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Chapter 1: “Blackmailed”

	 

	Andrew Boden called his secretary Katherine Jensen into the office. He intended to fire her. She had impeccable credentials and had proven to be an excellent secretary, but she was lacking in the one area which mattered to Andrew: she wouldn't sleep with him.

	Katherine appeared at his door and Andrew motioned her to sit down. She did, crossing her legs and letting her shoe dangle. Andrew got an immediate erection, as he often did from her presence. Indeed, everything about her turned him on, from her firm breasts to her perfect hourglass shape, which she accentuated with body-hugging tailored suits with pencil skirts and high-heeled shoes of all description, to her flowing chestnut-brown hair. She was gorgeous and Andrew wanted her. She even seemed receptive to the idea when he first hired her, as she flirted with him during the interview. But ultimately, she resisted all his advances. This was intolerable to Andrew, who considered sleeping with the office staff to be one of the perks of his job.

	“This isn't working out,” Andrew said.

	Katherine folded her arms but didn't speak.

	“You've done a good job, but I'm just not sure you're right for the position.”

	“I see,” she said coldly “And in what ways am I not right?”

	Andrew shrugged his shoulders. “You're just not right. So I'm letting you go at the end of the month.”

	“Can't we work something out?” she asked. The lack of concern in her voice immediately struck Andrew. She didn't seem to care that she was being fired and her offer to work something out sounded fake. Andrew decided not to risk finding out what she meant.

	“Sorry, it's not in the cards.”

	She rose and left the office without another word.

	Several hours later, Andrew sat on his couch watching the financial news and drinking a gin and tonic. His doorbell rang. He closed his bathrobe and walked to the front door. Standing on the doorstep of his apartment was Katherine. She was still dressed for work.

	“What are you doing here?!” he demanded.

	“We have something to discuss,” she said, holding up a brown folder.

	They stared at each other for several seconds.

	She pursed her lips. “Are you going to invite me in or shall we do this in the hallway?”

	Andrew stepped aside and motioned for her to enter. She crossed the threshold and walked down the hallway toward his living room. He followed her, sneaking a peek at her incredible rear and fantastic legs which ended in her usual four-inch heels. “How did you even find this place?”

	“I know a lot about you,” she said as they reached the living room.

	“I don't appreciate people spying on me.”

	“I'm sure you don't.” She reached into the brown folder and pulled out a disk. “That’s why I've come with this.”

	“What is it?”

	“This is a disk which shows all the money you've stolen from the company in the last year,” she said calmly.

	Andrew felt like he'd been punched in the gut. He had indeed stolen quite a bit of money from the company, but he had no idea anyone could figure it out. It was easy to redirect money from the project he ran to fake companies as he controlled the invoices, so it seemed inconceivable that anyone would ever catch him. Could she prove what he'd done or was she just guessing to save her job? How did she even know about it?

	“How do I know what's on the disk?” he asked.

	She tossed him the disk and sat down on his couch. “Feel free to look the disk over, I have more copies in a safe place.”

	Andrew took a deep breath and then shrugged his shoulders. “No one will believe you,” he said, though they both knew that wasn't true the moment he said it. Someone would definitely investigate an allegation like this

	“Can we cut the theatrics? You and I both know they'll believe me. And you and I both know that what's in these files will not only get you fired, but will also get you locked up in prison until you're a very old man.”

	“How do you figure that?!” he demanded. “The company won't prosecute.”

	She stood up again. “Can you really be that stupid? This is a government contract and the money you stole came from the government. That means every single transaction you made was a false claim and is punishable by five years in prison. You made over a thousand transactions.”

	Andrew's jaw dropped. It honestly never occurred to him that this was stealing from the government. But she was right, that's exactly what it was, and if the government found out, he could spend the rest of his life in prison! He crashed down into a leather chair across from the couch. He could barely breathe. “What do you want? How much?” he asked in a defeated tone.

	Katherine shook her head. “It won't be that easy.”

	Andrew looked up at her. There was fear in his eyes. “What's that supposed to mean?”

	“It means you've made my life hell for the past six months. You've leered at me, demeaned me, groped me, harassed me and all around tried to rob me of my dignity. It's my turn.”

	“What are you talking about?!” he growled as he shot out of the chair.

	“What am I talking about?!” She walked over to him and poked him in the chest as she spoke. “I'm talking about getting even. I'm making myself your boss, and you're going to do every humiliating, degrading and undignified thing I tell you. And if you try to refuse, then this disk goes to a very dear friend of mine, who happens to be a prosecutor, and you will spend the rest of your life in prison on your knees, servicing all comers.”

	“You're mad!”

	She laughed.

	Andrew paced back and forth. For the briefest of moments, he thought about making a run for it. He wondered if he could get out of the country before anyone realized he was missing. But he didn't have a passport. Also, he had no cash. He would need to take the money by check and there was no way he could do that before they seized his accounts. Not to mention, running would prove his guilt. No, he couldn’t run.

	He couldn't just ignore the issue either. If she had any of the documents she claimed, then she could prove these allegations with absolute certainty. Nor would it help to try anything aggressive, like threatening her or forcing her to give him all the copies so he could destroy them. For one thing, he didn't have a violent nature. For another, he didn't know who else was involved nor could he be sure she would tell him honestly. Destroying the documents wouldn't help either. All a prosecutor had to do would be to ask the banks for new copies. The banks had everything that was needed to convict him, they just didn't know the meaning of what they held.

	That left only one option: he needed to placate her. He needed to play along until he could find a way to buy his way out of this, force his way out of this, or convince her to let him go.

	He rubbed his jaw and took a deep breath. “Ok, you win. Tell me what you want and I'll do it.”

	Katherine smiled. She reached into the brown folder and pulled out a stack of forms. She walked over to the countertop that separated the kitchen from the living room and laid these forms out. She handed him a pen. “For starters, you're going to sign these forms.”

	“What are they?”

	“You don't get to ask questions, you just get to sign. And if I decide later that you need to know, then I'll tell you.”

	Andrew swallowed hard. He had no idea what this was and he feared it might be a confession. “How do I know__”

	“You don't, Andrew. That's the beauty of this. You're completely in my power now. That means you'll do anything I tell you, without question and without explanation. Like it or not, it's no longer your place to know.”

	Andrew took the pen. He looked at the forms and then hesitated. “Now, Andrew!” He didn't move.

	“I won't say it again. Sign the forms or I'll call my friend.”

	Andrew looked at her, trying to judge if she was bluffing. He saw only bitter determination in her eyes. It sent a frozen shiver down his spine. He closed his eyes and signed each of the forms.

	Katherine collected the forms and returned them to the brown folder. “Now give me your apartment keys.”

	He handed her the keys.

	“I'm going to leave you now,” she said and she started toward the door. “I expect to see you bright and early in the morning at work tomorrow.”

	“But you're being fired.”

	“Don't worry, Andrew. I shredded your request to HR. I'm not being fired.” She reached the door and she stopped. She turned to face him. “There are going to be huge changes in your life, so you better prepare yourself You better realize fast that you don't control your own life anymore. Resistance will be punished.” She smirked. “One more thing - I want you to go to the mall tonight and get your ears pierced.”

	“What?!”

	“You heard me.”

	“And if I refuse?” he asked.

	“Then I expect your cellmate will be piercing other parts of you by the end of the week.” She opened the door and stepped into the hallway. “And to show you what I mean about being punished, you will now get your ears double-pierced and you will show up for work in the morning wearing two studs in each year, one pink and one rose gold... because you questioned me. Consider that your first lesson!”

	 


Chapter 2: “The Salon”

	 

	Andrew walked nervously through the building the following morning. Maybe he was being paranoid, but he had to pass about forty people before he reached his office and he felt like every single one of them stopped and stared at him. And it wasn't just that his ears were double-pierced, it was also that he had a creeping feeling that somehow they all knew why he had done this... that his secretary had ordered him to do it. That's why he felt like they were all staring.

	Andrew ducked inside his office and closed his door. He didn't even stop to say hello to Katherine, whose desk sat right outside his office. Of course, he wasn't really in any mood to speak with her in any event. Andrew took off his coat and crashed down in his leather desk chair. His phone rang.

	“That was rather rude of you, Andrew,” said Katherine into the phone. “Get out here now and greet me like a good little bitch.” She hung up the phone before he could respond.

	Andrew gritted his teeth. He'd hoped Katherine was only trying to scare him the prior night and would this morning tell him how much money she wanted to keep quiet. Then he could buy her off and go on with his life. But apparently, he was wrong. Apparently, she intended to continue this game for the moment. He stepped out to her desk.

	Like most secretaries, Katherine's desk was covered with a mix of personal items, office supplies and files she was using. As usual, she was impeccably dressed. Today she wore a tailored off-white skirt suit with a pencil skirt and matching four-inch open-toed slingbacks.

	“Good morning, Katherine. How are you?” he asked, trying to sound as pleasant as possible, though there was a sharpness to his tone.

	Katherine leaned back in her chair. She looked at both of his ears. “I see you've done as instructed.”

	“Yes.”

	“Yes, ma'am,” she corrected him tersely.

	“Yes, ma'am.”

	“Every morning from now on, I expect you to come to my desk before you enter your office. I will give you permission to enter the office. Until I give you permission, you will stand there waiting to be dismissed. Do you understand?”

	“What if you aren't here?”

	“When I ask you if you understand, you will answer me with 'yes, ma'am,' do you understand?”

	“Yes, ma'am.”

	“Good. As for your question, if l'm not here then you will stand here until I arrive,” she said loudly enough that Andrew feared others might overhear them. “You will, in fact, ask me for permission every time you wish to enter or leave the office. I don't care if you're simply going to the restroom, you will stand right here as you are now and wait for my approval.

	“But what if someone overhears me?”

	“Then they overhear.”

	“But my reputation__”

	“Is no concern of mine.”

	As Katherine said this, a woman emerged from the next office. She wore a black pantsuit with wide lapels and a white collared blouse with the collar spread open over the lapels. She had brownish-blond collar-length hair, dangly silver earrings in her ears, several silver rings on her fingers and red fingernails. On her feet, she wore black oxfords with chunky three-inch heels. This was Colleen Murphy.

	Colleen was Andrew's competition for the top spot in the office when their boss, Rick Willis, left at the end of the year. The competition had actually become quite nasty, but Andrew easily had the inside track. Not only did Rick like Andrew better than Colleen, but he was the old-fashion type who didn't think women should be put in charge. Thus, Rick gave Andrew every advantage he could to ensure Andrew got the promotion. This including downplaying Colleen's achievements and giving Andrew all the best assignments. That's how Andrew got the “Whisper Seven Project,” which could make or break the division. A successful completion of that project would all but guarantee Andrew the promotion and would ensure Rick's promotion to the corporate office. Colleen wasn't even allowed on the project team.

	“You're here early,” Colleen said to Andrew. “Don't you normally waltz in here after all the work is don__” Colleen froze with her mouth open. She cocked her head to the right and looked at his left ear and then cocked her head to the left and looked at his right ear. Then she smirked. “Did someone make you their bitch last night? Did your boyfriend out you?” she asked snidely.

	Andrew's nostrils flared. “Go away.”

	“You should think about pearls instead of studs, they'd suit you better. Although the pink ones are very pretty.”

	“Go away,” he repeated.

	“Fine.” She giggled and touched Andrew's arm. “I'll leave you two girls to continue your conversation.” She walked off down the hallway laughing to herself.

	Andrew looked at Katherine. “See!”

	Katherine stared at him coldly “You need to be brought down a notch. Don't think I don't know about your reputation around here or that you only planned to fire me because I wouldn't sleep with you. It sounds to me like you've got too much testosterone coursing through your veins. Making you a little more feminine might help humble you a bit and might make you a better person!” She rose. “How feminine will depend on you.”

	“What does that mean?” he asked.

	She walked off, leaving him standing there.

	As lunch neared, Katherine walked into Andrew's office without knocking. She'd never done that before, but she'd never had power over him before either. Andrew thought about saying something, but knew better. He needed to play along until he could find a way out, and challenging Katherine on little things wouldn't help. Katherine closed his door and stood there with her arms folded for several seconds without speaking. She glared at him.

	“It's always bothered me that you don't show any respect for women. From now on, you will rise whenever a woman enters the room.” She walked over to his desk and motioned him to stand up. “Any woman.”

	He bit his tongue and stood up.

	“That's better.” She set down a woman's clutch-wallet on his desk. This clutch was about four times the size of his regular wallet. It had three panels which folded together and then were closed by a gold clasp. It was the kind of wallet he'd often seen younger women carry when they weren't carrying full purses.

	“What's this?” he asked.

	“From now on, this is your clutch. You'll carry it everywhere you go outside of this office.”

	“You're kidding?”

	“Do I look like I'm kidding? Also, from now on, you'll stop trimming your nails or getting your hair cut.”

	Andrew's jaw dropped. “For how long?”

	“Until I tell you otherwise.” She handed him a card. “I've made an appointment for you here. They know what to do. You'll go there every week.”

	“Every week? How long is this going to last?”

	“Until I'm satisfied,” she said.

	Andrew looked at the card. It was for a salon.

	Katherine continued: “Your first appointment is in half an hour.”

	“I have to work!” he protested.

	Again, she walked off without saying another word.

	Andrew left the humiliating clutch in his car, a new luxury sedan, and stuffed his credit cards into his pocket. He'd hidden the clutch in the pocket of his slacks when he left the office, but it felt strange having such a large object jammed into his pants. Now he walked into the “Femme Puissante Salon”. He'd never been in a salon before and he didn't know what to expect. He was nervous and it didn't help that the three women working there eyed him suspiciously the moment he walked through the door.

	One of the women, a brunette, came over to him. “Can I help you?” 

	“I was told to come here.”

	“Told'?' ' she asked with a trace of haughtiness.

	“Um, yes. My secretary told me to come here. Her name is Katherine Jensen. She made an appointment for me?”

	The woman smiled wickedly. “You must be Andrew. We've been expecting you. Come with me.” The woman took him into the back. “Strip down and put on this robe and these panties.” She handed him a robe and some thin white cotton panties.

	“You're not serious?!”

	The woman smiled at him. “Of course we are, sweetie.”

	“Don't you have something other than panties?” he asked.

	She patted him on the arm and pointed toward his crotch. “Don't worry sweetie, they won't make your little guy fall off.”

	The woman left him alone to change. He debated calling a halt to this and walking out right now. But could he? With what Katherine had, he had no choice but to do exactly what she demanded. There was just no other way until he could figure out a way out of this and right now he didn't even have a plan for how to come up with a way out.

	Andrew emerged from the back wearing only the robe and the panties and some paper slippers. He had an erection, which embarrassed him greatly. The women pretended not to notice, which only seemed to make it worse. The brunette took him by the hand and made him lie down on a table. She opened his robe and poured a warm substance all over his legs, right up to the edge of the panties. “This may hurt a bit.” A moment later, Andrew felt intense pain as the woman ripped a patch of hair from his thigh. He almost yelped, but didn't. Then she did it again and again and again. Ten minutes later, his legs were entirely hairless right up to the panties. Then she set to work on his chest.

	While the woman removed his hair, the younger blond did something to his feet. He couldn't see what because they'd covered his eyes with a warm towel. When she finished with his toes, she set to work on his fingers. At the same time, the third woman pulled over a portable sink and washed his hair. She then applied some son of cream and covered his head. Again, he couldn't see what was going on. Next, the brunette removed the cover from his eyes and set to work on his face. She removed hair from his chin, his nose and his eyebrows. She also rubbed various chemicals into his skin and then wiped them away. Finally, she covered Ins eyes again and let him lie there for some time.

	“Ok, sweetie, you can get dressed again,” she said.

	Andrew sat up. He immediately noticed that his toenails were bright red. A panicked blast of adrenaline lushed through him and he shot a frightened look at his fingernails. Thankfully they weren’t red, but they were shiny and obviously polished. He also noticed that his body was hairless except for his head and a small patch which the panties had covered. He wanted to scream, but was at a loss for words. Then the woman handed him a mirror and he saw that his brown hair now had blond highlights. Also, his face looked different. His beard stubble was gone and his eyebrows looked narrower. He cringed. This was going to be hard to explain.

	After dressing again, Andrew walked to the register. He hated the idea of paying for this, but he wasn't going to risk giving them an excuse to call the cops. “What do I owe you?”

	She showed him the bill and he pulled a credit card out of his pocket. She ran the card. “I'm sorry sir, but this card has been cancelled.”

	“What?! How can that be?”

	She turned the reader so he could see the screen. “They say your card has been cancelled and I'm supposed to cut it in half.” She pulled out scissors and cut the card in half before he could say anything.

	Andrew's face turned red. “I'm sorry, I don't understand how that could happen?” He pulled another card from his pocket.

	“This one's cancelled too,” she said a moment later.

	“I don't understand this? Are you sure your reader is working?” he asked.

	She ran her own credit card to verify that it worked. Andrew shook his head and handed her his last credit card. “Cancelled.”

	Andrew's face went white. “I don't have any money on me?” He checked his pockets. Then it struck him: this had to be Katherine's doing. “Can I use your phone?” He picked up the phone and called his office.

	“Andrew Boden's office,” said Katherine.

	“What have you done to my credit cards?” he hissed into the phone.

	“I cancelled them. You don't need them.

	“How am I going to pay for this wonderful treatment you just forced on me?” he asked sarcastically

	“Don't you ever take that tone with me!”

	“You cancelled my cards!” he said, ignoring her warning.

	“Yes, I did. And if you keep taking that tone, I'll hang up and let you sort this matter out with the police. I'm sure they'll love to hear why you went to a women's salon, had yourself feminized, and then refused to pay!”

	Andrew froze. He was learning very quickly that Katherine was not someone to be trifled with. He did not control her, she controlled him. And as strange as this was for him, he realized that this was his new reality for the moment and he better stop pushing his luck.

	“Fine.”

	“Fine what?”

	“Fine, I'm sorry.”

	“And you understand that you are never to take that tone with me again?”

	“Yes.”

	“Yes what?”

	Andrew looked at the woman who stared angrily at him. “Uh . . yes, ma'am.”

	“Good. Now put Cindy on the phone.”

	The woman took the phone and spoke briefly with Katherine. As they spoke, the woman typed in her computer. She thanked Katherine and hung up. “I've opened an account for you which Katherine has agreed to pay. She wants you to return to the office immediately. She says not to stop anywhere and you better be back within fifteen minutes.” She smirked. “I guess we know who wears the pants in your relationship, don't we?”

	If Andrew thought it was humiliating walking through the building this morning, then he had no idea. It was many times worse after his salon treatment. This time there was no doubt all eyes were on him as he made his way to his office. Between the smooth face, the narrow eyebrows, the earrings, the new blond highlights, the polished nails and the lump in his pants from the clutch, there was something distinctly feminine about him, and he was sure everyone could see it.

	“Much better,” Katherine said when he arrived at his office.

	Andrew ignored her and started to walk into his office.

	“Haven't you forgotten something?”

	He stopped and glared at her. “What?”

	“You didn't ask permission to enter the office.”

	Andrew gritted his teeth. “May I please enter my office,” he asked angrily.

	“No, not yet. I don't think you have the right attitude yet to return to work. Come stand by my desk. I want to give people a chance to see the new you.

	He clenched his fist but went to stand by her desk. “How did you cancel my credit cards?!” he demanded.

	“AII your questions will be answered soon enough.”

	“What am I supposed to do for money?”

	“Be quiet,” she commanded. “I didn't give you permission to speak.” She worked quietly for several seconds. Then she rose. “I have some copies to make. I'll be back in a few minutes. You stand here looking pretty. If you leave my desk for any reason, you will be punished.” She walked off down the hall.

	It took ten minutes before she returned. He stood there the whole time, fuming as each passer-by shot him strange looks. Fortunately, Colleen was at lunch. He would have died of embarrassment if she had seen him standing there waiting for permission to enter his own office, and she would have been merciless in humiliating him about it.

	 


Chapter 3: “Katherine Takes Charge Of Everything”

	 

	The end of the day couldn't have come soon enough. It was a long, busy day to begin with, and the nervousness of being seen with feminine traits made it worse. If it were up to him, he would have gone home early, but Katherine actually made him stay later than normal for reasons she wouldn't explain. Then she told him he could leave ten minutes after she did. He waited about five minutes and left when it looked like the coast was clear. He did think about searching her desk for copies of the disk, but he assumed she wouldn't be stupid enough to store them there. Plus, he couldn't steal any copies until he knew how many there were and where they were all located.

	Andrew reached the doorstep of his apartment without being seen. He was tired and humiliated and he really wanted to take a shower to see if he could wash away some of what the women at the salon had done to him. But he was in for a shock. For starters, his key didn't fit the lock. And as he stood there trying a second and third time to make it work, the door suddenly opened. There was Katherine.

	“What are you doing m my apartment?!”

	She laughed. “This is my apartment now.”

	“What are you talking about?” he demanded.

	“You should read things before you sign them.

	“What?!”

	She stepped aside. “Come in, I'll show you. You signed over your apartment to me.” Andrew walked past her into the apartment.
She followed him, pointing to the counter. There on the counter were copies of several documents. These were the documents he had signed the day before.

	Katherine stood behind him as he scanned the documents. “You signed over your apartment and your car. You gave me your bank accounts, including the secret bank account you set up offshore. You even agreed to have your salary deposited into my account each week.”

	Andrew held up one lengthy document. “What's this?”

	“That's the power of attorney. You gave me the power to make all decisions for you.”

	“You've got to be kidding?” He was stunned. He turned to face her. “Ok, now you've got everything, give me the disk?”

	She laughed. “You still don't understand, do you? This isn't about your money. If l just wanted your money, I would have taken it and walked away. This is about so much more.”

	“What more?”

	“This is revenge, not just for me, but for all the women at the office you've mistreated and humiliated.” She walked over and stroked his cheek with the back of her hand. “This is how it's going to be from now on, until I'm satisfied that you've learned your lesson.” Andrew cringed. She was serious! He really thought she was only after some pay-out, but that wasn't the case. This was trouble. This was turning into a true nightmare and he needed to find away out fast… but how? For now, all he could do was continue to play along, even though that only seemed to be drawing him deeper into her web. He took a deep breath.

	“What do you want me to do?”

	“Follow me,” she said and she walked down the hallway to his bedroom.

	Andrew noticed immediately that locks had been added both to his bedroom and to the small second bedroom which he used for storage — being only eight foot by six foot, it wasn't good for much else. When Katherine unlocked his bedroom door, Andrew's jaw dropped. His furniture had been replaced with all new furniture and his closet was brimming with feminine clothes.

	“My bedroom?!”

	“No, this is my new bedroom,” Katherine said.

	“We're sharing a bedroom?”

	She smirked. “Hardly. This is my new bedroom.

	“Where am I supposed to sleep?

	“I'm glad you asked.” She closed the door and locked it. Then she walked over to the second bedroom and unlocked the door.

	“You can't be serious?” Andrew gasped.

	“Of course I am. This is your new bedroom.”

	Andrew looked around. The room was tiny and had been redone entirely in pink The walls were pink and there were mirrors on each wall. There were frilly pink curtains over the small window. The sheets on the tiny bed were pink. There was even a pink chair at a white vanity table and a pink chest of drawers.

	“I find pink soothing, I think you'll agree.”

	Andrew looked at the door and realized that the lock worked from the outside only, meaning Katherine could lock him into the room. Then he opened the closet and discovered an even greater horror. All of his clothes were gone and in their place were women's clothes, lots of them! And hanging on the inside of the closet door was a shoetree which contained a variety of high-heeled shoes.

	“What is this?” he asked, though he knew what the answer would be.

	“That's your new wardrobe,” she said with a laugh. “You're going to love it!”

	“These are my new clothes?” he asked incredulously.

	“I'll be telling you what to wear from now on, both here and at work.”

	“But these are women's clothes?!”

	“How observant.” She walked over to the closet and pulled out a maid's uniform and some basic black pumps.

	“Look, this is going too far!” he protested.

	“Not if you want to avoid prison it isn't,” she said calmly. She set down the uniform on the bed, dropped the pumps to the floor, and went to the drawers, from which she pulled out red satin panties and a pair of stockings. “Put these on.”

	Andrew was at a loss for words.

	“Now! Or you can leave. But before you decide to leave, don't forget you have no home, no car, no money, no credit cards, and you'll be wanted by the police if you walk out that door.” She picked up the uniform and held it to her body. “It's that or this.”

	“Can't we work something out?” he pleaded.

	“What was it you told me when you tried to fire me? 'Sorry, it's not in the cards. “ Now get dressed or get out.” She set down the uniform and returned to the door. “And let me caution you, Andrew. Right now, I have no plans to get you fired at work. I will soften your edges, but that's all I plan to do to teach you a few lessons about humility. But, if you resist and you start disobeying me, I will push you further and further until you're just a simpering sissy! And if you get fired in the process, it'll be your own fault. Got it?!”

	Andrew felt genuine terror at that moment. Not only did he believe her threat, but he feared she had the power to make it happen. Sure, he told himself, he might have to wear a couple dresses to satisfy her sick mind, but that was better than being turned into a prison sex toy. Wasn't it?

	Katherine saw all of this in his face as it flashed through a dozen expressions and ultimately ended on hopeless resignation. She smiled. She really was in control and she didn't intend to let this opportunity slip away. “Got it, Andrew?” she repeated.

	Andrew hung his head. “Yes, ma'am.” He picked up the maid's dress. It was satin. He set it down again. Slowly, he pulled off his jacket and his tie, then his shirt and his pants. He hesitated when it came to his underwear.

	“Don't be shy, Andrew. You've shown it to all the other secretaries at one time or another, you might as well show it to me.”

	He took a deep breath and pulled down his underwear exposing his penis, which had become erect. It wasn't a super huge penis, but it was larger than average. He tried to cover it with his hands, but to no avail.

	Katherine giggled at his erection. “See, it's not all bad. You're clearly enjoying this!” She motioned him to the bed and showed him how to roll up the stockings and pull them up his legs. With his red toenails and his lack of hair, his legs already looked quite feminine. The stockings added the finishing touch. Next he pulled up the panties. Then Katherine stepped behind him and wrapped a white corset tightly around his torso. She yanked it as hard as she could and tied it off behind his back. It was so tight he could barely breathe. “This will give you a sexy shape,” she said. “You're going to wear this from now on.”

	Andrew slipped the dress over his head. It fit perfectly, but only because the corset removed several inches from his torso and gave him an hourglass figure. Then he stepped into the heels. They had an open toe, which allowed his red toenails to show through.

	Katherine tied the maid's apron around his waist and stepped back to admire her new servant. Except for his mannish hair, he looked quite feminine. He would never pass as a woman, but he was feminine enough to fool anyone who only gave him a passing glance. Adding makeup would help, though she wasn't interesting in adding makeup today. She had other things to work on first. The biggest issue was the masculine ways he held his body. Changing that would take time and practice, but she was in no hurry.

	“Follow me,” Katherine ordered.

	Andrew stumbled along after Katherine. He had serious problems walking in his new shoes even though they only had two-inch heels because he'd never worn anything like these before and he wasn't used to balancing on heels. Nor was he used to his weight being forced forward upon his toes. Nor was he used to the other restrictive clothing, which prevented him from moving freely.

	“I was hoping we could move on to advanced training tonight, but I guess we need to start with basics,” she said.

	For the next three hours, she made Andrew practice walking in the heels. She also taught him to curtsey and demanded that he curtsey to her whenever she gave him a command. By the end of the training session, his feet and legs were killing him. He just wanted to sit down and take off the shoes, but Katherine refused.

	“Whenever you're at home, you will wear heels from now on. I will tell you which ones to wear and you'll wear them. In fact, you'll only wear what I lay out for you from now on, nothing else.”

	“What about work?” he asked with more than a trace of nervousness.

	“I will lay out your work clothes as well in the morning.” She leaned back into the sofa as he stood at attention before her. “Also, I'm sick of 'ma'am.' From now on, when you answer my questions or you refer to me in general, you will call me 'Miss Katherine,' do you understand?”

	“At work or just at home?” he squeaked.

	“Did I or did I not just ask you a question?”

	“Sorry, yes Miss Katherine.”

	“That's better. And to answer your question, it depends. So long as you behave, it will just be at home. But if I sense any disrespect from you at work, then you'll be calling me that at work too, and I don't care who else may be standing there when you do it.”

	Andrew breathed a sigh of relief It seemed she had limits after all. And so long as this was just for around the apartment then he could take it. He told himself that he could take whatever she could do to him here, so long as it didn't hurt him at work. It comforted him that she seemed to be working along the same premise. So hopefully, this would all pass easily and without much collateral damage to his life or career. That said, he realized that her threat to take this to work as well was a powerful threat.

	“Now let's talk about work,” she said. She crossed her legs and let her mid-heeled black pump dangle from her toes.

	“What about work?” he asked cautiously. He still stood at attention.

	“It's time for an attitude change at work. I want you to start being nice to Colleen.”

	“She hates me!”

	“That's probably true, but it changes nothing. From now on, I want you to make a point of greeting her every morning, compliment her on something she's wearing each day, and bring her coffee.”

	“That's her secretary's job!”

	“It's your job now.”

	Andrew took a deep breath. This was going to be humiliating. He and Colleen simply did not get along. They were too competitive. Plus, as far as Andrew was concerned, she was too much of a ball breaker to be someone he wanted to treat nicely. Being nice to her would be interpreted as weakness and she would pounce. He tried to dissuade Katherine:

	“She'll never go for it.”

	“Then you better find a way to convince her.”

	”How?”

	“That's your problem. You claim to be the top notch executive, find a way.”

	“I don't think it can be done.”

	“Then you're going to have a real problem, aren't you? If you aren't bringing her coffee each morning by Friday, then the punishments will start.” Today was Tuesday.

	“What punishment?” he asked cautiously.

	“Wait 'til Friday to find out.” She stood up. “Now, off you toddle. Bedtime.” she ordered.

	He looked at the clock on his mantle. “But it's only nine o'clock?”

	“That's your new bedtime.”

	“My wha—?”

	“Say another word and I'll make it eight o'clock.” Andrew bit his tongue.

	Katherine rose and walked down the hallway. Andrew followed. When they reached the small bedroom, she held out her hand to direct him into the room. He walked inside. She closed the door and locked it from the outside. He crashed down on the bed and yanked off the heels. For the next few minutes, he sat on the bed rubbing his feet. Then he saw the cameras. He hadn't noticed those before, but there were cameras up in the comers of the room.

	“What are the cameras for?” he asked himself quietly.

	“They're so I can watch you,” said Katherine's voice through the cameras.

	Andrew cringed. Not only could she see everything he did in here, but she could hear even a whisper. “I need to go to the bathroom.”

	“You should have taken care of that before your bedtime.”

	”How was I supposed to know it was my bedtime?” He heard no response.

	“Please?”

	Still no response.

	“Please?” he repeated. 

	Silence. Then, “Look in the bottom drawer. You’ll know what to do.”

	He got off his bed and crossed the tiny room to the white chest of drawers. Opening the bottom drawer, he was shocked and sickened to see that the left half was filled with disposable diapers, pink and covered with flowers and what looked like either ballerinas or fairies - he didn’t want to examine them too closely. The other side of the drawer was filled with what could only be waterproof diaper covers in pastel trues with soft lace trimmings.

	He sighed with despair, as he picked out a diaper and a waterproof cover, and prepared for bed…

	 


Chapter 4: “Coffee Girl”

	 

	Andrew hoped the prior day had been a bad dream. One look at the pink room around him told him it hadn't been. He wondered what time it was. There was no clock in the room, not even an alarm clock. Apparently, Katherine had woken him when she unlocked the door and brusquely checked his diaper for wetness.

	He rose and went to the bathroom. In the shower, he found new floral-smelling soaps and shampoos, which Katherine told him to use. His old stuff was gone. He studied himself in the mirror. His face was still stubble-free and his hair looked effeminate with the blond highlights. His eyebrows looked effeminate as well, as did the earrings. Fortunately, none of it was super-obvious. Basically, he looked a little odd, but not overtly feminine. That made him feel a little better, not that there was anything he could do about it in any event.

	When he returned to his room, he found his clothes set out for the day. He gritted his teeth. On the bed were pink panties, tan pantyhose, a white blouse with pearl-coloured buttons and black women's slacks with a zipper in the back and no pockets. That would make it impossible for him to hide the clutch. On the floor were his wingtips from the day before.

	Andrew looked around for socks and briefs but found none. The lack of briefs weren't a problem, but the lack of socks would be — he would need to carefully hide his ankles or people would see the nylons. As he slipped into the pantyhose, he immediately discovered they were a size too small. Not only did this make them extremely tight, and thus very uncomfortable, but they kept yanking down an inch or so whenever he stood up suddenly or took a large step. Walking and sitting would be a problem. He would need to move delicately and take small steps.

	When he finished dressing, he stopped to examine himself closely in the mirror. His entire image was “off' somehow and there were “effeminate suggestions” about him. This was going to be difficult.

	Walking through the building to his office was much worse than the day before. He couldn't be sure, but he thought he caught several people staring and he heard others whispering as he walked past. He felt particularly stupid holding the clutch. When he reached his office, he remembered not to enter the office until he greeted Katherine. She had driven herself to work about half an hour before he left the apartment. Unfortunately, she wasn't at her desk when he arrived and he found himself standing there, holding the clutch, in plain sight of anyone who happened by. Thankfully, no one did.

	Katherine appeared about a minute later. She eyed him up and down and smiled. “Don't forget, it's time to be nice to Colleen.”

	Andrew nodded. He hid the clutch in his desk, took a deep breath, and went next door to speak with Colleen. He needed to compliment something she wore and get her to agree to let him bring her coffee, those were his instructions.

	Colleen sat at her desk. She always arrived early. She wore a black skirt which ended around mid-calf, a blue collared blouse and mid-heeled open-toed black pumps. She saw him out of the comer of her eye. “What do you want?” she asked coldly

	“Just stopping by to say hello. I'm going to get some coffee. You want me to get you some?”

	“Why would I want you to get me coffee?” she asked indifferently.

	“I'm just trying to be friendly.”

	She raised an eyebrow. “You may be a lot of things, but friendly isn't one of them. What's the catch?”

	“No catch,” he protested.

	Colleen spun her chair to face him and glared at him. “You just wanna be friendly, is that it?! Well, it'll be a cold day in hell before I take anything you offer. Now scat!”

	Andrew tried to force a smile. “I'm seriously not up to anything. I just want to be__”

	“Get out.”

	“But__”

	“Get out!”

	“I tried,” Andrew explained, “but she wouldn't even listen.”

	”You didn't try hard enough,” Katherine said.

	“What more can I do?”

	“You can try again only without the macho attitude.”

	“What macho”

	“Listen to me, Andrew,” Katherine said as she rose from her chair. “I don't care how you do it, but you better get her to start trusting you. I don't care if you have to crawl over on your hands and knees and lick the bottom of her shoes to prove your sincerity. Understand?!”

	Andrew hung his head.

	“You've got until Friday. If by Friday this doesn't become a regular thing, then I will start adding one item of feminine clothing to your wardrobe every single day you fail. So you better learn to swallow your pride right now because you aren't going to have much pride left after Friday.”

	The following day, Andrew tried again. This time he wore a light blue blouse, but otherwise dressed the same. Colleen didn't seem to notice his clothes either day. For her part, she wore dark gray pants, a violet blouse, and low-heeled black pumps with a golden buckle over the vamp.

	“What do you want?” she asked sharply.

	“Look, we got off on the wrong foot, I'm sorry about that

	She turned to face him. “We didn't get off on the wrong foot, you got off on the wrong foot. You got off on the wrong foot when you undercut me time and again, when you insulted me and talked about me behind my back, and when you sabotaged my projects. And if you think a cup of coffee is going to fix that, then you're a bigger ass than even I suspected.”

	Andrew paused. He knew she didn't like him, but he had no idea her dislike ran this deeply.

	“I want to turn over a new leaf.”

	“I don't,” she responded immediately.

	Clearly offering to get her coffee wasn't going to work. Maybe complimenting her would be a good way to break the ice? “That's a nice jacket,” he said gleefully

	Katherine sat at Andrew's desk as he stood before her. The door to his office was thankfully closed. She shook her head. “You said, 'nice jacket'?”

	“Yes,” Andrew replied.

	“That's it?”

	“Yes.”

	She twisted her foot, causing her dangling high-heeled shoe to swing back and forth on her toes. Her long pink fingernails tapped rhythmically against the arm of his chair. The silver bracelets on her wrist jingled as her hand moved. She shook her head.

	“What was I supposed to say?” Andrew asked defensively.

	“How about, 'Good morning, Colleen. What a beautiful day. As I was driving in this morning, I kept thinking today would be a great day at work. Wow! What a beautiful jacket! I love the pearl buttons.' How about that, Andrew?”

	Andrew shook his head. “I didn't think of it. And she wouldn't have reacted any differently.”

	“Because she's a bi__” he caught himself before he finished the word. “She's a nasty person. She doesn't like anyone.”

	Katherine shook her head. “No, you're to blame here. You're approaching this wrong. You need to show her respect, not humour her. She can see right through your facade. You need to genuinely want to speak to her, not treat this like something you're being forced to do.” She rose and began pacing. “The problem isn't Colleen, it's you. You still see her as a competitor to be beaten, not as a friend to be trusted. You need to get over that.”

	Andrew bit his tongue. He didn't like where this was headed.

	“When you try again tomorrow, I want you to arrive before she does. When she walks into her office, you go make her a cup of coffee. Then bring it to her immediately. And to give you the proper incentive, think about this: if you walk out of there without her taking that cup of coffee, then I'll invite her over to the apartment and you can serve her in your maid's costume!”

	Andrew's jaw dropped. He would be ruined! “But__”

	“That's what's at stake tomorrow,” she said, cutting him off She walked toward the door. “So you better spend the whole day thinking about how you're going to convince her, and I recommend you think long and hard about the consequences of failure.”

	He spent the rest of the day feeling sick as his mind raced through the possibilities of what he might need to do.

	The following morning, Andrew arrived before Colleen as instructed. She always arrived at 8:OO am, so this was more than an hour earlier than he normally arrived. He waited nervously. Five minutes before eight, he heard her coming down the hallway. He left his office and went to the breakroom. The room was empty, but fortunately someone had already made coffee. He poured a cup and went to her office.

	“What are you doing here this early?” Colleen asked. She was just hanging up her overcoat. Today she wore a light gray skirt suit and well-worn black slingbacks.

	“I'm turning over a new leaf.”

	“Uh huh, ' she said doubtfully.

	He held out the cup of coffee for her. “I brought this for you.”

	Colleen sat down without taking the cup. “Let me get this straight. You just felt like bringing me coffee?” Colleen asked sceptically.

	“Yes. I like doing things for people,” he lied. “And I thought bringing you coffee each morning would be a nice thing to do.”

	“Each morning?”

	“Yes.”

	She squinted at him, trying to determine if he was telling the truth. She thought he looked uncomfortable enough to be telling the truth, though his discomfort had as much to do with the tight panties and the too-small pantyhose he was secretly wearing. He sounded sincere too. But she wasn't convinced. He'd played games with her in the past and it would take a lot for her to believe he'd had a genuine conversion. She decided to push him to see what happened.

	“Getting coffee is the sort of thing secretaries do, not associate executives. You know that, right?” she asked snidely.

	“I know.”

	She stared at him for several seconds. “You're saying you want to bring me coffee every day, like some sort of lowly secretary?” He'd said something like this before and she enjoyed tossing the words back in his face. Indeed, he'd often said demeaning things about various women and she was enjoying this role reversal.

	“Yes,” Andrew said, nearly choking on the word.

	“And you don't think that's beneath you?”

	“No.”

	Colleen smirked. She clearly didn't know whether to believe this or not, but she was enjoying finding out. “You want to be my Coffee Girl? Is that it?”

	Andrew bit his tongue. “Yes.” This was even harder to say than the last. Though, strangely, he suddenly felt his penis growing.

	She laughed. “Ok, missy, you can be my Coffee Girl.”

	Andrew felt tremendous relief “I really like your shoes, by the way,” he said, trying to complete the second part of his assignment before anything could go wrong.

	Colleen raised an eyebrow. “You know, Coffee Girl, that's the second time in two days you've talked about my clothes. You're not going to start dressing like me, are you Coffee Girl?”

	It took all he had, but Andrew forced himself to smile and laugh. “No, no such plans.” He felt his penis throb.

	She smirked. “Shame. You can if you want to, I don't mind. I’m sure you’d look sooo pretty,” she said mockingly.

	Again, it took all Andrew could muster to swallow his pride and his masculinity. “I'll pass.”

	“If you change your mind, you know where to find me, right?”

	Andrew still forced a smile. “You'll be the first to know.”

	She laughed. “So you like my shoes, huh?

	“Uh, yeah.

	“What do you like about them specifically?”

	“Uh… they're pretty?” he asked more than said.

	“That's it?”

	“What do you mean?

	“How are they pretty?”

	Andrew had no idea how to answer that. Katherine had told him he needed to compliment something she wore and he picked her shoes at random. “I… uh”

	“Oh come on, there must be something you specifically like about them? What is it?”

	“Uh… uh”

	“You can tell me, just between us girls. Do they turn you on, is that it?”

	Andrew blushed. “No, I just think they're pretty.”

	“Pretty how?”

	“I don't know.”

	“Are you asking to wear them? Is that what this is about?”

	“No!”

	“I'll let you if you want to, you can wear them all up and down the hallway.”

	“No, thanks.”

	Colleen smiled wickedly. “Come on, I think you'd look great in them. I'll bet you think so to, don't you?” She flipped the foot on her crossed leg, tossing the shoe which had been dangling from her toes onto the floor between them. “Go on, try it on. You know you want to.”

	Andrew felt his erection suddenly explode. The warm semen soaked his panties. Fortunately, Colleen didn't notice. But she did notice the pause in his response. She smiled knowingly.

	“I’ll tell you what. Any time you want to try them on, you just come see me. We could even go shopping together at lunch. We could buy you a closet full of high heels of your very own. Or we could buy you some dresses! I bet you'd look great in a little frilly number.” She smirked the whole time she said this and shook her leg excitedly. Her nipples became erect too, though she covered them quickly by folding her arms.

	Andrew's face burned with shame. He was speechless at this point.

	Colleen sat back and watched him. It was clear he wasn't going to say anything else, but it was also clear she could push him a very, very long way. She was going to enjoying playing with her new Coffee Girl. “AII right,” she finally said. “We can start over, Coffee Girl I expect a coffee on my desk every morning when I arrive. And if you try anything asinine, you will regret it for the rest of your short life, got it?!”

	Andrew breathed a sign of relief He had dodged a bullet. “Got it.” He held out the coffee for her to take.

	Colleen shook her head. “No, I like my coffee fresh. My Coffee Girl should know that. Why don't you be a good girl and go get that for me.” She shushed him toward the door with her hands, though she never left her seat. “Wait!” She paused. “Be a dear, hand me my shoe.”

	Andrew looked down at the floor where the shoe lay. He carefully bent down so as not to expose his pantyhose. He picked up the shoe and stepped over to her. He held out the shoe. She smiled and pointed to her wiggling toes. Andrew bent down and slid the shoe back onto her foot.

	“Good girl, now get my coffee.”

	 

	 


Chapter 5: “Remaking Andrew In Her Image”

	 

	As much as Andrew found it humiliating to fetch Colleen's coffee and to suffer her attempts to emasculate him with a smile, his home life was becoming much worse. Not only did Katherine require him to dress as a maid all the time, but she required him to act the part. Indeed, there was no doubt Katherine saw the apartment as hers and that she saw him as a personal servant she could do anything to.

	Besides that, she sent him to bed at 9:00pm every night, never let him watch television, read a newspaper or otherwise relax, and she kept him working hard cleaning and re-cleaning the apartment, polishing her shoes, Ironing her clothing, learning to sew, learning to knit, learning to apply makeup and learning to file and paint his growing nails. She made him paint his nails with coloured polish every evening when he got home from work and then remove the colour and replace it with clear polish the following morning before work. While his nails dried, she made him read aloud from various fashion magazines. She also made him paint her nails whenever the mood struck.

	Additionally, she seemed to revel in the idea of remaking his body. To that end, she kept him on a diet, which caused him to lose five pounds quickly, and she marked that weight loss by constantly trying to tighten his corset another notch. It was already at the point where he could barely breathe and where it affected his range of motion, but she was determined to get it tighter yet.

	Katherine walked into the living room carrying a small box.

	Andrew turned to face her and curtsied, as he'd been instructed to do whenever she entered the room. He had been dusting the mantle and was wearing one of his maid uniforms, as he always did at home now. This uniform was a little black satin dress with short puff sleeves and a short full skirt with a white organza and lace petticoat underneath. The sleeves, hem, and neckline were all trimmed with pleated white lace. The dress itself didn’t quite reach his stocking tops, and the stiff petticoat made it stand out so that he was constantly flashing his panties. A short white lace trimmed satin apron was tied over the skirt. Around his neck he wore a matching lace choker. On his feet, he wore black open-toed slingbacks with four-inch heels. He always wore four inch heels at home, from the moment he got home until he went to bed. Even his morning slippers had four-inch heels. They were mules.

	“I bought you something,” Katherine said and she held out the small box. 

	“What is it?”

	“Guess!” Katherine said gleefully

	“I have no idea.”

	She handed him the box and he opened it. Inside was a jet black corset much like the white one he was wearing only smaller. “I thought you could use a new corset,” Katherine said. “This one is a little smaller and in a sexier colour.”

	Andrew then pulled a second item from the box. “What's this?”

	“That's a surprise. Let's get you changed.”

	They went to Andrew's bedroom where he stripped to his underwear and the heels. Katherine untied his corset and pulled it off Andrew took a deep breath, but his relief was short-lived as she wrapped the new corset around him and yanked it hard. Andrew couldn't believe how much tighter this corset was than the last. It looked just like the white one when he first saw it, but it had stronger laces which allowed Katherine to tighten it further. Indeed, she's managed to remove almost another inch, which was so much that it took Andrew several minutes to learn to breathe in the corset.

	In addition to the new tightness, this corset came with several other ill effects. For one thing, it restricted his motion even further than the prior one had. This caused him to move awkwardly, almost delicately. For example, the corset prevented him from turning his torso easily and made it hard for him to bend over at the waist. This forced him to squat down on his knees to touch the floor or pick something up. It also made his waist too narrow for the pants he owned, and there was now a real danger that his pants would fall. This would become a constant worry at the office. Also, being jet black, the corset showed clearly through all of his lighter-coloured blouses. Thus, he would need to keep his jacket on from now on or be spotted immediately.

	“Ok drama queen, time for the girdle,” Katherine said when Andrew finally stopped complaining about not being able to breathe. She tossed him the flesh-coloured girdle and sat down on the bed to watch.

	Andrew pulled it up his legs. It was very, very tight. In fact, it was so tight, he didn't think he could get it over his hips at first and it crushed his penis. “It doesn't fit,” he said trying to keep his testicles from being crushed.

	“Yes it does, you just haven't put it on correctly.” Katherine rose from the bed and thrust her hand inside the girdle. She grabbed his penis and jammed it into a pocket at the front bottom of the panties. His penis started to grow in her hand, but she managed to insert it into the pocket before it became fully erect. Then she pulled a drawstring which forced his penis back between his legs. It now pointed backwards between his legs and the front of his crotch was entirely smooth. All in all, this was rather painful as his penis had become erect by this point and the girdle still crushed his testicles.

	Andrew shifted uncomfortably. He rubbed his crotch and tried to feel for his penis. “How do I pee?

	Katherine squatted down and stuck her fingers up between his legs into a hole at the bottom of the girdle. She fished out the tip of his penis and pulled it through a ring and then the hole. The ring held his penis firmly in place, with the entire head fully exposed sticking out the hole, pointing directly down between his legs.

	“There, now you can pee. But you'll have to sit to do it.”

	“This is really painful.

	“Pain is the price of fashion, take the case of high heels, something you're learning a lot about.

	Andrew instinctively shuffled his feet. They did indeed feel sore, as did his calves. Man was simply not meant to wear four-inch heels hours on end, every day. Andrew tried to take several steps and felt the pressure increase on his penis. The girdle felt like someone had grabbed his penis and yanked it back as far as it would go and was now squeezing the life out of it. He tried sitting down, which was a whole new experience in the tighter corset and the girdle. Indeed, he had to sit very delicately, very femininely. And when he sat down, he sat right on the head of his penis, which rubbed against the wooden chair. To say that was uncomfortable was an understatement. He could only hope the panties would help protect it, but as he would soon discover, they weren't much help.

	“Do I really have to wear this?”

	“Yes.”

	“How long?”

	“Until I say otherwise.” She smiled and patted him on the head. He would wear it 24/7 from now on, except when he showered or when he went to the salon.

	“Good morning, Coffee Girl,” said Colleen cheerfully from Andrew's door the following morning. She was early today, which is why Andrew hadn't seen her coming. “Black with two sugars... quickly girl, get with it,” she said before walking off, presumably to her own office.

	Andrew growled at the display of gall, but said nothing. She had become openly insolent and condescending to him in these last few days, but he could do nothing about it, not so long as Katherine called the shots. All he could do was grin and bear it, no matter how insulting or emasculating her conduct became. Hence, rather than telling her off for giving him orders, as he wanted to do, he swallowed his pride and made his way to the breakroom, where several secretaries were already getting coffee for their bosses

	Andrew reluctantly entered the breakroom. He felt particularly paranoid that he'd left his makeup on from the prior night. He'd had a dream along those lines and it bothered. Also, as he shaved in the morning, he discovered traces of it, which he'd missed when he removed it for bed. It also made him paranoid that he wore the new jet black corset. There was no doubt this showed clearly through his white silk blouse, so he needed to keep his jacket on and closed throughout the day. But this seemed out of place for the office and drew attention to him.

	It also bothered Andrew that he was the only non-secretary in the breakroom, but that couldn't be helped. He worked fast and all but ran from the breakroom. Behind him, he thought he heard whispers. He returned to Colleen's office. She sat in her chair flipping through a magazine. She wore black dress pants, a white blouse with a lilac-edged collar, and high-heeled black platform loafers. Her crossed leg swayed gently back and forth and she fiddled absently with a necklace. She didn't bother looking up when he knocked on her door.

	“Black with two sugars,” he said.

	She pointed toward her desk but still didn't look up from her magazine.

	He set the coffee down and started toward the door.

	Colleen set the magazine down in her lap and turned her attention to him. “So, what's my Coffee Girl doing today?” She motioned him to sit in the visitor's chair by the side of her desk.

	“Nothing,” he said, as he sat down as instructed. He really preferred to leave, but he wasn't going to do anything to rock the boat. She was now accepting coffee from him and that placated Katherine, which is what he needed. Unfortunately, as he sat down, he moved too quickly and his pantyhose gave a yank which jerked his loose slacks down an inch or so. This scared him a lot and caused him to shift around nervously.

	Colleen noticed his cautious movements followed by a flash of terror across his face. “Problem?

	“No, no problem why?” he asked, trying to sound calm.

	Colleen smirked and shook her head. She changed the topic. “So what are you working on?”

	“I'm working on the Whisper Seven Project.”

	She picked up the coffee and took a sip. “Ah, good project.” They sat silently for about thirty seconds. Finally, she smiled evilly. “Go ahead, spit it out. Don't be shy.”

	“Spit what out?”

	Colleen swung her leg back and forth as she sipped her coffee. She observed him over the top of her cup and took her time speaking. “You know.”

	“I really don't.”

	“Come on Coffee Girl, I don't have all day.”

	Andrew looked confused. “I'm really not sure what you mean?”

	She laughed. “I'm sure.”

	Andrew smiled nervously. He honestly did not know what she wanted.

	“Oh come on, it's obvious,” she finally said.

	He shrugged his shoulders.

	“Fine, I'll spell it out for you. Why are you carrying a purse these days, Coffee Girl? Go on, Coffee Girl, explain that one.”

	“I. . uh, saw it and decided uh liked it uh. . better than my old wallet.”

	Colleen laughed. “You liked it better than your old wallet, is that what you're trying to say?”

	Andrew bit his lip. “Yes.”

	“Then why do you hide it when people see you with it?” she asked, sipping her coffee again.

	“Do I? I hadn't noticed I was doing that.”

	“And I suppose you hadn't noticed that you've got your ears pierced or that you got blond highlights in your hair? And I suppose you hadn't noticed that you keep coming in here and talking about my clothes? 'Nice jacket,' 'I really like your shoes,' 'pretty dress'?”

	Andrew blushed. “I'm just trying to be nice. And as for the hair, I don't know, I wanted to try something younger so I told the woman to do something crazy.”

	Colleen shook her head and leaned back in her chair. Her leg was shaking furiously now. A knowing smirk covered her face. “AII right, Coffee Girl. You can go for now, but I'll be watching.”

	Andrew left her office, thankful she hadn't been more observant. When he reached his office, he readjusted his pantyhose and his pants.

	Katherine followed Andrew into his office and closed the door. She giggled. She'd heard the entire exchange. “Do you think she suspects what you're really wearing, Coffee Girl. Or that you're my sissy slave at home?”

	“Can we please stop this? I really have learned my lesson.”

	“Coffee Girl, you've only begun to learn it.” She turned to leave, but stopped. “How are the new panties fitting, by the way?” She had bought him new, smaller panties to fit his new post-panty girdle shape.

	“They're unpleasant,” he said.

	This was an understatement. In fact, he hated the panties. They were way too tight and they did nothing to protect the head of his penis, which stuck out the bottom of the panty girdle. And when he sat in his leather chair, it felt like his penis was rubbing directly on the leather, even though the panties and the slacks were in the way. This made his penis sore, but it also provided constant stimulus, which caused him to experience mml-ejaculations throughout the day which soaked his panties, made everything sticky, and made him feel shameful. Add in the constant squeezing from the panty girdle and the constant erections from the feel of the satin and nylon and the forbidden nature of what he was wearing, and his entire day centred around his penis one way or another. This distracted him terribly from the job.

	But that wasn't even the worst distraction. The earrings, the hair, the eyebrows and the growing, shiny nails all made him fear discovery. As did the corset, which stabbed into his sides and restricted his motion and his breathing. The pantyhose were too tight and too short, and they constantly yanked down as he walked. It was only an inch or so when it happened, but it felt like a mile. What's worse, because his pants no longer fit because of the panty girdle and the corset, he lived in constant terror that the hose would shoot off his hips like a rubber band and drag down his slacks, exposing everything.

	All of this was becoming a problem for him. It distracted him. It made him move gingerly, femininely. It made him seem small and scared and intimidated. And it made him tentative. He feared that everyone knew exactly what he was wearing and was laughing at him. This made him hesitant to attend face to face meetings or socialize with people for fear they could see right through him. Every time two people whispered to each other, he assumed it was about him, and he slunk away. When someone glanced at him too long, he blushed and fled. He didn't dare stand up to anyone for fear they would publicly name his secret. He had become nervous, scared and uncomfortable and people were starting to notice his behaviour, even if they hadn't noticed his clothing yet. What's more, this was beginning to affect his job performance.

	 

	 


Chapter 6: “Andrew's New Office Attire”

	 

	Andrew felt ridiculous. He'd just had another appointment at the Femme Puissante Salon, and this time they'd dyed his hair more blond than brown and given him what the woman called a “pixie cut.” It was borderline feminine, saved only by his other masculine features. They also started a laser hair removal process on his face, his legs and his chest. He almost freaked out when they told him this because this was the first fully permanent thing Katherine had done to him, but he knew he had no choice because he still had no plan to free himself. Indeed, try as he might, he just wasn't able to get any information out of Katherine about what she knew, where she kept the information or who else she shared it with. He also wasn't able to scrounge more than a few pennies, so running away was out of the question. Hence, he grimly accepted that he would be losing his body hair forever. But it's only hair, he told himself, no one will notice.

	Andrew returned to the apartment. Normally, he needed Katherine to let him in, she now held all the keys. But Katherine had several appointments of her own today and didn't expect to be back before Andrew, so she gave him a key. Andrew set the key down on the counter and went to change. Katherine allowed him to wear slacks and his wingtips when he left the apartment, such as for work or to the salon, but she required him to change into skirts and heels the moment he came home. And given the number of cameras she had installed around the apartment, he was sure she would know if he failed to change as instructed.

	As he walked down the hallway toward the bedroom, he noticed that the door to his old bedroom was open. Maybe this was an opportunity, he thought. He knew that if he wanted to escape, he would need to find male clothing and some money, and both could be in the bedroom. For one thing, he believed his old clothes remained in his closet as Katherine brought those out sometimes for him to wear at work. For another, he had seen her holding a large wad of cash, and he assumed she kept it in the bedroom. Then it hit him. She might even have left the blackmail material in the bedroom! Maybe he could he free himself entirely?

	Andrew slipped off his wingtips and crept quietly down the hallway toward the open bedroom door. He reached the door and peeked through the crack. His heart sank. There was Katherine. It had been unlikely he would have found anything to free himself in any event, but the possibility alone had excited him. Now his hopes, ridiculous though they were, were dashed. He was about to creep back quietly to his room when he noticed Katherine putting papers into a small metal box. Could this be where she kept everything?! Could that box be the key to his freedom? He needed to get into that box.

	Katherine placed the box under the bed and rose. Andrew ducked away from the door to avoid being seen. His heart pounded. He lushed back to his room and changed into a yellow satin maid uniform, pretending he had seen nothing. He tied on the apron, then he slid his feet into the strappy white high-heeled sandals that went with this uniform and moved to the vanity to apply his makeup. Right about then, Katherine appeared at his door.

	“Oh good, you're back and you're dressed. Come with me.”

	Andrew's high heels clicked off the hardwood floor as he followed her to the kitchen, where Katherine pulled two pill containers from her purse. She pulled one pill from each container.

	“You're going to start taking these pills. Take one of each in the morning and one more of the big ones in the evening. Let's get you started now.”

	“What are they?” he asked.

	“Something I want you to take, that's all that matters,” she said pleasantly.

	Andrew was nervous about this. What would these pills do? He tried to look at the labels, but he couldn't see them before she returned the containers to her purse. She held out her hand with the two pills in her palm. In her other hand, she held a glass of water. Andrew took the pills and swallowed them. Whatever it was, he told himself, it wouldn't matter. He knew now how to free himself His freedom lay inside that box. It was just a matter of time before he could get to it.

	The next few days were highly embarrassing for Andrew. Almost everyone in the office noticed the new dirty-blond pixie cut, though no one said anything... no one except Colleen that is — she called it “cute and sassy.” Still, the looks from everyone else were telling. Andrew had no doubt they were all laughing at him behind his back.

	Nevertheless, by the end of the week, the novelty of the pixie cut and his carrying the clutch everywhere was beginning to wear off and people were moving on to other topics. Katherine, however, wanted to keep the humiliations flowing, so she decided to take the next step. She walked into Andrew's office carrying a shopping bag. Andrew stood up as he had been instructed. He didn't curtsey because she didn't require that at work, though she had threatened it. She closed the door.

	“I've brought you a little gift.” She set down the bag on his desk and pulled out a shoebox. “I know how much you love wearing heels at home and I thought you might miss that at work. So I've brought you some.”

	Andrew's jaw dropped. ”I can't.”

	“Of course you can.” She opened the box and pulled out a pair of cherry-red platform t-strap sandals with four-inch chunky heels. The platform was about half an inch.

	Andrew almost threw up. “There's no way!” he blurted out.

	“Andrew, I can make this easy on you or I can make it incredibly hard. And unless you want to find yourself dancing down the hallway in these, then I suggest you fix that attitude right away and do exactly as I say!”

	This was no idle threat and Andrew knew it. He hung his head. “Yes, Miss Katherine.”

	Katherine giggled because she'd never required him to refer to her as “Miss Katherine” at work, yet he just did so instinctively. Clearly, his attitude was changing. “Good boy.” She pulled the other shoe out of the box. “As I was saying, I want you to strap these on and sit at your desk until I tell you otherwise. I don't have any plans to make you leave the office in them, unless you anger me. Got it?”

	“Yes, Miss Katherine.”

	“I'm even going to let you sit behind your desk and not out in the open.”

	“Thank you, Miss Katherine.”

	Katherine smiled at him. “I like you so much better when you realize who's in charge.”

	“What do I do when someone comes to visit?” This was a legitimate question as people did visit him periodically throughout the day, including Colleen on some occasions. Since these shoes buckled securely, there was no way he could just slide out of them. And since he wore pantyhose without socks and his toenails were bright red, sliding out of them wouldn't be all that helpful in any event.

	Katherine smirked. “In that event, I suggest you keep your pretty feet hidden under your desk. Now be a good little boss and do as you're told,” she patted him on the head.

	Andrew removed his shoes and strapped on the sandals. He felt horribly vulnerable. Then Katherine picked up his wingtips, stuck them in the bag, and took the bag outside to her desk. Now he felt genuine terror. At least with his wingtips here, there was the prospect of changing back... somehow. But without them, he was trapped.

	For the next several minutes, Andrew sat nervously at his desk. His door was wide open and he didn't dare get up to close it. He didn't even dare move his feet for fear of making 'high-heel sounds” on the plastic chair mat on which his chair and desk sat. As the minutes ticked away and people came and went in the hallway, he grew more nervous. He knew it was only a matter of time before someone stopped by to see him. Heaven help him if it was Colleen demanding coffee or Rick, his boss, asking him to come to some meeting.

	After about twenty minutes, Andrew began to calm down slightly. Just then, Colleen appeared at his door. His heart stopped. He wanted to stay perfectly still, but out of reflex he stood up, just as Katherine demanded he do whenever a woman entered his office. As he did, his heels made those “high-heel sounds” he dreaded. It was unmistakable. He looked down and then shot a glance at Colleen, expecting to see a malicious grin cross her face. But she didn't seem to notice?

	“Oh, I like that!” she purred. “You standing at attention when I walk into the room. It makes me feel so regal! I am your queen. Say it.”

	He bit his lip. “You… are my…Queen” he muttered.

	“Hmm..” she huffed. “It’s a start, but you will do better.”

	She walked over next to him as he quickly sat back down and slid his feet under the desk. When she was right next to his chair, she slid up onto the edge of his desk a few inches from him. She crossed her legs and smoothed out her black skirt. She let one shoe hang from her toes. Andrew pushed his feet as far under the desk as possible.

	“Where are you going for lunch, Coffee Girl?” she asked.

	“I. uh, I'm not sure. I have a meeting in half an hour.

	“Busy girl, aren't you?”

	“Yeah, it's for the Whisper Project.

	“Lucky you,” she said as she picked up a paperweight from his desk and turned it in her hands.

	Andrew didn't know what to say. He didn't know what she wanted. Did she really want him to go to lunch with her? He hoped not. The moment he pulled his feet out from underneath the desk, he would be forever ruined. He started to sweat. Colleen literally sat inches from him. He could smell her perfume and almost feel the warmth of her body. It was turning him on and giving him a massive erection, which was seriously painful within the tight girdle. And as she sat on his desk, fondling his paperweight and slowly swinging her leg back and forth, Andrew felt his penis starting to throb.

	“I… uh, will probably go to lunch after the meeting?”

	She smiled. “Excellent. You can pick up lunch for me then.”

	Andrew's face burned red with shame. He wasn't her secretary, but she was treating him like one. In fact, she was treating him worse than she ever treated her secretary. But what could he do about it, especially right now? He couldn't even kick her out of the office for fear that she would see what he wore. He felt helpless.

	Colleen slid off the desk, causing her heels to click off the mat, just as Andrew's had done when he tried to stand up. “That's a pretty blouse, by the way.”

	Andrew bit his lip. “Thanks,” he said quietly.

	“What made you buy it?

	“I… uh, saw it at the store and I liked it a lot.”

	She smirked. “It matches your purse nicely.”

	Andrew felt his penis explode into his panties. He clenched his teeth to avoid showing any signs of what happened, but he clearly looked disturbed because Colleen suddenly patted him on the shoulder..

	“I'm just teasing you, Coffee Girl. You can carry a purse if you want. There's nothing wrong with a man getting in touch with his feminine side, I guess. When you get ready for lunch, drop by my office and I'll tell you what to get me.”

	She turned and walked toward the door. Andrew watched her shapely legs as she glided across his office floor and out into the hallway. His erection began growing again.

	“I thought she had you there,” Katherine said as she walked into the office a few seconds after Colleen left.

	“Can I please change back into my other shoes, Miss Katherine? I have a meeting.” 

	She smiled. “Sure.” She walked to her desk and got his male shoes. Then she returned to the office and set them down right at the doorway. “You can change back into these, but you have to do it right here, right before the door.”

	“You're kidding?”

	“Hardly,” she said with a laugh.

	Andrew knew better than to argue. He took a deep breath, rose from his chair and rushed to the door. He bent down and unbuckled the red heels and pulled them off Then he slid his feet into his own shoes. Katherine stood in the hallway watching him the entire time. She stepped back into the office and closed the door when he finished. He stood there holding the two red sandals.

	“Keep them in your desk. I'll tell you when I want you to wear them.

	”Yes, Miss Katherine.”

	As he walked over to his desk and tried to hide the sandals in one of his drawers, Katherine stood behind him. “Speaking of Colleen, I want you to ask your boss after the meeting to bring her onto the Whisper Project.”

	“But she's not qualified?!” he protested.

	“Are you telling me you refuse?”

	Andrew bit his tongue. “No, Miss Katherine. I'm just saying that Rick will never let her on the project because she doesn't have anything to offer.”

	“Then you'll need to find some way to convince him, won't you?”

	__O__

	“Are you serious?!” Rick asked. He clearly didn't believe what he was hearing.

	“Yeah, I think she would be a valuable addition to the team,” Andrew said.

	Rick shook his head.

	“Rick, honestly, I need her on the team.”

	“Why her?” Rick got up and closed his office door. “Don't you realize that I've kept her off the project for a reason? When corporate makes their promotion decisions at the end of the year, everyone on the Whisper Project will get serious consideration. Do you really want her to have serious consideration? I sure don't. Let it go, man.” Andrew shook his head. “I can't. I really do need her.' Rick scowled at Andrew.

	“Rick, seriously, I need her.”

	Rick took a deep breath. “Let me think about it.”

	 


Chapter 7: “(Wo)mannerisms”

	 

	Andrew hadn't really noticed the changes, but Katherine had. Wearing four-inch heels all the time, wearing restrictive corsets, and wearing tight skirts was all having an effect on how Andrew held himself and how he moved. Moreover, Katherine did her best to enhance this.

	For one thing, she taught him to mince rather than walk, and to do so in an exaggerated way. She taught him to sit like a woman and made him practice this whenever he was home and sometimes at the office. When he wasn't cleaning or sewing her, she made him do needlepoint, knitting or paint his nails. Each of these tasks taught him to make small, delicate motions with his hands and taught him how to do various tasks without damaging his growing nails. She also made him hold his arms tightly against his body and let his wrists hang limp. All of this training was starting to pay off because he began subconsciously to adopt these motions and mannerisms even when he was dressed normally

	Slowly but surely Katherine was breaking his masculinity and getting him comfortable with an increasing level of femininity. Though “comfort” wasn't quite her goal What she really wanted was to prolong his humiliation by pushing him slowly into femininity, always ratcheting up her demands just as he became comfortable with the prior demands.

	Today, Andrew was in for a shock.

	Katherine sat on the couch reading a magazine as Andrew sat on his knees before her rubbing her feet. Her mid-heeled pumps sat next to the couch. Andrew's nail kit lay on the table behind him. When he was done rubbing her feet, he was to paint her toenails as he did every couple of days. Today's colour would be a stylish maroon. Katherine set down the magazine.

	“By the way, I sold your car,” she said matter-of-factly. 

	“You what?!”

	Katherine scowled at him. “What have I told you about taking that tone with me?!”

	Andrew's heart jumped into his throat. She had proven quite adept at making him pay for any misbehaviour and he knew that she considered any outburst misbehaviour. Also, he had resolved to play along with her until he could get his hands on that mystery box of documents because he needed her to let her guard down so he could get the box, and the only way to do that was to lull her into a false sense of complacency. Outbursts would set him back by letting her know he was not as docile as he appeared.

	“I'm sorry, Miss Katherine, it won't happen again,” he said. He felt his face burn red with shame at having to surrender so easily. “But how will I get to work?”

	“I bought you a new car. You'll see it in the morning.”

	And see it he would. Indeed, he almost cried when he saw it. Gone was his brand new beautiful black luxury sedan and in its place was a small, used bright pink hatchback with plates that read, “SASYGRL.” On the bumper was a bumper sticker which read, “Girl Power.” Andrew cringed as he squeezed himself into the car. He was full of dread as he drove to the office parking garage and pulled into his reserved spot. He stepped out of the car and went inside. He hoped no one saw him. But throughout the day people would snicker whenever he walked past and he heard several people use the word “sassy.”

	With his “new” car sitting in the parking garage already drawing attention, Andrew wanted to hide in his office and never come out, but he needed to get Colleen's coffee. When he reached the breakroom, he found it already packed with a gathering of secretaries preparing coffee and gossiping. They grew suspiciously quiet when he entered the room. He filled Colleen's cup and left. The moment he turned the comer, he heard the laughter start behind him.

	Andrew set the coffee down on Colleen's desk and waited for her to acknowledge him. She didn't. She just kept reading the newspaper. She seemed to be a bit edgy today.

	Andrew waited about a minute and then started to back out the door quietly.

	“Whoa! You haven't been dismissed yet, Coffee Girl,” she said, still without looking up from the paper. She pointed her finger at the empty chair by her umbrella stand.

	“Sit.”

	Andrew sat down. For several minutes, Andrew sat uncomfortably in the small chair as Colleen finished an article. Without even realizing it, he crossed his legs femininely as Katherine required him to do at home. Not only did this make him appear effeminate, but it showed off his pantyhose if Colleen bothered to look. Andrew didn't think about that.

	Colleen folded the newspaper.

	“An interesting piece of information has come my way. I'm told I'm being put on the Whisper Project, and that I've got you to thank for it. Why?”

	“I thought you could be a real asset to the team.” 

	She raised an eyebrow. “Uh huh.” She turned her chair to face him. They sat in silence for several seconds. “What's going on, Andrew?”

	“What do you mean?

	“Duh!” she bluffed out and waved her hand at him. “You get my coffee like some sort of slave. You don't even object when I call you 'Coffee Girl'. You come in here and talk about my skills, my blouses, my heels, you name it. You're carrying a purse and wearing what has to be a woman's blouse. Oh, and suddenly I hear you've added me to the big golden project which everybody in this office would kill to be a part of Does any of that make sense to you?!”

	“You're reading too much into things. I'm just trying to be nice,” he insisted.

	She stared at him. “Tell me the truth now or I will make life very difficult for you.”

	“I am telling you the truth. There's no other motive.”

	She glared at him. “You will regret this.”

	He shrugged his shoulders as if to say there was nothing more he could add.

	Colleen shook her head. She picked up her phone and dialled a number. “Can I see you please?” She hung up the phone. A minute later, a junior executive named Beth Stahl entered the office. Beth was a small, pretty woman with long black hair and ample breasts. She favoured dark, pleated skills, tight camis, tailored jackets, and high-heeled sandals. Her nails were red. Beth was Colleen's friend and she reported directly to Colleen. She was also one of several women in the office who felt intimidated by Andrew.

	“What's up?” Beth asked.

	“You wouldn't believe what I just heard, Beth?” Colleen said coyly. “Andrew actually asked Rick to put me on the Whisper Project.”

	“Wow!”

	“Tell me about it. I couldn't believe it when I heard it.” Colleen smirked at Andrew, who sat nervously behind Beth. “But that's only the beginning. Do you know Andrew brings me coffee every morning?”

	Beth bit her lip and looked over her shoulder at Andrew. She smiled, but said nothing.

	“Yep, he's my very own little Coffee Girl now, aren't you Coffee Girl?” she asked Andrew.

	Beth's jaw dropped. She looked at Andrew with a shocked expression.

	Andrew felt about two inches tall. He didn't respond.

	“And it gets weirder,” Colleen said. She looked at Andrew. “Shall I go on or are you going to tell me what this is all about?”

	“There's nothing to say,” Andrew insisted. His face burned red with shame and he desperately wanted this to end, but there truly was nothing more he could say. He had no idea why Katherine wanted Colleen on the project except that she wanted Andrew to be nice to her.

	Colleen grinned. “Notice that my little office slave polishes her nails too and has pierced her ears”

	Beth looked again. “Oh my God!” she squealed.

	“Colleen, please!” Andrew begged. “I'm honestly just trying to be nice!”

	Colleen leaned back in her chair and folded her arms. She took a deep breath. Then she looked at Beth. “Let me get back to you, Beth. We'll talk later.”

	Beth looked Andrew up and down and blushed. She smiled. Then she left the room. Out in the hallway, she burst into an uncontrollable giggle. Andrew wanted to die.

	“Ok, Andrew. I'll give you a chance to prove you aren't playing some weird sex game with me. But if I get the slightest hint you're up to something, you're going to regret this.” She pulled her phone out of her purse.

	“What are you doing?”

	“Getting photographic proof.”

	“No way!” Colleen scowled at him. 

	“Do I need to call everyone in here to critique your clothes, Coffee Girl?

	“Please don't do this?”

	“Oh, I'm doing it.”

	“Please!” he begged.

	Colleen picked up the phone. “Shall I?”

	Andrew cringed. His knees were shaking. “Fine.”

	Colleen smiled. “Good girl! Now smile.” She snapped a couple of close-up photos of his ears, his blouse and his finger tips. “You can leave now.”

	Later that day, Andrew's boss called him. “I'm going to approve your request to add Colleen to the team, though I can't image a woman's going to help the team much, especially that one. Corporate is watching this project, so don't screw this up and make sure she doesn't screw it up. I'm holding you accountable. If you screw this up, then my own promotion is in jeopardy. And if my promotion is in jeopardy, then your career is in jeopardy, got it?”

	“Yes, sir,” Andrew said out of his newfound habit, and both he and Rick instantly felt uncomfortable that he had said it. “Uh, don't worry, Rick. I'll take care of it,” Andrew said, trying to sound less servile.

	“Just make sure you do, the project is starting to fall behind schedule and I can't have that! My job's at stake here too.”

	 


Chapter 8: “Andrew Goes Shopping”

	 

	Andrew came home from work and went to his bedroom to change. On the bed was something new. Instead of his uniform, he found a yellow cami top, a short white jacket with three-quarter sleeves, wheat-coloured slacks and brown sandals with a two-inch wedge heel made of cork. A medium-sized brown leather purse, silver bracelets and pearl earrings sat on the vanity.

	Katherine appeared behind him.

	“What's this?” he asked.

	“Get dressed, girlfriend.”

	Andrew stripped off his work clothes and gave them to Katherine as usual. She locked them in her bedroom, where they would stay until morning. Then he slipped into the cami and pulled up the pants. The pants did nothing to hide his bright red toenails or the heels as they were a little short and stopped at his ankles. The black corset also showed through the yellow cami. He sat down and crossed his legs tightly as he'd been taught. He reached for his makeup.

	“No, not today. I want you to have a nice clean face,” Katherine said.

	Andrew attached the earrings and added the bracelets to his wrists. He reached for his blush to fluff up his hair, but again Katherine interfered. She took his blush, blushed his hair straight back and then pulled it into a mannish ponytail, at least as mannish a ponytail as could be achieved with his increasingly wavy hair.

	Andrew looked at himself in the mirror. He was wearing women's clothes, that was unmistakable. But without any makeup and with his hair pulled tightly back, he was obviously a man. Indeed, without the makeup, the only feminine aspect of his face was his smooth skin and his arched eyebrows, but those weren't enough to overcome his other masculine features.

	All in all, this was an odd look.

	Katherine stepped back and eyed him up and down. “Good, that's the effect I want. Come with me, we're going for a ride!” She jingled keys before his face.

	“I can't go out like this?” Andrew protested immediately.

	“I don't like hearing that word 'can't' when I tell you something,” Katherine said with a hint of displeasure.

	“But everyone in the building knows who I am?! They can't see me like this!”

	Katherine laughed harshly. “So you'd rather wear a skirt, is that it? That can be arranged.”

	“No, I don't want to go out at all. I don't want to be seen wearing women's clothes!”

	“You wear women's clothes to work all the time,” she countered.

	“That's different.”

	Katherine raised an eyebrow. “Oh, so you don't mind wearing women's clothes to work, is that it?”

	“No, I don't like wearing any women's clothes.”

	“You still haven't answered my question, Andrew. If you can wear women's clothes at work, then why can't you wear women's clothes now?”

	“Because I don't have a choice at work.”

	“You don't have a choice now either, so what's the difference?”

	“Because these are too feminine.”

	“They're not as feminine as a dress. Would you rather wear a dress?” 

	“No!”

	Katherine paused. An evil grin crossed her face. “Are you sure?” she asked carefully

	“Yes.”

	“I’ll make you an offer. If you ask very nicely right now, I could be persuaded to let you dress yourself from head to toe in the outfit of your choice, with the only condition being you need to wear a dress and four-inch heels. Otherwise, you wear what you're wearing now.”

	Andrew folded his arm. “Why would I want to look more like a woman?” he asked sourly.

	Katherine shook her head. “Is that your choice then?”

	“Of course.”

	“Don't say I didn't offer.”

	They rode down in the elevator alone. When they reached the lobby, several people did a double-take when they saw Andrew, but they said nothing. He followed Katherine to her car, a silver luxury car. He assumed she had bought it with his money as the firm didn't pay secretaries enough to buy cars like this

	Andrew slid into the passenger seat as Katherine drove the car out of the garage and through the neighbourhood. She turned onto the main road and followed it for several miles until they came to the grocery store Andrew used.

	“I can't go in there,” Andrew squeaked.

	“There's that word again,” Katherine said as she pulled up before the store. She picked up her purse and looked through it.

	“Please don't make me do this?”

	Katherine ignored him and pulled out a credit card and a shopping list. “You'll need these. I'll be back in thirty minutes. If you’re not here, I'll leave and then come back an hour later, understand?”

	Andrew swallowed hard. “Yes, Miss Katherine.”

	“If you miss anything, you'll be back here in the world's most ridiculous outfit, picking it up later, understand?”

	“Yes, Miss Katherine.”

	She looked at her watch. “Go.”

	He took a deep breath, but couldn't force himself out of the car.

	“The clock's ticking, Andrew. And because you’re making me wait,” she pointed to the last item on the list, “tell  the cashier you’re on your period.”

	He cringed. Then he forced himself to step out of the car.

	Andrew thought he would vomit as he crossed the threshold into the store. There was no doubt everyone would see him as exactly what he was: a man in drag. There was nothing he could do to hide that fact. The only thing he could do was to get his stuff as quickly as possible and get back out of the store. Of course, that was his plan in any event because Katherine was serious about her threat. If he wasn't back out front in half an hour, she would make him stay at the store for another hour... another hour of customer after customer walking past him, recognizing him as a man m women's clothing. He shuddered and instinctively looked at his wrist to check his watch. However, he no longer wore a watch. In fact, he no longer owned one. Katherine had taken it away because she “liked the way it disoriented him to lose his sense of time.”

	Andrew grabbed a cart and walked quickly to the produce section. As he did, he started noticing people staring. At first, they tried to hide it with furtive glances, but soon they just stared. Then they would begin whispering to their children or partners or friends or whoever they were with. A few even took out their cell phones and surreptitiously snapped photos.

	As he grabbed some apples, two teenage girls approached him. “You're a dude, right?” asked the blond girl.

	“I'm sorry, I need to rush,” he said.

	“Why? Is your boyfriend waiting for you?” the other asked snidely. She was a brunette and wore a pink summer dress. Her friend wore a black miniskirt and oversized white and blue sweatshirt.

	“I really do need to go,” he said sheepishly and tried to walk past them.

	“Why are you wearing high heels?” asked the blond.

	The brunette took out her phone and snapped a picture of his feet. “His nails are like red too.”

	“Are you gay or something?”

	“Please leave me alone,” he said.

	“This is some son of prank, isn't it?” asked the blond as she blocked the way with her cart.

	“Yes, that's what it is. I really need to go.”

	“What kind of prank?

	Andrew took a deep breath. He wasn't sure what to say. In fact, oddly, he felt intimidated by these two girls. “Can I please pass?”

	“Not until you take a picture with both of us,” said the blond.

	Sweat began dripping down Andrew's brow. “Can you please just leave me alone?” he practically begged.

	“Why? It's obvious you want someone to fuck with you,” said the brunette. “Why else did you make yourself look like a dude but wear women's clothes? If you weren't trying to make everyone notice you, you would have made yourself look totally like a woman.”

	“Yeah, why the half 'n half look?”

	“Does it turn you on to have everybody laugh at you?”

	Andrew had no response, but one thing was clear. He desperately wished he'd taken Katherine up on the offer to wear a dress because then he could have made himself more passable. Indeed, he suddenly realized exactly what she had done to him. Because of his ego, he wanted to stay as masculine as possible, but his own ego had tricked him. If he’d dressed fully like a woman, none of this would be happening. He wouldn't make that mistake again! But it was too late to change the past and right now he had a problem. He knew he would never get past these girls unless he gave in to their demand, so he did what was becoming far too natural for him: he gave in.

	“Fine. One picture each, then I need to go.”

	The girls snickered. The brunette walked up next to him and wrapped her arm around his shoulder. The other girl took several photos so as to cover everything from their feet to the top of their heads. Then she handed the camera to the brunette and they traded places. The blond wrapped one arm around his shoulder and then suddenly grabbed his crotch with her other hand. The brunette snapped the photo.

	Hey, where's your dick?! He's got no dick!” the blond said very loudly. She kept feeling around for a lump.

	Andrew blushed. “It's just well wrapped.”

	“Yeah, I guess.” She let go of him and rolled her eyes at her friend. “Ok, sissy, you can go.” She moved the cart out of his way. As she did, they both giggled and waved at him. “See ya 'round sissy

	Andrew minced past them as quickly as he could. He didn't mean to mince, it was just natural for him in these shoes. This caused the girls to burst out laughing again.

	The rest of the trip was nearly as bad. The guy behind the deli counter did a double-take and then called him “lady” very loudly and in a condescending tone. Once the stockboys spotted him, they passed the word and soon all the employees were coming around to peek at him as he walked through the aisles. At one point, he realized he'd forgotten something and had to backtrack across the store. He didn't have a watch, so this made him nervous that he was losing time. And of course, this gave everyone a second look.

	When he reached the check out, he quickly unloaded his cart onto the counter. Three of the other customers actually changed lanes so they could stand behind him. This included two women, who whispered to each other and kept giggling, and an older gentleman with an obvious erection which he kept touching with the hand in his pocket.

	The girl behind the counter looked at him and raised an eyebrow as if to say, “You're kidding, right?” She began running his items over the scanner, but she kept looking up at him and smirking.

	“Plastic or paper, sir?” She emphasized the word ‘sir.’ 

	”Plastic is fine.”

	She kept moving the items across the scanner. Then she came to a box of tampons. Her upper lip curled up ever so slightly. She flipped the product on its side and ran it over the scanner. It didn't register. She tried it again and it again didn't register. She smiled politely at Andrew, though there was a hint of malice in her eyes. She reached for the microphone. ”I need a price check on tampons for the gentleman in aisle seven.”

	Andrew felt himself burn with shame. The two women behind him started shaking their heads as they looked him up and down and particularly examined his rear, looking for evidence that he had inserted a tampon there. They all stood there for what seemed like an eternity.

	Finally, a freckle-faced boy showed up at the aisle. He bit his tongue to stop from laughing when he saw what was going on.

	“What brand?” he asked, still trying to stifle a giggle.

	The girl behind the register showed him the box and he took off for the feminine hygiene aisle. She stared at Andrew as they waited. He couldn't meet her gaze, yet he was withering under her accusing stare. He felt the shame of the two women behind him still giggling about him as well. He was sure one of them had snapped his photo. He needed to say something, but what?

	“They uh. . they're for my. . uh, period,” he finally squeaked when he couldn't take it anymore.

	The woman behind the register smirked. “Sure thing, sir.” Her eyes also drifted to his rear.

	“No, really, my girlfriend’s period…” he said defensively. He didn't know why he said this, but it seemed he couldn't shut himself up.

	The woman smiled condescendingly. “Nice cami.”

	Andrew's face burned even redder. Just then he saw Katherine pull up outside. His stomach dropped. He would have been out of the store already if not for the trick played on him by the clerk, but whining about it would do no good. He needed to get out of the store right now! But he couldn't leave without the tampons. Where was the stockboy?!

	Just as Andrew was about to collapse into a panic, the stockboy returned. He gave the clerk the price and she pretended to enter it. Then she ran the tampons across the scanner the correct way and they registered. Andrew handed her Katherine's credit card.

	The woman looked at it. “This is you, Katherine?

	He didn't know what to say. Fortunately, the girl wasn't trying to challenge the card. She only wanted to humiliate him further by pointing out the feminine name on the card to the two women behind him. They both giggled. The man behind them was still rubbing his penis through his pocket. The clerk ran the card and it cleared. Andrew waited quietly, with one eye out the window praying Katherine wouldn't leave. He felt the eyes of the others burn into his back. Finally, the girl handed him the receipt and he took off as fast as his feet would carry him.

	Katherine was still there. He breathed a sigh of relief as she clicked open the trunk.

	“You made it by 22 seconds,” she said when he entered the car. “So, did you have a good time? Make any friends?”

	Tears started running down his face.

	She laughed. “I told you, you would have been better off in a dress.”

	Andrew nodded. She was right. In fact, the whole time he was in there, through all the shame and fear and tears, all he could think about was how desperately stupid it had been not to choose the dress. Next time, he told himself, he would go all out and make sure no one doubted he was a woman.

	 


Chapter 9: “Colleen Joins The Team”

	 

	They had just finished the first team meeting with Colleen present. The meeting didn't go so well because the team was behind schedule. And it wasn't helping that Andrew seemed distracted and unwilling to provide the kind of firm leadership he normally provided. Colleen sat quietly throughout the meeting waiting to hear what her role would be, but nothing was ever said.

	A few days later they had a second meeting. Again, Colleen was given no assignment. This meeting was even more tense than the prior one. The project seemed to be spinning out of control as Andrew continued being distracted. The team members were starting to wonder what was going on. But no one was willing to confront him.

	Andrew returned to his office, frustrated both that the project seemed to be in such trouble and at his own inability to fix it. He knew he needed to take a more hands-on role, but he just couldn't face the team, not with the constant fear of further humiliation fresh on his mind. Indeed, his biggest fear would be telling someone they needed to shape up and then having them laugh at him for carrying the damn purse or make some crack about his blouse or his hair. He saw the ridicule in their eyes, he knew what they were thinking, and he knew it wouldn't take much to bring it to the surface. He crashed down in his chair and held his head in his hand.

	“What am I going to do?” he asked himself

	Just then, Katherine walked into Andrew's office. She held a shopping bag. “It's time for another wardrobe change,” she said happily.

	“Wonderful,” Andrew responded sarcastically

	“I'm glad you approve,” she said, ignoring his tone. “These are for the office.”

	She reached into the bag and pulled out a shoebox. She handed it to him. Inside were a pair of women’s loafers. These loafers had chunky heels that were about two inches high and they were burgundy-red in colour, more red than burgundy in fact. Between the heels, which were a little too high for men's shoes, and the colour, which was a little too reddish for men's shoes, these would obviously be seen as women's shoes if worn by a woman or just found lying around. Worn by a man, however, they could possibly pass as stylish but effeminate men's shoes. Possibly in fact, whether they would be seen as “fashionable” or whether they would be recognized as women's shoes would depend mainly on the man who wore them.

	Andrew looked at them and actually smiled. He assumed these were a replacement for the t-strap sandals and, as such, they were a dramatic improvement. If someone accidentally saw him wearing these, they might be a little confused or suspicious, but they certainly wouldn't know what was going on, not like they would if they saw him in the t-strap sandals. “Fine,” he said. He opened his drawer and pulled out the t-strap sandals to give them to Katherine.

	“What are you doing?” she asked.

	“You said these are 'for the office'? I thought you wanted to swap out the loafers for the sandals?”

	Katherine laughed. “Hardly. You're going to start wearing these instead of your wingtips.”

	Andrew bit his lip. This would be embarrassing, but he didn't have the strength to fight anymore. Plus he knew there would be no point to it. She would win in the end and fighting would only cause him further humiliation. He reached down and pulled off his wingtips. He handed those to Katherine, who placed them in the shoebox. He stepped into the loafers. They were quite comfortable and the two-inch chunky heel was no problem at all, given what he had become accustomed to wearing.

	Katherine made him walk around the room so she could see the shoes. His pants were a little short now because of the two-inch heel, though only hints of his pantyhose showed when he walked. Of course, they did add to the femininity of his walk, but that was starting to become normal no matter what he wore, even in the wingtips — though Andrew didn't realize this yet. They also didn't match his black pants, but that could be fixed. “Well, they don't quite match your pants, but that's ok for today. We'll have to get you new pants.”

	“I can't wait,” Andrew said and he rolled his eyes.

	Katherine glared at him. “Fine, if you don't like them, then take them off and put on the sandals. You can wear those for the rest of the day!”

	“Wait, I'm sorry, I didn't__”

	“No, Andrew. I've warned you repeatedly. I will not accept any resistance from you. You need to be punished until you learn. Now do it!”

	Andrew felt a tear forming in the comer of his eye, though he wasn't sure why. It's not like he hadn't been wearing the sandals off and on all week? Maybe the pressure was finally getting to him? He had to admit the diet made him tired, the clothes made him physically uncomfortable and gave him brief moments of terror, work was pushing down on him, and everything seemed to be spinning out of control. But crying wasn't his thing. He wiped away the tear and tried not to think about it as he pulled off the loafers and strapped on the sandals.

	Katherine took the loafers. “You can have these back at five o'clock. You better hope no one wants to see you before then, because I'm not relenting... you need to learn who's in charge.” With that, she stormed out, leaving his door wide open.

	Andrew tucked his feet under his desk. This was going to be a trying afternoon.

	About an hour later, Andrew's afternoon got worse.

	As he tried to get some work done despite the distraction of wearing the platform sandals under his desk, Colleen appeared at his door. She wore a red-plaid knee-length skirt and white blouse. Around her neck she wore a red-beaded necklace. On her feet, she wore high-heeled loafers which were nearly identical to the ones Katherine told Andrew to wear earlier, though these were black and had an extra inch on the heel.

	Colleen walked into the office and closed the door. She didn't knock. She walked over next to him without saying a word. She folded her arms. “You and I need to talk!” she growled.

	Andrew wanted to turn his chair to face her, but he couldn't. He tried to turn in his chair so it wasn't obvious that he was showing her his profile while simultaneously keeping the red heels hidden underneath his desk, but it looked strange.

	“About what?” he asked sheepishly.

	“I know why you’ve brought me onto the project.

	Andrew raised an eyebrow. Even he didn't know that.

	She continued. “The project is in trouble and you're looking for a fall guy, or a fall girl in this case.” She pointed her long red fingernail at him. “Well, I'm not taking the blame for your project!”

	“Colleen, that's not true,” he insisted. “I'm not looking for a fall guy or girl or whatever. I think you have a lot you can contribute and I genuinely want your help.”

	“Then why haven't I gotten any work yet? All I've done is sit there through two meetings without any assignment!”

	Andrew shrugged his shoulders. “It just happened that way. We're behind schedule and I haven't had a chance to put together what I need to organise.”

	She leaned forward placing one hand on the arm of his chair and her other arm on his desk. She looked him right in the eyes. “If you’re trying to fuck with me…”

	“I'm not!” he protested immediately.

	She took a breath and stood up straight again. “You have one week to make this right or I'll tell Rick you're playing sex games with me, got it Coffee Girl?”

	Andrew nodded.

	She walked out without saying another word.

	Andrew breathed a sigh of relief because she hadn't seen the sandals.

	Andrew's hair removal treatments finally finished at the Femme Puissante Salon

	There was very little hair left anywhere on his body — just his head, his eyebrows, and a small patch above his penis which the women bleached, died pink, and shaped like a heart. To celebrate the newly hairless Andrew, Katherine had him parade around in bikini panties and five-inch platform sandals all night. She even made him pose for a couple cheesecake photos which she intended to put on her desk at work. Fortunately, she let him wear oversized sunglasses and a wide-brimmed hat for the photo.

	Interestingly, despise not wearing the corset, his shape very much remained an hourglass and he was starting to show small breasts, a result of the pills he was taking. He hadn't noticed yet, but Katherine did. She resolved to pay more attention to getting him the right bra from now on.

	“Ok, that's enough fun,“ Katherine said as she took the last photo. “Get me a drink and then come sit at my feet.”

	Andrew scurried to the kitchen. These heels were higher than he normally work and somewhat slick, so he had to walk delicately. This exaggerated his increasingly sissy-like motions as he held out his arms for balance. He poured Katherine a drink and put it on the silver tray she liked to be served from. He walked back out to the living room and held the tray before her. She took the drink. Then he lowered himself to the floor and sat with his legs tucked underneath himself, as he did whenever he sat on the floor.

	“We're having a party,” Katherine said.

	Andrew felt his heart stop. He did not like the sound of this.

	“It's for all the secretaries in the office. We'll be having it here. You'll be serving.”

	“What?!” he squealed. “I can't!”

	“Andrew!” she exclaimed.

	“I'm sorry,” Andrew burst out, knowing she did not approve of outbursts. He kicked himself for losing control. Tears formed in the comer of his eyes, knowing he had just made his life more difficult again. “Please forgive me, Miss Katherine.”

	Katherine felt a surge of power. She liked having this power over this once powerful man, and she was growing accustomed to having a servant she could toy with. She particularly liked having Andrew as her servant because of all the anguish he had caused to so many women in the office. She crossed her legs, all but jamming her foot right in his face.

	“As I was saying, we're having a party here. You will be serving the guests. I love the irony of you serving them for a change. As for them recognizing you, that will depend entirely on you.”

	Andrew looked up. His eyes were now full of tears. “On me?”

	“Yes. So long as you behave from now until the party, I will let you do your best to hide your identity.” She leaned over and grabbed his chin with her thumb and pointer finger.

	“But if you misbehave, even once, you'll be serving in the bikini you're wearing now and with no makeup. Got it!”

	“Yes, Miss Katherine.”

	This was a significant threat and they both knew it. Indeed, it terrified Andrew so much that he didn't resist any of her commands at home or at work for the next week. To the contrary, he went out of his way to submit to her every whim. Katherine realized this and used the opportunity to push Andrew much further than before.

	Within a few days, the burgundy loafers had become Andrew's regular work shoes. They generated whispers at first, but like everything else, that seemed to pass. What did not pass was Katherine making Andrew wear the red sandals for long periods while he sat at his desk. To the contrary, she now made him do this every day.

	Andrew watched the clock nervously. He needed to be in the main conference room in three minutes and he was still stuck behind his desk wearing the red sandals. Katherine was nowhere to be seen. Andrew started to sweat. All of his preparations for the meeting were fading from his mind and were being replaced with images of him standing before the team m the red sandals. His mouth was dry. He felt like he was about to die. Just then, Katherine appeared at the door carrying his burgundy loafers.

	“Your meeting is in two minutes. Here are your shoes. Remember what I told you.”

	“Yes, Miss Katherine.”

	He changed shoes, grabbed his folder and rushed off down the hallway. Unfortunately, the quicker he moved, the more he ran like a girl. Indeed, he held the folder tightly to his chest and ran on his toes with his hips swaying side to side. Several people noticed and cast condescending glances at their former masculine-terror of a boss. But this was becoming nothing new. His advancing femininity was an open-secret around the office and a matter of much scorn and mirth. Indeed, not only had everyone concluded that his shirts were blouses but many suspected his loafers were women's shoes and the new pants Katherine bought him were women's slacks. None of them had pockets, they were wider in the hip than the waist, which accentuated his suddenly hourglass shape, and their colours were all a little off  pearl, wheat, bronze and checked dark grays and blacks. Not to mention, his hair had become unmistakably effeminate, if not downright feminine. He had gone platinum blond and it was growing into a bushy cut which fell about his face. His nails were getting noticeably long as well. His facial hair was gone. He wore earrings and carried a purse. This was all too much for anyone not to notice. Indeed, he now regularly found himself referred to as “Miss” or 'ma'am” by people who didn't know him.

	Moreover, even beyond his appearance, his behaviour was changing. Gone was the brash jerk and in its place was a timid, small man. His hands moved in increasingly feminine motions, a result of dealing with the longer nails and the hours spent doing feminine hobbies like needlepoint and painting his nails. He also held his arms too close to his body, a result of his maid training and his constant efforts to hide his corset. His wrists hung limp at times as well. And because of the corset and the pantyhose, he moved very carefully when he had to pick something up from the floor or carry heavy objects. But the most noticeable change was his walk. Hour upon hour of wearing heels and skirts was transforming his walk. He now walked on his toes. He swayed his hips when he walked and he sat and stood delicately. It was not lost on people that he didn't walk so much as mince, and the new loafers made that much more pronounced. And whenever he sat down, he immediately crossed his legs exactly as if he were a woman wearing a mini skirt.

	Andrew scurried into the meeting. He was late. Everyone else was already there. “I'm sorry,” he said quietly.

	“Let's get the ball rolling,” Rick said from the back of the room. Andrew didn't know Rick was going to be here. “Andrew, why don't you brief us on where we are?

	Andrew swallowed hard. All the terror he felt waiting for Katherine to return with his shoes had thrown off his concentration. His rushing down the hall under the disapproving glares of the staff only made this worse. Now finding Rick here unexpectedly was the last straw. He couldn't remember anything. He'd prepared, but all his preparation was gone from his mind. He picked up his notes and tried to fake it, hoping it would all come back to him. It didn't. And the more lost he became, the more he felt the stress crushing him and the more scattered his mind became. It was a horrible briefing.

	When Andrew finished the briefing, he handed out assignments, including a new assignment to Colleen. Then he dismissed the team without providing anything in the way of guidance or encouragement.

	Rick waited for everyone to leave and then walked over to Andrew.

	“What's going on partner?” he asked. He folded his arms and half-scowled at Andrew. It wasn't clear if he was concerned for Andrew or angry at him.

	“What do you mean?” Andrew asked.

	“I mean, the team isn't working like a team. I mean you're supposed to be providing leadership but you seem more confused than anyone.” He gave a disgusted look at Andrew's clothes. “What's going on? Do I need to worry?”

	“No, no need to worry,” Andrew said quietly.

	Rick stared at him. He clearly wanted to say something, but didn't. He took a deep breath and changed the topic. “How's Colleen doing?”

	“She's doing really well,” Andrew said, as instructed.

	Rick shook his head. “Ok, get cracking.”

	 


Chapter 10: “Getting Ready For The Party”

	 

	With Katherine's party coming up in a few days, Andrew was tasked with buying party food and getting the apartment ready. Andrew strode confidently across the threshold of the grocery store. The first time he was here was intensely humiliating. Katherine had dressed him in women's clothes, but left his head and face masculine so everyone knew he was a man. It was a disaster. Two teenage girls humiliated him, the stockboys followed him, and a clerk tortured him. He learned a valuable lesson, which was that because Katherine wouldn't let him dress as a man, he needed to make dam sure he passed as a woman. Thus, the next several times it was all dresses, heels and makeup. He wanted no doubt.

	Ironically, this played right into what Katherine was trying to achieve because Andrew was learning to associate male clothing with humiliation and female clothing with safety. He learned this lesson so well that he even came to think that work would be less terrifying if he could just become a woman in one day and get it over with rather than having people snickering behind his back at his half-assed crossdressing. It almost startled him the first time he thought this, but it made sense and he began to consider it frequently.

	Today would be different however. Today the formula that feminine clothing meant safety would prove false.

	Andrew pushed his cart down the cereal aisle. He wore a simple floral print dress which hung to mid-calf and four-inch tan slingbacks with a wide open front. His now shoulder-length blond hair was wavy and ultra feminine and his makeup perfect. No one who him would suspect he was a man, especially given his hourglass shape and growing boobs, which resulted in part from padding in the bra and in part from the pills he was taking, though he had yet to notice that particular change in his appearance because Katherine almost always kept him in the corset.

	“Oh my God! Kimmie, look who it is!” squealed the teenage girl directly in front of him. She wore a cheerleader outfit with a blue, yellow and white motif The other girl, who was similarly attired, turned to face him. She looked him up and down but didn't seem to recognize him. “It's the sissy!” said the first girl when Kimmie didn't recognize him.

	“Oh my God!” squealed Kimmie and her jaw dropped. “It is the sissy!”

	“You look like a woman today, sissy,” said the first girl, whose name was Stacey. “What happened?”

	Andrew bit his tongue. He thought about denying who he was, but that wasn't going to work. “Uh. I, uh…”

	“That's ok, your boyfriend probably got sick of you looking like a man, right?” asked Stacey.

	“Uh, yeah.”

	“Hey, those photos we took are pretty popular,” said Kimmie. “We posted them when we got home and they got like 10,000 hits so far. Everyone at school was talking about it.”

	Andrew instantly felt sick. He hated the idea that a bunch of high school kids were looking at photos of him in drag.

	“Are you smaller than before?” Stacey suddenly asked. “You look more like a girl this time?”

	“That's 'cause he's wearing a dress and some serious heels,” said Kimmie.

	“No, I mean he looks more like a girl all around. He's got really small arms and he's got some boobage going.”

	The two girls reached out and squeezed his chest, which sent a shock through his system. This surprised Andrew a good deal, but he had no time to think about.

	“Wow, they're real,” laughed Kimmie.

	“You're one messed up dude,” said Stacey.

	The next few minutes were a blur for Andrew. As before, the girls demanded to take photos with him. This time they both cupped his breasts. They also demanded that he strike a few poses and they wanted to know his “boy name” so they could put it with the photos. He told them, “Andrew,” and they seemed satisfied with that. Finally, they both kissed him and let him go, but not before a clerk saw what was going on and overheard the conversation. Soon word spread throughout the store that “that dude” was back. Andrew realized right away that no matter what he wore hereafter, the store employees would always recognize him. He started to cry. And when he reached the counter, his worst fears were confirmed when the checkout girl, the same one who humiliated him over the tampons, looked him square in the eyes, smirked, and asked, “no tampons today, sir? Or have you already got one in?”

	As Andrew got into the car, he debated telling Katherine what happened and asking that she pick a new grocery store, but he decided against it because he didn't want to give her a new weapon. He concluded that it was better to just face the humiliation when he went shopping and hope the clerks tired of teasing him, than it was to give Katherine something else she could hold over his head, e.g. behave or I'll send you back there! For while he and Katherine actually were getting along a lot better these days, thanks in large part to Andrew's decision to lull her into a false sense of security by submitting to all of her demands without question, she still kept finding new way to humiliate him all the time. She was relentless in this. So giving her more tools to use against him just wasn't a good idea, even if she might have allowed him to change stores for routine trips.

	Andrew needed to make two more trips to the grocery store before the party. Both trips confirmed his fears that the clerks would not forget who he was.

	Andrew didn't hear much about the party at work, but then he didn't expect to hear much as there was no reason for anyone to discuss it with him. For one thing, it was for secretaries, not executives. Also, they would be meeting at what they thought was Katherine's apartment — none of them knew this was formerly his apartment or that he still lived there. Further, he'd really isolated himself these days and rarely heard much of anything about what happened in the office. To the contrary, he relied almost entirely on Katherine to keep him updated about the goings on in the office. In fact, he relied on her for news as well as she refused to let him watch television or read a newspaper. She'd even convinced someone in the  department to disconnect his internet, so he now essentially lived in a bubble and Katherine told him what he was allowed to know. This made it even harder for him to deal with people because he often had little idea what they were talking about. This was hurting his job performance even more.

	It was two days before the party. Katherine leaned against Andrew's desk. He sat behind the desk with his legs folded tightly as one of the burgundy loafers dangled from his toes. Without realizing it, he was adopting all of the feminine mannerisms Katherine forced upon him at home. He even had a habit now of letting one wrist hang limp in the most feminine manner. Sometimes he caught this, sometimes he didn't.

	“I have been hearing rumours about you,” Katherine said. She seemed annoyed.

	Andrew looked up. He didn't know where this was headed, but it couldn't be good, so he remained silent and let Katherine continue.

	“They say you’re blowing the Whisper Project.”

	“I've been distracted,” he said.

	“Well, it needs to stop. From what I'm hearing, some very Important people are upset. They think you're going to fail and drag the company down with you.”

	“l just need some time to focus on lt.”

	Katherine looked around the office. “You have nothing but time? You just sit here all day.”

	He glared at her. “I never have time because I'm always worried somebody's going to come trotting in here and figure out I'm wearing high heels or something worse!” Andrew bluffed out. He recognized immediately he'd gone too far in his tone. “I'm sorry,” he said. “Please forgive me, Miss Katherine. But it's true, I can't focus when I'm sitting here terrified of being discovered.” He looked like he would cry, something Katherine knew was due to the hormones.

	Katherine took a deep breath. “Ok. I think you need to lock yourself in your office today and come up with a plan to save the project. I'll make sure nobody bothers you.”

	“Do I have to wear the sandals?” he asked. Katherine had gotten in the habit of making him wear the sandals each day.

	“No, not today,” she said.

	Andrew couldn't believe his ears. Was Katherine actually looking out for him suddenly?

	She smiled at him. “Now get to work.”

	“Yes, Miss Katherine.”

	She closed the door on her way out. For the rest of the day, Andrew put together a plan to save the project and get it back on track. Katherine didn't bother him all day, nor did she let anyone else bother him.

	The following morning, after getting Colleen her coffee, Andrew called a team meeting. His ability to lead the team was on full display. Within half an hour, the team seemed to be clicking again and they all set to work on getting the project caught up. By the end of the week, they had not only caught up to the schedule, but they had surpassed the schedule. The project was saved. Now it was time to focus on the party.

	 

	 


Chapter 11: “Serving At The Secretaries' Party”

	 

	They were ready for the party. The food was laid out, the drinks were prepared, and Katherine and Andrew were both dressed. Tine to her word, Katherine let Andrew try to disguise himself, within reason, but he was still very worried. Katherine required him to wear his red satin maid's uniform and the strappy red sandals. She thought “the girls” would get a kick out of being served by a genuine maid. But beyond that, she let him try to hide himself To that end, he stuffed his bra to give himself C-cup breasts and tightened the corset extra tight to make himself appear even smaller. He applied a great deal of makeup, painted his nails bright red with white tips, hung two-inch plastic hoops from his ears, and wore a curly black wig which cascaded to the middle of his back. He looked a bit like a hooker, if the truth be told, but did he still look like Andrew? That was the real question and he was about to find out.

	Andrew nervously opened the door. On the other side of the door was Jill from accounting. Andrew couldn't remember her last name. She was the first woman he'd slept with at the office, after a Christmas Party a few years before. She wore slacks, an oversized blouse and wedge-heeled sandals.

	“Hi, I'm here for the party,” she said.

	“Please come in,” Andrew said demurely. He kept his eyes down and tried to avoid eye contact.

	She smiled and looked him up and down. Then she raised an eyebrow. “I'm sorry, have we met?”

	“I don't think so,” Andrew said. He felt his knees shake slightly.

	“Jill, welcome!” Katherine said behind Andrew. She hugged Jill. “Come on in, make yourself at home. You're the first to arrive.”

	As Katherine said this, there came another knock. Andrew took a deep breath and opened the door. In the floral shift dress and mid-heeled pumps was Katie from down the hall. In the blue pleated skill, pink sweater and pink slides was Ginger from the fifth floor. Andrew knew both, but had never slept with either. Five more women soon followed: Rosanne, Virginia, Sheri, Daphne, and Kelly. Andrew had hit on them all, but only succeeded in dating Virginia. He never managed to sleep with her though, and he'd been quite cruel to her after the breakup. In fact, he'd been cruel to all of these women to one degree or another.

	“Andi, why don't you get the girls drinks,” Katherine said. Andrew begged to be called something other than “Andi,” because he feared the women would put together “Andrew” as “Andi,” but Katherine insisted.

	“Yes, ma'am,” he said and he curtseyed. This made several of the women giggle.

	Andrew went to the kitchen and poured a variety of drinks. He took the tray out to the women who were standing around the living room admiring what had previously been his apartment. As he served the drinks, the doorbell rang. Andrew opened it. It was Caroline.

	Caroline was Colleen's secretary, and she really despised Andrew for the way he'd treated Colleen. If she knew “Andi” was Andrew, there was no telling what she would do, but it wouldn't end well for Andrew, that was for sure. Making matters worse, Caroline was a feminist who saw men as oppressors. She looked Andrew up and down.

	“You're kidding?!” she snarled, glaring at his outfit.

	“Excuse me?” Andrew asked politely, not sure what she meant.

	Caroline shook her head and walked past Andrew, ignoring his question. Katherine came over to greet her. They kissed each other on the cheek. They were a study in contrasts. Katherine wore a purple knee-length dress and matching open-toed high-heeled slingbacks. Her nails were silver. Caroline wore jeans, flat black boots and an orange blouse with angel sleeves. Her nails were unpainted and she wore no makeup. She dressed a little better at work, but not by much.

	“Good to see you, dear,” Katherine said.

	“I wouldn't miss it,” Caroline responded. She shot another look over her shoulder at Andrew and shook her head. Andrew wasn't sure what the problem was.

	The women stood around chatting for several minutes before Katherine instructed “Andi” to get more drinks. He returned to the kitchen and poured them. When he brought those to the women, who were all starting to take seats, the doorbell rang again. Andrew set down the drink tray and opened the door. His jaw dropped. It was Colleen! This was more than he bargained for.

	Andrew's mouth went dry and he froze. Fortunately for him, Katherine walked right past him and hugged Colleen. They kissed each other on the cheek.

	“I'm glad you came,” Katherine said.

	“I hope I'm not intruding, being an executive and all.”

	Katherine laughed. “No one's going to worry about that tonight.” Katherine turned to Andrew, whose face burned bright red beneath his makeup. “Andi, please hang up Colleen's coat and get her a drink.

	Colleen smiled at him. “'Andi', how cute! I love your earrings.” Andrew forced a demure smile.

	Colleen removed her coat. Beneath it, she wore a tight black, knee-length front button skirt and a silver-blue blouse. On her feet were four-inch high-heeled black sandals. This was the first time Andrew had seen her outside of work and she was truly beautiful. He held out his hand to take her coat. His hand shook, but she apparently didn't notice. He took a deep breath as he watched Katherine lead Colleen down the hallway toward the living room. The sight of her rear and her legs gave him an instant erection. Fortunately, the panty girdle held it in place. Oddly, and disturbingly, he also found himself admiring her sandals, which were quite pretty.

	Andrew took a moment to recover himself and then went to the kitchen to get more drinks. As he brought the final round of drinks to the gathered women, Caroline walked over to him. She crossed her arms and made a sour expression. “Are you from a temp agency?”

	Andrew turned to face her. He didn't know how to answer. “Uh, yes,” he said cautiously, assuming that was better than trying to explain who he was.

	“I can't believe they make you dress this way!” she growled. “Your boss is a man, isn't he?”

	“Oh behave, Caroline,” said one of the women.

	Caroline turned to the others. “I'm serious, it's degrading. What kind of real maid would ever wear a sexy costume rather than something practical and who in their right mind would choose to wear. . what are those?” she asked looking down at his feet, “Four-inch heels? Five-inch heels? I doubt most of the women in this room have ever worn shoes with heels that high!”

	Rosanne rose from the group. She wore a gray pantsuit and four-inch black pumps.

	“Leave the poor girl alone.” She walked over and put her arm around Andrew's shoulders.

	“She's been lovely to us all and there's no reason for you to make her feel uncomfortable.”

	“I'm not trying to make her feel uncomfortable, I'm just pointing out that it's men who make women feel uncomfortable. It's men who demand that women dress like ridiculously like sex objects. It's men who treat women like toys. A woman would never do that to another woman.”

	Several women nodded, but not all of them.

	“And I'll tell you another thing, if men had to wear five-inch heels, high heels would be out of fashion tomorrow,” Caroline added.

	“I don't know about that,” Katherine said slyly.

	“You can bet on it! Men make women wear high heels because it makes us weak and vulnerable. High heels restrict women's movement and make it impossible for us to stand on an even footing with men!”

	Katherine shook her head. “But men don't make women wear them, women wear them because they want to wear them.

	“Hardly. Men make women wear them through peer pressure. Every woman on television, every woman in the magazines, they all wear high heels because the men that run everything want women to think they need to wear them!” Caroline took a quick sip of her wine. “And you can bet that if the shoe were on the other foot, men would revolt. No man would ever wear high heels just because some woman told him to!”

	Rosanne, who still had her arm around Andrew, smirked. “I know one man who would wear high heels.”

	They all looked at her. “Who?” came from almost every lip.

	“I'll give you a hint,” she said. Her smile grew. “We all know him and nobody likes him because he treats us like sex objects.”

	Virginia smiled. “Did this man dye his hair suddenly?”

	Rosanne pointed her pink fingernail at Virginia. “Yes! And he's got a whole Rachel cut going by now.”

	“And does this man wear blouses?” asked Daphne.

	Rosanne pointed at her next. “Absolutely!”

	“And would these heels happen to be two-inch heels on some burgundy shoes?” asked Kelly, who sat on the couch and twisted her foot around excitedly.

	“Indubitably!” Rosanne smiled. She nodded. “You know who I mean!”

	“Andrew,” came from several lips. Several others nodded their heads. A minor commotion arose as several of the women spoke simultaneously and a couple laughed.

	“That's right,” Rosanne said.

	A huge smile crossed Virginia's lips. “He's definitely dying his hair, and it looks so femmy!”

	“Forget the hair, did you see the blouse the other day? Oops, I meant 'shirt'?” said Daphne with a laugh. Daphne was on the Whisper Project. “It had lace on the collar and cuffs.”

	“And don't tell me those red loafers aren't women's high heels!” Ginger added.

	“They are, I've got the same pair in my closet at home,” Rosanne said.

	“I'd say the boy is becoming a sissy,” Virginia said.

	“You work for him, Kath,” said Rosanne to Katherine. “What's going on?”

	Andrew shot her a pleading look. He hoped she would say something to defend his honour. She didn't. “My lips are sealed, ladies,” she said knowingly, causing the entire room to giggle. By saying nothing, she made it so much worse.

	“Has anyone seen the little pink car he drives now?” asked Sheri.

	“No?” asked Caroline with great surprise. “What car?”

	“He used to have some big black thing, but he traded it in on a little pink hatchback with a license plate that says, 'sassy girl'!”

	The whole room burst out laughing.

	“What do you all think is going on?” Rosanne asked.

	“Either he's gone sissy or somebody's making him do it,” Sheri said.

	“I don't see how anyone could make him do it?” Daphne said. “He must have gone sissy?”

	“Personally, I hope someone's making him do it,” said Virginia. “I'd like to think someone is forcing him to do this and that it humiliates the hell out him every day.”

	“You and me both, sister,” said Jill.

	“Hear hear,” said the room and they all toasted.

	“We should make a pact to try to humiliate him as much as possible!” said Rosanne.

	“Hold on, hold on,” said Sheri. “Don't anybody get in trouble. Let's just let it take its course and see where it goes.”

	Virginia looked at Colleen, who sipped her wine. “You're an executive. Have you heard anything?”

	Colleen shook her head. “Nothing official.”

	“What about unofficially?” asked Jill.

	Colleen smiled. “Unofficially and off the record, I suspect he's wearing a corset.” The room erupted in laughter, “and pantyhose.” The laughter grew. “And he gets my coffee in the mornings now.” She paused with a huge grin on her face. “I actually call him Coffee Girl when he does it... and he's never once objected. I think he likes it!”

	There was dead silence for a moment and then the room exploded in laughter.

	Jill stood up. She held up her glass. “I propose a toast. May his sissification continue until he learns a valuable, and lifelong, lesson in humiliation. And may we all be there to see it!”

	“Hear, hear,” they all said again, and they drank, including Andrew, who had been handed a glass for the toast. He looked at the lipstick prints he left on the glass. He'd never felt so humiliated as he did at that moment, realizing that every women in the office had witnessed his feminization and took great joy in him brought down a notch. He would never be able to walk through the office again without hearing their words echoing in his ears and seeing their gloating smiles as they toasted his humiliation.

	Rosanne looked at Caroline. “See Caroline, high heels have their uses.”

	Caroline smiled. “On men, yes, but not on women.”

	Rosanne threw her hands up in the air. “Fine! You win!” She kicked off her pumps. “Ok ladies, take 'em off We'll make Caroline happy.” They all laughed. Rosanne then slid her shoes back on. “But in all seriousness, we should make sure life is as uncomfortable as possible for Colleen's 'Coffee Girl.”

	“Agreed,” they all said.

	Fortunately for Andrew they didn't come up with any specific plans, other than keeping each other posted on what he wore.

	Two hours later, the party ended and the last few guests began to drift home. The conversation had ranged from work to men to clothes and a few other things in between.

	Andrew's name came up twice more and each time the women vowed to make his sissification as humiliating as possible. At one point, this almost overwhelmed him and he felt like he would cry. The only thing that stopped him was fear that they would realize who he was if he began crying.

	As Andrew finished cleaning up after the party, Colleen emerged from the bathroom. She was the last guest left and she had gotten a little tipsy. She was, in fact, too chunk to drive home. “You must think we're horrible,” she said, slurring her words slightly.

	Andrew turned to face her. “I'm sorry?”

	“The things we said about that guy Andrew. You must think we're all a bunch of monsters or something?”

	Andrew bit his tongue.

	“It's not really like that at all. He's a real jerk. He's abusive and cruel and he's used and abused many of the women at the company. We were all just venting our frustration at how helpless he's made us all feel and how free everyone suddenly feels now that he's been neutered.”

	“I see,” he said. He really didn't want to discuss this and he absolutely didn't want to hear the word 'neutered'. On the one hand, it genuinely bothered him that so many people really hated him. Strangely, despite the fact he was cruel to these women, it never occurred to him they would resent him for it, and it made him uncomfortable to think that so many people wished him ill. But even more to the point, it never really occurred to him just how nasty he had been, and it made him call into question who he really was. Was he this monster they made him out to be or was he the fun loving guy he thought he was? And beside all of that, it scared him. These women made it clear they intended to destroy him and they had the power to do it.

	Beyond that, it also bothered him to be this close to Colleen, his nemesis, in a maid's dress. The shame was unbearable, as was the feeling of vulnerability. Indeed, the feeling of vulnerability was impossible to describe except to say that it was so strong in every fibre of his being that it felt like if she suddenly recognized him, his soul would forever sun-ender to her and drown itself in the sea of her power. And in a strange masochistic son of way, he almost wanted to expose himself just to experience what total surrender felt like.

	Colleen walked over to him and hugged him. This sent a warm helpless sensation throughout his body. He felt weak like he would collapse to the floor. Then it struck him. For the briefest of moments he wondered if he and Colleen couldn't be friends... or more.

	“Thanks for being so nice tonight,” she said, still hanging on him.

	“No problem,” he said smelling her perfume. His voice was distant and small. He wanted to kiss her so badly, but he knew he couldn't.

	She stepped back and smiled. “Hey, can I ask you something?”

	“Anything,” he said, hoping irrationally this would be some declaration of caring about him. He heard Katherine walking down the hallway. She was going to drive Colleen home. Whatever Colleen was going to say, Andrew hoped she said it fast.

	Colleen smiled. She looked him in the eyes. Then she held out her sandals, which she'd removed at some point during the evening. “Can you help me with these?”

	Andrew smiled. “Sure.”

	 

	 


Chapter 12: “Neutered At The Office”

	 

	The next several days at work were incredibly uncomfortable. Not only had the party emboldened these women, and they now mocked him much more openly, but he felt such shame that he was unable to meet their eyes even when they weren't mocking him. They knew his secrets and he knew they were laughing at him. He saw this in their eyes, he heard it hidden in their words and in their tone, and he felt it every time he turned his back. And even when he didn't hear it, he heard their words from the party and saw the glee in their expressions as they toasted his humiliation. He had a particularly hard time getting Colleen's coffee as many of these women now made sure to be there and watch him prepare her coffee. Without them even saying a word, the humiliation was so great that tears began to form in his eyes several times.

	At least the project was now moving along smoothly which helped return some of Andrew's confidence and it made Rick a lot happier, reducing the pressure on Andrew.

	But Katherine was about to drop the other shoe.

	It was almost time for the weekly meeting of the project team. Andrew knew Rick was coming to this meeting along with someone from the corporate office, so Andrew wanted to make a good impression. He assumed they intend to congratulate him on his plan, so he wanted to make sure he was ready to answer any questions they might have. As he packed his notes into his presentation folder, Colleen appeared at his door. She wore a navy blue pantsuit and basic high-heeled pumps. The collar of her royal blue blouse spread out over the wide lapels of her suit.

	“Hey, Coffee Girl,” she said.

	“Hello.”

	“You getting ready for the meeting?”

	“Yes.”

	“It looks like you saved the Whisper Project?” Andrew smiled.

	Colleen looked around for something to say, but found nothing. It wasn't that she felt bad that he'd succeeded, she just wasn't thrilled with the renewed confidence he'd shown over the past couple days. She preferred the new, more submissive version of him to the cocky version from before, and his success seemed to herald the return of the cocky version. She left without saying another word.

	A moment later, Katherine appeared at his door. “Getting ready for the meeting, I see?”

	“Yes, Miss Katherine,” he said.

	“There's been a slight change of plan regarding the meeting,” she said, leaning against the door. She crossed her legs at the ankle and folded her arms.

	Andrew looked up. Confusion registered on his face. “What change?”

	“You're going to give all the credit for saving the project… all of it... to Colleen,' she said calmly.

	“What?!” Andrew gasped.

	“You heard me!” Katherine said. “You're going to walk into the meeting, and you're going to tell everyone that Colleen came up with the plan.” She slowly walked over to Andrew. “You're going to tell them it was all her idea... you had nothing to do with it... and she saved the project.” She stopped before Andrew and straightened his tie. “Got it?”

	“But

	“Don't fight me on this or you'll be giving the briefing in a dress, do you understand?”

	Andrew felt tears forming in the comer of his eyes. He cried a lot these days and he couldn't explain it. It was actually the hormones, but he didn't know that. In any event, he had reason to cry now. Katherine wanted to rob him of all the credit for his work. This could cause him all kinds of problems. A corporate rep was going to be there after all!

	“Please, no?” he begged.

	She shook her head.

	Andrew wanted to protest further, but he just couldn't. He no longer had the strength to stand up to her anymore. He didn't know why, but he just no longer had it in him. He hung his head and nodded.

	She stroked his chin. “Say it, dear.”

	“Yes, Miss Katherine. I'll give all the credit to Colleen,” he said, almost choking on the words.

	“Oh, I almost forgot. I got you something just for this meeting. Stay right here,” she said as she walked out to her desk and retrieved a shopping back. “You're going to wear these to the meeting.” She pulled a silky pink blouse out of the bag, a long piece of white organza fabric, and white bellbottom slacks. Despite being bellbottoms, they were shorter than his regular slacks and would clearly show his burgundy loafers. “The white organza needs to be tied in a nice big pussy bow around your neck.” He'd never looked more effeminate at the office.

	 

	Colleen's jaw dropped. Had she really heard what she'd just heard? She looked at Andrew, who seemed sincere. Then she looked at Rick, who stared angrily at Andrew. He was furious both at Andrew's fashion sense, which Rick felt was an embarrassment, and at what Andrew had just said. Everyone else looked at Andrew, then looked at Rick, and then looked at Colleen. She tried to appear calm.

	Rick forced a smile. “Well, I'm glad to hear my decision to bring Colleen onto the project has paid off And I'm glad you're being honest, Andrew, even though it may hurt your chances for promotion.” Rick looked at the humourless woman from the corporate office who sat next to him. “Colleen has shown strong abilities for quite some time and I felt she could make a solid contribution to the team. Clearly, she has.”

	The woman nodded, but said nothing. She kept looking at Andrew's clothing and what she suspected was the outline of a corset.

	Honesty is the best policy,” Andrew said in a defeated tone. He felt like he'd been neutered. “And in this case, Colleen deserves the credit. Her plan brought us back on schedule.”

	“It did more than that, I would say,” Rick interjected. “It saved the project.” He turned to Colleen. “Excellent work, Colleen.” He applauded and the rest of the team did as well.

	Colleen smiled.

	Twenty minutes later, Andrew sat at his desk completely deflated. He rested his head in his hands and wept quietly. His growing blond hair hung down in his face. Without even realizing it, he sat with his legs tightly crossed and his foot popped in and out of his loafer.

	“Hey,” Colleen said as she walked into his office. As had become her custom, she didn't bother knocking before opening the door.

	Andrew looked up just as Colleen closed the door. She walked over to his desk and slid onto the edge of it. She crossed her legs. Her high-heeled shoe dangled from the ends of her toes as her leg swayed back and forth slowly. She looked him up and down, noting the feminine way in which he sat, as well as the white bellbottom pants, the women's loafers, and the tan pantyhose. With his legs crossed, the pantyhose were very obvious. She picked up a paperweight and balanced it in her hand.

	“Wanna tell me what that was about?” she asked. “Don't get me wrong, I don't mind. But l am curious why you’re doing this? You're not trying to get into my pants are you? I'd be real disappointed if that’s all this was.”

	Andrew bit his lip. He honestly didn't know how to respond.

	“Come on, girlfriend, spit it out.”

	“I. uh. I just felt you... I didn't want you thinking I was trying to make you the fall guy, like you said.”

	Colleen shook her head. “No, I'm not buying it. What's going on?”

	“There's nothing going on,” he said quietly.

	She laughed. “Ok, Ann,” she said mockingly and with obvious disbelief

	Andrew felt his penis becoming erect. His penis was already annoyed as he was sitting on it and the panties offered its head little protection from the harsher cloth of the slacks or the pressure from his leather chair, and now with it growing larger at the funny angle and being squeezed by the girdle, it was becoming rather painful.

	Colleen continued. “Nothing going on, huh? So I'm not really seeing a sissy hair cut? Or longer nails than most women in the office?” Andrew's nails were now a centimetre longer than his fingertips and they were oval. “I guess those aren't women's slacks or pantyhose or heels, huh?

	Andrew bit his lip.

	“Look, Ann, I'm not buying it. I don't know what the game is, but I'm not buying it. I'm not objecting mind you. I like having you as my Coffee Girl and you giving me credit for your work, that's cool with me. But you better not be up to anything.”

	“There's nothing going on,” he repeated quietly.

	Colleen took a deep breath and stared at him for several second. She slid off the desk and walked out. “There better not be.”

	 

	 


Chapter 13: “Colleen's The Boss”

	 

	Andrew finished vacuuming the living room and went to return the vacuum to the closet. Sitting on the small table next to the closet was Katherine's purse. She had gone to a hair appointment and had taken another purse. He checked over both shoulders to make sure he was alone, even though he knew he was, and he picked up the purse. He looked inside. His jaw dropped!

	For weeks, Andrew had been trying to find a way into his former bedroom so he could get a look at the locked box Katherine kept under the bed. He was sure that box held all the blackmail material against him. If he could get that material, he could set himself free. Otherwise, he would remain Katherine's prisoner until she decided he had learned his lesson, something she showed no signs of deciding. But to get into the bedroom, he needed her key. In the purse, was Katherine's key ring which contained all the keys related to the apartment.

	Visions of freedom suddenly danced before his eyes.

	Andrew took the keys and jogged to the bedroom door. The clicking of his high heeled slingbacks echoed off the hardwood floor and the rustling of his petticoats filled his ears. He inserted the key into the lock. His heart was pounding. He turned the key. The door opened.

	The bedroom was much like he'd remembered it. Katherine had kept his bed but added a vanity and a chest of drawers. The closet was open and contained a large variety of feminine clothes and the few male clothes she doled out to him each day.

	Andrew crouched down and looked under the bed. There was the box. He pulled it out and set it on the bed. He kneeled before it. He inserted the key into the lock. It clicked. Andrew took a deep breath. This could be his last chance to free himself He needed to get the evidence Katherine had on him, turn himself in a man, and get to Rick before everything fell apart. He had to tell Rick he was being blackmailed or threatened or something to excuse his strange conduct and failures over the past month. The only way he could do that was to get this evidence away from Katherine so she couldn't turn him in to the police. In fact, he told himself, he might even turn her over to the police once he was safely in control of the proof that could send him to prison. Andrew threw open the box.

	It was empty.

	Andrew's heart sank. He had been so sure this box could set him free, but it couldn't. Tears poured down his face smearing his mascara. Suddenly, Andrew had a vision of himself as a total sissy slave sauntering around the office as the women pinched his breasts and rear. He panicked. He had to escape right now, no matter what the cost!

	He looked at the closet. There were his clothes. He stood up and stripped off his maid's dress and kicked off his slingbacks. He reached behind him and untied the corset, fortunately Katherine had gotten lax about making a double-knot these days. He grabbed one of the few male shirts he could find. It was a white cotton shirt he hadn't worn in half a year now. He pulled out a pair of suit pants he hadn't worn in about as long. He jammed his arms into the shirt's sleeves and pulled the pants up.

	As he pulled up the pants, however, he got his first shock. He had a very hard time getting them up over his hips and rear. They were extremely tight and could barely be zipped up. And once he got them over his hips, they were far too loose around his waist. Indeed, they were so loose that they just fell down and gathered about his hips, exposing about three inches of his panties. He tried adding a belt, but he couldn't find one that fit his small new waist.

	He turned his attention to his shirt. He pulled it closed, but it was really tight around his chest and it made him appear to have breasts. He pulled the shirt off again and removed his bra. He dropped the bra to the floor. Andrew tugged the shirt closed over his chest. It remained very tight and he still had breasts.

	He was suddenly mesmerized by his own chest. He had distinct mounds and when he rubbed them, he could see his nipples standing up beneath the shin. He'd suspected something like this for weeks now, but had been in denial. He told himself the breasts he thought he saw in the shower or which he thought he felt beneath the bra were just his imagination or where the product of the corset or the bra... but he suspected the truth. More tears filled his eyes.

	Andrew tossed the shirt onto the bed. He pulled down the pants. He walked over the minor and examined himself Staring back at him was a woman. She had wide hips, a curvy rear, and small, perky breasts. Her waist was small. Indeed, she had a nearly perfect hourglass figure. With the girdle in place, there was no sign of a penis. Her arms were small and weak. Her legs were smooth and curvy, with shapely calf muscles from walking around in high heels all the time.

	“Why am I standing on tiptoes?” Andrew asked himself, noticing that he was indeed standing with his heels a couple inches off the ground. He lowered his feet to the ground and continued gazing. His skin was son. There were no obvious muscles. His hands looked feminine with long red nails on the tips of his fingers. These matched his toes.

	When he looked at his toes, he realized he was again standing on his toes. lowered his heels to the floor once more.

	Andrew stepped closer to the mirror. He ran his hands through his growing hair. It now reached just beyond his shoulders and had been dyed platinum blond. Cindy at the Femme Puissante Salon had started giving him subtle curls which gave his hair body. His eyebrows were thin and highly arched. His face was hairless, even without traces of stubble, and covered in makeup. From his ears hung long, dangly earrings.

	He shook his head and looked down at his breasts. He placed a hand on each and jiggled them. They were large enough to need a bra, there was no doubt. And judging on the bra he wore, they were at least an A-cup if not more already. Also, the nipples belonged to a woman.

	He looked in the minor again and realized that once again, he was standing on his toes — this time he didn't bother trying to lower his feet. Moreover, he held his legs too closely together for a man and his arms hugged his sides as his left wrist hung limp. He tossed back his hair and delicately rubbed his nails over his neck.

	“My God! What has she done to me? She turned me into a woman?!”

	Andrew threw himself on the bed and wept uncontrollably. After some time, he sat up. He crossed his legs tightly. He wiped his eyes, further smearing his mascara.

	How do I get out of this now?”

	Andrew was depressed the following day at work. He felt trapped and didn't know if he could ever escape. At this point, the only way out he could see was to please Katherine so she would let him go, assuming she ever planned to let him. So far, she'd held him prisoner for at least six months, if not more, and she only seemed to be getting more comfortable with the arrangement.

	As he contemplated this, Rick called. He wanted to see Andrew in his office.

	Andrew called Katherine to tell her he needed to see Rick. Not only did he need her permission to leave, but he was again wearing the red t-strap sandals and she had his loafers.

	Katherine walked into the office and let him change. But she didn't let him leave to see Rick... not yet. Andrew waited nervously, hying not to offend Katherine as she sat in his chair and flipped through a magazine. He stood before her, wearing wheat-coloured slacks, the burgundy loafers, and a red blouse with silver buttons. He wore no tie or jacket and his corset and bra straps were visible on his back whenever he leaned forward too far and the blouse became tight against his back.

	Katherine looked at her watch. She finally nodded that he could go. He had no idea how long she made him wait because she no longer let him wear a watch, but he knew he was late. Thus, he rushed down the hallway as fast as he could in the heels. This, as always, accentuated his feminine gait and made him look ridiculous.

	Rick looked at his watch as Andrew appeared at his door.

	“Andrew, come in. Close the door. Colleen and I were just talking about the Whisper Project.”

	Andrew noticed Colleen sitting on Rick's sofa. She wore a charcoal gray pantsuit and open-toed slingbacks. She was grinning at him from ear to ear.

	“I don't know any easy way to say this, so I'll just come out and say it,” Rick said. “Andrew, I gave you the Whisper Project because I thought you were the best man in the office to handle it. But you've really let your performance slip over the past couple months. If it wasn't for Colleen's brilliant plan, the project would literally be in danger of failing right now.”

	“What?!” Andrew squeaked.

	“Come on, Andrew, don't be a sissy about this. You fucked up. She saved your ass. Do I need to spell it out?”

	“But,”

	Rick shook his head. “No 'but'. I warned you this project was vital to the company and you apparently chose to ignore that. I'm handing the project over to Colleen because I think she can finish it successfully I don't have that faith in you.”

	Andrew felt crushed. This was way worse than he expected. He thought she might get a commendation, but he never dreamed she would get the project lead! He and Rick had been friends! Rick didn't like promoting women! This wasn't supposed to happen.

	“What will I do?” Andrew asked sheepishly. Out of the comer of his eye, he saw Colleen's grin growing. She folded her arms, hiding her breasts, and shook her leg excitedly.

	Rick shrugged his shoulders. “That's up to Colleen. She's in charge. If she wants to keep you on the team, that's up to her. If not, then I guess we can find something else for you to do.” This was Rick's way of saying he would be fired.

	“But

	“Take it up with her.” Ricked walked back behind his desk. “And if I hear that you're being anything less than incredibly helpful and accommodating, I'll fire you. Got it?” He dismissed them.

	Tears poured down Andrew's face as he rushed back to his office, with his exaggerated feminine walk. Several of the secretaries could barely keep from bursting out laughing as he rushed past, and all of them stepped out of their cubes to watch him swish down the hallway to his office. A moment later, Colleen walked by triumphantly, like a conquering hero. This was a moment the women in the office would never forget.

	Andrew reached his office and closed the door. He felt sick. He didn't know what to do. Not only had he lost his money and his property to his secretary, but she was feminizing him with no apparent end, and now he'd been delivered into the hands of his worst enemy at work. What could happen next?

	As Andrew wiped the tears from his eyes, Colleen opened his door. She didn't bother knocking. “Hey there, Coffee Girl,” she said with an evil smile.

	He looked up but didn't speak.

	She smiled evilly. “My, my, my how times change. Just yesterday, you used to be the big man around here. Now you're... well, neither big nor much of a man, are you Ann? I think I'm going to keep you on the team though, but only for one reason.” She moved over to where he sat and slid up onto the edge of his desk. She crossed her legs and leaned toward Andrew, resting on one wrist as her other arm draped across her lap. She swung her leg slowly back and forth as her open-toed slingback popped on and off her foot.

	Andrew wiped away another tear. “Why?” he asked meekly.

	She wiped away a tear from his cheek. “Because I'm going to LOVE being your boss.” She laughed and slid back off the desk. “I'm calling a team meeting in thirty minutes. Be there.” She walked to the door. “Oh, and bring your purse.”

	 

	 


Chapter 14: “Serving Colleen”

	 

	The next month was hell for Andrew's ego. Colleen took full advantage of her new position to humiliate him. She wasted no opportunity to belittle him before the team or in person. No mistake was too small not to lead to a public reprimand. No assignment was beneath him. And she passed him around to each of the women on the team, assigning him to work directly for them and answering to their authority. But that was only the beginning.

	Meetings typically began with Colleen walking in once everyone had been assembled. Andrew, her “special assistant,” would be at her side carrying whatever she needed for the meeting as well as his purse. She loved making him carry his purse and insisted that he carry it with him wherever he went — always under threat that she would have him fired if he refused. Then she would find various ways to assign him menial tasks during the meetings and would always find reasons to point out his feminine clothes.

	“Ok, everyone settle down. Let's get this started,” Colleen said as she took the drawings from Andrew's hands and set them out before her. Andrew waited for permission to sit. She didn't give it. Instead, she handed him a document. “Be a dear and put this on the projector, will you Andrew?”

	Andrew took the document and walked to the other side of the conference room and placed the document on the document projector. As he adjusted it, Colleen whistled.

	“Lovely shoes, Andrew,” she said. “Raise your pants leg, let me see them.

	Andrew cringed and his face turned red. He raised his pants leg and held out his leg so everyone could see his shoe. As usual, he wore the burgundy loafers. It was all-but impossible not to see that these were women's shoes, especially with the nylons being visible when he raised his pants leg.

	Everyone looked at Andrew and several people snickered.

	“Thank you, Andrew. Those are very nice,” Colleen said with a smirk. “I have some at home just like that.”

	Andrew moved back around the table and sat down next to Colleen.

	The meeting went on for several minutes before Colleen called a halt. “I'm sorry, could use some coffee.” She turned to Andrew. “Andrew, you don't mind playing the part of the coffee girl, do you?”

	“No ma'am,” he said through gritted teeth. Colleen had instructed him to address her as ma'am and to never reject any of her requests.

	“Good. I'll take mine with two sugars.” She looked at the team. “If anybody else wants coffee, just ask our coffee girl here and she'll get it for you.”

	More giggling followed. What made this worse was that the conference room had a coffee maker, so all she really had to do was get up and grab a cup herself But once she put this duty on Andrew, others followed. Soon, it became a game for the team members to keep him hopping up and down from his chair, getting coffee throughout the meeting.

	This is how meetings went. And when he wasn't in meetings, she had him fetch coffee for herself or for Beth, who really took to bossing him around, or picking up their lunches or even running errands for them. Day by day, this became his life and it came to be accepted by everyone at the office as normal.

	Andrew's home life was about to change as well. He had come to grips with the idea that he could not free himself from Katherine and that he was essentially at her mercy in all things. So he decided to be pleasant and helpful in the hopes that she would free him soon enough. At least, that was what he told himself In reality, she scared him. The slightest resistance had always led to disaster for him and just made things worse, so he was terrified of crossing her. Also, after timidly following her every order for months now, he simply no longer had the will or ability to put up any fight. So while he told himself this was all part of his plan of escape, the reality was there was no plan and he was just trying to justify his own surrender to himself. Not to mention that, as strange as it may sound, being completely under Katherine's thumb was somewhat relaxing. It made him feel safe, which he absolutely did not feel at work where Colleen was still testing her powers over him.

	Today, however, would test all of that.

	Andrew stood before Katherine wearing only the panty girdle, a pair of red lace panties, tan pantyhose and strappy red high-heeled sandals. Katherine sat on the couch wearing jeans and wedge-heeled sandals.

	“You're probably wondering why you’re out of uniform,” Katherine said.

	“Yes, Miss Katherine,” Andrew responded, though he hadn't actually questioned this. To the contrary, he just assumed she had a reason for what she did and it wasn't his place to know her reason. Not knowing why she did things no longer bothered him.

	“You're out of uniform because I want to show something to you,” Katherine said. She rose from the couch. “I've been giving you hormones, as you've probably guessed.”

	”Why?”

	“Because I've decided to give you breasts. That's my gift to you.”

	Andrew touched his breasts, which hung heavily from his chest without the bra. By this point, he knew full well he was growing breasts. He knew before he even acknowledged the fact to himself And since that time, they had continued to grow at a tremendous rate. At this point, he almost filled a B-cup bra.

	“Aren't you going to thank me?” Katherine asked happily.

	Andrew forced a smile. “Thank you, Miss Katherine.”

	“I wanted you to know because I think it will help you realize your situation.”

	”What do you mean?”

	“I mean that you need to give up on the idea that you can just strip off the heels and the panties and cut your hair and be a man again. You're trapped as a woman now and it's time you started thinking of yourself that way.”

	Ironically, he did already think of himself that way at times. Whenever he went to the store, he had to see himself as a woman so he could pass. At home, he saw himself as a woman as well. For one thing, he looked the part whenever he saw himself in the mirror. For another, she made him act so femininely that the only way he could do it without dying of shame was to think of himself as a woman. Even at work, he started seeing himself as a woman at times. It seemed to soften the blow. And as a result of this, he often had strangely feminine thoughts, such as when he found himself admiring Colleen's shoes or a skirt worn by some secretary. He no longer wondered what it would be like to get a hot young secretary out of her dress so much as he wondered what it would be like to get into her dress. And so on.

	Plus, embarrassingly, he had recently found that the easiest way to get himself to ejaculate was to fondle his breasts while thinking of some feminine humiliation inflicted upon him. And since he wasn't allowed to jerk himself off directly, and he was always watched or on camera, that was the only way he could get a release. This again made him feel like a woman.

	“Can I ask a question?” he asked.

	“Sure.”

	“I've learned my lesson. I really have. When can I be set free?” 

	Katherine smiled. “Why do you want to go free?”

	“I just do,” he said.

	“Let me think about it. But in the meantime, let's go for a ride.”

	On several occasions, Katherine had now dressed him as a woman and taken him out to dinner or out to the store. He was always nervous but he was gaining confidence recently, especially as his hair was starting to get longer. Andrew assumed this would be no different.

	He sat quietly on his bed, waiting, while Katherine brought him the clothing he would be wearing. She brought him a white top and tan pencil skirt. She made him take off the corset, which he really no longer needed, and debated making him go braless. He knew from experience already that this would be annoying, so he asked, very respectfully, to be allowed to wear a bra for the sake of comfort. Katherine smiled and agreed. When he was dressed in the skirt and top, she added some bracelets, a pearl choker and pearl earrings. For his feet, she handed him brown, open-toed platform slingbacks. They had a three-quarter inch platform and a total heel of five inches. His white painted toes stuck out the front. On the way out the door, she handed him a large brown, leather purse.

	Katherine drove them several miles further south than they normally went. They came to a small building tucked away behind some trees. Andrew had never been here before. It appeared to be a Mexican restaurant.

	Andrew stepped out of the car as he'd been taught with the pencil skirt and heels and then minced after Katherine, who still wore just the jeans and brown wedge-heeled sandals. They walked into the building. Several people looked up at the hot blond in the tight skirt, but no one spotted him as a man.

	“Table for two?” asked the teenage girl who came over holding two menus.

	“We'll sit at the bar, thanks,” Katherine said. She took Andrew's hand and led him through an archway into the bar. As the night was young, the bar was empty except for one other person, a woman. Katherine sat down next to her.

	“What are you doing here?” asked a familiar voice.

	Andrew looked up in a panic and saw that the woman sitting next to Katherine was Colleen. She wore shorts, mid-heeled woven brown slides and a pale green blouse.

	“We're just out for dinner,” Katherine said. She stepped back so Colleen could see Andrew. “You remember Andrew, don't you? Your former boss?” Colleen's jaw dropped. “Oh my God!” she squealed.

	Andrew was stunned. He literally could not speak and would not know what to say if he could. He just stood there, horrified as Colleen devoured him with her eyes. She was enjoying every second of this — the uncontrollable grin on her face told him that, as did her erect nipples, which she finally covered by folding her arms when she saw him staring at them.

	“So this is what you've been doing in your spare time?!” Colleen asked Andrew with a laugh. “I saw the feminine clothes, we all did, and knew something was up. But nobody guessed this!” Colleen blushed. She had never experienced an orgasm before without touching herself… until now. She took a deep breath.

	“Andrew has been my personal servant for many months now,” Katherine said.

	Colleen scrunched her nose. “That's just too precious! You mean, Coffee Girl has been playing Servant Girl at home for months?”

	Katherine nodded.

	Colleen gasped as a look of recognition crossed her face. “Oh my God! You mean Andi was…”

	Katherine nodded. “Yes, this is Andi.”

	“Just wait till everyone at the office hears about this!”

	Andrew almost fainted, but somehow remained standing.

	“Before you do that,” Katherine said coyly, “might I suggest that you could have more fun keeping the secret?”

	Colleen raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?

	“Wouldn't it be more fun holding this over him every moment of the day at work?

	Knowing what he does when he gets home? Pushing his limits?” She leaned against the bar.

	“I'm pretty sure Andrew would do anything to keep from being exposed.”

	“I'll bet he would!”

	“I'm saying that we can share Andrew in the evenings and he can be your little sissy slave at work.”

	“That would be fantastic!”

	Katherine continued: “But it works best when other people don't know because then Andrew has to fear discovery.”

	Colleen looked at Andrew. “What do you think, Andrew? Would you rather I just told everyone or would you rather I blackmail you?”

	“Please don't tell everyone!”

	“So you want me to blackmail you and humiliate you myself, is that it?” He hung his head. “Yes.”

	“You're one messed up little sissy, Andrew.” She took Andrew's hand and tried to look into his eyes, but he kept looking away. “Eyes front, sissy.”

	Andrew bit his lip and forced himself to meet her gaze.

	Colleen's uncontrollable smirk grew even more. “So I can borrow him?” she asked Katherine.

	“Absolutely.”

	“And I can do anything I want?”

	“And he'll do anything you tell him.

	“Anything?”

	“Anything

	“This almost sounds too good to be true,” Colleen said with a laugh. 

	“Try it.”

	“How?

	“Give him some humiliating command you would never expect anyone to perform and see if he does it.”

	Colleen took a deep breath. “What should I ask for?”

	“Don't ask, just demand.”

	Colleen looked at Katherine. “This is a new experience for me. What should I tell him to do?”

	Katherine shrugged her shoulders. “Think of all the times he's humiliated you and something will come to mind.”

	Andrew couldn't believe what was happening. If he thought things were horrible before, they just got a hundred times worse and a thousand times more hopeless. He recalled the night at the party when he almost exposed himself to Colleen because he thought they might have some bond, now he knew better and he regretted her discovering his secret. This was a nightmare! Why did Katherine have to bring him here!

	Colleen thought for several seconds. The grin on her face faded. She looked around the bar. They were alone except for the bartender who was cleaning glasses and wasn't looking at them. “Wow, all the times Andrew humiliated me, that's a lot of bad memories. Get on your knees.”

	Andrew cringed, but did as commanded.

	Colleen leaned over to bring her face to his level. “You always loved making me feel small. And there were times I almost couldn't take it. I'm going to make you feel like I felt, but I won't tell you yet what I have in mind. I want you to go home with Katherine and dread everything I'm going to do to you. See you at work tomorrow, sissy.”

	She walked out, leaving Andrew on his knees.

	 

	 


Chapter 15: “New Office Games”

	 

	Andrew almost couldn't bring himself to walk into the office the following morning. His knees shook and it took all his might to force one foot in front of the other. But he had no choice. After making it to his office, he went to get Colleen her coffee. He felt everyone staring at him. This had become pretty normal, but was it more intense today? He didn't know, but he felt it was. Maybe it was just his sense of shame? Or maybe they all knew what had happened? Maybe Colleen had told them? She said she might and she had promised, along with the others at the party, to share any knowledge she gained? Still, no one said anything.

	Colleen sat at her desk reading a magazine when he arrived with her coffee. She wore a pleated skill, a blue blouse, a navy blazer and four-inch open-toed navy pumps. She pointed to her desk and he set down the coffee.

	“I spoke with Katherine last night and I learned some interesting things. In a word, 'breasts'.”

	Andrew swallowed hard.

	Colleen turned her chair to face him. “Strip. I want to see these breasts.”

	“Strip?”

	“Yeah, am I speaking a foreign language? Strip, Ann. I want to see your breasts and the girdle and all the rest.” She rose and slapped him on the rear. She moved toward the door, which Andrew thought she was about to close, but instead, she opened it all the way. “Now!”

	Andrew reluctantly began stripping. Before long, he was down to his bra, his panties, his stockings (he mainly wore stockings these days as they could hook onto the pantygirdle), the pantygirdle and his loafers.

	Colleen stood before him and smiled. She balanced one foot on the heel of her shoe. “Nice.” She reached out and fondled his B-cup breasts. His nipples rose. Colleen chuckled. “Even better!” Then she moved her hand down and felt his crotch. “Looks like somebody lost something,” she said condescendingly. She bent down and pulled his panties down to his knees. Then she made him squat so she could see his penis sticking out the bottom of the girdle. She grabbed the head and yanked on it.

	Andrew winced.

	“Cute!” She stood back up. “I can't believe you've got breasts. That just blows my mind.” She returned to her seat. “Well, listen, I have work to do and so do you. This project isn't going to finish itself “Why don't you put your shirt back on, after all we wouldn't want anyone seeing your breasts, would we? And then get back to your office and do some work.' She picked up his pants and tossed them over a chair. “What about my pants?”

	“Pants are overrated. Leave the panties too.”

	Andrew's jaw dropped. Was she really telling him to go back out into the hallway without his pants and then to go sit at his desk virtually naked? She was. It was only a few steps to his office, but he had never felt more scared in his life. When he reached his office, he crashed down in his seat so he could hide his nakedness behind his desk. The leather chair rubbed painfully against his exposed penis.

	Colleen appeared at his door a few seconds later. “Katherine tells me you've got some stellar heels in your desk. Put them on.

	“Now?”

	“Of course, now! And then sit there like a good little girl and do your work until I tell you otherwise. I'll be back later to check on you,” she said as she walked out. She left his door open.

	Andrew pulled the red t-strap sandals from his desk. He put them on as ordered and soon found himself wearing a white blouse with lace accents from the waist up and nothing but the girdle, stockings and the red sandals below the waist. He sat quietly at his desk and waited for further instructions. His heart raced. Three hours later, right before noon, Colleen appeared at his door with Beth. Beth wore a brown skirt suit and brown pumps. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail.

	“Beth and I are going to lunch. You wanna come with us, Coffee Girl?” Colleen asked.

	Beth didn't look pleased with the idea, though she did, as always, giggle at Colleen calling him Coffee Girl.

	“I. uh, I have work to do. Thanks for the offer though.” There was no way Andrew could stand up without exposing himself

	Colleen scowled. “Oh come on, you've been a good girl the past week. I'm your boss now. I hereby authorize you to take some time off.”

	Beth giggled at Colleen calling him 'a good girl'. “I really can't,” Andrew begged.

	“Ya know, if you keep saying 'no,' then Beth is going to start doubting my power over you. I should make you crawl over here and kiss her foot or something,” Colleen said with a smirk.

	“Please, I really can't.”

	“Wait a minute! Don't you normally stand up when I enter the room? Why didn't you stand up this time? You're not playing with yourself or something, are you?”

	Andrew's face turned white.

	Colleen walked over toward his desk and peered into his lap. “Huh, look at those panties, you naughty girl!” she teased him. Of course, he wasn't wearing panties, those were m Colleen's desk along with his pants.

	Beth laughed but fortunately didn't approach him. She clearly took Colleen's comments as a joke and she remained standing in the doorway with her arms tightly folded, balancing on her heels, staring directly down at the floor. Despite the newfound power everyone in the office had over Andrew, he still intimidated her to a degree.

	“Oh well,” Colleen said, “if you don't want to come with us. Then you can just sit right there and be a good girl until I come back from lunch.

	“Yes, ma'am,” Andrew said reflexively, causing Beth to burst out laughing. She quickly caught herself and covered her mouth. Her other arm remained tightly wrapped around her waist and she kept staring at her feet. She was clearly trying to hide a growing grin.

	“Ok, coffee Girl, I'll give you a pass this time.” She looked at Beth. “You ready for lunch?”

	Beth nodded.

	Colleen smirked at Andrew. “You'll still be here when I get back, right?” she asked rhetorically. Without waiting for an answer, she and Beth left.

	Almost two hours later, Colleen returned to the office. “Hey, Coffee Girl. You should have come to lunch, it was nice.” She walked over and slid up onto Andrew's desk next to him.

	Andrew frowned. He didn't know what to say. He was a nervous wreck sitting there for five hours now in high heels and with no pants. Every single person who walked by and every phone call could have brought disaster. He also desperately needed to go to the restroom, but he couldn't leave his chair.

	“So let's see these stellar heels I've heard so much about. I kept wondering all through lunch what they looked like. The suspense was killing me. I almost mentioned it to Beth, but don't worry Coffee Girl, your secret is still safe.

	Andrew backed his chair away from his desk and pulled his feet out from underneath. On his feet were the cherry-red t-strap sandals. Colleen looked over the side of the desk and laughed.

	“Wow! Those are fabulous! Take one off and let me see it.”

	Andrew leaned over and unbuckled one of the shoes. He slid his foot from the shoe and handed it to Colleen, who turned it around in her hand.

	“Very pretty.” She scrunched her nose. “I understand you wore these a couple times when I was in here? I can't believe I missed that!” 

	“I wasn't exactly looking to advertise the fact.”

	She held the sandal next to the shoe she was wearing. “I’ll bet I could wear these. Give me the other one.”

	Andrew bent down and unbuckled the other one. Meanwhile, Colleen slipped off her opened-toed pumps, letting them drop to the floor. She slid her foot into the sandal and tightened it. It was a little large, but she could wear it. She added the second one. She smiled. “I’ll tell you what. I'll wear these for the rest of the afternoon and you can wear mine.”

	Andrew bit his lip.

	“Go on, you'll look great in them.

	With trepidation, he slid his feet into her shoes, which were still warm. The shoes also were a little tight and his toes showed prominently through the open toe, but otherwise they were no different than a pair of navy open-toed pumps he had at home.

	Colleen slid off the desk, causing her heels to echo off the plastic chair mat. “Well, see yah 'round.”

	“Wait!”

	“What?”

	“I have to go to the bathroom,” Andrew said.

	“Go ahead, I'm not stopping ya.”

	“You have my pants.”

	“Oh, that's right. So I do.” She walked out and didn't come back for another two hours. Only then did she let him put his pants back on, but she wouldn't let him remove her heels. So he had to wait until everyone went home before he could use the bathroom and then venture to his car.

	This became Andrew's new life as day after day Colleen found ways to humiliate him, threaten him with exposure, and just generally make him miserable.

	 

	 


Chapter 16: “Sissy Time Share”

	 

	Andrew sat in the passenger seat of Katherine’s car. They were going to Colleen's apartment, where Andrew would perform maid duties. He wore one of his black uniforms, black platform sandals and a grey raincoat just long enough to hide the uniform itself but nothing else.

	“You will spend three nights at Colleen's apartment and four nights at mine,” Katherine explained as she turned the car into Colleen's parking garage. “You will, of course, do whatever she wants.”

	Colleen threw open her door. She had a huge grin on her face. “Hey there Andrew, sexy high heels you're wearing!” she said loudly into the hallway hoping someone heard her, but there was no one there. As they stepped inside, Andrew removed the raincoat, causing Colleen to laugh. “Love the uniform, girlfriend!”

	“Thank you, ma'am,” he said demurely.

	Colleen's grin grew. “Oh, this is going to be exquisite.” She touched the hem of his skirt and flipped up the crinoline to peer underneath. Then she squeezed one of his breasts. “You're getting to be a big girl, Ann! Why don't you get started cleaning the place while Katherine and I chat.” She and Katherine, who were both dressed casually in jeans and low heeled slides, went to the couch.

	As Andrew dusted and polished everything, Katherine explained Andrew's strengths and weaknesses as a maid. She also noted that he was quite good at doing hair, makeup and nails and that Colleen should take advantage of this. Colleen said she would. Katherine then explained Andrew's bedtime, which brought uproarious laughter from Colleen. She also told Colleen that she rarely let Andrew out of the pantygirdle, but that Colleen was, of course, “free to explore” as she saw fit. She said that would not ruin Andrew's training, though she doubted Andrew could provide much entertainment anymore in that regard because of the hormones. This statement interested Colleen greatly. Finally, she and Colleen examined Andrew's new room.

	Colleen's apartment wasn't as large as Andrew's and lacked a second bedroom. So Colleen put a cot into her walk-in closet. This would be where Andrew would sleep.

	“And to make sure he doesn't try anything funny with my clothes,” she said loudly enough for Andrew to hear, “because I know how much he loves women's clothes, I bought these.” She pulled two pair of pink handcuffs from her underwear drawer. One pair would go around his wrists, the others would go around his ankles and a long ribbon connected the two. When connected behind his back, this would effectively prevent him from being able to stand up or use his hands.

	Andrew saw this and wished for the relative comfort of his own small room. But he had no say in the matter.

	In addition to the uncomfortable and unpleasant sleeping arrangement, Andrew soon found that his time with Colleen was rather different than his time with Katherine. Colleen was much more “hands on” and liked to let his penis hang free where she could play with it at her leisure. She also, somewhat surprisingly, seemed to enjoy the whole situation more, not in terms of any son of vengeance, but in terms of simple enjoyment. Indeed, she seemed very playful the entire time and treated him more like a friend than a servant — work, however, was different; there she was the boss and she went all out to humiliate him.

	Also, while she was rather friendly with him at home, she still enjoyed embarrassing him. For example, she enjoyed taking him out and showing him off in public, but she always liked blurring the line between his masculinity and his femininity. Thus, sometimes she would dress him in very frilly, girlish clothing, but make him go without makeup or jewellery and with his hair tied back in a masculine ponytail. On other occasions, she would dress him in his most masculine clothing, such as what he wore for work, and then would add obvious but incomplete makeup. Sometimes she would even call him “Andrew” when waiters or clerks were within earshot.

	She also enjoyed taking him shopping and buying him clothes, and within a few weeks, he had amassed a rather extensive feminine wardrobe, including all kinds of dresses and funky shoes.

	Many of the new clothes she bought slowly crept into his work attire, which Colleen now controlled completely, though she was always careful only to suggest femininity in his work wardrobe rather than make him outright feminine, because she didn't want him fired because he was doing all the work on the Whisper Project. One of her favourite additions was a simple pair of women’s slides. They had a wide open toe, a broad black leather strap which covered his instep, an open back, and a one-inch black heel. On a macho bodybuilder, these could possibly have been confused for simple men's sandals. . possibly. On Andrew, however, they stood out. Indeed, the women in the office spotted these for what they were right away, as many of them had something similar in their own closets. The men weren't as sure, but they thought they were inappropriate nevertheless. And when she made him wear pink nail polish instead of clear polish on his toenails, they really stood out.

	Sometimes, however, Colleen simply couldn't resist making a statement, such as when she made him wear white capri pants along with his normal loafers. She also kept threatening to make him wear a skirt, but never actually forced the issue.

	Several weeks passed this way, with Andrew alternating his time between his own former apartment and Colleen's. Meanwhile, at work, he worked feverishly finishing the project. As they approached the end of the project, Andrew wondered what would happen next. Surely Rick realized that Colleen was turning in Andrew's work? Would that get him promoted? Would Rick finally turn on Colleen, even though they seemed to be getting closer all the time? Would Katherine and Colleen finally let him go at that point? He didn't know.

	Andrew rose from his chair when Colleen entered his office. She wore a black pantsuit with a double strand of pearls around her neck. She carried a shoe box.

	“Hey, I brought you something,” she said. “I saw them at lunch and I couldn't resist.” She opened the box and pulled out a pair of high-heeled loafers exactly like the pair

	Andrew currently wore, only with an open back, like mules. “Put these on and come with me.” Andrew took off his loafers and slid into the mules. They didn't look like that big of a deal. Since they had two-inch heels and his pants were long enough to hide the backs, he assumed no one would see they had an open back. But his first step told him this would not be the case. For one thing, being mules, they didn't stay on his feet. Instead, he had to pull them along with his toes, which caused them to slap against his soles as they lifted off the ground and almost bounce when they hit the ground before his foot. This made the very telling slap click noise women make when they walk in mules or slides. Moreover, he hadn't thought about the fact that once he sat down, or any time he bent over, his pants would ride up and expose the shoe.

	Colleen led Andrew down the hallway to the meeting room. He had no idea what was coming as Colleen no longer included him in any of the team memos. They entered the room and found the entire team assembled along with Rick. Colleen moved to the head of the table, next to Rick. Andrew sat next to her.

	“I'm not even sure what to say at this point, except thanks to everyone and congratulations,” Colleen said. “The final touches were completed on the project last night. I gave it to Rick this morning. He passed it on to corporate. and they've approved!” She smiled.

	The room erupted in applause.

	Rick raised his hand to quiet everyone. “In fact, corporate is thrilled. You should all be getting bonuses in your next pay check to prove it. And I'd like to particularly thank Colleen for her hard work and dedication in saving the project.” More applause.

	Rick continued. “In addition to the bonus, the entire team is being invited to the yearly management retreat at Oak Meadows. This is a rare honour, but your efforts have secured the future of the company for years to come.”

	Colleen interrupted. “That will be in three days. I've got HR working on arranging all the details right now.”

	More applause.

	Rick rose. “Keep up the good work people!” He turned and shook Colleen's hand and then he walked out. He never looked at Andrew.

	When the assembly quieted down again, Colleen turned to Andrew. “I want you to take the travel and hotel forms to each team member. Fill them out, get the necessary signatures and then carry them down to HR personally.”

	This was a task that would normally be assigned to one of the staff girls in the HR department. For an executive to be ordered to perform this task was clearly meant as denigration and everyone in the office new it. They all looked at Andrew, whose face was turning bright red. Several snickered.

	With that, Colleen dismissed the team. Andrew spent the day going from office to office acting like a secretary to every member of the team. More than one noticed his new shoes and several made veiled remarks about them. Andrew wanted to cry. “When will this humiliation end?” he asked himself.

	 

	 


Chapter 17: “Ann's Debut At The Retreat”

	 

	Andrew sat in the passenger seat of Colleen's car as they pulled into the swank hotel where the retreat was being held. This would be their home for the next three days. At Colleen's request, Katherine booked Andrew into a suite that joined with Colleen's.

	Colleen stepped out of her car and handed the keys to the valet. She wore a calf length dark blue skill, a red blouse and taupe high-heeled peep-toe pumps. Andrew's wardrobe continued the gender confusion Colleen and Katherine liked him to project at the office: the two-inch burgundy loafers, wheat-coloured bellbottom pants with no pockets, a brown purse, a man's white shirt, clear polish on his nails and no makeup. His hair was pulled back in a ponytail, albeit a feminine pony tail, to minimize the masculinity of his face. There was just enough masculinity about Andrew to give people pause about treating him like a woman and way too much femininity for anyone to treat him like a man.

	When they reached their rooms, Colleen opened the partition.

	This way, you can continue your duties as my personal servant,” she said as she pushed aside the door. “Katherine and I wouldn't want you to get out of practice.” Then she picked up a third suitcase Andrew hadn't seen and made Andrew unpack it in his closet. This suitcase contained an assortment of dresses, skills, tops, shoes, etc. These were his. Andrew picked up a black cocktail dress he had never seen before.

	“What's this?”

	Colleen smiled. “That's a surprise.”

	Andrew found out what Colleen meant two hours later. There was a breakfast scheduled in the morning, the executives had a round of golf scheduled for the afternoon, and there was a banquet the final night, other than that however, everyone was free to do as they pleased. Colleen decided to use this time to let Andrew live it up, whether he wanted to or not.

	“You need to get out more,” she said as she pulled the black cocktail dress from the closet. “And by 'you,' I don't mean you, Andrew. You get out every day at work. I'm taking about you, 'Ann.' She needs to get out more. So here's what I'm thinking. You can dress like Andrew for breakfast and golf tomorrow and maybe the banquet, I haven't decided about that yet. But the rest of the time, it's time to let your girly side out. For the rest of the time, you're going to be Ann.”

	Andrew's jaw dropped. He knew he could pass in public. Hell, he barely recognized himself as a man anymore and he knew exactly what he was. But this wasn't the public. The hotel was full of co-workers. These were people who had known him for years now. They would recognize him in a heartbeat. Also, they had seen his appearance at the office. They'd seen him wearing high heels, women's pants, earrings, blouses, and pantyhose.

	So they wouldn't hesitate for a moment to believe it was him if they saw him in a dress.

	Colleen tossed him the dress. “Get dressed, girlfriend.”

	Andrew felt incredibly pensive riding down in the elevator with Colleen. She wore the same skirt and blouse she did when they arrived. He wore the black cocktail dress. It was a sleeveless knot-front dress, with a loose skirt that danced just above his knees when he walked. The bodice of the dress hugged his hourglass figure and the knotted-front displayed his breasts perfectly. On his feet were four-inch black high-heeled sandals — he walked so femininely in these that he looked like he'd been born in them. He carried the same black clutch purse he carried at the office, which was Colleen's idea. His freshly-dyed platinum blond hair cascaded down his back to about his shoulder blades. His nails, which stuck out half an inch from his fingertips were bright red. He wore evening makeup and dangly silver earrings and silver bracelets. He was stunning

	They left the elevator and made their way to the casino. Everyone stopped to look at Andrew. But it didn't seem to be recognition, it seemed to be something else. Their attention caused Andrew's penis to grow, but the pantygirdle held it firmly in check. Colleen led Andrew to a blackjack table and they both sat down.

	“Colleen, who's your friend?” asked the voice of Rick.

	Andrew had a sudden vision of himself running out of the casino screaming. Only, he wasn't brave enough anymore even to flee. His shoulders slumped and he waited to be exposed.

	“Rick, let me introduce Ann. Ann, this is Rick. Rick is my boss. Ann is a friend from college,” Colleen said.

	Rick smiled. “Charmed.”

	Andrew couldn't believe his ears. Colleen hadn't exposed him and Rick hadn't identified him.

	“Why don't you stay a while, Rick,” Colleen said. “I'm sure Ann would be very interested in what you do for the company.”

	Rick's smile grew, and it wasn't the only thing. Rick was married, but he was also known to fool around from time to time. This was why he never felt any particular interest in stopping Andrew from abusing the female staff “So what do you do, little lady?” 

	“She's a dancer,” Colleen said.

	“Really? There's a dance tomorrow night. Perhaps you'd like to attend?” Rick asked.

	Andrew smiled demurely. He was trying to figure out how to say “no” without causing himself more problems.

	“She'd love to,” Colleen interjected. “Wouldn't you, Ann?” Andrew bit his tongue and nodded.

	“She's shy,” Colleen added.

	“Yes, I'm sorry. I never know what to say in these situations,” Andrew said, correctly reading the warning in Colleen's eyes that he better become more sociable.

	 “How about I come to your room at seven tomorrow?”

	“Why don't we meet you in the ballroom,” Colleen interjected. Rick smiled.

	“Are you crazy?” Andrew asked Colleen as they stepped onto the elevator to return to their rooms a little later. They were both more than a bit tipsy from the several rounds of drinks purchased for them by men they didn't know.

	Colleen giggled. “It's not smart to piss off a woman who has you by the balls.” She grabbed between his legs. “Literally.” She burst out laughing and leaned against Andrew for support.

	“Seriously, I can't pull this off Rick will recognize me! What then?” he asked. He wasn't quite as drunk as she was.

	Colleen smiled. “You underestimate yourself, Ann. No one is going to recognize you as a man.” She giggled again and rolled her head on his shoulder. “Mainly, because you're not one anymore.”

	“I am too,” Andrew protested.

	“Prove lt.”

	“How?”

	“How else?” The elevator opened and they stumbled down the hallway to the door to her room. She opened the door and pulled Andrew inside. She started undressing him and kissing him.

	“What are you doing?”

	“What does it look like?” she asked. She pulled off his dress and pushed him onto the bed, still wearing his underwear and the sandals.

	Andrew reached down and pushed the pantygirdle to his knees. Colleen then yanked it off his legs, over his stockings and the heels. His penis springing to attention… sort of. It stood up, but it wasn't very hard.

	Colleen looked at it and giggled. “Wasn't it bigger before?”

	Andrew blushed. They both knew the hormones were causing his penis to shrink.

	Indeed, Colleen liked to measure it now and then just to keep track, and it had already lost maybe twenty percent in size, which just killed Andrew. Even more than growing breasts, this was the one thing that was guaranteed to make him cry uncontrollably. Colleen knew this and tended only to mention it when she wanted to upset him.

	He started to tear up.

	Colleen giggled. “Oh get over it, girl.” She kissed him on the lips and wrapped her hand around his penis. It grew a little. She began stroking it, but it didn't get much harder. Within seconds, it began leaking semen, but there was no explosion, no release. “Hmm Welcome to womanhood, Andrew.”

	Andrew felt completely dejected. Was he no longer a man?

	Colleen sat up on her knees, straddling his body. “I think it's time you learned how one woman pleases another.” She scooted forward, her groin pressing against his chin, and reached under her dress to pull her panties aside. “Let’s get that mouth of yours doing something more than talking.”

	Andrew and Colleen appeared at breakfast together the following morning. She wore a white turtleneck sweater, tan slacks and wedge-heeled tan pumps. Andrew wore white women's slacks with no pockets, a red silk blouse with angel sleeves, and the open-back black loafers. His appearance drew consternation from some of the other executives and Rick insisted that he sit at one of the staff tables rather than with the executives. Colleen, on the other hand, sat next to Rick.

	For the most part, the people at Andrew's table ignored him. Several of these were women he had been cruel to and the others knew the stories. With him being very publicly emasculated by Colleen, they no longer felt they needed to be nice to him, so they weren't.

	The breakfast dragged on for two hours and Andrew felt miserable the entire time. Not only did he feel horrible being surrounded by people who enjoyed his misfortune, but he strangely longed to be by Colleen's side. Indeed, as incredible as it seemed to him, something inside him felt drawn to her, and it hadn't just been the night before — though he had enjoyed that.

	Soon the breakfast ended and the executives began drifting toward the golf course. Andrew didn't know what to expect, but he doubted this would be a pleasant experience. He was actually quite good at golf, but he hadn't played in over a year and he'd never played in heels... or with breasts.

	When they reached the clubhouse, they paired off into groups of four. The last four to be paired were Colleen, a female executive, an ancient male executive and Andrew. The ancient male executive looked at Andrew and smiled.

	“It looks like I drew the lucky straw to be paired with three beautiful women,” he said in a shaky voice and walked outside.

	Andrew stood there, not knowing what to say. He looked at Colleen, who covered her mouth to stifle a giggle. Out of the comer of his eye, he saw the female executive look him up and down and shake her head. Colleen held her hand out to invite Andrew to go through the door first to the greens: “Ladies first, Ann,” she said with a laugh.

	The female executive giggled. “I like you,” she said to Colleen.

	For the next two hours, the four of them slowly made their way around the course. The old man was the slowest, but Andrew was the least competent. He tried to play as he had always played as a man, but that wasn't possible given his loss of strength, his new shape and the handicaps of the heels, the breasts, and the pantygirdle which made the kinds of quick movements the game required rather painful. Colleen and the female executive, whose name was Cheryl, were easily the best of the four.

	As Colleen and Cheryl got to know each other, Cheryl opened up.

	“So tell me about Rick,” Cheryl asked. “And don't worry, nothing you say will ever leave this course.”

	Colleen shook her head. “Rick is, uh yeah…”

	Cheryl leaned back and swung. The ball flew straight and true. “I think I know what you mean.” She paused. “I'm honestly not sure he's ready for more responsibility. He doesn't strike me as very... oh, I'm not even sure how to say it?”

	Colleen set her ball down on the tee. “You're very perceptive.” She lined up her shot and let the ball fly “Rick has a certain way about him and I'm not sure it creates the best environment.”

	Cheryl nodded her head. “I hear you're a rising star though.”

	Colleen grinned. “Glad to hear it.”

	They started walking down the green. Cheryl touched Colleen's arm and moved in closer. “Most people think you pulled Rick's nuts out of the fire.” She smiled and Colleen smiled back. “Let me ask you a question.”

	“Sure.”

	Cheryl peered over her shoulder at Andrew, who was helping the older man place his ball on the tee. “What's his deal?”

	“You mean 'Ann'?” Colleen said with a laugh.

	“Yeah. Word was that he was a rising star, but then his evaluations suddenly tanked. And now that I've gotten a chance to see him up close... well, he's not what I expected.”

	Colleen shrugged her shoulders. “AII I can say is if the high-heeled shoe fits, he'll apparently wear it.”

	“A real Cinderella, huh?” They both laughed.

	“Well, he ought to make up his mind. This half-man half-woman routine is a little disturbing and needs to stop. Maybe you should address that with him when you get back to the office.”

	“Me? You mean Rick? He runs our division. At least until he's promoted.” Cheryl winked at Colleen.

	 

	 


Chapter 18: “Colleen Wins and Andrew's New Life”

	 

	Andrew spun around to check his dress in the mirror. He wore a strappy purple swing dress with a double skirt. The base skirt hung to just above his knees. The upper skirt formed an inverted V which peaked just below a fuchsia ribbon belt that hung just below his now-ample breasts. Two spaghetti straps held the dress on his shoulders. He accessorized the dress with four-inch silver sandals, silver bracelets and dangly silver earrings shaped like high-heeled shoes. His fingernails and toenails matched the fuchsia belt.

	Colleen stood behind him and kissed his shoulders as he fluffed his hair. “You look great. Now you know what to do, right?

	Andrew met her gaze in the mirror. “Please don't make me do this!” 

	“We've been over this.”

	“I know, but I'm begging you. I don't want to do this.”

	“Now, Ann. The days of you making decisions are long gone. So don't worry your pretty little head about it and just do what I tell you.

	“What if he won't…”

	Colleen laughed. “Are you kidding? Take a look at yourself You're going to be giving every man in that room a raging hard-on the moment you walk in there. They would all give their left testicles to spend the night with you. He'll happily come up stairs with you.”

	“Why am I doing this though?”

	“Because I want you to.”

	“If you’re trying to teach me a lesson, I swear I've learned it,” he said in a pleading tone.

	She kissed his neck. “I'm sure you have, but this isn't about teaching you a lesson. This is about something I want.” She kissed him again. “Now let's go.”

	Colleen looked radiant as she stepped into the hotel ballroom. She wore a long, tight black gown which severely restricted her movement but showed off her nearly perfect curves. The dress was made of shimmering sequins. Her flowing brown hair, her long red nails, and her perfect makeup only added to the image of a temptress. As she walked, her red painted toenails snuck out from beneath her dress, showing only hints of some son of open-toed high-heeled shoes. There were no panty lines and no evidence of a bra. Andrew marvelled at how beautiful she really was.

	Yet, Colleen wasn't the main attraction when they walked into the ballroom. It was Andrew, or more precisely 'Ann.' Everyone, male and female, immediately turned their attention to the woman with the hourglass figure in the sassy purple dress. He could feel people following his hemline as his skirt danced around his thighs and watching his breasts dance beneath the satin material, wondering if the spaghetti straps might slip and expose the fleshy mounds beneath. He saw several admiring his nylon-encased legs and his grace on the ultra-high heels.

	They walked over to where Rick sat with another man. Clearly, the man was interested in Colleen, but she wasn't interested in him, though she agreed to dance with him at least once during the night.

	As the night dragged on, everyone became a little tipsy. Colleen, however, was careful not to lose her senses. She wanted to be able to orchestrate whatever happened this evening.

	About two hours after Colleen and Andrew arrived, Rick started hinting about going upstairs to his room. Andrew did his best to ignore these comments as Rick had said nothing directly. Colleen decided it was time to make her move.

	“Well Rick, it's been a fun night. But I think I should take Cinderella up to her room before she turns back into a pumpkin.”

	“So soon?” Rick asked.

	Andrew smiled stupidly. Knowing what was coming, he decided to drink a little more than usual to make this easier.

	“Cinderella needs her beauty sleep.” Colleen rose. “Of course, you're welcome to tag along.”

	Rick smiled. “Be happy to.”

	The three of them made their way up to Andrew's room. Rick walked with his arm wrapped around Andrew the entire time. Colleen couldn't help but notice that Rick's hand kept creeping down from Andrew's back to his rear.

	“Here's my room,” Andrew said.

	They stood there for a moment. Colleen wished them both good night and went into her own room next door.

	Rick smiled. “Want to invite me in?”

	Andrew cringed inwardly, but smiled outwardly. He unlocked his door and walked into the room. Rick followed. When they were inside, Rick wrapped his arms around Andrew, cupping his breasts and kissing the back of his neck. He didn't see any of the cameras Colleen had installed earlier.

	Andrew tried to pull away, but Rick held him tight. Rick kissed him several more times on the neck and the exposed shoulders. Finally, Rick let go so he could unzip Andrew's dress. Andrew used that moment to escape. He walked over to the bed and sat down. crossed his legs and twisted his foot around nervously.

	Rick came over and pushed him down. He lay down next to Andrew and pulled down the spaghetti straps on Andrew's dress. Then he pulled down the dress itself, letting Andrew's breasts pop out. Andrew's nipples were rock hard. Rick smiled and moved himself partially on top of Andrew. Andrew could feel Rick's erection poking Andrew's thigh.

	Rick began tracing Andrew's right nipple with his finger. He leaned in and kissed it. Then he put his teeth around the nipple and very gently squeezed. He backed off and cupped Andrew's breast with his hand. Andrew felt his penis throb. It would explode soon.

	He tried to move, but Rick was too strong and held him firmly in place.

	Rick pushed a few strands of Andrew's hair from his face. He leaned in and planted a kiss on Andrew's lips. Andrew almost panicked at that point, but held it together. Rick kissed him again. Andrew pushed Rick over onto the bed. Andrew sat up immediately to avoid being held down again.

	“I can't go any further,” Andrew said.

	Rick lay back on both elbows. He scowled at Andrew. “You're kidding, right?”

	“No. What about your wife?! What would she say.”

	“Who cares about my wife?”

	“Aren't you afraid she'll find out?”

	“Who's going to tell her?”

	Rick sat up, trying to wrap his arms around Andrew's shoulders, but Andrew slid out from his grasp and onto his knees on the floor.

	“Have you done this before?” Andrew asked.

	“Of course. Trust me, I've never been caught.” In fact, Rick had done this many times with women in the office.

	Andrew now kneeled on the floor before Rick. Rick unzipped his pants and pulled out his penis. This was the first time Andrew had ever been this close to another man's penis.

	“Come on,” Rick insisted.

	Andrew took a deep breath. His instructions were clear, though he wanted no part of them. He closed his eyes. 

	Twenty minutes later, Colleen had all the video she would ever need.

	It was almost time for the banquet. Andrew was going as “Ann” and he was actually pretty happy about this. No one had recognized him as Ann the entire time, even Rick — and Rick had gotten close enough to have seen through any disguise. Thus, being Ann would be a relief as compared to being the effeminate creature Colleen had made Andrew. Andrew would, as far as everyone was concerned, simply miss the banquet. It wasn't like he would be missed.

	Andrew slipped on his five-inch black platform slingbacks. He loved the peep toe on these, though he would never admit that openly. He checked his earrings in the mirror. His makeup was perfect. His black sequin minidress was hot. His legs, fabulous. He adjusted his breasts and checked his hair. He was ready.

	Colleen came through the door from her room. She wore a white satin evening dress, not quite as tight as the black one she wore the other night, and ivory open-toe platform pumps. Again, she was incredibly beautiful. She kissed Andrew on the cheek and then wiped away the lipstick trace.

	“Ready?”

	“Yes ma'am.”

	“Good girl.” Colleen patted him on the rear. She stepped back and looked at Andrew. “Damn you're beautiful, girlfriend!”

	Andrew blushed. “Thank you, ma'am.”

	Colleen smiled slyly. “You know what? We should get married.”

	Andrew felt a sudden thrill when she said this. He had no idea why as this wasn't something he had ever thought before his transformation, but these days any hint of approval from Colleen was enough to make him giddy and this was so much more than mere approval. “Do you mean that?” Andrew gushed. He regretted his tone immediately, as it told Colleen just how much emotional control she had over him.

	Colleen laughed. “Sure,” she said casually. “I mean, you can't perform sexually as a man, but I can always find other men for that. But you've got other qualities which would make you an excellent wife. You're sexy, you're docile, you're subservient and you're not half-bad in the sack as far as being a woman goes.” She smiled. “Maybe I will many you? You can be Mrs. Ann Murphy!” She kissed him. “But that's for later. First, let's go to this banquet.

	Several members of the Whisper Project team joined them as they rode down in the elevator. Andrew had slept with one of them and that made it hard to look her in the eye, so he stared at her shoes, which were quite beautiful.

	“Those are lovely shoes,” he suddenly said before he even realized he was speaking. He had no idea why he said it, but he suddenly felt the inexplicable need to say it. So he did... he complimented an old fling on her shoes. He saw Colleen grin out of the comer of her eyes. Andrew blushed immediately. He prayed he wouldn't say anything else, but it seemed to be beyond his control. Fortunately, his thoughts returned to the idea of becoming Colleen's wife.

	As they entered the ballroom, they saw a series of tables with many of the seats already taken. Rick sat at the head table with the senior manager. Next to him, a seat was reserved for Colleen. Andrew had no assigned seat, so Colleen told him to sit with a group of secretaries who had been invited as part of the Whisper Project team. Again, Andrew had slept with some of these women and he was unable to look them directly in the eye.

	Dinner was served. About an hour later, the president of the company walked up to the podium at the front of the room. He asked for Colleen to stand by his side. She was giddy.

	“You all know what for a tremendous contribution Colleen Murphy has given to the company. She took the ruins of our most important project, a project that had been mismanaged and was failing... and she turned it around. Ahead of schedule, under budget and more advanced than expected, the Whisper Project will guarantee this company's success for years to come.”

	The room erupted in applause. Colleen blushed.

	“It is therefore fitting that Colleen be promoted to head the division.”

	More applause.

	Andrew felt suddenly ill. He knew this was coming, but it really hit him only now that he was not getting promoted. Instead, Colleen would get his promotion and he would work for her. Not that it mattered really because he was entirely under her thumb and at her mercy already, but it still hurt his pride that she would become his boss — especially as it had been his work for which she was being given credit. He felt a tear forming in his eye

	“Colleen, would you like to say a few words?”

	Colleen stepped over to the microphone. “Thank you, President Partridge.” She looked out over the crowd. She thanked her team. She thanked the company for giving her this chance. She didn't mention Rick. “I would also like to say a few words about Andrew. Andrew, where are you?” Colleen pretended to scan the crowd and then stared directly at him. Andrew swallowed hard. Was she really going to out him right here, right now?

	She paused. “I guess Andrew's not here today. Still, I would like to thank him for his support. I know it must have been humiliating to go from boss of the project to having to answer to me. But he handled it well. He never once complained about fetching coffee for the team or running forms from team member to team member.” She smiled. “I will always have fond memories of Andrew scurrying around from office to office in his little high heels gathering forms and handling the menial tasks that made life so much easier for the rest of the team.”

	The room murmured and embarrassed smiles appeared on many faces.

	“And that's a point I would like to address as well, right now. As the new head of division, I intend to introduce changes to make the workplace more open to people like Andrew. He was a brave pioneer, but he shouldn't have had to face such a daunting task for acceptance.”

	Andrew thought he might throw up. What was she doing and where was this leading? Everyone around him was snickering.

	“I wish him luck with his search to find himself And I say this with all my heart, if he ever chooses to return to our company, he won't have to hide his crossdressing anymore.”

	The room erupted in applause, though all the women around Andrew were giggling as they clapped. Andrew looked around from face to face. They were enjoying this more than they'd ever enjoyed anything in their lives. She'd ruined him. He could never show his face again, though he knew he would have no choice if she insisted.

	Jenn Morgan, one of the women with whom Andrew slept and who was now at his table, leaned into the centre of the table. “I knew it. When he tried to date me, I could tell he was more interested in my clothes than in me.” She let her wrist go visibly limp. “Look at me, I'm a princess!” The other women laughed. Andrew wanted to slide under the table.

	Several others made snide comments before Colleen started speaking again. She changed the topic, but it didn't matter, the damage was done. When she finally sat down, Andrew knew he was forever ruined with the company. At least she hadn't told everyone who he was.

	When the speeches finished, there was another round of applause and then people started to drift out. Rick looked rather upset. Indeed, he'd expected to get credit for the management of the Whisper Project and he was expecting to hear that he'd been promoted, especially after hearing that his current job had just been given to Colleen. He approached the president.

	“What about me?”

	“What about you?”

	“You just gave away my job, Ed?”

	Colleen moved over to stand by the president.

	“Yes, we think Colleen will be much better at it.”

	“That's not my point, Ed. My point is that if you’re giving her my job, what am I going to do?”

	The president looked at Rick and then looked at Colleen. “Ask Colleen, she's your boss now.”

	Rick's jaw dropped. “This is an outrage, Ed! And I__”

	“Rick!” Colleen exclaimed, interrupting him. “Before you say anything, there's something you and I need to discuss.” She leaned over and whispered something in his ear. His face turned white. He looked over his shoulder at Andrew and then his face turned green. “Why don't you take a couple days off Go home and sit by your phone. I'll call you and we will discuss your new duties.”

	Rick opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. He nodded his head and scurried off

	“Nicely handled,” said the president. see already that we made the right decision.”

	Colleen watched Andrew from the other side of the elevator. “Cat got your tongue?”

	“What do you want me to say?”

	“How about congratulating me?

	“Congratulate you?!” Andrew scoffed. “I thought you were going to expose me in there. You scared me half to death. And let me tell you, I don't feel very congratulatory. That promotion was mine. I should be your boss!”

	Colleen laughed. “You?! My boss? Don't make me laugh.” She suddenly scowled. “It sounds like you need an attitude adjustment. It sounds like you've forgotten your place. Maybe I should have exposed you? Maybe I should have told them what for a sissy you really are!”

	“I'm no sissy. Katherine forced me into this.”

	“Ha! No real man would have let this happen.

	“You don't know wha__”

	“I know everything. Do you think this was all an accident? You think it just happened to work out this way? Katherine is my sister. We set you up. You were such a macho jerk who mistreated every woman in the office and we had to bring you down. We wanted to humiliate you, to degrade you like you'd done to us, to emasculate you. I wrote the memo that gave you the idea on how to divert the money and you took the bait. After that it was just a matter of getting your password, which was easily done with a key stroke logger.”

	Andrew's jaw dropped.

	“We set you up! And once we had you, everything that happened we did together. Did you really think it was just a coincidence that you and Katherine happened to walk into the same restaurant when I was there? Did you really think I never noticed you wearing high heels or pantyhose?”

	“But

	“Face it boy genius, you were played.” She folded her arms. 

	Andrew hung his head. “What are you going to do to me now?” Colleen smirked.

	“Colleen,” he said, but it felt very strange trying to address her as an equal for the first time m months now, so he started over. “Ma'am, I have learned my lesson.” He paused. “And I'm not just saying that.”

	The elevator stopped and the door opened. On stepped a bellboy and a maid.

	“Go on,” Colleen said coldly

	Andrew nodded his head toward the two new occupants.

	Colleen shook her head. “Go on,” she repeated.

	“I’ve learned my lesson. You've humiliated me in ways I will remember for the rest of my life.” The bellboy and the maid shot each other strange glances. “I have honestly changed. If you let me go back to being a man, I will never go back to being the man I was.” The bellboy snuck a peek over his shoulder as the maid stifled a giggle. “Please!” Andrew dropped to his knees. “Please set me free. Let me go back?”

	Colleen looked down at Andrew. The elevator stopped. It was their floor. She walked off the elevator toward her room without saying a word. Andrew scurried to his feet and followed her. When they reached her room, she stopped and turned. They were still in the hallway.

	“When we decided to do this to you, we set a sentence often years... one year for everywoman you hurt. If you maintain your good behaviour, then I can let you go back to being a man in nine years, not before. Until then, you better get used to it.”

	She opened her door and started inside. She stopped. She took a deep breath and turned around.

	“Look. I'm serious that you need to stay a woman for nine more years. But it doesn't have to be all bad. You're not a bad person to be around as a woman. In fact, I kind of like you.” She bit her lip. “I’ll make you this deal. As long as you behave and be a good girl then I'll go easy on you. But if you act out, like you just did, then it'll be as bad as it's ever been. Deal?”

	Andrew took a deep breath. “Can I ask a question?”

	“Yes.”

	“Am I going back to the office? Now that you've told everyone that Andrew is a crossdresser. I don't think I can bear it.”

	She laughed. “You can bear it, if l want you to bear it. But no, Andrew is not going back. I have a better solution.”

	Andrew raised an eyebrow.

	“Andrew Boden needs to go. You're going to come work for me as 'Ann' from now on. Ann will be an office assistant. She'll be the lowest girl on the totem pole in the office. That means you'll take orders from every other person in the office. All those women you slept with, humiliated and degraded, all those women who were at the mercy of your power will now be your bosses. Imagine the exquisite humiliation of that!”

	“Are you going to tell them who I am?

	She folded her arms and smiled. “I thought about it. But I have a better idea. I'm not entirely convinced that you've changed. As far as I know, it's only fear of further humiliation which keeps you in line. So I plan to keep that threat hanging over you. Behave and your secret is safe. Only you need to know about your humiliation. But misbehave and I start telling people.”

	Andrew bit his lip. “For how long?”

	“Nine years, that's the sentence.” She paused.

	Andrew cringed.

	“Best behaviour, got it?”

	“Yes ma'am.”

	“By the way, one of them already knows. You'll just have to deal with that.”

	“Who?”

	“I think it's better that you don't know. That should keep you focused.”

	”Can I ask one more question?” 

	She sighed. “Go ahead.”

	“Were you serious about marrying me?”

	Colleen smiled. She leaned over and kissed him.

	“Ann” reported for work the following Monday wearing a dress and four-inch spike heels. This was his new reality and would remain so for quite some time. Colleen had been right about the shame Andrew would feel as he acted as a servant to these women. In fact, he couldn't believe how humiliating it was. And the thought that one or more of them knew his secret and was watching him... laughing at him... made it all so much worse. This was going to be a hard nine years.

	Two days later, while Andrew was bringing coffee to Jenn Morgan, who continued to tell everyone how she knew Andrew was a crossdresser and who was now adding to the story she told “Ann” that she caught Andrew wearing her underwear, Colleen called him to her office, which was formerly Rick's office.

	“You called for me, ma'am?”

	“Ann, I'm glad you're here.” Colleen motioned that he should close the door. “We have a new girl starting today. Do you remember how I said you would always be the low girl on the totem pole around here? This is an exception. She'll be beneath you.

	Andrew raised an eyebrow.

	Colleen buzzed her secretary. “Send her in.”

	A moment later, the door opened. In walked a rather butch appearing woman wearing an inappropriately short yellow pleated skirt, a low cut white blouse and five-inch navy blue open-toed slingbacks. She struggled clumsily with her skirt as it kept on riding up, exposing her lacy yellow panties.

	“Ann, this is Ricki. Ricki, I believe you've already met Ann.

	Andrew looked at the woman. It was Rick. Rick stared at him but didn't move.

	“Oh girls, that's not how women greet each other. You two should hold hands and kiss... l insist. Colleen smiled. “This is going to be so much fun”

	 

	The End
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