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Halloween Humiliation


by Kylie Gable

"One cream and one sugar; I believe that's how you take it," said Sam "The Barracuda" Granger. 

"Why thank you Sam. That was very thoughtful of you," I smiled laughing to myself. This was the third time this week that Sam had brought  me  coffee,  and  it  was  beyond  out  of  character  for  him.  I noticed  that  Kelly  and  Tracy  were  watching  him  closely  from  the outer office again. 

"Well enjoy Miss Bernal. I'll let you get back to your work." 

"Oh  please  Sam,  you  can  surely  call  me  Andrea  after  three years of working together. I really love your shoes. Are they new?" I couldn't  help  notice  that  he  was  wearing  a  pair  of  women's  flats. 

Truth  be  told,  I  had  been  looking  at  a  very  similar  pair  when  I  was shopping  last  week.  I  shouldn't  be  too  surprised.  Though  he  had  a men's sport coat on, he also had on a pair of women's khaki slacks and  a  white  and  blue  pinstriped  blouse  that  had  three-quarters sleeves. 

"Yes, I needed new shoes," he muttered. 

"You're turning into quite a fashion plate, Sam," I teased. 

"Thank you Miss Bernal, I should get back to work," he croaked obsequiously  before  slinking  off  to  bring  more  coffee  to  the  other employees. 

I took a great deal of delight in seeing Sam taken down a notch and if Kelly and Tracy were responsible, I was extremely grateful to them.  Coming  to  work  at  Merriwell  and  Associates  was  not  one  of my better decisions. Real Estate can be a tough racket, but the two things  that  made  my  life  more  difficult  were  Sam  and  Alex.  They were  both  case  studies  for  anybody  researching  the  Napoleon Complex. Nether of them was over 5'8," but they were very intensely

"type  a"  personalities.  With  Frank  Bogut,  the  unholy  trio  mixed boorishness  with  hard  sell  to  disappointed  clients  and  co-workers alike.  I  replaced  Frank  Bogut  when  he  finally  crossed  over  the  line and was fired for sexual harassment. 

Sam  and  Alex  resented  me  the  moment  I  walked  through  the door.  Even  worse  for  me,  the  women  in  the  office  were  so  used  to running  in  terror  at  the  mention  of  the  sales  department  that  they never really warmed up to me either. The work was alright, but I felt completely  isolated  in  that  office.  I  really  hated  our  Halloween  and Christmas parties where I would stand in the corner nursing a drink while everybody ignored me. 

I  went  out  to  the  outer  office  and  made  a  beeline  for  Tracy's desk where they were giggling about something or another. 

"Oh hi Andrea," greeted Tracy. 

"Hey,"  I  smiled,  "I  don't  know  what  you've  got  on  Sam,  but  it's awesome." 

"What we have on Sam; I don't know what you're talking about, Andrea," responded Kelly appearing quite puzzled. 

"Oh  come  on.  He's  serving  coffee  now  and  calling  me  Miss Bernal.  I  saw  you  keeping  an  eye  on  him.  I  know  you  have  to  be responsible." 

"I'm  sorry,"  said  Tracy.  "I  really  don't  know  what  you're  talking about." 

"Alright fine, but I want you to know that I'm impressed," I smiled awkwardly. 

"Get in here you thieving bitch!" screamed Alex Ford. "I see you Bernal. I'm going to get your ass fired for this." 

"Oh God, I don't know what's up his shorts, but I have to go." I said my good-byes to Kelly and Tracy and walked back to my office, taking a deep breath and promising myself I'd be reasonable. 

"How dare you poach my clients!" barked Alex. 

"Settle down; I didn't poach anything," I insisted. 

"I  just  heard  that  the  McMurtrys  bought  a  $350,000  property from you. They were my clients and I'm not going to stand for it," he bellowed. 

"The McMurtrys? They came to me because you were ignoring them.  I  talked  to  Mr.  Merriwell  himself,  and  he  said  that  you  had  a good instinct for these kinds of things so if you were hunting down a million-dollar deal, then I should help out by taking the McMurtrys," I explained. 

"Yeah, you helped me alright you cunt! You helped yourself to a commission that by rights should have been mine." 

"I'm not going to have this argument, Alex. If you don't like it, you can take it up with Mr. Merriwell. You're the one who blew them off." I tried  to  keep  my  calm  as  I  left  the  office,  I  could  feel  everybody's eyes  upon  me.  That  argument  would  be  the  talk  of  the  office  for weeks to come. I was so sick of him embarrassing me like that. I did all the work, and I only took the commission because he left clients stuck  when  he  went  after  a  pot  of  gold  at  the  end  of  some  dream deal again. I would not let that little asshole bully me or embarrass me like that any more. I needed a way to put him in his place once and for all, but I had no idea how. 

I had a meeting with some potential clients in the afternoon, but with time to kill, I decided to head to Silver Oak Center. Located only half  a  block  from  our  office,  Silver  Oak  had  a  number  of  trendy boutiques  and  restaurants  on  the  bottom  floors  and  office  space above.  I  stopped  into  Freda's  Kitchen  for  lunch.  I  loved  this  hidden gem  of  a  restaurant  and  with  forty-five  minutes  until  noon,  I  had  a fairly quiet restaurant to myself to eat my Nicoise salad and gather my thoughts. After paying the bill, I slowly sauntered to the front of the  building.  With  more  business  people  rushing  to  grab  a  bite  on their  lunch  break  things  suddenly  became  quite  frantic  here.  I  was just  about  to  walk  outside  into  the  fresh  autumn  air  when  I  noticed the most interesting sight in The Catwalk. 

The Catwalk was a fantastic little dress shop full of cute dresses. 

The  shop  especially  catered  to  the  twenty-five  and  under  set,  but even  I  had  some  outfits  I  purchased  there  in  regular  rotation  in  my wardrobe. Inside the store, holding up a grey and pink striped dress in  front  of  him  was  Sam.  It  really  looked  like  he  was  planning  on purchasing  it  for  himself.  I  decided  to  grab  a  seat  on  the  bench outside  of  the  store  and  observe  from  a  distance.  Eventually,  Sam disappeared from view, but he soon emerged from the store carrying a  shopping  bag.  I  walked  up  behind  him  getting  very  close  without being noticed before I asked him directly. 

"So you were shopping at The Catwalk, Sam? Don't they have the cutest things?" 

"H-hi Andrea," he stammered. 

"So what did you get?" I think I took him by surprise because I snatched the bag from his grasp before he could react. "Oh that's a pretty dress. I think I like it even better than the pink and grey one I saw you holding up to yourself." 

"It's a gift," he said fidgeting and avoiding eye contact. 

"I think the only gift is your ability to pull off that short little dress. 

I love the black and white skirt on it though," I teased. 

"I can explain." 

"I know you can, but my big question is will you? Or will you try bullshitting me some more?" 

"Tracy  and  Kelly  made  me  buy  a  dress.  They  always  send  me out shopping on my lunch hour." 

"And you comply?" 

"I don't have a choice. I had an affair with Kelly over summer." 

"Yeah, you weren't exactly quiet about that." 

"Well,  one  night  she  drugged  me.  She  and  Tracy  took incriminating  pictures  of  me.  Now,  they've  threatened  to  send  them to Mr. Merriwell if I don't do everything they tell me." 

"Have you given them money?" 

"No,  they  said  I  was  an  obnoxious  prick  and  they'd  take  their payment in the form of my humiliation." 

"That sounds like a fair trade to me," I giggled. 

"You can't tell anybody," he pleaded. 

"Well see, you just stay on my good side," I smiled. "I think I like you better as a subservient little bitch anyway." 

I  walked  back  to  the  office  and  chuckled  as  Sam  showed  his blackmailers his purchase. They didn't make him put it on, but they did  make  him  hold  it  up  to  himself  when  they  didn't  think  I  was watching. 

"Is it satisfactory, Mistress Kelly?" 

"Yes Samantha. You will model it for us after work." 

"But, I always go out with Alex after work on Wednesday." 

The cold stares of the two women was enough to let Sam know that wings and beer would have to wait for another time so that he

could try on his pretty dress for the girls. I laughed and then I got to thinking. Alex really deserved the same treatment. 

He had been just as big a bully and an arrogant asshole as Sam ever was. The big question was how to do it. 




***

 

"You  are  such  a  panty  waist,"  bellowed  Alex  loud  enough  for Andrea to hear it at her desk. "I can't believe that you can't go out so that  you  can  help  Kelly.  It'd  be  one  thing  if  you  were  getting  some, but you already told me that's not the case anymore." 

"I'm  sorry  man,  I  gave  my  word,"  whimpered  Sam.  He  looked nervously around knowing that Kelly and Tracy could easily hear this conversation with all the volume in Alex's bellicose shouting. 

"That's  just  the  thing  you  pansy.  We've  been  going  out  on Wednesday for wings and beer for years now. You knew you had a conflict," barked Alex. 

"I'll make it up to you. I promise," pleased Sam. 

"Oh  that's  for  sure.  You're  going  to  pick  up  the  whole  tag  next time." 

"OK,  I'll  pick  up  the  tab  next  time  we  go  out.  That  seems  fair," 

assured Sam as he retreated from his friend. I laughed that Sam had once  been  just  as  inappropriately  loud  as  Alex.  Now  he'd  probably be modeling his new dress tonight. I decided it was now or never to make my move. I walked over to Alex's office and leaned on frame of the open door. 

"What do you want?" he barked. 

"Look, I was totally in the wrong. I wanted to apologize. It was a really horrible thing to do to you," I confided. 

"Then why the Hell did you do it?" he demanded. 

"I don't know. I guess because it was that time of the month," I lied. 

"I knew it!" he exclaimed. 

"Let me make a peace offering," I insisted. 

"What kind of a peace offering?" he asked suspiciously. 

"I  overheard  your  conversation  with  Sam.  Let  me  take  you  out for some beers tonight. I'll buy you dinner too." 

"I don't know. This is kind of a guy's night thing." 

"Yeah, but it looks like he stiffed you and I'm paying." 

"We usually go to P.T. Fryer's for wings and beer." 

"Well, then strap on the feed bag. We'll make a night of it." 

"Sure, why not?" he declared. 

"I'll  be  ready  to  go  at  five  sharp,"  I  announced  before  heading back to my desk to get some work done. 

I  stared  at  the  clock  on  the  wall  deciding  how  to  best  get  Alex where  I  wanted  him.  I  grew  up  with  three  older  brothers  and  he wasn't a very big guy. I figured if he got violent, I could probably fight him off pretty easily, but that wouldn't be necessary, would it? I'm a very attractive woman and he is a very lecherous man. I was pretty sure violence and drugs wouldn't be necessary if I just hiked up my skirt and unbuttoned my blouse a little. 

When Alex stopped by my desk, I was all smiles. I got to my feet and brushed an imaginary piece of lint off his jacket. 

"Oh, I do like a man who's punctual," I cooed. 

"Well,  it's  not  like  I  had  to  go  a  long  way  or  anything,"  he responded coldly. 

As  we  walked  to  the  restaurant,  I  felt  an  awkward  silence descending on us, so I decided I had better get to work on the flirting and small talk. 

"I  can't  believe  as  long  as  we've  been  working  together,  that we've never done this before," I smiled. 

"Well, you know, I get busy." 

"Well tonight, no thinking about work. We'll have some fun and let our hair down," as I said this I literally let my dark black hair down and let it cascade in soft waves upon my shoulders. Alex looked at me  strangely  perplexed.  I  don't  think  he  had  realised  there  was another side to me outside of the office. He held the door open for me and we went to a table. 

"You  know,  maybe  it  is  a  good  idea  us  seeing  each  other  like this. I think we get caught up at work too much and see each other as competitors," he asserted. 

"Well, I don't think of you as my competitor," I flashed a smiled. 

"You're so good at the real estate game. I think if I tried to compete with you I'd just be depressed." 

"That's nice of you to say." He grinned, "I guess we all have our part to play to make Merriwell successful." 

I wonder if he was as oblivious to the fact that I had outsold him in  twenty-two  of  the  previous  twenty-four  months  as  he  seemed. 

"See, there are advantages to being team mates I purred." 

I'd  never  keep  up  with  him  drinking,  so  I  made  sure  that  I  had control  of  the  pitcher.  As  I  gazed  up  and  looked  into  his  eyes demurely,  I  was  making  sure  he  drank  three  beers  to  every  one  I consumed.  Even  so,  after  ninety  minutes,  I  was  feeling  buzzed.  At least it looked like he wasn't feeling any pain either. 

"You know, Andrea; that's the problem with the real estate game. 

You're  dammed  if  you  do  and  you're  dammed  if  you  don't,"  he pontificated. Having me here meant that he had a new audience for all the old stories and rants that he had shared with Sam. 

"Hey, do you play pool?" I asked. 

"Yeah, I know how to handle a stick if you know what I mean?" 

he responded. 

"You're so clever," I giggled grabbing his hand and dragging him to the table. "I really want to play though." 

I hammed it up for three straight games. I didn't make very many shots, but I made sure that he had a very good view of my breasts and  my  ass  as  I  contorted  myself  over  the  pool  table  to  make  my shots.  Even  though  he  was  clearly  enjoying  the  view,  by  the  fourth game he was finished. 

"Aw, just one more game Alex," I whined. 

"We've  played  three.  Isn't  that  enough?  You're  not  very  good, you know?" he replied. 

"I'll tell you what; I bet I can make this interesting." 

"What do you mean?" 

"If  we  play  then  after  this  game,  I'm  going  to  go  into  the bathroom  and  I'm  going  to  take  my  bra  and  panties  off,"  I  said seductively. 

"OK, I like this idea," he laughed. 

"If I win though, you need to put them on." 

"No way," he demanded. 

"Look, nobody will ever see and either way I'm going to take off my underwear. Besides, you don't think I could actually beat you do you?" 

"Of course not," he boasted. 

"Then rack them big boy." 

Against his better judgment he played me. He didn't know that I used  to  pay  for  my  living  expenses  in  college  by  hustling  guys  at pool. I didn't play like a world beater, but I played well enough to win. 

I barely beat him and made it look like complete luck. 

"Oh  my  God!  I  won!  I  won!"  I  jumped  up  and  down  excitedly acted completely shocked. 

"You've  got  to  give  me  a  chance  for  double  or  nothing,"  he pouted. 

"Hmm,"  I  said  smiling  coyly,  "I'll  tell  you  what.  If  I  win,  you  not only  have  to  wear  the  bra  and  panties,  but  you  also  need  to  wear them to work tomorrow. It's not like anybody would see." 

"That's too much," he insisted. 

"You  can't  seriously  be  worried  I'll  beat  you  two  games  in  a row?" I mocked. 

"Alright, you're on," he agreed, "but I get to break." 

I  racked  the  balls  and  he  immediately  insisted  that  I  wasn't racking tight enough and fixed what I had supposedly done wrong. I let him break, but that was the last kindness I did for him. Now, that I had the final stakes that I wanted I poured it on. 

After he made a ball on the break and missed his second shot, I sunk five balls in a row. I won the match and he still had 5 balls on the table. 

"You hustled me," he insisted. 

"Maybe,"  I  smiled,  "but  you're  going  to  see  me  without underwear and the thought of seeing you in my bra and panties has me so wet, I don't even know if I can control myself. I'll be right back, but I promise that it'll be worth it." I cooed seductively into his ear. 

I hurried to the bathroom as quickly as I could before he got cold feet.  I  usually  wore  sexy  lingerie  because  I  liked  to  feel  sexy,  but  I

wish I had known it'd wind up on Alex. I would have found something extra  special  for  the  occasion.  Still,  I  figured  a  sexy  black  satin  bra and boy shorts should do the trick. 

"Hey stud," I purred motioning with my finger, "I have something for you." 

"I don't know, Andrea," he sputtered nervously. 

"Oh, don't be embarrassed. You know I wouldn't have made this bet if the thought of you wearing my underwear didn't turn me on so much." 

"I  guess,"  he  replied  taking  my  underwear  and  entering  the men's room. 

When  he  returned  I  instantly  embraced  him.  I  wanted  to  make sure I could feel his bra straps. "Mmm, I whispered in his ear. This is so hot. Did you have any problems getting the bra on?" 

"No, I figured it out." 

"Oh, how do you feel," I asked. 

"It feels kind of strange," he fidgeted. 

I flirted with him for the rest of the evening and really played the sex kitten. I didn't want to offer him too much, but I definitely let him know  that  I  was  turned  on  just  by  the  thought  of  him  in  my underwear. I did give him a long and passionate kiss goodnight and he seemed to melt in my arms. 




***

 



As  soon  as  I  saw  Alex  enter  the  office  on  Thursday  morning,  I again gave him a hug and felt for his bra strap. Disappointed, but not surprised my hand came up empty. 

"You're not wearing them," I pouted. 

"I couldn't. I just couldn't wear them at work." 

"Fine,"  I  said,  "I  thought  your  word  meant  something.  I  guess  I was mistaken." 

"Aw, don't be that way Andrea. I couldn't do my job with the bra and panties on. I'd be too self-conscious. How about I make it up to you with dinner tonight? I'll take you someplace nice." 

"Not  interested.  Thanks  anyway."  I  stared  icy  daggers  at  him before returning to my desk to get some work done. Throughout the morning, Alex would look over at my desk with sad puppy dog eyes, but I paid him no heed. I called about a dozen clients acting totally oblivious to his attentions. 

"I  brought  you  your  coffee  Miss  Bernal,"  smiled  Sam  as  he placed  a  cup  on  my  desk.  I  immediately  noticed  the  very  light  pink polish on his nails. 

"You are so sweet, Sam," I smiled. 

"Don't think anything of it." 

"Those  pants  are  just  to  die  for,  Sam,"  I  remarked.  "I  love  the ankle cuffs? Are they silk?" 

"Yes--yes they are," he replied sheepishly. 

"I  find  it  so  refreshing  that  you're  not  afraid  to  show  your feminine  side  now  and  then  Sam,"  I  practically  yelled  so  that  Alex would be sure to hear me. 

Awkwardly,  Sam  left  the  room,  but  it  wasn't  long  before  Alex came  in.  "OK,  I  did  it.  I  feel  ridiculous,  but  I  wanted  to  make  you happy." 

"Well good for you Alex, I see you keep your word." 

"Well don't you want to see them?" he asked puzzled. 

"No, I don't think I'm interested." 

"I thought it turned you on?" 

"No,  the  thought  of  you  willingly  doing  what  I  told  you  without chickening  out  like  a  little  girl  excited  me.  Throwing  them  on  now really does nothing for me. I need a decisive man, not a frightened little sissy." 

"Hey, I did what you wanted." 

"Did you?" 

"I thought so. Look, what is it you want?" he asked. 

I reached into my top drawer and pulled out the spare pantyhose that I always kept for emergencies. Placing the package on my desk, I crossed my arms and insisted, "put these on." 

"Pantyhose?" 

"A decisive alpha male is what I need," I said annunciating each syllable. 

"Sure,"  he  sighed  taking  the  hose  from  my  desk  and  walking toward the bathroom to put them on. 

As soon as he exited the bathroom, I made sure he noticed that my mood had changed dramatically. Gone was the ice princess who was  disappointed  in  his  refusal  to  meet  my  demands.  In  her  place was a lust filled sex pot. 

"I  so  wish  that  we  had  some  privacy.  I'd  take  you  right  here,"  I said. 

"Maybe later tonight?" 

"I don't know that I can wait that long," I cooed. 

"I'll take you out somewhere nice." 

"OK, I can make it. I'm not sure what it is, but the thought of you in panties does something to me." 

True to his word, Alex did take me out for dinner at an expensive restaurant. I say expensive rather than good because it was one of those  old  fashioned  steak  and  martini  type  restaurants  with  heavy mahogany  furniture  and  dark  red  walls.  I  could  practically  taste  the testosterone.  It  wasn't  terrible  though.  My  seafood  pasta  was pleasant enough. Throughout dinner, I flirted with Alex and held out the promise of much more to come without giving in to his advances completely. 

"So, would you like me to stop by your place for a nightcap?" he asked forwardly as he dropped me off at my car." 

"I would love it, Alex. I'm just really beat though. I'll tell you what; tomorrow  is  the  big  Merriwell  Halloween  Party  and  we're  off  the following  day.  I  bet  we  could  have  some  fun  after  the  party tomorrow," I teased. 

"OK, I guess I can wait one more night. A man doesn't like to be kept waiting though," he grumbled. 

"I know Alex. What is your costume, anyway?" I asked knowing that this party was pretty mandatory if you wanted to stay on the old man's good side. 

"Sam and I always go as men in black," he replied. 

"No, not again," I chided. "That's just your regular clothes with a pair of sunglasses." 

"So?" 

"So, I bet even Sam won't want to do that this year. I'll get you a better costume," I insisted. 

"I don't know. I don't want to disappoint Sam." 

"He's a big boy. Ask him." 

"Fine, but he won't be happy." 

"I  have  something  for  you.  You  probably  won't  like  it,  but  I promise  you  a  very  big  reward  if  you  do  what  I  ask,"  I  seductively promised. 

"What is it?" 

"The thought of you in the sexy underwear is driving me wild," I sighed.  I  handed  him  a  plastic  bag  that  had  shaving  cream,  lotion, and women's disposable razors inside as well as a new bra, panties, and pantyhose. 

"What the Hell?" he sputtered. 

"Tomorrow,  I  want  you  to  shave  off  that  nasty  buddy  hair  and wear  that  underwear  to  work.  You'll  do  that  for  me,  won't  you?"  I cooed. 

"I don't know." 

"Please," I pleaded kissing him deeply. 

"Yeah OK, but I can't keep doing this," he warned. 

When  I  arrived  home,  I  immediately  phoned  Sam.  It  was probably a bit late to be calling him on a week night, but there were things I needed to know. 

"Hello," answered Sam groggily. 

"Hello my pretty friend," I taunted. 

"What is it?" 

"That's how they taught you to answer the phone?" 

"No," he paused, "how may I help you Ms. Bernal." 

"Alex expects you and he will be men in black at the Halloween party tomorrow." 

"Oh no, Kelly and Tracy have a costume picked out already," he replied glumly. 

"I figured as much, princess. What are you going as?" 

"It's humiliating," he moaned. 

"I bet. Now spill it." 

"I'm going as a Victoria's Secret angel." 

"Oh, that sounds so pretty," I laughed. "I'm going to let you get your beauty sleep. Goodnight Angel." 

This  couldn't  be  better  for  my  plans.  I  had  most  everything  I needed for Alex's costume and what I didn't have; I could pick up on my  lunch  break.  Work  went  very  well  the  next  day.  Just  as  I  had instructed, Alex had denuded himself. I could see that he was very nervous. He was also wearing the bra and panties I had given him. I wondered  if  he  realized  that  the  underwire  bra  was  much  more noticeable than the one that he had worn yesterday. 

"I talked to Sam. I can wear whatever costume you picked out," 

reported Alex. 

"Great,"  I  beamed,  "I  can't  wait.  Meet  me  at  my  place  at  6:00

tonight. Don't be late," I insisted. 

"What is the costume?" he asked. 

"You'll see," I laughed. 






***

 

I  was  pretty  excited.  I  had  managed  to  get  him  hairless  and wearing a bra and panties without any resistance yet. I figured if I put on the charm tonight, I'd soon have him doing exactly what I wanted. 

The  humiliation  that  he  would  feel  tonight  would  more  than  eclipse everything he had ever done to me. 

According to the clock in my kitchen, it was 6:12 when Alex rang the  doorbell.  I  had  just  chilled  a  bottle  of  wine  in  the  hopes  that  I could  seduce  him  into  making  a  complete  fool  of  himself. 

Unfortunately, when I was out at lunch finishing up his costume, Alex finally noticed some of the changes taking place in Sam. 

"Hello Alex, I was getting a little worried about you," I cooed. 

"I  almost  didn't  come,  but  I  wanted  to  clear  the  air,"  he  replied coldly. 

"What's the matter Al?" I asked. 

"I know what you're doing." 

"What? What do you mean?" I acted stunned. 

"I  mean,  the  bra  and  panties  and  shaving  my  leg  hair.  I  know that you probably got some girly costume for me. Sam told me what Tracy and Kelly were doing to him. I figured that you decided to do the same to me. Well I'm not playing your sick and twisted game." 

I stared at him blankly as he barked his accusations. 

"Well,  do  you  deny  it?  Do  you  deny  that  that's  what  you  were doing?" 

I laughed deeply and loudly. 

"What's so funny?" he snapped. 

"You are," I smirked. "You think this changes anything? 

"Damn  right  it  does.  I'm  not  going  to  the  party  with  you,"  he growled as I stepped between him and the door. 

"What are you going to do about it?" I giggled. 

"I'm  going  to  leave.  I'm  not  going  to  get  violent  unless  you provoke me and I really don't recommend it," he threatened. 

"I do kickboxing cardio three times a week and I cross train on the other two days. I'm kind of tall for a woman, I weigh a solid 125, and I have three older brothers that taught me how to fight. You're a little runt of a bitch boy and the most exercise you've gotten in close to a decade is lifting your television's remote." I smirked as I kicked off my shoes. 

"Don't make me hurt you, Andrea. I will." 

"Even  now,  you're  trying  to  intimidate  me  with  arrogance  and bravado. You should have taken off running five minutes ago." 

Alex charged me hoping that I would move out of the way. I did, but  not  the  way  that  he  wanted.  I  sidestepped  him  and  kicked  the back of his leg right above his knee with my heel squaring a direct hit on his personal nerve. It was basic self defense 101, but the effect was to freeze his leg, which tripped him up. His momentum carried him hard into my front door. 

"That looked like it hurt," I smirked. 

He was soon on his feet enraged and not thinking very clearly. 

This  made  him  very  dangerous  to  me,  but  also  to  himself.  The bastard actually threw a punch at me, but I moved barely in time so that it only hit my shoulder. While it hurt, I was high on adrenaline. 

He  lunged  at  me,  which  put  him  completely  off  balance.  I  took  his

legs  out  from  under  him  and  he  landed  with  a  thud  face  first.  The impact with my hard wooden floor had momentarily stunned him. He laid face down trying to struggle up to his knees so I jumped on top of his back. I reached up to my end table and grabbed the handcuffs I had borrowed from a police officer friend for my sexy police woman costume  and  used  them  to  restrain  his  wrists  securely  behind  his back. 

"Let me go, you bitch," he barked. 

"No  Alexis,  you've  had  this  coming  a  long  time.  You've  been abusing me since I began working with you and I have finally taken all  of  your  shit  that  I  will  take."  I  took  my  best  pair  of  scissors  and began cutting his clothes off of him. I had to warn him "don't thrash too much. You don't want me cutting anything you might want later." 

I  hadn't  planned  on  working  on  him  handcuffed  though  I definitely planned to slap the cuffs on him before we left for the party. 

Still, this wasn't a calamity. The sexy red dress that I had picked for him was strapless and I was able to maneuver it up his legs easily enough only stopping before zipping it up to stuff some breast forms into the strapless bra that I had given him yesterday. I placed a pair of very sexy red sandals on his feet. They had a thin three-inch heel that I knew would be quite unpleasant for Alex tonight. 

I dragged Alex to my bedroom. Between the handcuffs and the heels, he wasn't in any shape to resist what I was doing. However, when I sat him down at the vanity and began to apply his makeup, he  moved  his  head  around  to  make  it  very  difficult  to  do  with  any skill. It was completely impossible to do even his foundation. There was no way I'd be able to do his eyes properly. Then I got a bright idea. I rummaged through my closet and I found the neck brace that I  had  to  wear  after  a  skiing  accident  when  I  was  a  college sophomore.  I  fastened  it  around  his  neck  and  he  was  unable  to move his head. Doing his makeup became much easier. 

"Ordinarily,  only  angels  get  wings,  but  I  think  we're  going  to make  an  exception  for  you,"  I  smiled  as  I  drew  the  eyeliner  across his eyes. 

"Bite me," he replied angrily. 

"Aw, you're pretty when you pout. Speaking of which...pucker up sexy," I ordered as I unscrewed a bright red lipstick. When he failed to respond I grabbed his cheeks with my hand and squeezed forcing his lips to contort to the shape I wanted. 

"Let me go," he pleaded. 

"So now you're begging? What happened to calling me a bitch?" 

"I'm sorry," he stammered, "I shouldn't have said that." 

"Sorry Alexis, it's too late--about three years too late," I taunted. 

Painting Alex's nails was another challenge that I hadn't planned for. I left him cuffed for a moment and went to my hall closet to pick up some clothesline. I cut it into three pieces and I used two to tie his ankles to the legs of his chair. I then used the bulk of the rope to tie his upper arms to his sides and to the chair. I cuffed his left hand to the  chair  behind  his  back,  freeing  his  right  hand.  He  could  flail  it around  and  that's  just  what  he  did,  but  I  grabbed  him  by  the  wrist and slammed his right hand into the desk digging my own fingernails into his soft flesh. 

"Do not resist this. It won't do you any good and it will hurt. Do you understand?" 

"Ow! Yeah, I won't fight," he winced. 

"Good, now let's make your fingers pretty," I beamed. 

I  finished  painting  both  of  his  nails  and  I  slid  the  detached sleeves from his costume onto his arms. He didn't even put up much of a fight when I again cuffed his hands together behind his back. 

"OK slut," I said leaning on his shoulder possessively, "I need to get dressed myself now. Don't you go anywhere." 

I  went  into  the  bathroom  to  put  on  my  sexy  police  woman costume. I had picked it as an excuse to bring handcuffs to the party, but with Alex restrained and feminized in the other room, just the act of  putting  on  the  uniform  made  me  feel  incredibly  sexy.  The costume's  top  wasn't  unlike  any  other  police  officer  would  wear really,  but  the  bottom  consisted  of  fishnets,  a  black  miniskirt,  and sexy black high-heeled boots. 

"Now,  when  people  see  you  and  me  together,  they  will  either think that you're an incredibly great sport or they've been kidnapped by a woman who kicked your ass and made you wear a sexy girl's

Halloween  costume.  I  don't  really  have  a  preference,  so  it's  your choice," I explained as I reentered my bedroom. 

"The first one," he relented. 

"Then  don't  struggle.  If  you  struggle,  it's  just  going  to  make  it really obvious to people that you don't want to be there," I reminded him as I untied the ropes holding him to the chair. 

Lifting him out of the chair, I attempted to be gentle, but I kept a hold of his right forearm so that I could control him. We drove to the party  in  silence,  which  I'm  sure  was  caused  by  him  realizing  this humiliation  that  would  be  in  store  for  him  at  the  party.  When  we pulled  into  the  garage,  the  attendant  smiled  at  our  costumes,  but things were uneventful until I pulled into a parking spot. 

"OK, get out. It's time for walkies," I chirped. 

"I'm not going anywhere with you," He grumbled defiantly. 

"Fine," I replied. "Have fun tonight." 

I  left  him  alone  in  the  car  and  called  my  cop  friend  Jodi.  She knew all about the Halloween party as she had loaned me my cuffs, but  this  situation  would  require  some  additional  assistance.  Within minutes,  I  saw  the  police  car  driving  through  the  parking  garage using a big flash light to explore the insides of the parking garage. I had already told her where she'd find him and she knew my car, but I hoped  that  she'd  make  it  convincing.  I  walked  back  outside  the building to play my part in our little drama for Alex's benefit. 

As  the  light  reflected  on  my  car,  he  tried  to  slump  down  in  the seat, but between the handcuffs, the seatbelt, and Jodi knowing for a fact  he  was  there,  he  didn't  really  have  much  of  a  chance  of escaping detection. She stopped the cruiser, exited and knocked on the driver side window. Alex looked at her with pleading eyes and as she  shined  a  blinding  light  in  his  face,  Alex  motioned  for  her  to  go around  to  his  side  of  the  car.  She  stepped  around  and  opened  the passenger side door. 

"I need to see your license and registration please, ma'am," she stated officially. 

"I don't have them, officer," he responded. 

"Sir,"  exclaimed  Jodi  feigning  shock,  "I  am  going  to  give  you  a break, but you need to leave here. This is private property and you

are trespassing." 

"I work here." 

"Then, if you don't want to leave, tell me who I can talk to inside who can vouch for you," she insisted. 

"Look, it's not that I don't want to leave here, but my hands are cuffed  and  look  how  I'm  dressed.  Please  just  let  me  stay  here,"  he begged. 

"Maybe this wasn't the best choice for your Halloween costume, but if you will not leave this place nor tell me who can vouch for you, I'm afraid I'm going to have to take you in on suspicion of lewd and lascivious behavior. Step out of the car, sir." 

"Officer,  I'm  so  sorry,"  I  called  out  as  I  rushed  to  the  car.  "He's my prisoner." 

"I should tell you, I don't appreciate your costume one bit. Is that some kind of a slam on female police officer?" she asked me sternly. 

"No officer, but I do work here and I have identification; I'll take him in with me and there won't be a problem," I pleaded handing her my card. 

"Ok, you're lucky that I know what would happen to a pretty thing like this in prison. Just get him inside and don't let me see him out here again." 

"Oh you won't officer," I swore as I helped Alex to his feet and walked  him  into  the  building.  My  moment  of  sweet  revenge  was  at hand. 

The party was already in full swing by the time I escorted Alex inside. It took me longer to feminize him and longer to get him inside then I thought it would. There were about 75 employees as well as families and friends at the party and they all were in costume, just as Mr. Merriwell always insisted. Most of the costumes were of the lame and  quickly  put  together  variety,  but  a  few  stood  out.  It  took  me  a moment, but I soon found Sam surrounded by a Kelly, Tracy, and a half-dozen other women who were enjoying watching him squirm. I pushed Alex in front of me and in the unfamiliar heels he staggered forward unable to catch his balance before nearly colliding with Sam. 

Kelly, who was dressed like Cleopatra, stepped forward to greet me. 

"Really Andrea? You couldn't let us have our fun?" she sneered. 

"Hold on, I was inspired by you. That's all." I explained. 

"So you admit you copied us." 

"Look,  you've  got  to  admit  that  Alex  was  just  as  big  of  an asshole  as  Sam  and  deserved  this  just  as  much  as  Sam  did,"  I insisted. 

"She's  right,  Kelly.  Alex  wasn't  any  better  than  Sam,"  insisted Tracy who was dressed like a sexy black cat. 

"Besides,  having  two  sissies  has  advantages,"  I  laughed.  Sam and Alex were looking each other over in a scared and embarrassed way  that  somehow  reminded  me  of  two  strange  dogs  sniffing  each other's butts. 

"Hmm, you might be right. Samantha, why don't you greet your little friend?" suggested Kelly. 

"Hi Alex," said Sam. 

"Oh no, we want a kiss," demanded Kelly. 

"Open mouth," added Tracy. 

"I  can't,"  pleaded  Sam  as  Alex  stared  at  me  bug  eyed  in absolute terror. 

"I want tongue, girls. Do not embarrass me Alex," I commanded pushing him forward into Sam. 

"I like the handcuffs. That's a nice touch," giggled Tracy. 

"Get to it girls," sneered Kelly. 

Tentatively  at  first,  Sam  kissed  Alex  on  the  lips,  but  under  our prodding  he  finally  stuck  his  tongue  into  his  buddy's  mouth.  Their desire to avoid our wrath collided with their repulsion at kissing each other.  Fortunately,  they  were  more  afraid  of  us  than  turned  off  by each other and they completed the assigned kiss. 

"Aw,  there's  something  magical  about  first  kisses,"  said  Tracy looking at the pictures she took of the smooch on her phone. 

"Is there a better couple costume idea than an angel and a sexy devil,"  teased  Mary.  She  was  from  the  accounting  department  and quite happy to be able to see the two "tiny terrors" humiliated in front of her. 

"I'm going to uncuff you slut, but don't think of trying anything. If you  do,  when  you  get  to  work  Monday,  you'll  find  that  little  kiss  of

yours immortalized on the company web site and in the break room," 

I warned as I undid the handcuffs. 

Alex rubbed the feeling back in his wrists. I reached into my bag and pulled out a lipstick and a compact and handed them to him. 

"Alexis,  you  messed  up  your  lipstick  with  your  kissing.  Fix  it,"  I insisted. 

"You too Samantha," commanded Kelly. 

Sam took her lipstick and compact out of her purse and together the two sissies fixed their lipstick much to our amusement. Alex was clumsy  and  awkward  smearing  the  lipstick  on,  but  I  could  tell  that they'd had Sam practicing. 

"OK  girls,  why  don't  you  go  hit  the  dance  floor  and  let  the grownups talk?" I suggested. 

"With each other?" he fretted. 

"Well,  you  are  certainly  allowed  to  keep  your  options  open  if there  are  any  other  guys  here  that  you  would  rather  dance  with,"  I assured them. 

"Have fun girls," teased Tracy as Sam dragged Alex out to the dance floor. Sam would almost be able to fool people in his costume, but  Alex  had  never  worn  heels  before  and  it  showed.  He  moved clumsily to the beat as we laughed at their comical appearance. 

"I guess you're alright, Andrea," confessed Kelly. 

"We  lumped  you  in  with  those  two  assholes,"  agreed  Tracy motioning to the floor. 

"Forget  about  it.  I'm  glad  to  have  you  as  friends  and  co-conspirators," I smiled, "but I don't want to just have them humiliated tonight,  I  want  to  have  them  humiliated  so  badly  that  they'll  never dare to cross any of us again." 

"I like the sound of that," agreed Kelly. 

"OK, meet me in the conference room in ten minutes. Bring any girls  who  know  about  Sam  and  also  anybody  else  that  you  think would really appreciate it. I need to put a few things together." 

I  hated  missing  any  more  of  the  humiliating  dancing,  but  I needed to get to work. I went into the office supply closet and found exactly  what  I  was  looking  for--a  package  with  six  rolls  of  clear strapping  tape.  I  got  to  the  office  and  went  to  work  familiarizing

myself with the video system in the room. No sooner, did I feel semi-comfortable than Sam and Alex entered the room holding hands with Tracy and Kelly behind them and at least a dozen girls. 

"Samantha  and  Alexis,  if  you'd  be  kind  enough  to  climb  up  on the table for me," I greeted them cheerfully. 

Samantha  looked  to  Kelly  for  help,  but  received  no  sympathy. 

"Do  whatever  she  tells  you  Sam  or  I'll  turn  you  over  my  knee  right here in front of everybody." 

"The same goes for you Alexis," I warned. 

The girls tentatively climbed up on the leather chairs surrounding the  conference  table  and  then  cautiously  stepped  up  on  the  table itself. The women below them hooted and hollered in anticipation of what they hoped would be a very exciting show. 

"OK  girls,  I  think  everybody  would  like  to  see  some  sexy dancing," I insisted. 

I got puppy dog eyes from Sam and Alex just glared at me, but neither of them really tried to resist. They did an awkward dance for us  and  were  met  with  catcalls  and  jeers  from  the  large  crowd  of women looking up at them. 

"Come  on  girls,  I  know  you've  seen  strippers.  Make  it  sexier," 

insisted Tracy. 

"Shake  that  ass.  Show  us  what  you're  working  with,"  laughed Kelly. 

"OK ladies, let's see some making out," I demanded. 

I  could  see  tears  streaming  down  Alex's  face  as  he  tentatively grabbed  Sam  and  kissed  him  on  the  lips  to  cheers  from  the audience. I let them kiss and pet for awhile ashamed and shivering as  they  tried  to  envision  each  other  as  sexy  women  and  not  their buddy. 

"OK,  enough  of  the  foreplay  you  two--Pull  down  each  other's panties," Kelly Commanded. 

"Now!" I barked when they didn't immediately comply. 

"Play with each other, sluts," ordered Tracy. 

The  two  weeping  sissies  red  with  shame  pulled  down  each other's  panties  and  grabbed  each  other's  dick.  They  began  to  rub

each  other.  We  marveled  as  their  cocks  swelled  with  the  attention they were giving each other. 

"Kiss each other, you bitches," jeered one of the other women. I nodded my head and they began to kiss as they masturbated each other. 

"They're  really  getting  into  this,"  giggled  Kelly  watching  their dicks strain in each other's grasp. 

"OK  girls.  That's  not  bad,"  I  noted.  "The  problem  is,  we  want great. We'll give you a choice, you can do sixty-nine on each other or you can just masturbate each other." 

The  crowd  cheered.  Several  of  the  women  urged  them  to  do sixty-nine and the sissies looked terrified at the thought. 

"We want to masturbate each other," insisted Alex. 

"Yes, please let us do that," begged Sam. 

"Is that what you want Samantha?" teased Kelly. 

"Yes, it's what I want." 

"Then ask us nicely," suggested Kelly. 

"May  I  please  play  with  Alexis's  cock  until  he  cums?"  pleaded Samantha. 

"You got it, sissies. Have fun and don't forget to kiss," reminded Tracy. 

"If we don't think you enjoy it, you'll have to do the sixty-nine. So you had better sell it," I warned them. 

Samantha  grabbed  Alex  by  the  cheeks  and  kissed  him  deeply. 

They were determined to show us how much they loved each other and  judging  by  their  obvious  state  of  arousal,  they  weren't completely just acting. They began to play with each other with much more  purpose  now.  They  stroked  with  all  the  might  they  could muster. 

"Moan while you do that," directed Tracy. 

"And make it very sexy and girlish moaning," I added. 

The two feminized males sighed and moaned and writhed with all  the  emotion  of  a  porn  star,  though  without  very  feminine  voices their  falsettos  made  us  crack  up.  In  front  of  two  dozen  camera phones and the office video camera, they finally came. 

"Just catch it all in your panties, girls. I don't want you to mess up the table. We have to work there," I insisted. 

The women cheered loudly and we thanked them for coming as they  made  their  way  out  to  the  rest  of  the  Halloween  party.  I  went over to Alex and helped him down from the table before slapping the handcuffs back on his wrist. 

"Hey! What are you doing?" He snapped. 

"What I want to. Do you have a problem with that?" I replied

"No," he shook his head. 

"Alex has an open house tomorrow. I think we could have a lot of fun with Alexis and Samantha if you'd like to join me," I suggested. 

"I  love  the  handcuffs,"  smiled  Tracy.  "I  wish  we  had  some  for Samantha." 

"Well here," I said tossing Tracy a roll of the packing tape that I had taken from the supply closet earlier. 

"Aw,  thank  you.  That's  just  what  I  wanted,"  she  giggled  as  she proceeded to tape Sam's hands behind him. 

"We'll follow you over," said Kelly. 

We escorted our prisoners out to our cars and helped them into the backseats. They were both ashamed and glumly cooperated as we sat them down. 

"Did you have fun?" I asked Alex. 

"No,  of  course  not.  How  am  I  going  to  work  with  those  women now?" he whined. 

"Humbly  I  think.  Don't  start  acting  like  you're  superior  because you make ten times what they do or because you're a man, and they might not feel the need to put you in your place," I suggested. "Also, if  you  ever  think  of  telling  what  we  did,  I  promise  you  that  those women have enough to make your life a living Hell, so choose your actions carefully." 

We  drove  to  the  rather  large  Cape  Cod  style  home  on  the outskirts of downtown. This kind of house with a city zip code would clear half a million easily. I was sure that there'd be a lot of people when the open house started tomorrow. 

"End of the line, Sissy Alexis," I chirped as I helped him extricate himself from the car. 

Kelly  and  Tracy  followed  with  Sam  in  tow.  I  used  the combination lock to release the key from they tiny lock box that was attached  to  the  door  handle  and  turned  on  the  light.  Everybody shuffled into the living room. 

"Wow! This is nice," exclaimed Tracy. 

"Isn't it great to see how the other half lives?" I smiled. 

"Let's  go  to  the  master  bedroom."  I  led  the  way  to  a  large unfurnished 17 x 14 room. 

"My apartment would almost fit in this room," laughed Kelly. 

"OK sissies, take off your panties," I ordered. 

The two feminized salesmen wasted no time complying with my instructions. 

"Well, that's...eh, a bit disappointing," laughed Tracy. 

"I told you he had like five inches tops," giggled Kelly. 

"Well Alexis might be even smaller," I smiled. 

"They  really  do  belong  in  skirts,"  agreed  Tracy  as  the  two embarrassed sissies stepped out of their panties. 

"Aw the sissies made cummies in their panties," teased Kelly. 

"Now, hug your fellow sissy like you mean it," I demanded. 

As  the  sissies  complied,  I  gave  both  Kelly  her  own  roll  of strapping tape and the three of us went to work taping our sissies in a  way  that  would  be  impossible  for  them  to  escape.  I  began  by taping their penises together and then made them grab each other's ass.  I  wrapped  tape  around  their  hands  and  their  wastes  to  make sure  that  their  hands  would  stay  clutching  each  other.  Tracy  and Kelly  did  their  arms  around.  I  then  picked  up  the  panties  that  Alex had  soiled  and  pushed  them  in  between  Sam's  cheeks  using  my hand to hold them there until Kelly could put enough strapping tape in  place  to  make  sure  he'd  never  be  able  to  spit  the  foul  tasting panties out. We did the same to Alex with Sam's cum filled panties. 

The sissies each made faces as they

tasted each other's juices. 

"Have fun sissies," I laughed. 

"Don't do anything we wouldn't do," teased Kelly. 

"Mmmph," cried out both sissies which only caused us to laugh a little harder. 

"Do you feel like getting a drink? I know this great place with a pool table," I suggested. 




***

 

Sam  and  Alex  stayed  there  overnight  and  were  extremely embarrassed when a huge crowd of people discovered them in their embrace in the master bedroom. Maybe we should have put the lock back on the door. 

However,  a  police  report  filed  by  the  responding  officer;  a conveniently  close  Sgt.  Jodi  McCarthy,  confirmed  that  that  the  two men appeared to have been forced to into a vehicle and driven to the open house by a large male, possibly a serial sex offender. 

When the man realized that he hadn't abducted two women, but rather  men  made  up  for  Halloween,  he  tied  them  together  in  a humiliating  position  and  left  them  to  be  found.  The  situation  could have  been  a  lot  worse.  At  least  they  weren't  hurt.  Of  course  had major holes in it, but with their sales records, Mr. Merriwell wanted to keep  them  around.  As  long  as  they  kept  quiet,  the  real  story  need never get out. 

Things have changed in the office greatly. I've been accepted by the  women  in  the  office  and  Sam  and  Alex  no  longer  think  their better than everybody else. In fact, they bring us coffee everyday. It's not like we make them dress up completely everyday, but I will say that Casual Friday has gotten a lot more interesting. 



HAPPY HALLOWEEN!! 
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