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Sissy of the House:

A Gift for Master

––––––––

My mistress’s beautiful scent tingled in my nostrils as she slowly walked round me, poking and prodding me with her glossy red nails. I stood before her in the home office in my white stockings and matching white lace bra and panty set, my black satin French maid uniform on the carpet surrounding my white stilettos. I knew she was checking me out because she loved me. But I got the feeling there something else?

She stood in front of me and smiled, “You’re coming along very well. How do you feel?”

How did I feel? I caught sight of myself in one of the mirrors and gave a wiggle (something I’d not have done, or even considered doing, a while ago). My long dark hair flowed over my shoulders, my tits bounced slightly but were firmly (and comfortably) held in my bra. The tell-tale bulge in my panties was really only noticeable of you were specifically looking for a cock and balls. My skin was soft, my waist slimmer than my hips. I felt like a beautiful butterfly emerging from a chrysalis into the sunlight - my inner and outer aspects becoming one.

I smiled at my Mistress, happy to be me and with her and my Master, knowing I was loved by them, and loving them back.

She saw the happiness shining in my face and moved closer to gently kiss me. I wanted more (who wouldn’t!), but she seemed to have something on her mind.

“Jenna?”

“Yes, Miss?”

“I’m worried about your Master.”

“Oh?”

“It’s these long hours he’s working in the office.”

I’d noticed the same thing but didn’t know much about what he did, just that it had a lot of responsibility.

“I’d like you to do something for me.”

“Anything, Mistress,” I said with all my heart.

“I’ve got some work here that I need to finish and email off, so can’t go myself. Would you go to his office and make sure he’s ok? You could wear that dress, the one you loved so much on vacation. You did look lovely in it.”

My mind flashed to the vacation – I played the part of their PA, making sure everything (and I do mean everything) was acceptable to them. She even remembered me saying I loved the dress and that I looked nice in it! I still had it in my wardrobe, hoping I’d get to wear it again!

I caught a look in her eyes. There was something else?

“Yes, Mistress. Of course.”

“There’s something else.”

“Oh?”

Here it comes.

“All work and no play makes your Master a dull boy.”

What?

“Working for so long is not a good idea. I think he needs to have some fun, Jenna. To keep him on his toes.”

I gave her a puzzled look, “Ok...?”

What on earth was she getting at?

“I’d like him to fuck you, Jenna.”

“In the office? Won’t people... notice?”

“Wherever is practical. The important part is that we’ll be looking after him.”

I could do that.

She turned back to the computer desk and opened a drawer. What now?

Smiling she took some items out and showed them to me. One was a black butt plug with a large diamante-style jewel at the end, and the other a tube of lube. My limp cock and balls tingled at the sight. “I want to be sure that he has some fun, Jenna. And I’ll be finished when you get back so us girls can have some as well.”

I couldn’t wait to get started! But first I had a question. I gave another wiggle and asked, “Should I change my lingerie, Mistress?”

“Ok, as long as your panties hold the plug in.”

“Tights would help, Miss.”

She gave me another kiss. “I knew you’d like doing this,” she said, smiling.

~

With my current favourite shoulder bag and my briefcase (empty, but good for the look) beside me in the cab I looked through my sunglasses (not really needed but, again, good for the look) at the business district. Lots of glass-walled high-rise buildings rose into the sky creating cold, grey shadows. Lots of men and women looking harried, and harassed, and downright miserable, walking around outside (there were some nice dresses though). Yes, Master could definitely do with some fun, just like I’d had with my butt plug as the cab drove over the potholes.

Thankfully the perfume I wore helped mask the strange smell coming from the cab’s interior.

I caught the cab driver glancing at me in the rearview mirror and I made sure my halter-neck dress with the pretty flower pattern was pulled down over my sheer nylon-clad crossed legs. What was underneath was definitely not for him. 

The cab stopped outside the building where Master worked. I paid the driver and carefully got out, not wanting anything (like odd bulges or strangely-shaped things dropping to the pavement from where they shouldn’t...) to distract from my image of a sexy young businesswoman. 

My shiny black stilettos purposefully clicked over to the building where my Master worked, my gorgeous dress clung to my feminine curves, a matching jacket and tasteful jewellery completing the look. Naturally, Mistress had done my make-up as she wanted me looking my best for Master.

The building was shared with several other companies but my Mistress had informed me what floor Master was on so I didn’t have to look at the floor guide for where to go.

I hit the call button and waited for the one of the elevators with my briefcase held in both hands in front of me, using the shiny metal doors to check how I looked. Words like ‘sexy’, ‘gorgeous’, ‘stunning’, came to mind. I loved being me!

Before one of the elevators arrived I was joined by some of the unhappy people I’d seen outside, their lunches were probably finished and they were heading back into work for the second part of their heartbreaking shift. I saw some of them catch and wonder at the faint, Mona Lisa-type enigmatic smile on my face as I was only there because my Mistress had wanted me to be fucked by a man that loved me. 

One of the elevators chimed and more glum unfortunates exited it before we entered. I managed to press the correct button for the floor my Master worked on, then stood at the back, briefcase still held before me, like a shield against the forces of unhappiness.

Subdued conversations broke out, especially one about what Sandra was doing, and it was with quite some relief that my floor arrived. I worked my way between the soul-destroyed workforce and stepped out onto the floor my Master worked on.

Before I’d left home my Mistress had sent a text to him to say she’d sent a lunchtime gift and that he should pick it up from reception. But, looking over to the reception desk I saw he wasn’t there. I thought something like this might happen – that he was too busy - so headed over to it, lifted up my sunglasses to use them like an Alice band in my hair, smiled and said, “Hi,” to the young girl (possibly not yet out of high school) sitting at it, engrossed in a computer screen. “I’ve got a package–”

She interrupted with, “Yeah, I’ve been told about it. Leave it here and I’ll make sure it gets to him.”

I stopped, surprised. This was a bit of a setback, as well as being physically impossible. But Mistress had given me a mission and I was determined to complete it!

I gave the girl another smile (in case she ever looked up from the screen and saw it) and said, as politely as I could, “I’m sorry, I really must give this to him in person.”

Not having someone give up and go away broke her concentration on the computer screen and she looked up at me. She wore slightly too much make-up (which did her no favours) and her mousy brown hair needed seeing to.

I gave an even more friendly smile, “I’d be grateful if you let him know that I’m here, please. He’ll definitely want what I’ve got for him.”

“He’s a very busy man.”

He needs to fuck me and forget the soul-crushing unhappiness you’re helping to promote. Is what I thought, but instead said (with yet another smile), “I know. That’s why I’m here.”

Probably figuring that it was easier to kick me up to someone with more authority she looked back at the screen and the sound of a keyboard tapping began. “I’ve sent him an email, if you could take a seat, Miss?”

“Thank you.”

I was sure master needed cheering up, but now I could do with some myself.

Lowering my sunglasses I headed to some uncomfortable-looking comfy seats and carefully sat down, feeling my butt plug move, facing into the office so I could see Master as soon as he appeared.

A few minutes later the teenage receptionist called over to me, “He’s replied that he’s busy and to leave whatever it is with me.”

“Please could you let him know that Jenna is here with the item?”

She glanced at me, rolled her eyes, and then I detected a badly hidden sigh as she began tapping away again. The things I had to go through to get fucked!

As I’d dearly hoped, a few moments after the email was sent my heart skipped a beat as I saw Master striding down the office towards me. The shirt I’d dressed him in that morning was crumpled and his short hair messy. Picking up my briefcase and making sure my shoulder bag was safe I carefully stood up and smiled warmly at him.

Smiling back, his arms engulfed me and he whispered, “What are you doing here, Jenna?”

I took a few moments to revel in his scent and being held in his arms, though I was regretfully successful at not kissing him. I whispered close to his left ear, “Mistress sent me, she’s worried about you. I need to protect you against the Forces of Unhappiness.”

Holding me at arm’s length he
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