger. "Stop calling me Sissy."

	Elena walked to him and slapped his face. He froze. She looked down at his erection and swiped at that too. He recoiled, his [image: Image]hands over his erection.

	He scowled and cringed. "l can't wear these. This is ridiculous."

	Elena Marshall looked to the ceiling and sighed. "This is going to be an even shorter employment than the last sissy."

	"Why have you given me girl's clothes to wear?"

	She shook her head slowly as if dealing with a fool. "These are your clothes now, Sissy. Put them on, I'll do your hair and we can then go and present you to Madam Simone."

	His eyes widened. This was surreal.

	"And from now, your name is Sissy. Sissy Pink. Because that's the only colour you'll be wearing from now."[image: Image]



	



	CHAPTER 5: SISSY IN PINK

	[image: Image]eorge picked up the little pink skirt and the lightness and shortness made him feel faint. He stepped into it and pulled it up to his waist. The elasticated waistband fitted well. The faint touch of the fine material against his thin stockinged thighs sent electric sparks to his stomach, and shocks to his brain and penis.

	"Good girl." Elena Marshall held a finger under her chin and one elbow rested on her arm. Her eyes led to the top. She raised her eyes.

	He ignored her taunting use of good girl and took the pink top. He pulled it over his bra with a surly tug.

	"And the shoes." Her voice was firm and directive.

	He pushed a foot into one of the wedge-heeled pink shoes. Then the other. He wobbled a little and had the feeling of being [image: Image]more exposed.

	She pulled a chair out, "Sit, Sissy."[image: Image]

	He did as he was told, his mind in a whirl of confusion and shock. His skirt blossomed and settled on his thigh tops and hung from the chair. His erection surged at the sensations and femininity.

	Elena plugged in a large black hairdryer and held a round hairbrush in one hand. She flicked on the hairdryer and warm air flowed to his damp hair. He closed his eyes at the sensation of the brush going through his hair. She brushed it forward into a [image: Image]fringe and then rolled the end with the hairdryer over it.

	She sprayed it with a KS Allure pink branded hairspray. "Not perfect but it will do for now." She came round to face him.

	"Stand for me, Sissy."

	He got up shakily. His hair bounced around his collar, feeling sexier than it ever had.

	A wide smile lit up Elena's face. He hadn't seen her look this happy before. "Excellent," she cooed. "Now you really are Mandy. [image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Except you're now Sissy. Sissy Pink."

	He stepped forward and wobbled on the wedge heels. "Please, I'm not Mandy or Sissy."

	"l beg to differ," said Elena. "You'll be whatever we say you are and Kara says you are Sissy. So that's exactly who you are now." Her smile widened. "Let's show you to Madam Simone and see if she approves. Quite a transformation."

	Elena Marshall took George by the arm and guided him out of his bedroom and back into the main dining and living area. He scuffed reluctantly but had no choice. Kara Simone was sitting at the dining table. A small laptop was open and she was reading something on the screen and the light lit her beautiful face. She typed a few words and continued to peer at the screen.

	George stepped towards her, with Elena's hand on his arm, guiding him. He walked carefully in the high shoes. He swooned at the feeling of the light skirt around the top of his thighs. He'd never felt anything like this, it was incredible but uncomfortable at the same time. He shouldn't have these feelings, they'd put him in an ultra-feminine short skirt and stockings. Everything [image: Image]was pink, how humiliating. His penis was hard and he didn't understand why. Or rather he did but it was confusing.

	Kara Simone glanced up absent-mindedly. Her eyes widened. "Well, well, you look pretty. How do you feel, Sissy? Better? Do you prefer being my sissy or will it take a little getting used to?"

	Hearing her call him Sissy ratcheted up his erection a notch further.

	"Oh, no, no." Kara Simone stood, her eyes on his crotch area. "This will not do."[image: Image]

	George looked down. Horror of horrors! His skirt was so small and fine that a small lump had appeared where his erection pushed the front out. He pulled his legs together but it made it worse.

	"Elena, you need to deal with this. I will not have my sissy domestic staff walking around with a display like this. I'm disappointed you didn't deal with this."

	Elena lost her arrogant look. "Yes, of course, Kara. I'm sorry. I'll deal with it right away."

	Kara Simone looked back at George. "Elena forgot to do something important. Take a seat next to me, Sissy."[image: Image]

	George sat back where he'd been for the interview. He smoothed his little skirt down but the lump in front showed worse [image: Image]when sitting down. Kara Simone looked at it, tutted, and returned to her laptop screen.

	Elena left and returned with a leather holdall under one arm and slapping on white latex medical gloves. This didn't look good. She sat next to George and lifted the front of his skirt. The small bulge in his little panties protruded up. He cringed in embarrassment and she shook her head, more at herself than his bulge. "I'm sorry, Kara," she mumbled and delved into the bag and pulled out a white plastic nurses-type apron. She pulled it over her head and down over her body and legs, tying it around her waist.

	She reached over and pulled his panties down to his knees. George gasped as his erection burst free into the cool apartment [image: Image]air but Kara Simone concentrated on her laptop without interest. His erection stiffened further.

	Kara Simone glanced at his erection. "Hurry Elena, she's dribbling and I do not want a mess on my chairs and floor." Her voice dripped with irritation at Elena who was getting more flustered.

	George looked down and was horrified to see the pre-cum oozing out of the end, his foreskin was fully retracted and his penis head was red and engorged. He was about to burst. This was unbelievable. Yesterday at this time he was sitting bored in his cramped room watching TV in cheap jeans and a plain white tee shirt. Now he was in Kara Simone's luxury apartment with a pink miniskirt hoicked up to his stomach, pink panties down and a raging erection.

	It's funny what life brings.

	Elena's latex-gloved fingers wrapped around his erection. She wore an expression of distaste and flicked her hair back with a shake of the head. She held a large opened tissue at the end of his penis with the other hand. She rubbed his erection fast and mechanically. Her plastic apron squealed as she moved.

	This shouldn't feel so good. Elena Marshall was masturbating him while one of the most powerful women in the country looked at her computer screen. His orgasm burst within an instant and huge globules of semen burst into the tissue. Elena kept rubbing and more semen shot out with the most powerful orgasm he had ever had. His head fell back and he submitted to the ecstasy.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He finished cumming and left his head back and his eyes closed. He felt his penis being wiped with something damp. He [image: Image]kept his eyes closed not wanting to lose the sensations from being masturbated by this stunning lady, even though she'd used [image: Image]gloves. Or maybe because of it.

	He felt his limp penis being pushed into something. It was small and tight and there was a sharp clicking sound. He opened his eyes and looked down. His penis was encased in a tiny pink hard silicone cage. It was squashed small in a tiny one-inch tube.

	He spluttered in shock. Every few minutes, there was a new surprise to contend with

	Kara Simone pressed a couple of keyboard keys and turned to him. A friendly smile came over her face. "I'm glad we've got the mucky business over with, Sissy. I can't have you wandering around my home with an erection." She made a fake shudder and smiled again. "You'll wear the cage at all times." She turned to Elena. "And the rest?"

	Elena was wrapping up the large tissue with his discharge. "Yes, Kara." She put the tissue in the bag and removed a small pink silicone plug with a small bulge on the end and a small tube with the now usual pink colouring, the KS Allure logo and the words Lubricating Gel written on it. "Get up and bend over, Sissy, this is the last thing and we're done."

	He got up with trepidation. Elena's hand pressed on the back of his head and he bent over. His bottom was bare and raised in the air. A slap of cold gel hit his hole. A second later, the feeling of the silicone bulb touched his anus. His wife used to put her finger in there and tease him that it was his sissy vagina. He'd enjoyed that game. It was naughty but harmless fun between consenting married adults. That was before he found out what she was up to with the trainer from her gym.

	The butt plug slipped in, tight and larger than his ex-wife's finger. It pushed up further and tingles hit the side of his hole as it went in further. It stopped at the flange. He felt filled up. A sense of comfort.

	"You may stand up straight now, Sissy, and pull your pretty panties up." Kara Simone's voice was sweeter and gentler than it had been before Elena had changed him.

	He stood, pulled his panties up, wriggled his bum and flattened the little skirt down. He shouldn't feel this good, his smooth skin tingled with excitement all over his body.

	"We're going to gradually stretch you by using a larger plug every week. So you're ready. It's too small at present, but don't worry, it won't take long."

	Long for what? Ready for what? She didn't elaborate.

	"And we'll reduce the cage to become flat eventually," She smiled sweetly again. "Funny, one end will become larger and the other smaller but don't worry, we'll fix you, Sissy. It's never possible to get exactly want I need so it always requires a little work and moulding of my sissy employees."

	He hadn't realised he was broken or a sissy. Well, now he thought about it, he was in some ways. He hadn't thought that putting him in pink, caging his penis and expanding his anus would fix him. Kara Simone obviously thought so.

	"And tomorrow, Elena will take you to the shopping centre. You have an appointment with the hairdresser and beautician booked."

	His chest went heavy. All he had to wear were the clothes they gave him. Surely they were not going to expect him to go out like this?

	Kara Simone was taking far more interest in him now. "You look pretty in pink, Sissy, it suits you. HR and Elena chose well, you are exactly what I wanted. So far. Let's see how you perform next."

	Perform? He was sure he was mistaken but he thought he caught a look of lust in her eyes.


CHAPTER 6: GIRLY STUFF

	[image: Image]f Elena Marshall was upset by last night's sharp remarks from Kara Simone, she had got over it. She was pulling him by his arms through the busy shopping centre. She was back to her confident and assertive self. And still as sexy as hell.

	He struggled to keep up. He kept his eyes to the floor after seeing several men turning to follow him with lustful eyes. His pink layered miniskirt was no more than six inches long, fine and thin. He wore a pink vest with a padded bra that made it look like he had real boobs. His pink shoes had high heels and hadn't got used to walking them yet. His calves ached. He was Sissy Pink today in many ways.

	Elena wasn't concerned if he was embarrassed or not. She was clearly peeved at having to spend her day chaperoning him but what Kara wants, Kara gets. Elena stopped outside a nail bar. "Wait while I pop in to confirm the appointment for later. My friend works here so I need five minutes to catch up without you in the way."

	Before he could argue he didn't want to be left alone, Elena shot into the nail bar leaving him standing on his own. He put his hands together in front of his little skirt and suddenly felt vulnerable. He was dressed all in pink with the tiniest mini skirt and [image: Image]his appearance gathered looks.

	"Are you waiting for me, darling?" George hadn't spotted the man approach him from the other side.

	"No, no," he sputtered.

	"Nice legs," the man said with a slow leering look. The man looked him in the face and something changed in his face. "Hold on. Are you a man?"

	George shook his head rapidly back and forth. The man's forehead creased deeply and he left without further comment.[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Two middle-aged women then stopped and looked him up and down. "l tell you, Jean, that's a man under all that pink slutty clothing." She looked him up and down. "l wish I had legs like that though, it's not fair." The two women laughed and walked on. Elena came out as George wanted the ground to swallow him up. "Let's go," she said and dragged him by one arm to the other end of the centre. She swept him into a hairdresser's salon and walked up to the receptionist. George cringed as all eyes turned to him. "Sissy Pink for hair colouring and styling, 11am," she announced to the receptionist who threw George an amused glance.

	Whether that was for the revealing pink clothing or she had spotted her as a man beneath the femininity wasn't clear. Either option was bad.

	Elena had made George's face up — lipstick, eyeshadow, mascara and eyeshadow. He'd looked in the mirror and saw for the first time what his wife and co-workers may have seen. He looked like a girl at first glance but his eyebrows and face structure gave things away once you looked a few seconds longer.

	Elena swept him to a vacant chair where a hairdresser with short red hair and heavy make-up waited. "I'm Ruby." She looked at George in the mirror. "My, aren't you the pretty one all in pink." Her face fought laughter.

	George blushed and saw the red glow in the hairdresser's mirror through the foundation Elena had applied.

	"So what shall we do today, girls?" the hairdresser asked, glancing at George with a knowing grin as she said girls.

	Elena didn't give him a chance to reply. "She'll have Kara Simone's usual look for her employees for this one, a pretty fringe to her eyebrows, light blond hair and cute waves. But don't cut the length obviously, we want her to grow it longer. Down to her waist eventually."

	He twisted around in the seat. "Er, Ms Marshall, I'm not sure that's a good idea."

	"How sweet," Ruby said and set to work. "You've nothing to worry about, sweetheart, I've worked on Kara Simone's staff's hair before. I know exactly what she wants. She loves her employees to look pretty and girly."

	"But, it sounds too girly," he complained.

	"Girly. Exactly," said Ruby with a laugh. "l suggest a pretty ash blond. And perhaps pink highlights?"

	Elena nodded "Sounds divine."

	Ruby brushed his hair out and examined it carefully, running it through her fingers, examining the hair from the root to the ends. George kept his hands on the arms of the chair wanting to get out but stayed under Elena's hard glare. What mess had he got himself into now? He'd allowed Kara and Elena to cut all his ties and now he was stuck. He should have asked more questions. Read the damn contract. Kept some of his clothes.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Ruby segmented his hair and he watched her in the mirror fascinated. If he had to go through this, he may as well sit back and enjoy the experience. Ruby put various clips in his hair and applied various products to his hair. Once finished, she told him he had to wait 30 minutes for it to set. She left him sitting bored before returning and putting something else in his hair before washing.

	"Now, let's give you a pretty girl hairstyle, Sissy."

	She combed his fringe to his nose and clipped it a little. He closed his eyes and gave in. He'd only been working for Kara Simmons for 12 hours and he was already feeling feminine. Why did she want him like this?


CHAPTER 7: ALPHA LADY

	[image: Image]ara circled him like a lioness preparing to pounce on her prey. He was on a plain chair in the middle of her living space as Kara walked around and around, one black high-heeled step in front of the other. Prowling.[image: Image]

	He'd returned from the day's makeover with Elena. He still wasn't entirely certain what Kara wanted with him. Her face showed intense satisfaction at something about him as her eyes never left him. Her tight mid-thigh pencil skirt was taut against her muscled thighs. Strong, tall, defined but feminine: alpha feminine.

	Kara stopped prowling and stopped in front of him. She ran her fingers through her hair around one ear and fiddled with the small golden earring in one lobe, twisting it between two fingers.

	He looked to the floor feeling the thickened hair around his neck — a new feeling as the blond sides fell over his face. He placed his hands on his bare legs, the pink nails stark against white flesh, his slim almost skinny legs exposed from the tiny [image: Image]layered pink mini skirt. The sensation of exposure and sexual display was strong. He had a lot of his flesh on show for Kara. His penis fought to surge inside the tiny cage and failed against the silicone bars. His brain swirled in waves of humiliation, excitement, submission and elation.

	"This is good, Elena, very good indeed. She is perfect material, as we thought."

	Kara was speaking about him as if he were a piece of meat or a slave at a market. Raw material[image: Image]

	"OK, Sissy. Let's see how you do. Fetch me a large glass of white wine and serve me by the chair by the windows." She walked away and sat on a single black leather Barcelona chair by the long glass wall. The late evening sun was partially obscured by the sun but still glistened in her shining brown hair. "Chablis Grand Cru. The 2020. It's at the top of the wine fridge, there's a good girl." She sighed in a soft pleasure.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]George's stomach turned several somersaults at seeing her. He scurried to the kitchen. He pulled open the smoked glass door to the 6-foot high larder-style wine fridge and sorted through the bottles, his hands shaking. He found the bottle she was after and removed it. After opening and pouring into a glass, he carried it to the windows where Kara sat.

	He held it out to her.

	She was looking away out of the windows and over the park below. "Curtsey first, holding out the hem of your skirt with one hand. Then you may present me with my wine."

	He saw she was watching him in the reflection in the windows. He fought a disparaging look at her demand for a curtsey. If it meant curtseying for all this luxury and no one apart from Elena could see him, then it's not a problem.

	He curtseyed and passed Kara the glass of wine. She looked up and beckoned him to her, eyes sparkling. Was it the sun glinting or something else? He shuffled forward.

	"Closer, Sissy." She pointed to a spot next to her seat.

	He moved towards her with trepidation. Her behaviour was odd. Gone was the strict personality-free businesswoman to be replaced by an almost friendly, slightly playful one.

	He stood by her and Kara took a small sip of her wine and placed her hand on his bare thigh. She ran her hand lightly up and down. He jumped at her touch and she giggled. Giggled. This was getting weirder by the second.

	"Sissy." She said nothing more for several seconds.

	He supposed she wanted some kind of reply. "Yes, Madam Simone."

	She rubbed her hand lightly up and down the back of his thigh. He flinched then relaxed. Her touch was inappropriate but once he got over the shock, it was wonderful.

	"I'll be off now, Kara," said Elena with a catch in her throat. She wandered to the door.[image: Image]

	Kara waved the hand she'd been using to stroke George's thigh and his skin still tingled. She spun around to face him. "Your role here, Sissy, is to do everything I tell you to help me relax. I have a stressful demanding job. I run a multinational business. OK, Sissy? You're like my stress ball. A de-stress ball."

	That wasn't very specific but sounded easy enough. "Yes, Madam Simone."

	"Good Sissy. Now get behind me and massage my shoulders. They're as tight as a sissy virgin's vagina."[image: Image]

	What did she just say? Kara removed her business jacket, laid it arm the arm of the chair, pointed to the top of her shoulders and sat back. Her brown hair flicked over her shoulders and over the back of the chair.

	The click of the front door closing echoed around the silent apartment as Elena left them alone. Kara tapped the top of her shoulders again. George pushed both hands onto her shoulders and began to massage and squeeze.

	"Good, but a little harder, Sissy. Dig those fingers in," said Kara. She rested her head back and closed her eyes.

	George pushed harder and kneaded his fingers into her shoulders. Kara moaned a sound of satisfaction. This was now beyond bizarre. A couple of days ago he was a lowly employee and unimportant cog in Kara Simone's global empire and now he was dressed as a sissy bimbo massaging her shoulders in the privacy of her home.

	After several minutes, Kara put her hand on his. "Enough." He stopped and stepped away. She leant over and took a delicate sip from her glass of white wine as he waited. "In the drawer under the kitchen electric hob, you'll find a bottle of moisturising cream. Go and get it and bring it here." She clapped her hands once. "Now."

	George scurried off to the drawer, opened it, and saw the moisturiser. It was not her pink brand but something with a white label written in French. He picked it up and scurried back to her. She had removed her shoes and was rolling down a stocking. He stopped and stared as she pulled it off and dropped it on the floor. She looked up at him with a saucy smile. She'd pulled her tight pencil skirt to the top of her thighs and he gaped at her long defined muscular legs. He guessed she was a runner, at least on a treadmill.

	Kara rolled off the other sticking and lifted both perfectly manicured slim feet onto a footstool. Her toenails were painted a glossy ivory colour with white tips. "l have a call to make. Be a good sissy girl and rub the moisturiser into my feet while I do the call."

	She picked up her phone and hit a key. She tucked it under her hair to one ear. She pointed to her feet.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]This was getting odder by the minute but rubbing her feet was not difficult work he supposed. She spoke to the phone, "Kara Simone speaking." She hit a key and looked down at him. "I'm on a conference call with my Chicago branch, no noise." She hit a key and started speaking again. "So, Jenny, take me through those numbers we discussed on email along with the reasons for the 1.5% drop in revenue last month."

	George heard a scratchy voice begin to speak as he poured the thick cream onto his fingers and rubbed at one of her feet. She nodded at him with a smile. He wondered how he HR might have decided he was the perfect choice to rub the company [image: Image]CEO's feet but whatever the reason, this job was looking up. Her feet were on the large side but slim and elegant nonetheless. A heady feeling engulfed him.

	Without warning, Kara slammed a hand on the arm of her chair and he fell back in shock. His legs were apart and his already short skirt rode up to reveal his panties and the cage bulge.

	Kara hit the mute button and pointed to her feet. "I'm getting mad. This useless finance manager has lost the thread. You need to soothe me, Sissy, I employed you for this purpose."

	George pulled his skirt back over his panties. "Yes, of course, Madam Simone, what would you like?"

	"Kiss my feet, slow and lovingly."

	"Excuse me?"

	She slammed her hand on the arm of the chair now. "l don't need you questioning me, just do it."[image: Image]

	She hit unmute and started giving a slow assertive, bordering on aggressive, instruction to Jenny and whoever else was on the line. Kara Simone wanted him to kiss her feet. The evening was going from odd, to weird and slipping into surreal. Nonetheless, the idea was intoxicating. He'd only known her a few hours and he was smitten.

	He kneeled, puckered his lips and gently kissed the top of one foot. The smell of fresh-scented moisturiser and sweaty shoe leather hit his nostrils. He shivered in submissive delight. He looked to see Kara's face soften. It worked. He held her heel with both hands and kissed lightly over her foot. A wave of headiness came over him again, strong and sensual. The feeling of submission and subservience bit at his chest and he found he loved it. His stomach and genitals tingled as he heard someone [image: Image]speaking from her earpiece.

	Kara slammed her hand again and howled into the phone. "Go away, revise the numbers and tomorrow at the same time [image: Image]I want to see what you're going to do to recover this situation." She jabbed at the red call close button and threw the phone across the room, It clattered against a wall unit and fell to the floor, the screen shattered.

	She pulled her feet away and stood, towering over him. "l need something more to take my stress away. Those idiots in Chicago have screwed up royally. I'm surrounded by incompetence. If I don't keep on top of every single thing, this is what happens." She closed her eyes and ran both hands down her face, barely stretching her perfect unwrinkled skin that seemed to have had some additional assistance from Botox or surgery. Subtle and high quality, but work.

	She glanced down at him, kneeling on the floor at her feet. A position he found intoxicating. "l need something stronger than having my feet kissed, as much as I adore get off on the feeling of the power of a sissy doing this." Her mind seemed to churn an idea over. Was he just a sissy to her or something more? "It's a bit sooner than I usually ask," she said over his thoughts. "But how good are you at giving head, Sissy?" He must have misheard her. "I'm sorry, Madam Simone, I didn't catch what you said."

	"l think you did by the look on your face"

	He tried to swallow but his mouth had dried. The last dregs of the evening sun fell behind the horizon lighting the sky with a mix of dark clouds and streaky white sky. In the last few months of his marriage, him giving head to her was all his wife allowed in the way of sex. Not that she returned the favour. He supposed he was quite good, he'd had a lot of practice. He'd tell Kara that. "My ex-wife liked it so I did it a lot."

	"Good to hear. Would you like to do it for me, Sissy? I usually work up to that with my new house sissies but that last call has put me on edge so I'm not sure I can wait."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]She'd had other sissies? George felt his eyes flicking, his heart rate pounded up and beat against his chest like a bass drum. "Er, er. I think I can do that, Madam Simone. If that's what you would like." His penis jolted against the cage like a tiger throwing itself against the iron bars of its cage. It had nowhere to go and ached with desire and a need to be released and to expand. Kara put her hands on her hips. "You think or you can? Which is it? I can't hang around, I can make a call and get someone else here in 45 minutes if you're not up to it."

	"Yes, yes, yes of course, I can, no problem. Yes. I can. Yes," he sputtered. Was this really happening? This evening was a turning into a horny wet dream.

	"Good sissy," said Kara. “Do you like giving head, Sissy?"

	"Yes, yes, I love doing it. Thank you. It's wonderful." His mind filled with the past, when he gave head to his wife. The smells, the juices, the delight. His penis was fighting hard to escape its tiny cage but it was a waste. It was never going to win a fight against rigid silicone.

	Kara put her hands up her skirt and pulled down a pair of plain white panties. She kicked them away as George's heart rate went into overdrive, following their trajectory. He would have liked to sniff them too. But now for the real thing. This was going to happen. He was going to lick out Kara Simone, the stunningly beautiful and famous businesswoman.

	Kara sat back on the chair and put her hands on the hem of her skirt. She pointed to a spot at her feet and he shuffled forward, his face hot and his penis fighting against its cage. Kara took the hem of her skirt and hoicked it up to her waist. George froze and his mouth dropped open and hung loose. His eyes fixed on Kara's exposed crotch with astonished wonder.

	Six inches from George's face was a massive swaying erect penis.

	 


CHAPTER 8: A TASTY EVENING

	[image: Image]eorge backed away, spluttering. "You, you, you. Have a penis." He swallowed hard, unable to take his eyes from[image: Image]

	Kara's enormous erection. Eight, nine inches, maybe more.

	"Very observant, Sissy." Kara tucked a balled-up hand under her chin. "So are you going to give me head, Sissy?" She pouted. "You said you loved doing it and I'm so desperate for some relief from my stresses. A good blow job usually does [image: Image]the trick." She leaned back and shifted her head provocatively. She ran a hand through her long brown hair.

	George's stare was fixed on her erection. He tore his eyes away. Had the air conditioning failed? It was suddenly hot and stuffy in the room. Perhaps there had been a power cut. He wiped his forehead with the back of his hand. It was too silent. He could hear his own heartbeat. Or thought he could. Kara was waiting, her eyebrows raised.

	"l, er, I er, meant. I liked. Er, loved. Licking a woman. My ex-wife. Whatever. I've not, er. Licked a penis." He ran his tongue over dry lips. It didn't help. What was wrong with the AC? The lights were on so the power was working.

	"Oh, I see," said Kara. She had an amused expression. It was as if she were a cat toying with a mouse. "So you don't know if you'd like sucking on a penis or not." She opened her legs wider and George's eyes fell on Kara's ball sacks, smooth, full and ready. Kara ran a fingertip over the end of her penis. How could a woman like her have a penis? Such an enormous penis. "I'm drizzling, Sissy. I need something more."

	"But, but. You have a penis, Ms I mean Madam Simone."

	"And?"

	"And I have never licked a penis."

	"So you don't know if you'd like it or not."

	"Er, no, er, I suppose not. But it's not right. I'm not gay."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Kara continued to roll her fingertip over the end of her erection. "Is it gay to suck my girly penis? Does it matter? And you don't know if you like it or not. Maybe you will, I have a hunch you'll love it."

	George licked the top of his lip It tasted of salt. He stared mindlessly at Kara's erection. "No, I don't know. I can't imagine it." Kara stopped rubbing the end of her penis and sat up straight. George tried to look away from her giant erection but it was in his vision and his eyes were tugged back as if by a magnetic force.

	"Look, Sissy, I am not going to force you but I'm sure you'll love it once you try." She squeezed her eyebrows in an expression of kindness. "So give it a go. If you don't like it, you can stop and I'll use my hand. How about that?"

	He had to admit to himself, there was something sensually exciting about this stunning woman with an erection. Something wrong and right at the same time. He made a decision. He nodded and slid forward. Towards the large throbbing erection. It was smooth and solid, like a ballistic missile. It was ready to fire.

	Kara took one of his hands and placed it around her erection. It was warm and he felt a faint heartbeat-like throb. "Good girl," purred Kara. "Now kiss it."

	George's eyes hadn't left the shaft of flesh. He leant forward and pecked at it quickly. A sweet smell came into his nostrils mixed with something rubbery. It wasn't so bad.

	"Very good, Sissy. Now a little longer."

	He moved his lips in and kissed against the underside of the erection. He held it there for a few seconds. And moved back.

	Not so far away this time. An inch or two. There was something dragging him into this, something that said do it.

	"And now the end. Why not lick that little bit of drizzle away for me? Eh?" Kara's eyes widened in anticipation. She was stunningly beautiful and his stomach twisted in desire. He put his lips to the end and sucked a little. The taste was salty. He swallowed and shuddered unsure if it was distaste or from the excitement.

	"And now put the end in your mouth like a good sissy slut." Kara's voice reverted to her assertive almost bossy way he was more familiar with. Kara knew she had him. He shuddered again at the word slut but it excited him too.[image: Image]

	He moved over the end and dallied a moment. He looked down the shaft to the smooth base where there was no sign of pubic hair. He opened his mouth and put it over the end of Kara's erection and breathed in her smell. He closed his lips around it and the salty taste was stronger. She took the back of his head and groaned, "Good sissy. Suck me. Make me cum. Take away [image: Image]my stresses. Swallow me up."

	He lowered his head as far as he could and raised it again, keeping his lips around the smooth shaft, feeling her engorged blood vessel running down the side. Kara's fingers tightened into his skull and she wrapped both legs against his temples. "Suck me dry, Sissy, suck me dry."

	She gently moved his head to go up and down her shaft faster, then faster. Her penis jerked larger as Kara's hands on his head guided him up and down. She jerked and a large stream of cum hit the back of his tongue and the back of his throat. It was bitter and salty but oddly satisfying. His initial reaction was to pull his mouth away but her legs and hands were locked on his head. He gave in and allowed each jerk and spurt of her cum to hit his mouth. He swallowed and swallowed what seemed like gallons of cum.

	Kara let go of his head and fell back, her penis flaccid and limp against sagging balls now emptied. The contents settled in George's stomach.

	[image: Image]George licked his lips without thinking and sat back as Kara pulled her tight skirt back down over those superb legs that a [image: Image]moment ago had been wrapped against his head. She picked up her phone and scrolled through her messages.

	George's head swirled. Was he now in a relationship with his boss? Things had changed, they'd just had sexual relations. He was in a relationship. She was reading her phone; the life of a busy executive. He was the partner of Kara Simone. He stood.

	[image: Image]"Would you like a drink or something, Kara?"

	She stopped reading for an instant. Her gaze shifted from the phone screen to his face. "Excuse me? What did you just call [image: Image]me?"

	He shrugged, "Kara."

	She stopped breathing and her face went puce. She slapped him once around the face and she said, "How dare you. You're [image: Image]my sissy housemaid and you'll refer to me as Madam Simone. If I ever hear you call me anything other than Madam Simone again, you'll be out of that door and out of a job before you can say sissy blow-job. Do you hear me?" he voice rose at the end to a scream and her face went even redder.

	A look of puzzlement and surprise crossed his face. He peered intently at the floor. "l thought, er...l don't know," he said. "l assumed."

	Kara stood and pointed to the end of the room. "Who the hell do you think you are? Now curtsey to me, say sorry Madame [image: Image]Simone, then go to your bedroom. I don't want to see you again tonight."

	She threw herself back into the chair. She looked up. "Now."

	He curtseyed, apologised and scuttled to his bedroom. He shut the door behind him. What had just happened?

	 


CHAPTER 9: THE AWAKENING

	[image: Image]eorge opened the door of his bedroom at 6am the next morning and looked out. He saw Kara at the dining table.

	Her long nails clicked rapidly on the keys. She was dressed and immaculate. She looked up and saw him.

	"Ah, Sissy." A smile crossed her face "Good girl. Get me a fresh coffee and an orange juice. Heat two croissants and bring me a jar of marmalade.

	He had dressed in the pink maid's dress. It wasn't as if he had many choices and all were pink. He left his room and went to the kitchen area to make Kara's breakfast. He heard her singing a song under her breath.

	"Sleep well, Sissy?" she asked.

	"Y, yes, thank you, Madam Simone." He wasn't going to make the same mistake as last night. This was all odd. They'd had sex and then she'd reverted to being the dominant alpha boss.

	He brought her the coffee, croissants and marmalade on a tray, watching her as he approached. He looked at her sexy face and hair. She had a penis. A massive one. And he'd sucked it and swallowed her cum. He must have had a dream. But it had been so real. He felt he could still taste that salty alkaline flavour in his mouth.

	He curtseyed and laid the tray by her laptop.

	She looked up and smiled. "Good girl."

	His stomach twisted and the heat rose with excitement from his balls. He needed to cum but that was impossible while she kept him locked up. The cage was so small his little penis had lost some sensation, it was as if he didn't have one. But his balls were full.

	"Sissy?"

	He came out of his daydream. "Yes, Madam Simone."

	"[image: Image]That blow-job was so good last night, I want another one before I head for the office." A smile creased her eyes but nothing [image: Image]else. "Something to relax me before I leave. I have to say, you give a great blow job. You're a natural sissy."

	So it hadn't been a dream.[image: Image]

	"l have no panties on so get under the table and get that pretty mouth of yours busy while I sort these emails."

	He gave her a dazed look of total bewilderment. She wanted him to give her another blow job. He wondered what was in it for him for his relief. He had to admit, last night was something new and wonderful. Who'd have thought he liked penises? It obviously helped she looked like a woman. Yes, that was it. He was not gay. Not one bit.

	"Sissy? Now. I only have a few minutes so be quick."

	He scurried under the table. She opened her legs and her skirt rode up. Her penis was as hard and ready as last night. He took it and put his mouth around as he had last night. Electricity surged through his chest. He moved his mouth down and then up. "Do it fast, Sissy, I don't have a lot of time and don't let any drip on the floor. I saw some of my drips on the floor last night so you need to be more careful and swallow it all like a good sissy slut."

	He kept sucking on her erection but her words jolted in his brain. Sissy slut? She'd used that last night. It stung but made him feel naughty. In a good way.

	He felt her grow a bigger and then jerk cum hard into his mouth as if she hadn't discharged at all last night. He focused on keeping his lips tight around Kara's erection. He didn't want trouble if she found any drips later.

	She slid her chair back and her limp penis slid out of his mouth. She shuffled her skirt down and folded her laptop screen flat then picked it up and tucked it under her arm. The doorbell buzzed.

	"Excellent timing," said Kara. "Elena is always on time to the second." She strode to the door and turned back as she put a hand on the handle. "I'll be back around 9 this evening. Have two cold glasses of wine ready, cheese, biscuits and a few olives on a plate. I have a good friend coming."

	George pulled himself out from under the table. The excitement of giving her another blowjob fluttered in his belly and his balls ached with desire. He had to say something. "Madam Kara, can I ask something?"

	She looked at her high-end sports watch and tutted. "Be quick."

	"l wondered when I will get some relief. To cum."

	Her eyebrows crossed so hard they became one. "Don't be ridiculous. You're a sissy. No cumming, no erections. Your focus is [image: Image]my pleasure. You remain locked. Do you understand me?"

	He looked at the floor, deflated.

	[image: Image]"And Sissy?"

	"Yes, Madam Simone."

	"Whenever I tell you something, you say. Yes, Madam Simone, thank you Madam Simone and you curtsey. OK?"[image: Image]

	He let out a small gasp. She wasn't interested. He curtseyed and said, "Yes, Madam Simone. Thank you, Madam Simone."[image: Image]

	She looked once. "Better," She opened the door and left. He stared at the closed door. He should be sad but instead, it was as if he were a butterfly emerging from a cocoon, a new person. Kara Simone's superior attitude, the unrequited love that had grown in mere hours and sex should be a bad thing. But they weren't. Quite the opposite.


CHAPTER 10: LIVE THE LIFE

	[image: Image]ara Simone and her friend, Linda, sat at angles to each other on the black leather Barcelona chairs. The night sky was clear and light. The three-quarter moon was bright and illuminated the rooftops. Venus twinkled like a fairy light dangling from an invisible thread.

	Kara's friend was a tall slim blond lady. After the shock of finding that Kara was not what he thought, George wondered if this lady was also not what she seemed from her attractive feminine appearance.[image: Image]

	George had run around serving them drinks and snacks all night and they were both tipsy and giggly. Kara had resolved the Chicago office problem and was relaxed. Seeing the tough no-nonsense Kara acting like a schoolgirl was odd. Their conversation was getting louder. Kara demanded more wine. They were on their third bottle.

	George opened and poured the wine as she heard Kara tell Linda how her sissy gave incredible blowjobs. His face flushed. He smoothed down unnecessarily his tiny pink dress. The dress was so short it didn't cover his panties but Kara had given him a small white apron that was longer so he had some dignity. It was relative.

	He took the two glasses of wine to the ladies and curtseyed. They giggled like schoolgirls. Kara said to Linda in a stage whisper, "Sissy told me she wants to cum. Can you believe it?"

	The two women burst into laughter. Once they'd stopped, Linda's face fell into seriousness. She looked up at George. "Would Sissy like to cum?"

	George dipped a curtsey. "Yes, Mistress."

	"l see," said Linda, her long wavy blond hair swirling around her face. She blinked long black eyelashes and faced her friend.

	"Can you give me Sissy's chastity key, Kara. I'm going to unlock her."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]Kara shrugged. She fished in her handbag and removed a small key. She passed it to Linda. Linda removed his apron and [image: Image]pulled down his little panties. She smirked at the sight of his tiny cage. "Kara, you are naughty."

	She unlocked the cage and removed it. His penis surged into an instant erection as he gasped with relief and suppressed desires."

	Linda took the end of his erection between two long fingers. Her nails were red and long and the ends touched against his taut penis skin. He swooned. She rubbed the end and his throat closed with the delight and yearning from the sensations.

	"So, Sissy wants to cum, does she." Her voice was matter-of-fact but that added to the frisson in his balls.

	"Yes, Mistress," he rasped.

	Linda rubbed slowly and softly and he felt the juices surge from his balls.

	"l see," said Linda as she continued to rub, slow and gentle, up and down his penis. She leaned in, an inch from the end. "It's tiny, like a real clitty."

	He looked at the ceiling. He was about to burst. He felt her breath on the end.

	"Do you think I should let you cum, Sissy?" She blew on the end and he jerked with the feeling of the fresh breath on his sensitive and desperate penis.

	"Yes, Mistress."

	"You're nearly there, Sissy. I can feel you're about to burst. Are you ready to cum?"[image: Image]

	"Yes, yes I am. Please do it."

	She pulled her hand away. "l don't think so. Yuk."

	He gasped. His erection burned with desperation. He shivered. Another second or two and he'd have exploded.

	"Let's put little clitty away again. We don't want a sissy mess, do we." Linda hunched her shoulders and creased her eyes. She picked up the cage and pushed it back on. She pushed hard against his erection and popped the lock on.[image: Image]

	He did want to see a sissy mess. There was nothing he wanted more than to cum and wallow in the release and relief.

	Kara stood. "l think it's time for bed." Linda stood beside her and put an arm over Kara's shoulder. They turned to face each other and moved their faces closer. They kissed for several seconds. They broke off and Kara's eyes drooped in tiredness. "Clear up Sissy. Then go to bed. "Tomorrow, 7am, coffee and croissants for two."

	[image: Image]The ladies walked hand in hand towards Kara's private apartment. They stopped at the door and kissed again. Kara looked back over her shoulder. "Just the breakfast, Sissy. I won't be needing your blowjob services tomorrow."[image: Image]

	They disappeared through the door and closed it gently behind them.

	Sissy's balls and penis ached. He hated and loved it at the same time. No. He didn't hate it. He loved the frustration and everything he had now he was Sissy Pink.


THE END

	If you enjoyed Sissy Pink, Lady Alexa has written many transgender and feminisation novels. Here are a few of her titles to look out for:

	Femboy Love

	Stepmother's Sissy

	Becoming Joanne 1, 2 & 3

	Forced Feminization Bundles 1 & 2

	The Submissive Sissy

	The Sissy Within

	How I Feminized My Husband 1 & 2

	Feminized & Pretty 1, 2 &3

	The Mother-ln-Law Dilemma

	Mistress Megan & The Sissy Princess 1 & 2

	Lockdown Feminization 1, 2 & 3

	Samantha's Law

	A Very Dominant Woman

	The Woman's World

	Office Feminization

	Feminization Is Compulsory [image: Image]The Female Species

	The Reluctant Housemaid

	A Sissy Cuckold Husband 1 & 2

	Feminized By My Wife

	An Accidental Girl

	Maid To Serve

	The New Assistant
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