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 Dear Reader, 

  

 I really hope you enjoy Becoming Joanne. This was one of my early stories and I’ve now updated significantly. It will be part one of a future series of three. Feedback from my readers suggested that they would like to know what happens to Joanne (formally Joseph) once he has been feminised, so this will be seen in the future parts 2

 and 3. 



 This story combines two themes in the forced feminisation /

 transgender genre, That of a badly behaved husband who is feminised to improve him and that of forced feminisation in the workplace. 

  

 As a strong woman myself and a firm believer and practitioner in female domination and the feminisation of men, I believe stories like

 this and my ladiesontop blog can help to promote this lifestyle and

 contribute in a small way, towards showing that women can take control by reducing men to a submissive feminised role. I hope so. 



 Thank you for buying this story and I’d really love you to share your thoughts about Becoming Joanne by posting a quick review. 

  

  

 Thank you so much for reading my novel, 

  

 Alexa Martínez

 x

 (a.k.a. Lady Alexa)

  

 

 

 




Prologue

 

  

 My name is Joanne and I’m a 45 year old housewife. I also work part-time as an administration assistant at a law firm in central London. I’m tall for a girl but I’m very slim with long legs. My shoulders are a little too broad for my liking. I wasn’t always as pretty as I am now. 

 I’m married to Julie and I have been for ten years. Thankfully, two women living together as wife and wife is no longer considered unusual. Some of my own family and friends think I’ve changed a little too much in recent months. Julie wouldn’t agree with that and says I’m like a beautiful butterfly who emerged into the daylight after years living as an ugly caterpillar. 

 Julie is very much in charge in our marriage and you could say she wears the trousers in our relationship. Sometimes in reality and always metaphorically. She doesn’t permit me to wear trousers ever in any sense of the meaning. Julie doesn’t do any housework, laundry or cooking, that is my responsibility. She chooses all my clothing and insists on me wearing very short skirts and dresses with high heels. She says she loves me to look pretty and very feminine. 

 No tights for me, only stockings, as Julie says they are far more sexy. 

 My fingernails are long and coloured with bright pink shellac. 

 They are kept  this way thanks to my regular attendances at the local nail-bar. My make-up is perfect; I’ve learnt how to apply it myself. My

 hair is peroxide blond and shoulder length long. Julie accompanies me to the hairdresser every week to make sure it looks pretty. My fringe curls under and touches my top eyelashes which makes me blink at times. Julie says my blinking makes me look cute and innocent, which I’m not. Not innocent that is. 

 I wear a C-cup bra but, as I’m flat-chested, I have to wear breast forms. Julie says she is going to pay for an operation to have breast implants inserted so that I can have real breasts. She’s considering a D-cup but I’m not keen. Julie says it doesn’t matter what I think  as this is what’s going to happen. She says it’s not my fault that nature neglected to give me large tits so she’s going to rectify the situation. I have something extra in my knickers that most girls don’t have. Julie calls it a clitty and insists it’s shaved clean of any hair except a neat triangle of pubic hair above it. It also has a piercing through the foreskin with a cat’s bell attached. She likes to play with my clitty sometimes but mostly it’s locked away in a small cage and she keeps the key hidden. 

  

 My name is Joanne but I used to be called  Joseph. My wife Julie became very unhappy with my past behaviour and so she arranged for me to be transformed  into the girl I am today. 



 My name is Joanne and this is part one of my story. 

  

  

  

 




Chapter 1

 

No more Mrs Nice Guy



My face was stinging, she’d just slapped me. I couldn’t focus. 

Julie was shouting but her words seemed far away. They swirled around and around somewhere at the back of my brain. Her mouth was two inches from my face and I could smell the strains of coffee on her breath. Specks of her saliva hit my cheeks as she screamed at me. My face jerked to the side again under the force of another slap. My long straight unkempt hair whipped across my face, catching in my dehydrated open mouth. I picked it out as if it were something bad. I though how Julie hated me having long hair rather than the fact she’d just hit me. Alcohol makes you think of irrelevant things at unusual times. My intake had numbed my reactions so that even though I had seen her second slap coming, my brain couldn’t react. 

I watched Julie’s slim back and tight bum as she strode away from me. I continued standing there, unable to know what to do. I watched her go to the sink and fill a pint glass with cold water as I continued to find my hair in my mouth. She turned back towards me and threw the contents in my face. That tactic worked, she had my attention and I came around from my alcoholic stupor. 

My long lank hair stuck across my face like a distorted spider’s web. I’d been in a rock band many years ago. I’d kept my hair below shoulder length which, coupled with my slender frame, made me think I looked cool. Like a rock musician. Julie said I looked effeminate and scruffy. Not a good mix she’d say. It had worked with many other women though. They like a bit of a rogue. Julie may have known about one or two of them but not the extent of my success. Or so I thought. 

“Joseph, I’m going to go out to think about this and to give you time to sober up.” said Julie. “When I get back there are going to be major changes. This is your last chance, I can’t do this any more. 

You need to stop behaving this way, grow up and learn to respect me and other women. I’m not going to support you any more. You’ve lost a job for the last time and you’ve shagged your last woman.” 

I still wasn’t taking her seriously at that time as I thought about her quaint Englishness, using the polite slang  shag instead of the more robust word;  fuck. Julie would never swear. She continued with me only half listening at that moment. We’d had this argument many times. I was sure we’d have it again after I’d been sacked again or she found out I’d been in another woman’s panties.. 

“Think about whether you want me or whether you want to continue in your misogynist and selfish ways.” 

I knew she meant it as she’d called me Joseph instead of Joe or Joey. Only my mum ever called me Joseph. Julie turned round and marched to the front door. My eyes followed her. The front door slammed behind her. The door frame shook as I continued to stand there. Her slam disturbed a cloud of dust which fluttered down from the ceiling light like a miniature snow flurry. Thirty seconds or more

passed before I moved to the living room to sit, my mind was clearing. 

I know I never did much around the house to help her; well nothing to be honest. That’s because I believed that housework was women’s work so I had a good reason. Or so I thought. 

I’d thought this last job would work out.  I’d found work with a small web-design agency in Shoreditch. London’s increasingly trendy East End. I’d managed to hide my previous employment record by lying on my CV. I’d enjoyed the work although the people there had all been about half my age. They didn’t seem to mind at all. I didn’t mind in the least as I was surround by sexy young women. I turned on the old rock-star charm and naturally one of them bit. A pretty young thing called Emma. Just twenty nine. A plummy voice, big tits and short skirt. Before long we were doing it up against the wall in the store room. She even gave me a blow job in a toilet cubicle in the shared toilets. So everything had been going so well and then I spoilt it. Again. 

The owner was a woman. Wendy. She was a real pain in the arse. A business woman rather than an internet expert which meant she didn’t understand how things worked. In my opinion. She’d invested her own money in the business but I wondered what woman would ever understand these things. Technology just wasn’t in a woman’s DNA, I’d thought. I managed to keep my mouth shut for months and knuckled down, as Julie had asked me to do. That didn’t stop me from fucking Emma at every opportunity and she loved my working class rebelliousness. As for Wendy though, putting up with working for a know-nothing woman wasn’t easy for me. 

I’ve always had a problem with women in authority, I don’t know why. I suppose I was a little old fashioned that way. Very old fashioned. It hadn’t been the first time I’d reacted badly to a woman in charge but this was destined to be the last. I didn’t know it at that time. 

This morning had started so well, Julie and I had even made love before we left for work at the same time. I liked this as it made me last longer for Emma when we sneaked into the store room or the little alley behind the office. I went off to the east of the city and her into central London. 

Today had been my colleague Jeremy’s birthday: twenty five and almost young enough to be my son. If I’d had one that is. I liked him although he was a little snooty at times. Most of them in the office were like that as they’d come from what I would call privileged middle-class families. They hadn’t had to work so hard to get where they were, unlike me from working-class beginnings. I guess I had a chip on my shoulder. I can see it now but I didn’t see it then. Anyway, it was Friday and everyone in the office had gone for a lunchtime drink in a nice pub to celebrate. I should’ve eaten something like the others had. I definitely shouldn’t have mixed wine and beer and I definitely shouldn’t have drunk twice as much as anyone else. I couldn’t stop myself, it had always been my problem. It also made me feel horny so I whispered my intentions into Emma’s ear. She was also a little tipsy and readily agreed. 

When we got back from the pub, I took Emma to the store room and locked us in. I proceeded to give her a seeing to. Alcohol never affected my erections. Unfortunately, my boss Wendy chose that afternoon to want to give me an urgent project. No one could find

me, at first. I thought no one knew about me and Emma but apparently, everyone did. They told Wendy where I might be. She went up to the store room and I heard the handle shaking as I tried to finish inside a suddenly panicky Emma. I held her tight to make sure I could finish first. Unfortunately Wendy had the master key to the offices and let herself in. She found me with my trousers and underpants around my ankles and pinning Emma against the wall as I thrust against her. Emma screamed and Wendy shouted at me for what I was doing in the store in her time and for being drunk. I turned round in exasperation, my erection hard and desperate and now pointing straight at her. Like a loaded gun with a hair trigger. I told her not to speak to me like I was a little boy. I asked if she’d like some of it, pointing at my hard cock. She told me to get out of her company. Punching her wasn’t the best of reactions. But I’d been angry and besides, what right had a mere woman to tell me, a man, what to do? She told me to leave right then. Instant dismissal. I refused but the other workers in the office who were now standing behind her watching the unfolding scene helped me to leave. Help wasn’t the right word, they threw me out and I landed on the pavement outside the office. Emma followed several minutes later in tears telling me I’d ruined her career. As I replayed the events of the day, I drifted into an uncomfortable alcohol-induced sleep. The type that gives no real rest. 



- o -



I woke with a jump. Julie was standing over me, arms folded. How long had I slept? I didn’t know. Julie’s red eyes betrayed the fact she’d been crying or perhaps she hadn’t slept. Or both? I tried to

focus my sleepy eyes on the wall clock above the work-surface in the kitchen. It said 10 ‘o’clock but it was light outside. I’d fallen asleep on the sofa and slept all night and it was now Saturday morning. 

Julie looked at me and explained in a weepy voice that she believed I was stupid. She’d stayed with her best friend Melissa. At first she’d considered that our marriage was at at end following my latest fiasco. She’d spent long hours discussing things with Melissa and they’d come up with a plan. To be more precise, Melissa had come up with a plan and Julie had agreed. 

“A plan Jules?” I asked sleepily and I swung my legs round to sit up. I was expecting her to have forgiven me again. 

“Don’t call me Jules and don’t say a word,” she told me. “You’ll listen to me. This is your final chance and you will do two things. If you don’t follow exactly what I say then our marriage is over and you will leave my house.” 

I squinted at her through rheumy eyes. We were living in a house owned by her parents who were property developers. They had allowed us to live in one of their properties free of rent. They had made it abundantly clear it was for Julie and I was just part of the package. Unfortunately in their opinion. 

Julie continued. “As you know, my friend Melissa is a lawyer. 

She has a vacancy at her law firm in central London which you will fill. You’re going to do whatever she tells you to do. You seem to have a problem with women and in particular with women in positions of power. I will also no longer tolerate you having sex with other women. It has to stop. You don’t even respect me Joseph and Melissa is going to teach you respect. She’s a formidable lady as you well know. This is not negotiable and any failure at all and you’re

out of my house and out of my life. You will start on Monday, do you understand me Joseph?” 

I started to open my mouth. 

“I don’t want to hear your voice, just nod your head.” 

I nodded my head and looked at the floor. I had little choice. 

That’s not true, I had  no choice. I could feel Julie staring at me, her eyes bored into my head but I didn’t want to look up. I gazed at the floor. A new feeling of shame drifted through my body. It wasn’t shame for what I’d done but shame that I was having to do what a woman was ordering me to do. Even if she was my wife. It didn’t seem right to me. I kept quiet anyway as I didn’t want to be forced out of her parent’s house. I didn’t have anywhere to go did I? 

Julie continued. “Melissa is going to transform you Joseph. I can guarantee that you will not be the same person once she’s finished with you.” 

I had no idea at that point how much Melissa was going to transform me. No idea at all. 









 




Chapter 2

 

Melissa takes control

 

I peered out the window and all I could see was solid grey sky; it was a typical Monday morning in London in February. I swear that sometimes we don’t see the sun for weeks on end at this time of year. The miserable weather matched my mood. The muffled growl of passing traffic seeped in from outside. A white plastic office clock above the reception desk provided a ticking countdown to the meeting I didn’t want. I was being kept waiting which made my mood worse. I guessed Melissa was going to make things difficult for me. 

The office was in the business district of central London, near to the tourist magnet of St Paul’s Cathedral. The law company provided legal services for upmarket female clients. They specialised in marital problems which I was appropriate at that moment. I looked down at my polished black shoes resting on a flat dark brown carpet. 

Julie had insisted I wear a suit and tie and that my shoes were clean and shiny for the interview with Melissa. I felt strange in a suit, I preferred slim jeans and tee-shirt. My rock star look. 

I’d planned to get my hair cut, in an attempt to showing willing. 

Surprisingly, Julie had told me to leave it as it was. She said it wouldn’t be necessary, long was going to be perfect. A wash and comb and make sure it was tidy for a change she said. What could she mean long was going to be perfect? I’ll never understand women. She’d wanted me to get it cut short for years and then when

I offer to have it cut she doesn’t want it. My fingers combed unconsciously through my locks and over my shoulder. I knew this was my last chance with Julie so my usual bravado and confidence was in short supply. If I didn’t make a big effort with Melissa, I’d lose everything I had with Julie, not least a home to live in. Go back to my parents house? They wouldn’t be very welcoming that’s for sure. I was so desperate to keep Julie happy that I’d even offered to get my lovely hair cut. I’m pleased I didn’t as I liked it long. It was me. 

My thoughts returned to my current situation: an interview with Melissa of all people. We’d never seen eye to eye, she was bossy and arrogant. Not my type of woman that was for sure. I looked up at the clock. Almost thirty minutes late, this further increased the blackness of my mood. A small pile of women’s magazines were spread across a small round table next to my chair, reminding me that it was usually only women who came here.  I looked around at the sterile walls, it looked a little more like a doctor’s reception than a legal office. The obscured glass windows facing the road began to rattle in synchronisation with the engine of a red double-decker bus which had stopped outside. Central London’s Monday morning traffic was as busy as ever. 

My foot had started to tap with my impatience. I hated waiting, especially for a woman. I knew I only had myself to blame for this mess though. My pride, or arrogance as Julie always called it, did cause me some problems at times. 

Then, I heard the metallic sound of fingers pressing a security key pad from the other side of the office door. At last. It opened part way and the blond head of a young lady leant through it. 

“Joseph Carroll?” She asked. I nodded. 

“I’m Jane, Melissa’s PA. Sorry to have kept you waiting, Melissa will see you now. Follow me.” 

I got up and ambled through the door in my usual nonchalant manner. I followed Jane through a short corridor on the other side and to a side door with ‘Conference Room 1’ written on it in black embossed print. I watched as Jane’s fair hair bobbed across her slim shoulders as she stopped. Very pretty I thought. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad here. I wondered if they had a store room and chuckled. 

“Go through and take a seat Mr Carroll.” Jane opened the door and her open palm showed me in. “Melissa will be along shortly.” 

I walked in and looked around the room. Bland in a corporate way with a large light wood conference table taking up most of the space. It had at least twelve chairs around it. I never understood why legal firms had such large conference rooms when they generally met with only one or two people at a time. 

I looked up at the clock, 2.30pm. Now nearly forty minutes late for our interview. Melissa was making the most of my situation. She had been Julie’s best friend since school. I considered her a real stuck-up cow who thinks far too much of herself. Julie thinks she’s wonderful and even seemed to look up to her a little. I was dreading working for Melissa, I knew that she’d enjoy every moment of being my boss. I could feel my foot tapping again. 

The mahogany door swung open and I stopped tapping the floor with my foot. Melissa appeared and stopped in the doorway. 

“Well who’s been a naughty boy then?” She stared at me without blinking, no warmth, hands on her hips.  A tone of condescension flowed through her voice. Yes, she was going to

enjoy this situation and I felt a small chill run through my stomach. 

This was real now. 

Melissa moved behind me and I stood and held out my hand to shake hers. I thought I’d better make an effort. She looked at my hand and then away again without any attempt to shake it. I felt a little silly standing there with my hand out and pulled it down quickly. 

She sat at the head of the table to my left and laid out some papers and an A4 lined notepad. 

“Hello Melissa” I said. I wanted to try to appear willing. 

Melissa ignored me and looked at the papers in front of her, scanning the words. I could see the title in capital letters; 

‘Employment Contract for Joseph Carroll’. 

My cheeks flushed as Melissa read in silence, as if I wasn’t there. I was becoming angry again. I had to control my temper so I stared out the window again to try to calm myself. I stared at the grey sky and the office roofs. We were at the rear of the building and I could see the brick Victorian wall of the office behind. I hoped there was a secluded alley. That Jane was very pretty. 

“OK Joseph,” she said making me jump. She was staring at me over the top of her dark mauve designer glasses. A brand name on the arms of her glasses peeked through the strands of thick dark brown hair. It fell over her shoulders like those models on the labels of shampoo bottles. I might have found her attractive if she wasn’t so aggressive. Her large brown eyes, shining with intelligence and contempt stared at me. Her full red lips closed together in a tight grimace. They then opened to speak. 

“Julie tells me you’ve gone too far this time. 

“Melissa it’s a personal matter, I….” She cut me off with a raised palm. 

“I’ve agreed to help her by finding you work here. She tells me you were dismissed again. This time for hitting your previous boss and fucking a young employee.” She paused. “Again. And you though that Julie didn’t know about your multiple affairs? Well affairs isn’t really the right word for those sordid little fucks in store rooms and dark alleys.” 

“Well” I started. “It wasn’t my fault because…” The hand raised again in my face. 

“This is what’s going to happen,” she said. Her face fixed on mine for emphasis, her eyes glaring at me over her glasses. “You’ll start here tomorrow. We have no need of web-design skills, but I do have something else for you. Julie is my best friend and I love her dearly and for some reason she thinks you’re worth a last chance. I don’t agree but she’s my friend and I will help her. I believe you’re an arrogant waste of space, a poor excuse for a man. A loser who’s never grown up. Well I can say right now that I’m going to transform you. Once I’ve finished with you, you’ll be a very different person. I doubt even your own parents are going to recognise you.” 

I could feel my mouth drop at her directness. I know she never liked me but at least she’d been more polite before. I recovered myself, sat up to meet her eyes and asked what it was she had for me. I wanted to earn some money and show Julie I could help in the home finances. I was determined this position would do until I could prove to Julie I was back on track and then I’d find another web-design job. Maybe one with a pretty young assistant? 

“You’ll be the office assistant. We have two solicitors working here and we share Jane as our Personal Assistant. You’ll be supporting us all including Jane. You’ll be the only male here so it’s appropriate you’ll be subordinate to us all. Men being so weak.” 

I sat up, my hands pushing on the wooden edge of the seat. 

 Subordinate to women?  I pushed the thought away as fast as I could, I had to play her game for a while. 

“An office assistant? I can do so much more than…” She raised her hand in my face again. An aggressive movement again that made my back start to arch in rage. I pushed the feeling away again. 

I had to stay calm. I wasn’t going to punch her. Not yet anyway. She sighed as she slid the papers with her slim silver pen across the table. 

“Sign these and report tomorrow at 9 ‘o’clock in the morning.” 

I looked at the papers and started to read the contract details. 

Melissa whipped them away and took the bottom one with a space for a signature. 

“Stop delaying and sign them. I’m really busy Joseph.” 

I did as I was told. She didn’t seem to be in the mood for pleasantries. I had a new job but what did the future hold for me here?  What on earth did she mean by transformation?  Julie had used the same word. 



 




Chapter 3

 

The changes start

  

 

Maybe this won’t be too bad after all I thought. In fact the new job with Melissa had seemed pretty relaxing and I felt good. An office assistant is hardly the best job in the world but it was easy. OK, I was junior to the three women and that wasn’t right. But, I only had to endure it for a while until Julie forgave me, as she always did. I felt good wearing a suit, I thought I looked like one of those English musicians from the sixties, the Small Faces or the Kinks maybe. The ones with the sharp fitted suits. The Beatles too, before they went all hippy. It was 11am and my first day at my new job. I hadn’t spoken to Julie last night. She had at least left me a note to say she was out and to sort my own food out. I heard her arrive around 11.30 but I pretended to be asleep rather than face her anger again. 

I’d only seen Melissa briefly so far as she’d come in to the office around 9.30 and went straight to her room without acknowledging me. I did notice that she’d made the briefest of glances in my direction on her way through. Jane, the P.A. who’d collected me yesterday, was sitting at a desk in front of mine. Jane had taken on the role of making me feel comfortable and had introduced me to the other lawyer in the small office, an Amazonian lady called Nina. Nina hadn’t spoken to me or maintained any kind of eye contact but just nodded with disinterest waiting for me to go

away. She had given me the strong impression that I was too junior for her time. 

The morning had consisted of making tea and coffee for everyone and doing some photocopying. My desk had a pc and was already set up. As my back was to a wall and no one could see what I was doing. I could do personal emails, social media and so on without anyone seeing. I was feeling good, a loss of status to be sure, but once Julie felt happy with me I could move back to a more suitable job. It was like a community service sentence I thought. 

 Ring. I jumped a little as the sound of the desk phone. I picked up the handset. 

“Come to my office.” Melissa’s voice came out. The line went dead as she hung up straight after speaking. 

I pushed myself up from the chair and smiled at Jane as I sauntered past her to Melissa’s office. Jane looked up briefly and smiled back in a distracted manner and then returned to her typing. I thought I might try to get her out for a drink or two. Make the most of my time here and who knows? I might just get the opportunity or some extra-marital sex with her. It wasn’t as if Julie was letting me near her so I thought it would only be fair. 

Melissa’s door was shut so I knocked. I wanted to show that I was a reformed character. I would’ve barged in in the past. She may have been a lawyer but she was still a woman. I heard her say enter. 

I opened the door and went in to her office. Like all legal people, she had a lot of books which were all neatly arranged in a light bookcase to her left. Some were a series of identical volumes set in rows along the shelves. She motioned for me to sit in the leather chair in front of

her desk. As before, she continued to read some papers for a few minutes before looking up at me. 

“What can I do for you Melissa?” I asked once I had got bored of her making me wait. 

Her eyebrows raised slightly before settling back into an expressionless face. 

“Joseph, you will address me as Madam Cooper of just Madam. Never Melissa. I’m your boss and, as a woman, your superior. Do you understand me?” 

“But I’ve known you for years and I’ve always called you Melissa,” I replied thinking it was odd to want to be called  madam. I thought it even more odd to say that she thought women were superior. 

“Now you’re my employee and my assistant so the situation and your position has changed, hasn’t it boy?” She looked at me, raising an eyebrow behind her spectacles indicating that she expected a reply. 

I decided it best to go along with her demand. I didn’t like it that was sure but I swallowed hard and carried on. 

“OK Madam Cooper,” I smiled. I was trying to sound reasonable but struggling to contain a giggle at the idea of calling her madam. 

Melissa smiled back but her eyes remained cold and unblinking, there was an impatience in her body as she fidgeted on her seat. She remained quiet for a minute and breathed in deeply as if thinking before speaking again. 

“Listen, I want to talk to you about your clothing.” I looked at her. I didn’t understand and I was confused as to why she would

want to discuss my clothes. “A business suit is just not appropriate for your position. You’re not a manager or a professional person you’re an assistant, a tea maker, a photocopier and a cleaner. Come in tomorrow wearing something more appropriate.” 

“Cleaner?” I asked, perturbed that she might expect me to clean. Wasn’t that women’s work? 

Melissa said nothing but I saw the contract I’d signed sitting on her desk. It was open and she drew a circle around a paragraph with her slim silver pen then picked up the papers. She leant across her desk turning the page in front of my eyes. She told me to read out loud the section she’d just circled. 

I read. “The job is general administrative duties, cleaning and work of any nature that the partners may demand. The job holder will follow all instructions given by the partners and employees of the law firm without question. The partners require the role holder to wear clothing as determined and instructed by the partners of the law firm. 

Failure to follow these instructions will result in disciplinary procedures and ultimately, dismissal.” 

I looked up at her after having let the words sink in. I swallowed hard. 

“I didn’t know this was in the contract Melissa, you told me to just sign it,” I complained. 

Melissa looked at me and raised her eyebrows. 

“Address me correctly,” she stated coldly. 

“I’m sorry Madam.” I felt my body stiffen once again. It was going to be a bigger challenge working for Melissa than I’d anticipated. 

“That’s better boy,” she said. I cringed at her use of the word boy again. I told myself to keep my mouth shut. 

“As for the contract, you signed it so now you’ll clean my office. 

There’s a duster and polish in the store room. Go and fetch them and come back here and clean for me…boy.” 

“But I have a nice suit on Madam Cooper,” I argued, remembering to use the name she’d demanded. Again I registered the use of the term boy. 

“Yes you do which is why it’s a problem. Never mind though, I have something to cover your clothes.” She produced a packet from her desk drawer. I took it and let it unfold and saw it was a large white cotton apron with frills around the edges and large pink roses all over it. I looked at it with incomprehension. 

Melissa looked at me again, her mouth twisted in one corner into a smile. Or was it a smirk? 

“I suggest you remove your jacket and put this on before doing the cleaning. I just want to protect your  nice suit, ” she spoke sneeringly. 

“I don’t need to wear a woman’s apron.” I took the apron as I spoke. 

Melissa removed her glasses and let them dangle from her fingers. She looked at me whilst breathing out in what seemed to be exasperation. 

“Now Joey, the contract… remember?” 

I knew I had no choice and Melissa was clearly determined to humiliate me. I stood and removed my jacket whilst Melissa sat impassively. She told me again to put the apron on. I tied it round my

neck and waist, the bottom frill touching the top of my knees. I felt stupid standing there in a frilly girl’s apron. 

“Now run along, get the cleaning materials and then come back to clean my office. After that you’ll clean Jane’s desk and then Nina’s office.” 

I looked at her. “I can’t go out there like this…Madam Cooper.” I said remembering to use the name she demanded again. 

She waved me away with her hand dismissively. I looked around as if searching for help. There was none. She waved me away again while looking at her computer screen. I picked up my jacket and traipsed over to the door and into the outer office. I could feel my shoulders drooping, my eyes were on the floor. Jane was busy typing something on her pc. I loped over to my desk trying to look casual and opened the door of the cabinet next to my desk to take out the cleaning materials and I noticed a pair of pink rubber gloves. I decided to leave them there. Just then I heard a stifled snigger. Jane was looking at me with her hand over her mouth. She looked up at me as I walked back to Melissa’s office in the female frilly apron with the cleaning cloth and cleaning spray in my hands. 

Jane continued sniggering. I was surprised she didn’t try to hide her amusement. I guessed I had lost any opportunity I might have had with her. 

I knocked on Melissa’s door and heard her call me. As I entered I saw that Melissa was sitting at her small meeting table. 

“Just clean the desk and phone boy.” She was smiling now and I could tell she knew she’d won the first battle. I had to admit that she had. I bit my lip. 

“Oh you’ve forgotten your pretty pink rubber gloves, I suggest you go back and put them on.” She smiled again, her thick red lips lengthened into another wide sneer. 

“It’s OK I don’t need gloves I’ll be fine…Madam.” 

Melissa stood slowly and looked straight into my eyes and stopped smiling. 

“Oh but you do, now go back and put them on. Be a good boy.” 

It was getting worse. I was quickly losing my earlier belief that this was going to be easy. It was going to be much more difficult that I’d thought. It was clear that Julie and Melissa had decided to humiliate me to teach me a lesson. 

Melissa was watching my face. “You’ve been a stupid boy and this is your punishment. You’ve shown Julie that you can’t be trusted. 

Once you’ve demonstrated that you can, we’ll think about what we can do with you but until that time you’ll do just what I say. Now go back, get those pink gloves then get back here and clean my desk. 

Go!” 

She shouted the final word making Jane look up into the room. 

Jane’s eyes widened in surprise. It was obvious she couldn’t believe what was going on. It was also obvious that she was enjoying the show as her expression changed from surprise to pleasure. 

I made a rapid exit back towards the cleaning cupboard. I pulled on the pink gloves. I could hear Jane’s high-pitched snigger, she was watching everything as if I was a contestant in a reality TV

show. I didn’t look over to her but I could feel her contemptuous eyes on me, burning into my back. I re-entered Melissa’s office and started spraying the polish on her desk and wiping it clean. I glanced

up to see a smug expression on Melissa’s face. She was winning easily and that pleased her. 

“The pink gloves suit you boy,” she said after a few moments. 

She leant back in her chair with satisfaction. 

I didn’t like the way she’d started calling me boy but I kept my head down and told myself to breathe deeply and to control my anger once again. I had to remember that I just needed to get through this for a few days and things would return to normal. That’s what I believed at that time anyway. 

After finishing Melissa’s table I left her office and told Jane I’d been told to clean her desk. Jane giggled and stood up and moved back to give me space. Her face fixed in a grin. As I cleaned she pointed to parts I’d missed or she wanted cleaning better, each time accompanied with a short laugh. As I finished cleaning Jane’s desk, I noticed Melissa standing framed in her open doorway, arms folded. 

She walked over and stood before me, glaring. 

“Now remember that you are the inferior person here.” She glanced at Jane who was sniggering again. “You will address Jane as Miss Jane. Do you understand me boy?” 

Jane’s head flitted from Melissa to me, waiting to see what would happen next. I gritted my teeth and knew I’d have to play along. 

“Yes Madam.” 

Jane’s resolve cracked and she gave out a high pitched squeal of delight. 

Melissa continued. “You’re also going to curtsy to everyone to show your position and status in this office. You’re inferior to women. 

One leg behind the other and dip your body. Hold your hands out as if holding an imaginary dress.” 

“Oh come on,” I said. “This is going too far.” 

I got no further when Melissa’s hand swung across my face with a loud slap. She took my ear and pulled me down. It hurt. 

“You will do exactly as I say boy. Any further failure and I’m going to have to consider dismissing you and you know what that means? No job, no wife and no home. Do you understand me boy?” 

Melissa snarled. 

This was going too far. But what could I do? I had to bite my tongue and comply. “Yes Madam.” 

Jane laughed again. 

“Now boy,” Melissa continued. You will curtsy to Jane and me. 

You will do this every time you meet us or complete a task for us. Do it.” 

I was shaken but I followed her orders, dipping my body and held out the imaginary dress. This was too humiliating for words. 

“Now. Every time I punish you or tell to to do something you will thank me.” She Slapped my face again. It stung but I had to thank her for the punishment. 

“Thank you Madam,” I said sheepishly as Jane’s eyes widened to look like two sparkling white dinner plates. 

Melissa pointed at the closed door next to hers with the name Nina Stone on it. Nina’s degree title LLB (Hons.) was displayed on a metallic sign at eye level. 

“You will refer to Nina as Mistress Nina.” I gulped at her instruction.  Mistress? 

I walked up to Nina’s door, my frilly apron catching between my knees which was irritating me. My cheek was still sore from Melissa’s slaps. I made a muffled knock with my hand encased by the pink rubber gloves. A deep, almost masculine voice called me to enter. I went in and Nina looked up from behind a desk full of papers. Nina’s wavy shoulder length dark hair hung partially over one eye. She had a wide mouth on a long angular face. Her tight fitting knee-length business dress was sleeveless showing long muscular arms which showcased the many hours she spent in the gym. She smiled at me in a way that made me feel uncomfortable although I wasn’t sure why. I thought of the spider and the fly, and I was not the spider. 

“I’m here to clean and dust your desk,” I said meekly. 

I heard a command from behind me. It was Melissa. 

“Curtsy boy. This is my last reminder.” 

I curtsied to Nina and stood up again. How demeaning this was. And holding out an imaginary dress, what was that about? 

I began to clean and Nina watched me from the corner of her eye and then thanked me condescendingly when I’d finished. She stood, towering over me in her four inch heels. She had to be a good six foot in bare feet. She was very comfortable with her commanding height and was using it for intimidation. I looked behind and saw Melissa standing watching through the open door. I remembered her order. 

I curtsied again to Nina whose eyes glinted. 

“Joseph,” she exclaimed in her deep assured voice. She had remembered my name from the earlier introduction after all. I looked up at her. “That’s a very pretty apron,” she said before looking down again at her papers. “Very feminine.” 

“Thank you,” I replied sarcastically. She looked up again, smirked with a sideways movement of her mouth and returned to her work, disinterested in me. 

I returned to the main office, closing Nina’s office door and catching her watching me with narrowed eyes. I didn’t know what she was thinking but it wasn’t good things that was for sure. As I walked away from Nina’s office I saw Melissa. She was talking to Jane. Her head turned to look at me. 

“Good boy,” she said which made Jane stifle a snigger again. “I must say the girly apron and pink gloves do suit you boy. You can keep the apron on for the day as you have other chores to do which may make your nice suit all dusty.” Melissa’s voice dripping with sarcasm and her face set in a hard grimace of pleasure. 

I spent the remainder of the day dressed in the frilly, flowery apron and pink gloves. I told myself I would definitely wear something much more casual for the next day at work. I wondered how much more I had to endure before Julie forgave me. I knew that I desperately wanted to try to repair things with her and therefore I had to endure this humiliation a little longer. I thought about when I got home I should try to help her do so housework around the house, a little anyway. I had to show willing as I wanted to keep both her and my home. The plain fact was I had nowhere else to go. 



 




Chapter 4

 

Moved out of the bedroom

  



The journey home from the office on the tube was uncomfortable as always. It was crowded and I was squashed up against people trying to maintain their personal space by looking vacantly at imaginary spots. The young man next to me attempted to read his newspaper in a gap of two inches between standing swaying passengers without any success. The rhythmic and annoying clickety-click sounds from an MP3 player turned up far too loud was coming from somewhere in the carriage. 

Once I’d got off the tube train at the station, I walked the ten minutes to home. Approaching the front door of the house I could see a light on in the hall telling me that Julie was already home. I went in the front door and called out to her. There was no reply although I could hear her moving around upstairs. I trod up the stairs apprehensively, I didn’t know what she was doing or why she hadn’t answered me. I called her again and she still didn’t reply. I heard her footsteps moving around in the spare room where the door was closed. I called again and as I finished the second syllable of her name the door swung open and Julie was standing before me, eyes blazing directly at me. She hadn’t calmed down that was sure. 

“Hello dear?” I ventured. 

“I’ve moved all your things to the spare room and you will sleep here until I decide what the future holds for you.” I noticed she didn’t

say us but me. 

“Look dear,” I started. “I’ve done what you asked and taken on a humiliating job with Melissa. She’s decided to make my life miserable and clearly hates me but I’m trying to go with it. So why are you moving me?” 

“Don’t call me dear. You’ve proved nothing after one day. You need to prove to me that you can change over the next few weeks or even months. Until then you’ll be sleeping here, in the spare room.” 

As I thought about it, she pushed past into the landing and then into what had been our bedroom. She glanced back for a moment, hate in her eyes, then slammed the door behind her. I went into the spare bedroom and I could see she had thrown my clothes and shoes in a pile in the middle of the floor. It was going to be a lot tougher than I’d thought to win her round but I was determined to try. 

I’d do something for her that evening to show her how I was changing. I’d cook and clear up. At that moment I heard the main bedroom door hinges moving with a squeal and Julie shouted out. 

“Do you own dinner as I’m going out.” I heard her walking into the landing and she slammed the bedroom door behind her. Her high heels tapped angrily down the stairs. Thankfully she didn’t slam the front door this time when she closed it after her. 

















 




Chapter 5

 

Humiliated in the office

  

 

I went to my desk the next morning, passing Jane. She looked up at me expectantly. 

“Good morning,” she said, a small smirk on her slips. A faint smile in her eyes, an expectancy behind them. 

I stopped and hesitated. she was waiting for me to curtsy and to call her Miss Jane. It was the price I was going to have to pay. I curtsied and she immediately giggled. 

“Good morning Miss Jane.” I cringed with shame and hurried to my desk. 

I then saw Melissa enter her personal office, saying good morning to Jane on her way in but ignoring me. I wasn’t too concerned. Today I was dressed in jeans and a grey polo shirt. I didn’t intend to be embarrassed into wearing a girl’s apron again. My desk phone rang. 

“Come to the conference room at 9.30 and bring two cups of coffee,” Melissa said in a flat tone, hanging up the phone before I could say anything as was becoming her style. 

I made the coffees and put them on a tray and carried them to the corridor outside the conference room. I stopped, feeling apprehensive. The door was open and I could see Melissa and Nina sitting there chatting together. Melissa spotted me outside and called out with an angry voice. 

“Stop hanging about out there and come in.” I went in as she asked and she said, “be a good boy and put the tray down and sit over there.” 

“Good morning Madam Cooper and Mistress Nina,” I said and remembered to curtsy before I sat. 

There was no coffee for me, just Melissa and Nina. Melissa’s glasses glinted from the overhead fluorescent light as she crossed her long slim legs and dangled one black high heeled shoe on the end of her toe. I saw the hem of her dress raise a couple of inches above her knee. I tried not to look but I had to admit she was physically attractive. It was a shame she didn’t have a nice personality to match her looks. I thought that despite this I’d have no problem doing it with her. I ruminated that she needed it. A good fucking. I sat down opposite the two women. 

“Now,” she started then waited a few moment before continuing. “We have a bit of a problem.” 

I looked at her and then to Nina. I leant my head forward waiting for what was coming, I knew it wouldn’t be good. Melissa continued after a few moments. 

“We’re a business for and of women and now we have a man, well a boy,” she corrected herself before removing her glasses to peer at me. “This seems to have upset the feminine harmony here. 

I’ve committed to keep you for now and you have taken a lot of the menial tasks off our hands which is useful I suppose. But you’re a male so what should we do with you? A male who has acted very badly and needs to be changed.” 

Nina continued where Melissa had left off. 

“What would you suggest we do Joseph?” 

I couldn’t think of anything to say. I looked at the two faces of the ladies in turn. Another few seconds passed and they continued to look at me, waiting for my reply. 

“I…I…I’m not sure,” I stuttered, unsure exactly what they meant. 

Nina raised herself up to her full 6 feet 4 inches in heels and strode round to where I was sitting. She stood behind me as I sat still, my eyes gazed back at her as she touched my head with one palm. Her hand stroked slowly back down my long hair towards the nape of my neck. 

“I know already what we are going to do with you Joseph.” Nina glared at me. “We’re going to transform you into a good little girl. 

What do you think?” Nina purred. 

I twisted sharply towards her in my chair and looked up.“What?” 

She started to laugh then continued. 

Melissa’s told us all about your history with young women and your employment history. How your lovely wife has suffered. We’re going to help to sort you out for her. Sisterhood.” A faked tender expression formed on Nina’s face when she said the word

‘sisterhood.’ 

Nina stroked my hair once more then returned to her seat. The two of them took their coffee cups and looked at each other. The feeling of being a fly sitting in front of two spiders came back to me. 

 What did they mean about turning me into a girl? 

“OK first off, we’re going to change your clothing to help you fit in. You need something more appropriate for your environment. And your future gender. You can get back to work now,” said Melissa without looking at me or explaining further. 

Nina continued. “You’re no longer Joseph or boy. No, now you’ll be girl. We may as well start right away” 

I stared at both of them. They were serious. I couldn’t understand it.  A girl?  Were they mad? 

“So stand up, curtsy and thank us for our plan to turn turn you into a girl.” 

I had no intention of doing such as thing. 

“This has gone too far, I don’t have to take this.” I screamed at both of them. 

They looked at me impassively. Nine walked back to me and picked me up she ripped my jeans open and pulled them down with one swift motion. The buttons on my fly popped off and bounced to the floor. She was far stronger than me. Melissa watched knowing that Nina could handle me. Nina tore off my underpants with a ripping motion between her two almost masculine hands. I was suddenly exposed, my cock hanging loose but beginning to show signs of life. She pushed my head down and spanked my bare bum with one massive hand. Then again and again. Twenty times. I squealed in pain. Nina stopped and Melissa told me to curtsy and thank Nina. Unless I wanted another twenty spanks. 

“Can I pull my jeans up please Madam? I asked in a pathetic whine. I wasn’t sure how they would stay up without buttons. 

“No you’ll step out of them and spend the rest of the day naked from the waist down. Maybe than will teach you respect. Now curtsy and thank Nina for your punishment girl.” 

I looked at Nina. Her powerful frame towered over me, her hands on her hips. I was beaten. I lowered my body in the act of total submission. 

“Thank you for punishing me Mistress.” 

Nina’s eyes glowed and then fell down to my cock. It was fully hard. I couldn’t understand why, I’d just been struck by this Amazonian woman and humiliated but I had an enormous erection. 

Melissa couldn’t fail to see it either. 

“I see you’re excited by our punishment. Good, there will be plenty more of that.” Melissa was savouring her dominance. “You’ll remain naked and I want to see that you remain erect. No touching yourself in the toilet. You’ve been naughty with too many young girls and your days of satisfaction are gone. Unless I permit it of course.” 

I could only look at her, distraught. Melissa wasn’t finished. 

“From now on you are not permitted to touch your penis ever again.” 

I looked at her aghast as Nina took over. They were like a double act. 

“We now own your pathetic little thing. We will do as we please with it but you are forbidden to ever touch it again.” 

“How can I go to the toilet?” I asked. 

“You’ll sit down like any other girl of course,” Melissa answered. 

A small moment of satisfaction came over me. They would never know if I sat down or not as they wouldn’t be able to see me in the toilet. A smile crept over my face. That was a mistake. Melissa spotted it. 

“I know what you’re thinking girl. You’re to ask permission to go to the toilet from any one of the three of us here. We’ll let you know when you can go and accompany you there once we’re free. You’ll sit on the toilet with the door open while we watch to make sure you’re not touching yourself and that you sit down. Like a good girl.” 

They were going to watch me urinate? This was too much. To go to the toilet and be watched by a woman? They both started to laugh and I could see they were having fun even if I wasn’t. This was getting worse and it was only the second day working there. For now I was trapped. I had to endure this but I wasn’t going to let them turn me into a girl. 

I slid out of the room, closing the door with a gentle click of the latch. My erection leading the way for me, pointing forward like an engorged arrow. I heard them laugh again at something inaudible that Nina said. I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks, I wasn’t sure if it was anger or embarrassment. Probably both. I walked back to my desk and saw Jane typing. I looked down at my erection, she was about to see me. At that moment she heard me and turned. A shriek of surprise shot out into the office and she stood. Her hand over her mouth. She put the other hand over too. Then she pulled it away and motioned down with the palm of her hand. She wanted me to curtsy. It was all becoming surreal. 

I felt the sweat on my forehead even though the air-conditioning was on. I lowered my body, one leg behind the other and put my hands out to hold the imaginary dress. My hard cock pointing at Jane. She shrieked again in joy. She was enjoying this and it was going to be a long day. I also wanted to go to the toilet. I looked at Jane. 

“Please Miss, may I use the toilet. Melissa and Nina told me I have to ask permission and someone has to watch me.” 

This made Jane shriek in laughter again. “No, I’m too busy. 

You’ll have to wait. 



- o -



It was a very long day and I was relieved when the clock hit 5.30pm. 

Melissa appeared with my jeans at that moment. I’d have to hold them up with my hand and make sure my cock didn’t peak out from the broken flies but at least I’d be covered. Melissa called me over to Jane’s desk and I went as ordered. My cock had gone down as I was behind my desk but grew instantly as I walked over to the two ladies. 

There was nothing I could do about it, I’d have to endure it. They saw it growing. 

“I hope you haven’t been touching it girl?” Melissa asked. “I think not as it’s still very hard. Good.” 

Jane was excited as ever by each turn of events. I didn’t know what to say so I kept quiet waiting for my jeans to be returned. 

Melissa dropped them at her feet. I looked down. Now what was going on? I hadn’t noticed she had a pink plastic device in her left hand. Without warning she grabbed my cock hard. I jerked in surprise but the warmth of her soft hand was comforting and pleasant. Until she put her other hand there with the pink plastic device in it and folded my erection into it. I yelped at the sudden pain of being squashed into the plastic. With a swift motion she clicked on a padlock and stood back. I looked down. She’d clamped a cage around my erection which was hurting. Both from the force of her folding it to fit and now from it straining against the device, trying to burst out. 

“I can’t trust you to not touch it when you leave here so you’ll be wearing this pretty little cage. No more fucking young girls. Ever

again. You’ll also have to sit down to go to the toilet so it’s a perfect solution.” She smiled as if she had just concluded a major lecture. 

I was speechless. I looked down at the cage and my red, straining erection inside though the slits. It was getting sore from the strain. My foreskin had rolled back and the sensitive end was rubbing and indented against the plastic. 

Melissa stood there still. She wasn’t finished. “Now kneel down to my feet and take your jeans from over my shoes.” 

She wanted to humiliate me further by making me pick up my jeans from her feet. OK I had to do it. I knelt down and went onto my knees at her feet and picked up the jeans. 

“Now kiss both my shoes and thank me for caging your pathetic clitty. And you will call it a clitty girl.” 

I looked around in horror at her demand. Jane looked at me with her wide eyes. I was beaten. I put my lips to her feet and kissed the first shoe, a smell of polish and leather hit my nostril followed by the slight sweat from her feet from a day in shoes. I then kissed her other shoe. I looked up at her. She looked back expectantly. I had to thank her before I could leave this torture chamber. 

“Thank you for caging my clitty Madam.” 

“Not quite girl. It’s your  pathetic clitty.” 

I recoiled but had no choice. 

“Thank you for caging my pathetic clitty madam.” 

A lump came into my throat. I was being mercilessly humiliated and I didn’t know how to escape. Melissa held every card. As I scrambled out of the office holding up my jeans with my hand, I heard the giggles of Melissa and Jane chasing me out. 



 





 




Chapter 6

 

Feminine lingerie

  

  



I had arrived at the office the next day in my jeans and a polo shirt again. I was pleased to be covered up although less pleased my cock was caged. It forced out the front of my jeans which I considered not a bad look. I felt sore though. Jane had given me a lot of files to photocopy and I was so busy making copies I hadn’t noticed Melissa standing behind me. 

“When you’ve finished doing that come and see me in my office.” Melissa’s voice made me jump as I had been immersed in my own world. I started to feel apprehensive as every meeting with Melissa had so far ended in uncomfortable consequences for me. 

I finished the copying and walked to Jane’s desk. She looked up at me and took the papers from my hand and nodded in acknowledgement and thanked me. A superior grin came onto her face as I cursied. I could see she was enjoying my discomfort although I wasn’t sure why. I walked up to Melissa’s door which was halfway open and peered around it. Melissa was on the phone and when she saw my face she ushered me in with a wave of her hand. 

Whilst still speaking on the phone, she mimed closing the door with the same hand. I closed it and stood in front of her desk, shifting from foot to foot as I waited for her to finish her call. 

After five minutes, Melissa put the handset down on the cradle of the phone. “So girl, how’s it going?” She said looking up at me, tilting her had to one side, her long thick hair settling over her shoulder. Once again I felt a strong attracttion to her, not only physically but also by her power over me. That was strange as I hadn’t really thought about women being powerful before. 

I answered her, “Well to be honest I feel uncomfortable, especially after the events yesterday and then the meeting in the conference room yesterday.” 

“You’ve forgotten something my girl.” 

I looked at her not understanding. 

“You forgot to address me as Madam didn’t you girl?” She said with no emotion. 

“I’m sorry Madam Cooper, I’ll try not to forget again,” I said without meaning it. I had to continue to play her game. 

“You’d better not forget next time or I will slap you. Hard.” 

“What?” I said loudly. I felt my anger rising. “This is ridiculous Melissa, you can’t talk to me like a child.” I couldn’t help myself. My character had been submerged but not broken. 

Almost immediately she was standing facing me. I didn’t know she could move so smoothly and quickly, especially in her high heels. Her hand came across my face without warning and my head was propelled sideways with a loud slapping sound. She’d hit me just as Julie had last week. I put my hand to my smarting cheek. 

“But you are a child, a girl child.” I never saw the second slap on the cheek coming either but a stinging pain told me she’d connected perfectly. She grabbed my ear and twisted it forcing my head down to face the floor. 

“Now listen to me you stupid girl. You will do exactly as I say or you  will lose this job, your wife and your home. You will have nothing, do you understand me?” 

I tried to look up at her but she twisted my ear harder and forced me to continue to look down. 

“Well? Do you understand me?” 

My body was aching to react physically. I wanted to strike out at her but her succinct explanation of my future consequences if I were to fight back stopped me. I would have to agree. 

“Y…y…yes Madam Cooper,” I stammered, “I understand.” I didn’t but I had to pretend. 

“And what are you going to do for me?” Her hand continued to exert a twisting pressure on my ear which was now causing a great deal of pain. 

“Anything you tell me to.” I thought that was possibly the best answer in the circumstances. Her hand loosened its grip and fell away. It had been the right response and I stood up as Melissa returned to her desk chair. The atmosphere in the room lightened. 

She told me to drop my trousers and underpants. I hesitated but she’d seen everything yesterday so one more humiliation wouldn’t make any difference. I dropped them to the floor and Melissa produced a key and unlocked my cage. 

“In the office I’ll allow you to be cage-less. I use it to ensure you conform to my rules when I’m not with you after work. The same rule applies. No touching your little clitty and to have to sit down on the toilet like a good little girl.” 

I didn’t like what I was hearing and I wasn’t sure where any of this this was going but for now I had to stay quiet and listen. I knew

she had said she wanted to turn me into a girl but that wasn’t possible.   Was it? 

Melissa had stopped talking and seemed to want me to take in what she’d just said. The silence hung in the air for a few seconds. 

“So,” she continued finally, relaxing. “I want you to learn what it’s like to be a girl and then hopefully you’ll begin to understand and learn how to respect women. You’ll notice I said girl as you are certainly not an adult so you’re not a woman.” 

I stood up straighter and continued to rub my sore cheeks, more in embarrassment than any real lingering pain. All I could think was that Melissa had slapped me around the face – twice! And twisted my ear as if I were a naughty child. While I was thinking, Melissa had gone round to her desk and retrieved a green plastic bag with the brand name of a department store printed on the side. 

“Here put one of these on.” She held the bag out to me. I stood, confused as to why she was giving me something to put on. Not another apron I hoped. I took the package and looked inside. There were five transparent packets containing bras. 

“They’re bras,” I said not understanding why she would give me a packet of bras. 

“Yes stupid,” Melissa replied. 

“What do you want me to do with these?” I asked still not getting what she wanted. 

“You’ll remove your polo shirt and put one of the bras on. Julie gave me your chest size so they will fit.” 

“I’m not putting a bra on Mel..Madam Cooper.” I said in a lower voice. 

“Yes you are…  girl, ” Melissa folded her arms. “Girls wear bras so take one of the bras out of its packet, remove your polo shirt and put it on and do it now.” Melissa spoke as a mother does to a child, maintaining a calm authoritative voice. 

I peered inside the bag and took out the first bra and slipped open the cellophane wrapper. I placed the wrapper on Melissa’s small meeting table and unfolded the bra. It was white with a lacy edging and fine pink flower patterns covered the two breast shapes. 

I became aware I was still standing with my jeans and underpants around my ankles. My cock was at attention, standing in front of this sexy powerful woman. Melissa spoke again. 

“So remember your contract about wearing whatever the company decides?” 

I remembered and I stood there in disbelief with Melissa watching me. Her arms were still folded but I saw the fingers of both hands start to tap in sequence on her arms. I hesitated and her fingers drummed a little harder. I could feel a sense of panic come into my body. The silent drumming carried on. I thought.  What can I do?  Nothing, I would have to put it on, there was no option. I considered the fact that maybe no one would notice under my polo shirt but probably best to put my jumper on over it, that should cover up the bra shape. I removed my polo shirt and Melissa’s fingers stopped drumming. Her arm reached out and rubbed through the hairs on my chest. 

“Ooh I’m not sure the bra will go with a hairy chest. Never mind another day, now give me the bra, I know you have no idea on how to put it on…yet,” she smirked. 

Melissa took the bra and told me me stand up straight. She fastened the bra around my chest back to front and explained that was how I had to do it myself. She then slid it around my chest until the cups were at the front and told me to slip into the arm straps. I did as I was told and it felt unusual around my chest, a tightness that wasn’t uncomfortable. She stood back and put a finger to her mouth in mock contemplation as I moved my shoulders to make the bra straps sit more comfortably. 

“Yes that fits fine,” she announced. 

She told me I could put my polo short back on. I did it as quickly as I could managing to get my arm stuck in my haste before finding the correct armhole. I stood straight again, I could feel the bra’s tightness around my chest and back and the straps across my shoulder. The bra’s distinctive shape was outlined through my top. 

“Ok you have seven bras, one for each day at work plus a couple of spares. I expect you to wear a bra to work every day from now. I want you to arrive at the office in the bra and to leave in it. I don’t want you changing here. Do you understand me?” I nodded, unable to find any words. 

“You’ll need to step out of your jeans and underpants. You’re no longer allowed to wear male trousers or underwear. We don’t have anything else for you so for now, you’ll wear nothing below the waist. 

Run along now and get on with your work and close the door behind you, there’s a good girl.” 

I shuddered at hearing her call me a girl again and the thought of another day with my penis and balls on show for the office to see. 

Melissa just went back to her desk and started to look at her desk computer screen. I made a rapid dash from her office to my desk

where I’d left my jumper. Jane didn’t look up as I made it to my desk and I put on my jumper as fast as I could. The bra felt tight yet it was also a nice feeling which I found odd.  Why would it feel nice?  I couldn’t answer that and I pushed the thought from my mind. I thought instead of an angry Melissa calling me a girl. I was surprised to feel an even greater reaction down below in my cock as it twitched at the thought of this. It was bursting so hard I though the skin might split. But w hy would that be a turn on, to be called a girl?  I had no idea and I put this thought to the back of my mind as well. 

I was just straitening the jumper when I heard Nina call from her office opposite my desk. 

“Be a good girl and come in here. I have some work for you.” 

Jane looked up with a start.  A look of pleasant surprise came onto her face seeing my exposed genitals again. I tried to ignore her as she watched me as I walked into Nina’s office and curtsied. 

“I need you to tidy up my files for me,” she pointed over to a pile of folders and papers on the small meeting desk. She ignored my straining erection

“Put them in alphabetical order and then in that cabinet over there. I just don’t have time after seeing my clients.” She pointed to a large set of drawers. 

“OK Nina,” I replied, pleased to have something to do to take my mind of things. 

Nina looked at me. “You’ll call me Mistress my girl.” I didn’t want any problems so I thought it best to comply yet again. I was having to be very compliant and this just wasn’t me. I didn’t like it one bit and I felt the anger bubbling in my stomach but I had to forget it. I

focused on what would happen if I didn’t follow their commands, as strange and humiliating as they were. 

“Yes Mistress,” I said looking down at the floor feeling beaten. I went over to the papers and folders and Nina followed me. My cock was bouncing and leading the way again. I looked at her as she asked if I was wearing my bra. My head shot back a little in surprise; I hadn’t expected her to know this. I turned my head to face her. How did she know? She knew what I was thinking. 

“I discussed it with Melissa and we thought it a good idea since you’re becoming a girl.” She then touched my back and traced out the straps with her fingers. Her touch made my skin shiver with a tingling delight. She then transferred her hand to the front and cupped the bra cup and a non-existent breast. 

“I think that maybe you need something to fill them out.” 

I looked at her in horror but she laughed out loud. She flicked at my erection dismissively with a finger and returned to her desk chuckling. She left me to do the filing work and no more was said. 

Nina’s office descended into a hushed reverence as she concentrated on her work.  I was really looking forward to the end of this day to escape this nightmare. The bra had started to rub on the skin under my arms. I was unused to the tight feeling around my chest of course, which rubbed more as I moved my arms. Maybe it was too tight, I’d try to work out how to loosen them for tomorrow. My erect cock continued to get in the way of everything I did. 

The day passed by in a regular sequence of low-level jobs and clock watching. I tried not to go to the toilet but eventually had to ask Jane for permission again. After making me wait again she accompanied me to the toilet cubicle. She stood in front of the open

door as I went. She told me to wipe it dry with toilet roll but to only dab the end and not to touch my penis with my other hand. Melissa had forbidden this she reminded me. She then grabbed my erection with forced and pulled me back to the open office. Melissa looked up from her office and smiled before looking down again. 



- o -



With ten minutes until the end of the day I sat at my desk staring at the clock on my phone screen move in slow motion towards 5.30. I didn’t notice Melissa approach me and her voice made me jump as she asked me if I was daydreaming. 

“You’ve been a very good girl today,” she said in a voice which was deliberately too loud and made Jane look up. Jane chortled and raised her shoulders as if to say ‘how sweet.’ 

“I’ve bought you a little present,” said Melissa and she extended her arms towards me. 

She was holding a silver cardboard box, the type you can buy from greeting card shops. A pink ribbon bow was tied around it with a large bow on the top. She told me to open it. As I pulled on the ribbon, Melissa told me she’d chosen a pink ribbon as she thought I’d like that. Very amusing I thought sarcastically but dared not say. 

The ribbon fell off and I lifted the lid. Inside were seven pairs of small panties of various shades of pink and white, all with tiny bows on the front and some with flowery patterns. 

“Ensure you’re wearing a pair tomorrow when you arrive at the office,” Melissa said. “Now stand up so I can put your clitty cage back on.” 

I cowered with disappointment. I’d forgotten about the cage. As before I had to kiss both her feet and thank her for caging my pathetic clitty. This couldn’t get any worse.  Could it? 

I then realised that this would mean I would be covered up in the office. That was something positive from having to now wear women’s panties. Jane continued to look over at the scene but luckily was not able to see what was in the box so I closed the lid rapidly. Why was Melissa, doing this to me? I knew she was trying to help Julie but I couldn’t imagine how wearing female underwear would help. Jane’s voice broke my thoughts by asking what she’d given me. 

“Nothing,” I replied and stood up. 

I wanted to be alone so I decided I’d find a wine bar and sit there to wind down. I needed to dull my senses with alcohol. I knew Julie wouldn’t be at home. Just what was she doing in the evenings these days? 



 

Chapter 7. 

 

A respite from humiliation? 

  

  

 

I had been sitting at the small table in the wine bar watching the people there for over an hour. I hadn’t fancied the walk to the tube station in the heavy rain so I’d chosen the wine bar next to the office. 

I hoped that the women from the office didn’t come in. I was waiting until the rain cleared. My umbrella was sitting on the floor between my feet, a small pool of water had gathered around it. The box of underwear, Melissa’s ‘present’, on the seat beside me. A background rumble of mixed voices was becoming louder as the evening wore on and the effects of the wine took hold. My fingers circled around the large glass filled with a deep red plum-coloured wine. A half-empty bottle sat next to the glass. I took a gulp, closed my eyes and breathed in feeling the liquid tingling in my mouth. I swallowed, imagining the wine washing away the tension in my body. At that moment I felt the bench seat compress as the weight of someone sitting down next to me made me open my eyes. I saw an open face with an upturned mouth and a perfect set of white teeth grinning back at me. 

“It looks like you needed that,” she said. Her small round gamin face was tilted to one side and framed with a dark bob hairstyle, just touching her shoulders. “Sorry I didn’t mean to disturb you but this was the only spare seat.” 

I told her that was fine in a distracted way and then continued to stare around at the room. I felt the young lady watching me still. I moved my eyes towards her. She was very cute but I wanted to be left alone. Her smile broadened again. 

“So what’s the problem then?” She asked me in a bright manner. 

I told her it was work problems but it would be best to not go there. I then thought that maybe a chat would be nice after all and she wasn’t bad looking. I turned my head towards her and held her gaze for a moment before looking around the bar. It didn’t seem as packed as she’d suggested. My body loosened and relaxed. 

“That’s better, a bit of a smile,” she said and took a small sip from her own glass of white wine. “I’m just killing time to let the rain and the rush hour die down so why not tell me about it?”  Her smile broadened again. “And please call me Amanda.” 

I told her my name and her head tilted to one side again and rested on her hand. I saw her long red nails cause five small indentations in her cheek. Her blue eyes sparkled, a look of mischief somewhere behind them. 

Once I started talking it all flowed out. I described how I lost my last job and how I was stuck at the new job with an overbearing female boss. I left out the part where I had to wear a bra and knickers and had to walk around naked but otherwise it seemed easy to talk to her. She listened intently, occasionally asking about a certain point, sometimes smiling, sometimes showing concern. 

Finally I finished. Amanda’s eyes fell on the box of panties.  Oh no. 

“What’s in the box Joe? A present?” 

Although her presence had helped me to relax, I wasn’t about to show her the contents, even after nearly a whole bottle of wine.  I explained I had to get home in order to avoid answering her. She said it was fine and she passed me her business card. She asked me to keep in touch. I was surprised but slipped it in my wallet. 

Maybe the day wasn’t going so badly after all. 

- o -



I arrived home around 9pm. I entered the home after some difficulty getting the key into the front door lock. This would tell anyone who could see or hear me that I’d been drinking. I heard music coming from the living-room area. Julie was home and my relaxed light-headed feelings quickly dissipated and I became apprehensive. She didn’t come out to greet me which was probably not a surprise. I had expected a shout from her about how late I was and asking if I was drunk. She’d have been right on both counts. 

I wandered into the living room and the music volume increased as I opened the door. I could see Julie sitting there reading a book with a large glass of red wine in her hand. Her eyes flicked sideways to register my presence before taking a sip of wine and then looking back at her book. 

“Hello Julie” I ventured. 

“I’ve eaten so you’ll need to cook for yourself,” she replied without looking up again. She took another slug of wine. It wasn’t like her to drink on her own. 

I went over and sat next to her. She sighed in displeasure and looked at me. She said nothing and waited for me to speak. I

launched straight into telling her how bad things were at the job. She stared back impassively. 

“So?” she replied flatly, without interest. 

I mentioned the bra and that Melissa wanted me to wear and the knickers. I left out the cock cage for now as I knew she wasn’t going to find out by seeing me naked at present. 

“You need to do everything Melissa asks you to do.” She said as she returned to her book without showing any surprise or interest. 

“Everything.” She repeated. 

“But she wants me to wear women’s underwear, that’s ridiculous and probably illegal.” 

“Just do whatever she says Joey, I’m really not bothered. I gave her permission to do whatever she thinks it will take to tame you. 

Melissa seemed very pleased with this.” 

She was uninterested in talking to me further so I thought it best to leave her alone and go to my new bedroom. Julie looked up at me as I withdrew and told me to shut the door behind me as I left the living room. I wasn’t wanted at the office and I wasn’t wanted at home. The only positive point was meeting Amanda. Someone may want me after all. 

 




Chapter 8

A new female name


  



The noise of the traffic screeched in my head. It seared through the dull throb inside my brain. I was regretting the amount of wine I’d drunk last night. I climbed the steps from Bank tube station onto Lombard Street above. The imposing walls of the Bank of England rose from the other side of the road junction. The impressive Greek-style columns of the old Royal Exchange stood silently as they had for a hundred years. The area used to be the centre of the financial district which had long since moved out east to the Docklands. 

Through the fog of my hangover I remembered Amanda. A single light in the darkness of humiliation that was enveloping me. I hesitated at the exit at street level wondering what kind of ignominies were waiting for me this week. My headache ratcheted up a notch. 

I walked along the pavement to the office, dodging pedestrians more intent on reading their mobile phones than avoiding other people. I thought again about Amanda and how she had given me her mobile phone number yesterday evening and asked me to keep in touch. She must have been fifteen years younger than me; just the perfect age for me. I entered the office through the empty reception area and through to the area beyond to the conference room which now held more than one bad memory for me. I could see Melissa and Nina in there talking to each other. I tried to pass quickly but Melissa saw me and called me in. This wasn’t what I needed, my priority was a mug of strong caffeine. 

With reluctance I went into the room and stood before the two ladies. Melissa looked up at me and raised her eyebrows and said

“And?” with a questioning tone. 

I wasn’t in the state of mind yet to pick up on these types of vague questions and looked back and asked what she wanted. 

“Are you wearing your pretty panties girl?” 

I had put them on as I knew she would check and use the occasion for more humiliation. I answered that I was and pressed my trousers against the panties to show her their outline. The women both laughed at once and I felt immediate embarrassment. I’d had to admit to myself earlier though that they felt good. The panties were made of a cotton that was much lighter and finer than male underpants so they had a far more pleasant feel. Sexy. They were much smaller than the underpants I was used to and tighter. They were made of a stretchy cotton they fitted well around my caged cock and my balls. They felt erotic, although I wasn’t sure why as thy were for women. I couldn’t believe I was wearing them! 

“You’ll need to show us, be a good girl.” Nina disturbed my thoughts and was looking at me and motioning a downwards movement with her palms. She wanted me to take down my trousers again. 

Nina stood up and walked around to me, towering over me using her powerful frame again. She instructed me to remove my top layers. I sighed silently and took off my jacket, jumper and tee-shirt and placed them on the table. I stood there in a white and pink patterned lacy bra. Both ladies nodded in approval. They were pleased and looked at me for a few seconds which made me feel

uncomfortable and I held up my hands to my chest and looked away. 

Nina then ordered me to put my arms up in the air. 

“We need to check everything Joey.” She moved up to me and with a swift movement of her fingers, popped open the front button of my jeans and ran the zip of my flies down. She stood back and smiled.  I tried to stretch my legs out to hold my trousers up but I could feel them sliding downwards. 

I moved my hands down to grab them but Melissa’s voice shouted out. “Hands up girly.” 

I jumped and put my hands up again with a jerk. The sudden movement had the effect of making my trousers fall immediately around my feet. I was standing there in small pink panties and a bra, my face reddening with a strange mix of annoyance and utter embarrassment. The outline of the cock cage pressed against the taut cotton. To make things worse I could feel interest in my cock which was waking up. I didn’t need that right now.  But why was this exciting?  I didn’t want an erection in front of these two women as it would be obvious I was enjoying the humiliation. But I wasn’t.  Was I? 

The more I tried to stop it growing the more painful it became inside the cage. My face tightened with the effort to control my arousal. 

Melissa got to her feet and walked round the table to stand next to Nina, her hand came to her chin with her elbow resting on the other arm below it across the bottom of her large chest. She looked at me over the top of her spectacles and her eyes drifted down to my panties. 

“Something’s not quite right,” she said eventually. Nina murmured in agreement.  I concentrated as my cock strained inside

its confines. Nina and Melissa seemed not to notice or were disinterested, I wasn’t sure.  Nina turned to Melissa. 

“Her legs are far too hairy so they don’t go with her pretty underwear,” she said. 

Did she just call me ‘her’ I asked myself? 

“Yes you’re right Nina. Tomorrow I’d like you to remove all that nasty hair from your legs. It’s very messy and really doesn’t go with your pretty panties. The same goes for your chest, we can’t have hairs poking out between your bra cups now can we.” 

“What? Are you serious?” I blurted out. 

Melissa looked up and reminded me to say. “Are you serious Madam Cooper? ” 

She told me she was serious. She came over and whipped down my panties and unlocked the cock cage. My erection burst out with relief. She told me I could wear panties over my clitty today as I’d been a good girl. But no male trousers. Not permitted. Just panties. 

I threw my tee-shirt over my head and tugged it down over my body, I grabbed my jumper and jacket and retreated from the room with my things over my arm leaving my jeans on the floor behind me. 

I hurried to my desk passing Jane on the way who was watching me with interest and wondering what the rush was. I mumbled a harassed good morning and a small curtsy as I passed but she didn’t reply. I sat behind the flat screen on my desk and peered round the monitor. I could Jane watching me with a serious expression in her eyes. 

Jane smiled at me and called me over with a wave of her fingers on a raised hand. I got up and ambled over trying to look

casual but without enthusiasm. Jane looked over my panties. I couldn’t understand and asked them what they wanted. 

She pointed at them. “You have a little stain.” She giggled. I looked down and indeed some pre-cum had dampened the front where the end of my erection was again the cotton. I reddened immediately. 

“Are you wearing a bra?” She asked through her wide smile. 

She wasn’t letting me alone. 

I stammered and grunted. “N-n-n-no, of course not, what do you mean, don’t be silly.” Jane ignored me and continued. 

“Only I can see the shape of a bra under your tee-shirt.” She laughed loudly as I put my hands to my chest and looked down. In my haste to escape from Melissa and Nina I’d forgotten to put my jumper on over my tee-shirt and the shape of the bra cups, the frills around the top and the shoulder straps could be seen as a clear outline against my top. At once I crossed my arms across my chest although I wasn’t sure why as the damage was done. 

“So you’re not Joseph any more, you’re Joanne,” Jane said. 

“Yes Joanne, I like it. You’re now Joanne.” I hadn’t heard Melissa come up behind me. I spun round to see her stern face. 

“OK girls fun over get back to work. Joanne don’t forget what you have to do for next Monday.” 

Jane immediately asked what it was I had to do. Melissa told me to explain to Jane. I hesitated. Melissa wasn’t going to let me off. 

“Tell her Joanne,” she told me gently. 

“I have to shave my body,” I said while looking at the floor wishing it would swallow me up. This led to more laughter. I found all this exciting. I didn’t know why. My panties were straining with the

size of my erection. They no longer fully covered my cock and balls. 

Jane’s eyes were everywhere, she’d noticed. Not satisfied with seeing me exposed for the past couple of days, she was enjoying seeing me in feminine things. 

Melissa wandered back to her office and shut the door.  Jane spent the rest of the day calling me Joanne at every opportunity and it was still funny to her at 5.30 when I left the office to cries of “Good night Joanne – hahaha.” 



 




Chapter 9

 

Amanda understands

  

  

 

I left the office and felt a great sense of relief the moment I shut the front office door behind me. I let out a deep, long breath before starting off for the short walk to the tube station. I looked up at the light grey sky past the tall offices, like the edges of a steep valley either side of the road. The light grey sky was an improvement on the previous days. I was moving with the flow of people all going in the same direction. I hunched my head down into my shoulders to move against the wind and subconsciously quickened my pace. As I approached the steps leading down to the tube station, I could see the comforting familiar red circular sign providing the background to the words ‘London Underground’. I descended the stairs and heard a shout of “Joey”. I twisted around but saw nothing at first, there were too many people moving either side of me. I heard it again. It was a female voice. By now people were bumping into me, some were tutting in that familiar English way. Too polite to tell me I was in the way but wanting to let me know anyway before making a hasty getaway to avoid a confrontation. 

Then I saw her with an arm raised in the air; Amanda. She came up to me and went on tip toes to plant a warm kiss on my cheek. I was surprised to see her and she seemed pleased to see me. She took me by the arm and manoeuvred me away from the

underground entrance where I was causing an obstruction to the constant flow of commuters, like a rock in the middle of a fast-moving stream. 

“Well to be honest I’m feeling quite pissed off,” I answered once I was in a clear space away from the people going home. 

“Don’t tell me – work.” She put her head to one side again in that way I had started to notice was a rather endearing trait of hers. 

She asked if I fancied a drink to talk about it. I explained I’d had far too much to drink last night and needed a break from alcohol for tonight. She smiled and I let her lead me to a coffee shop. We ordered our drinks and she took me to the basement area below the counter where it was much quieter. I used to like to take the lead myself when I was with a woman but recent events had shattered my self-esteem. It was the second time she’d been in the right place at the right time. I knew I was becoming a little infatuated with her even though I hardly knew her. She selected a corner area behind a pillar with two armchairs which looked like they need a bit of an upgrade to their worn upholstery. When this US chain had entered the UK it had brought a trendy contemporary style to high streets but had recently become tired and in need of renovation. Just like me. 

“So come on then Joey, tell me all about it. You’ll feel better getting it out and talking,”  she said after taking a sip of her frothy cappuccino, leaving a small moustache-like layer on her top lip. I thought it rather endearing before she licked it off with a swish of her tongue. I tried to tell her I didn’t want to talk about it but she insisted and said she would be my confidant. She’d tell no one. She pointed out that she didn’t know anyone I knew. Good point. 

I looked at her open, honest-looking young face and thought. 

“What the hell.” I started. I explained that my boss Melissa wanted me to wear female underwear. I resisted telling her about my exposure in the office and the cock cage I was wearing. Amanda made no comment, no expression came onto her face at all, just a look of compassion. She took my hand with both hers as I told her that everyone was now calling me Joanne. I told her that my wife was disinterested. That I had to remove my body hair otherwise I’d be sacked and lose my wife, house and everything. Amanda’s eyebrows knitted together in a look of concern. I enjoyed the soft warm touch of her hand on mine. Someone was interested in my problems. 

“Don’t you worry Joey. I don’t know what they are doing or why but I can help you,” she said. 

I looked at her, I could see she wanted to help but I wasn’t sure why as we didn’t really know each other very well. I was definitely interested in her. A woman was being nice to me and I was developing strong feelings for this kindly attractive young lady. 

“Look,” she said. “I know it’s a really bad thing your boss wants to do but come with me and I’ll help you choose something to remove the hair easily and quickly. It’s quite normal for us women. A lot of men shave their bodies these days, I wouldn’t worry about it.” 

Again she’d spoken common sense. Many men do indeed shave their bodies, I’d seen the footballers on TV and some men in the gym. They were not feminine at all. I had my doubts though. 

“I don’t know,” I replied. 

She explained she just liked me and felt sorry for me and wanted to help. “If you just do these little things for your boss I’m

sure she will then realise she’s had her victory and leave you alone. 

It’s not as if anyone will know apart from us and those in the office. 

She just wants to teach you a lesson for her friend, your wife.” 

I agreed she as right and I would do it. Once we’d finished our coffee she led me to a large branch of a pharmacy chain and I followed her as we wandered through the brightly-lit aisles. She saw what she was looking for and picked it up in triumph. Hair-removal cream, I wasn’t happy but Amanda carried on in a carefree manner and I followed her to where the female razors were displayed. She studied them for a few moments before selecting a set of disposal razors with pink handles. 

I asked her why I couldn’t have male razors but she explained that I needed female ones as they were for the body and therefore slightly different. I couldn’t see what the difference was as they looked very similar apart from the colour. Since she was only doing this to help me I went along with it. I was sure she knew what she was talking about. Once I’d paid the bill at the checkout, I asked Amanda if she fancied a quick glass of wine to wind the week up and I hesitatingly suggested a bite to eat. The hangover feeling had gone and now I wanted to spend a little more time with this mysterious caring lady. I wanted to get to better know this unusual lady. I was to be disappointed though. Amanda apologised and said she had to run: a prior engagement but let’s do it next week she suggested. She told me she’d call me to arrange a lovely evening out together. That sounded great to me. Meeting Amanda was a lucky break. 

I had a lot of hair removal to do this weekend to keep my job and hopefully finally satisfy Melissa and stop this ridiculous humiliation. At least there wasn’t much more she could do to me. 

 Was there?  In the meantime I had a difficult weekend to spend with Julie and I wasn’t looking forward to that. 









 




Chapter 10

 

Depilation and breasts

  

 

2pm and I’d only seen Melissa for a few brief moments up to now. 

She’d ignored me completely as had Nina. Not even a ‘good morning’ greeting from either although that wasn’t unusual. I’d spent much of my Sunday evening going through the time-consuming business of removing all my body hair as I had been instructed to do. 

I followed Amanda’s advise on the best ways to do it. I’d never realised just what women went through in the name of beauty. I looked again at the screen of my mobile phone. “Good luck with the boss today,” it said in a text message. Amanda was a lovely and thoughtful girl. I hoped she had her own flat, I could pop round and who knows? I had the problem of the cock cage though. 

My legs were feeling strange; lighter and more sensitive to the material of my jeans. Not unpleasant at all. My chest was sore as I’d used the razors and nicked myself in a few spots and the straps were rubbing on one of the sore patches. I was happy that Melissa was ignoring me as it seemed that she may be losing interest in her game of ‘humiliate Joseph’. What hadn’t changed was that Jane hadn’t tired of calling me Joanne and called out “Morning Joanne” 

when I had arrived earlier. It was becoming tiring. 

I thought back to the weekend. After a cool atmosphere on Saturday at the weekend, Julie had started speaking to me on Sunday. She’d offered to help me shave my back which was a little

hairy she told me. It meant that for the first time for a week we were speaking on something approaching a normal level. Julie even asked how things were at work. I told her they were difficult, particularly with Melissa’s increasingly strange commands regarding me having to wear female underwear and undergo body hair removal. Julie said that was for Melissa to decide what she wanted as she was my boss. Yes it was unusual she admitted, but it was what it was and I had to do what she said.  Or else.  I hadn’t expected any sympathy but at least it was nice to start to communicate with her again. She even helped me to apply the hair removal cream to my legs and she showed me the best way to remove it using the scraper. It wasn’t really my ideal way to get her to be more pleasant with me but it was better than nothing so I took it. Julie suggested I shave my cock and balls but I refused. I didn’t want her to know I was wearing the cock cage. Julie reminded me that I had told her that Melissa expected all my hair removed below my neck but I told her that there was no way she’d check my cock and balls area so I hadn’t shaved there and I wasn’t going to do it. 

Julie smiled for the second time that evening,“If I know Melissa then you shouldn’t be so sure about that?” 

“What do you mean?” I had asked, surprised at her comment. 

Julie brushed my question away with a “nothing dear,” 

sounding patronising. I wondered how much she knew. 



- o -



Just then my daydreams were interrupted as I could feel someone’s presence by my side. It was Jane. 

“Joanne,” she said. I looked up at her wearily. 

“Melissa asks that you go and see her in her office.” 

I knew things were too good to last. I sighed and hauled myself over to Melissa’s office and I knocked on her door and waited. I heard a muffled voice tell me to come in and as I did I could see she was sitting behind her desk. I shut the door behind me anticipating yet another embarrassing conversation as I cursied. 

“Well have you been a good girl and have you done what I asked you?” I assumed she was talking about me shaving my body so I told her yes of course and that Julie had even helped me and we were on speaking terms again. 

Melissa smiled and said, “good, I’m pleased for you. Now if you can remove your tee-shirt and jeans then I’ll be able to check won’t I?” The smile fell from my face. “Come on Joanne I don’t have all day.” 

I thought of Amanda’s words that once she had got her way she would probably back off. With this is mind I suspected this could be my final humiliation so I’d get it over with. I stripped off my tee-shirt and stood there in a bra, my smooth chest shining under the stark fluorescent lighting in her office. Melissa sat back in her high back black leather chair and crossed her arms, her face turned stormy. She expected me to remove my trousers again. I unbuttoned the top of my jeans, slid down the zip and let them fall in an untidy pile around my ankles. 

“Step out of them Joanne,” she ordered and again I complied reluctantly, feeling like a young boy in front of the school head-mistress.  Or was that a young girl?  I stood in front of her desk in a bra, panties and smooth skin. The cock cage pressing out through

the panties and I was looking forward to having it removed again. 

She continued to lean back in her chair, one hand playing with the long brown hair around her ear. It looked provocative and although I had a strong dislike of her, I simultaneously felt attraction. My cock started to react. 

“Good girl,” Melissa said, a slight leering smile on her face. She stood up and walked over to me and started to stroke my chest and then my legs. 

She approached me and put her face close to mine. I could smell her perfume, strong and heady. 

“Now you need to shave you little clitty and sissy balls girly.” 

I stammered a few ‘ers’ and ‘ums’. 

She removed my panties and I stepped out of them. She removed my cock cage and inspected my cock and lifted it up to look at my balls as if I were a potential pet being inspected before purchase. 

“You’ll go out now to buy a razor and shaving gel and you’ll shave your little girly bits before you do anything else today. I want the area above your clitty shaped in a nice little triangle shape and the rest smooth like your body.” 

At that moment I thought about my predicament. I could feel a tightness in my throat as if I wanted to cry. I picked up my jeans and tee-shirt and put them back on. I now had to do this or lose my job and lose Julie and somewhere to live. I had no option. I rushed out of Melissa’s office and out to the shop where I’d gone last Friday with Amanda and bought another pack of disposable razors and shaving gel. I returned to the office and went to the toilets. Melissa asked Jane to observe me and ensure it was done properly. I shaved my

cock and balls under Jane’s watchful eye. I made sure I left the little triangle of hair above my cock as Melissa had demanded. I looked at myself in the mirror above the sink, looking like a young boy without hair on my body but with a feminine triangle of pubic hair. 

I went back through Melissa’s open door again, the cool air pressing against my newly depilated balls and cock. Melissa looked up briefly and then down again, leaving me standing there. I could see Melissa’s long brown hair falling down towards the desk as she read, her glasses slightly down her nose. She flicked her hair behind one ear to expose a pearl stud earring. Her wrist hovered there by her ear, her fingers twisting her earring absent-mindedly. 

I was standing there in bra and nothing else. I looked down to my neat little triangle of pubic hair. Melissa continued to read, taking no notice, making me feel small and insignificant. A minute passed I stood there, I could hear a clock somewhere ticking the seconds off. 

My cock was now pointing directly at Melissa, fully erect like a metal rod. My hands at my side. Wavering, wanting to cover my erection but knowing I couldn’t. I was trembling but was it humiliation or excitement? I was confused again at my emotions, the more I tried to think of something else the harder the erection became. Then without warning she stood up and walked round the desk looking directly at my erection. 

“Oh much better, that wasn’t so difficult was it?” She grinned and hunched down in front of me, her tight knee-length dress riding halfway up her thighs as she balanced on the soles of her black shoes. This has the effect of increasing my erection by another notch of stiffness, if that were possible. She rested her hands on her knees and inspected my shaved groin area, raising one hand and rubbing

her fingers gently in the smooth area between my legs and cock. I felt the soft scratching of a long red fingernail which caused yet another jerk of excitement in my erection. I’d never experienced such horror and pleasure together and it was a potent combination of bewildering feelings. I wanted to cum. 

“Well something is quite hard though isn’t it?” She said while still looking intently at my groin area. “It seems to me you are enjoying this girl.” I didn’t answer, my face screwed up in disgust at myself at my enjoyment of this humiliation. 

“I think I need to cum Madam,” I said without thinking. I was feeling desperate and needed the release. 

She stood up smoothly. Her leg muscles rippled along her slim taught legs as her dress slipped down to just above her knees again. 

A cooked grin on her otherwise hard face. I could see her perfect white teeth through parted dark-red lipstick covered lips. She had pushed her glasses back onto the bridge of her nose where they framed large brown eyes. Tough but beautiful eyes. She stood there motionless. 

“Well not so macho now are we little girl?” She growled, ignoring my request. “Little being the word looking at that thing.” Her hands rested on her hips, her low cut dress exposing a powerful cleavage. The fitted dress looked made to measure around the curve of her hips. She slapped my cock with three manicured fingers. I saw a streak of red nail varnish pass before my eyes again as she slapped my cock again. 

“You’re not allowed to cum. You’ve been putting this in too many places and that’s now finished.” My cock was desperate for relief, a relief that was not going to happen. 

I had to say something to get this nightmare over with. I was starting to break, tears forming in my eyes as I told her I had learnt my lesson. I told her I understood that my behaviour had been unacceptable. I needed to make her stop. Inside I was feeling angry and I wanted this humiliation to end. I wanted to shout at her, strike her as I had my last manager. Then I’d storm out. Except I couldn’t. I realised that in the past I’d relied on Julie as my safety net for being able to do whatever I felt like. Now I couldn’t, my safety net had been withdrawn and I had to endure this. 

Melissa listened intently to my pleading for relief and started laughing silently, a hand rising to her thick red lips to cover her mouth. 

“I can’t really take you seriously when you’re standing there with your little clitty sticking out like a little red lollipop.” She then laughed out loud at her own comment before adding. “Look at that pathetic little thing.” 

Suddenly she slapped my cock hard again, then again, back and forward with closed fingers. “It’s pathetic like you Joanne, a little clitty for a little girl.” 

She then tugged on my balls with her nails digging in, a moment of pain combined with pleasure. I felt myself sigh which made Melissa smirk. She then withdrew her hand and slapped my cock viciously without warning. I was perplexed. I not only felt the pain but an intense ringing pleasure. I had a tingling sensation in my cock that signalled that an ejaculation was not too far away. But too far to actually happen as I wasn’t permitted to touch myself. What was going on? I was bewildered at my excitement at this awful scenario playing out around me. 

Naked but for the bra, I contemplated the problems I was now facing which were worse than I had ever imagined they would be. At last she’d stopped slapping my cock so I asked her permission to get dressed. She refused and told me to stay where I was for a moment. 

Now what was she planning? How much more of this? I spotted that a small discharge of pre-cum had appeared at the tip of my cock, a prelude to a full ejaculation. I couldn’t allow this to happen or I’d be in severe trouble. I wasn’t allowed to cum. I closed my eyes to try to concentrate on something else. 

Melissa leant over and opened her desk drawer and pulled out a small cardboard box. I opened my eyes as she pushed it across the desk and told me “I want you to slip these into your bra. Come here.” 

I walked up to her desk, my erect cock bouncing in rhythm with my movement. I hoped Melissa could not see the small amount of pre-ejaculation fluid now dripping from it. She did and took a tissue and wiped it away with a look on intense displeasure. I picked up the box she’d handed me, a dark purple box colour with a splash of vibrant pink at the bottom right hand corner. With a sense of trepidation I lifted the lid carefully and pulled away the white tissue paper. Two nipples on top of two small female breasts stared back at me like small soulless and lifeless eyes. 

“What?” Was all I could manage to say. 

“They’ll help to fill your bra out a little. They are only size B so no one will notice too much, but it will be much better for you,” 

Melissa said firmly. 

I wanted to inform her that I was not going to wear artificial tits but stopped myself. Melissa went back to her desk and started

working and looking down at some papers. 

I grabbed the breast forms and tucked them into the bra. 

“Good girl,” she said as she stood before me with her arms crossed. “Now turn round and bend over.” 

I did as ordered and I expected a spanking from her. She was determined to humiliate me in every way. I could hear her behind me and then a searing pain in my arsehole and the feeling of a substantially sized object entering me, deep. 

“What!” I squealed as I was filled with something, “Madam Cooper please, what are you doing? Please!” 

“Stay bent over little girl. You’re mine and I can do whatever I want.” She placed a hand on my back to keep me bent over. I then saw the office door suddenly open and Jane bursting in. 

She started to speak, “I heard the scream Melissa and wondered…” She stopped speaking as she saw me bent over facing her with an anguished look on my face. My erection purple and engorged with blood. 

“You can come over and watch Jane, I’m just blocking up her nasty hole.” 

I could hear Melissa’s voice from behind me. Jane looked perplexed then her expression changed to one of interest as I watched her through upturned desperate eyes. I saw Jane walk out of my vision to where Melissa stood behind me. 

My arse felt full, then I felt Melissa withdraw whatever it was inside me partway and then thrust it in once more, with force. I squealed again before a new feeling came over me as Melissa twisted whatever it was inside me. A feeling of intense orgasmic feeling as the insert was rubbing against something inside me. 

I heard Jane speak, “I think Joanne likes it Melissa. Look at her face.” 

“Yes well she would wouldn’t she, she’s a girl and she wants it in her arse.” 

Melissa continued to thrust the device into my arse and the pain was overwhelmed by the intensity of the wonderful feelings coming from within my rear passage. My erection intensified to a level I had never felt before. My face was sweating, the blood seemed to be rushing to my face and my cock. I could feel an orgasm building again. 

“Take this girl,” said Melissa with some menace. She continued to thrust the device into to me, twist it then withdraw partially before thrusting it in again and left it there. I exploded, ejaculating with force onto the carpet

Jane shrieked with surprise. Melissa grunted. Annoyed. She told me to stand as I was still breathing heavily at the intensity of what I’d just experienced. She told me I would have to clear up my mess but first went over with a plastic spoon she had retrieved from her desk and scooped up some of my cum from the floor. She told me to open my mouth and inserted the spoon into my mouth resting on my tongue. 

“Drink it girl,” she ordered. “Girls drink cum.” 

I looked on with horror and twisted my eyes to the side to see the wide eyes of Jane staring at me. I closed my mouth and shuddered at the taste of my own juices before swallowing. Cold with a salty consistency of glue. I shuddered. 

She ordered me to clean up my mess and handed me my panties. I hurriedly put them on and then my tee shirt over my new

chest. Where previously the outline of the bra could be seen through my tee-shirt, I now had the discernible shape of woman’s breasts now the forms were inside. 

“Very nice Joanne, very feminine,” Melissa commented. “You now have a butt plug in your nasty arse. You’ll be wearing this at all times. 

I could feel my anger rising and my breathing becoming increasingly rapid. Why was she doing this to me? I had to speak with Julie this evening. I realised she had shown a complete lack of interest in my problems with Melissa but I was sure she would understand that it had now gone too far. Maybe she’ll allow me to leave and find something else. I’ll plead and do more in the home and I’ll show how her I can change. As I contemplated what I should do I heard Melissa’s finger clicking to attract my attention. She waved me away dismissively and I knew I had to leave her office. 

I opened Melissa’s office door and peeked into the open office. 

I had no choice I had to walk out and appear confident even though inside I was feeling so bad. I walked unsteady, the fullness and the soreness inside my arse combined with the humiliation I was experiencing. The bra straps dug into my my shoulders, the breast forms adding an unusual weight to my chest. I was aware of some sensual gratification coming from the feel of the bra already despite my recent release. I strode out feigning confidence, pretending not to look back at Jane who had returned to her desk. From my peripheral vision I saw her mouth crease up into a smile of entertainment at me in little panties and a woman’s chest. 

“I need some photocopying done Joanne.” Jane called out. 

“Oh no,” I immediately thought. 

I got up again and walked over to her desk, the two nipples of my new breast forms prominent through my bra and tee-shirt. My firm erection pointing directly at her through my panties. As I approached Jane I could see her eyes moving between my face and my new chest with a large smile and widening eyes. She had changed and had seen just how Melissa treated me and had reduced her own respect for me. I had been relegated to the office nobody. 

After completing the photocopying for Jane and having to put up with her watching my new boobs with undisguised enjoyment, the rest of the day passed without incident. I was still walking like a cowboy without his horse thanks to the butt plug. At 5.30, I decided that I wanted to leave quietly to escape from the worst day of my working career. Nina’s office door was open and I saw Jane working on a legal document in the office with Nina. Nina’s large frame contrasting with Jane’s lighter form and slim face. 

I saw Melissa, her head down working intently at her desk. She saw me. 

“Joanne?” Melissa’s voice called out questioningly. The noise of the door opening had alerted her. 

“Yes Madam Cooper,” my heart sinking fast. 

“Come here for a minute before you leave,” she ordered. I let the door close again with disappointment. I stood for a moment wondering what she might want now. I then walked back to her office and was surprised to see Nina and Jane now both sitting there around the small meeting table. Melissa instructed me to stand. 

“We’ve been having a chat about you Joanne,” she started. 

“We think that despite everything, you’re doing well. Because of your

history we had expected some disciplinary problems but we haven’t really had any.” 

I breathed deeply, I thought that maybe this wasn’t going to be a problem after all. I was wrong. 

“However,” I could feel my whole body slump with that word, knowing that something bad was coming. “You’re far too untidy, the suit was too smart but jeans and tee-shirt is really not suitable either. 

We sometimes have clients coming in, female clients, and they expect a professional woman friendly environment. I’m not sure they would find it professional to see you running around in panties or with your clitty hanging out. So…” She waited for a second and looked at Nina and Jane. I wasn’t sure why they were there. Nina picked up from where Melissa had tailed off. 

“We think you should wear smarter trousers and a nice top.” 

I felt relief. “Of course, although I did start off wearing smart clothing and you told me it wasn’t suitable Madam,” I stated. 

Nina spoke again “Well you arrived in a man’s suit which was too businessman looking. Well too male full stop and you’re not a man are you?” 

I wasn’t sure where this was going so I asked what she meant. 

This was the cue Nina was waiting for. 

“We have a solution. You’ll buy a couple of pairs of trousers and five tops.” Nina went over to Melissa’s desk and picked up an envelope. She passed it to me. I opened it and inside was a wad of

£20 notes. 

“There must be about £300 here,” I exclaimed not comprehending why they would give me so much cash. 

Nina sat down again. 

“We’ll fund your new clothing but we do have a stipulation.” 

I scanned each of the three faces for an answer and waited for someone to explain the stipulation. I was sure it wouldn’t be good whatever it was. Melissa stood and walked around her desk. 

“Our stipulation is that the trousers will be female trousers and the tops will be blouses. We all spoke with each other and decided that it will help to set a more female ambience which we’ve lost since you came here. There are plenty of shops around here so I suggest you go and get on with your shopping.” 

I could feel my cheeks reddening. I explained I had no idea how to buy female clothing and no idea how I was going to find my size and anyway why should I be forced to wear female clothing? 

The three ladies all looked at each other and smiled. 

“That’s what we’ve decided so run along now Joanne.” Nina’s voice was gentle but menacing. 

It was clear I had no option. I remembered to curtsy. Melissa locked on my cock cage, clitty cage she called it. I dressed and left. 











 




Chapter 11

 

Shopping for new clothes

  

 

I left the office with the envelope of cash in my hand and stepped onto the pavement outside the office front door. It was already starting to get dark, I hated February. A strong breeze started up as I turned towards the shopping centre further up the street. I reached the main entrance of the curved glass building housing the shops. I thought to myself:  I have to buy female clothing. 

“Hello again.” I spun round and there was Amanda. Her eyes wide and unblinking, a faint pout appeared on her lips. 

I smiled back but I didn’t really need her around at this moment. 

I was getting on with her so well and so I didn’t want her knowing about my latest humiliation. Although I was suffering at work with the humiliation and home at home with the silent treatment, I still thought I could compensate by getting this lovely lady into bed. I rarely failed before. 

“What’s up Joey?” Her head moved to one side, her crystal clear blue eyes widening in her attractive manner. 

I tried to shrug her off by saying it was nothing I just had to get some shopping. I realised I only had a couple of hours before the shops closed and I really wasn’t sure what to get so I felt some panic. Amanda, albeit beautiful and pleasant, was in the way this evening. She wasn’t so easy to shrug off though as she just stayed

there looking at me. We stayed that way for what felt like several seconds

“I’ll come along with you,” she said eventually. 

“It’s boring stuff, clothes and stuff.” I tried to put her off. 

“Great,” she answered, “I love clothes shopping.” Her face beamed with an obvious delight. 

I was going to have to say something. I put on my serious face. 

“It’s clothing for work, very uninteresting. Trousers and shirts, that kind of thing.” 

It wasn’t working as she stayed there and put her arm in mine and snuggled into my body. It felt good. She told me it was no problem and explained she didn’t have anything to do and maybe she could help. I was going to have to tell her the story. 

“Look Amanda, it’s kind of embarrassing.” She stood there looking innocent. “I have to buy what Melissa my boss has told me to buy.” 

“Ok, and what’s that then?” She was making this difficult through her innocence. 

“Trousers and tops.” 

“Yeah, you said that. What type?” 

This was excruciating. What was I to say? She wasn’t going to leave me alone as she really seemed to enjoy my company. What I didn’t want was for this lovely young lady, who seemed attracted to me for some reason, to find out I was being forced by a woman to buy female clothing. Forced to become a girl. Amanda nudged me then pulled me by my arm. 

“Come on let’s go and buy some clothing,” she announced. 

I was trapped. I was going to have to explain what I had to buy. 

We walked into the three-story glass construction of the modern shopping centre. City people; businessmen and women in their black, grey and dark-blue business wear milling around, criss-crossing each others’ paths on their way to somewhere important. 

Some carrying large paper bags with the brand names of the clothing shops on them in bold and brightly coloured print. At the centre of the circular glass building was a glass lift and black metal escalator stairs moving up and down to the floors above. I stopped and looked skywards up the open part of the centre, a ring of shops around the core on each level. I turned to face Amanda and took her arms in my hands. 

“Look Amanda there’s something I need to explain.” I swallowed hard. 

“Yes,” she said sweetly, her eyes widening in anticipation. 

“I have to buy some unusual clothing or I’ll lose my job.” 

“I thought they were just trousers and shirts for the office?” 

“They are but they have to be a style I haven’t bought…or worn before. And I said tops, not shirts.” 

Amanda looked at me, confused. I could see I wasn’t making sense, I would have to be direct so I led her to an empty bench by the escalators, her arm still locked in mine. I took a deep breath. 

“What on earth is so difficult about trousers and tops Joey? I think you’re making this more difficult than it is. But don’t worry whatever the problem, I’ll be happy to help you.” 

She was so sweet I thought. “Amanda, my boss has told me to buy…” I struggled to say anything. She waited expectantly. I choked

a little, my mouth became dry as I told her. “Female trousers and blouses.” I looked down at the floor; ashamed, distraught. 

Amanda never said anything for a few moments. She seemed to be thinking. Suddenly she looked up, her face brightening. 

“No problem Joey, I know where we can find larger sizes. If that’s what it takes to keep your job then it’s a small price to pay. No one will be able to tell the difference…too much. A small difference in cut maybe but if no one’s looking then no one will ever know. Come on let’s go, follow me.” 

With no further hesitation she grabbed my hand and pulled me up and led me to the escalators, her hand remaining in mine. I liked the feel of her small soft palm in my hand. On the next floor she led me to a clothes shop. As we walked towards it she explained they did sizes for the larger woman which didn’t make me feel any better. 

I realised that it would be a little easier buying female clothes with a female as everyone would assume they were for her. Provided they didn’t look at the sizes, with me nearly six feet tall and Amanda a good eight inches shorter and much more petite than me. 

We wandered through the clothes store where I allowed Amanda to browse at what she considered suitable styles and sizes. 

She selected two pairs of women’s trousers, one black and the other grey which she said looked to be my size. I noticed that they did a size they called ‘tall’ and they didn’t appear to be that different from men’s designs aside from side zips. I hoped so anyway. Amanda hummed softly as she searched with intent through the tall-size blouses. Blouses for me I thought. Awful! Amanda appeared to be quite open-minded about this and eventually selected five different styles of blouses. She held them up triumphantly. Two were white

with collars and I was mildly relieved. Two had some pink patterns and one had no collar at all, which was more troubling. I could see that all of them were fitted in at the waist with a shape for women’s breasts at the front. I just wanted to get it over with and get out of the shop. I was already imagining how I could cover them with a jumper. 

“I think these will do,” she announced. 

“Ok,” I said, “let’s buy them quickly and we can go for a glass of wine.” 

Amanda looked at me. Her eyebrows creased in a look of surprise. 

“You need to try them on Joey,” she said as if I were a little stupid. 

“Don’t be ridiculous,” I shot back a little too aggressively, “I’m not trying them on in the shop.” 

She explained that I wouldn’t know if they’d fitted or not. If not I’d have to bring them back without her and that would be even more embarrassing. She had a point but I wasn’t sure what to do. She had the answer. 

“Joey, this shop sells men’s and women’s clothes, just go to the changing rooms with these and try them on. No one will ever realise.” 

I thought about it and I had to agree with her logic. We walked over to the changing rooms where a bored young female assistant was waiting at the entrance inspecting her nails. She looked up and flashed a false smile and then counted through the items and looked up at me. Amanda suddenly produced a pair of female black shoes with a small heel. 

“You’ll need these too,” she said smiling. 

“Sir, you do realise these are all items of female clothing?”  The assistant said with a surprised look. I didn’t know what to say. 

Amanda stepped. 

“Yes we know they’re for a fancy-dress event.” 

I was impressed and grateful for her quick thinking. I went to the changing booth with the shoes sitting on top of the pile. Amanda shouted after me to come out and show her how they looked. 

“OK” I mumbled as I heard the assistant ask Amanda why I had chosen plain clothes for a fancy dress. Amanda replied but I couldn’t hear what she said. The assistant laughed out loud. Amanda was a joker, everyone liked her I thought. 

I got into the changing room then as I removed my coat I saw my bra and chest forms. I couldn’t remove them as they would show in my hands. I was trapped again. I left the changing booth as Amanda had asked and modelled the clothing for her. Amanda looked pleased and even gave me a thumbs up sign. She said nothing about the obvious breast shapes protruding from my chest and filling the new blouses very well, although her eyes had hovered down to my breasts for a few moments. And then down to the bulge of my cock cage at the front of the tight fitting trousers. Amanda had known what she was doing and all the clothing fitted sufficiently well, including the shoes. The female assistant looked on amused. 

I put my new clothes and the shoes over my arm and left the changing room. The assistant looked at me as I passed and told me she hoped I would enjoy wearing them while struggling with a straight face. Her shining eyes betrayed her unspoken thoughts. I wasn’t sure how to respond to her comment so I just smiled weakly and went to the tills to pay with Amanda walking with me. I passed

the items over and the young girl took them without making eye contact. After asking if I wanted a bag to carry them in and informing me that each plastic bag would be five pence, she started to pack them. As she did so she called out:

“Woman’s slacks size 14 tall, woman’s blouse size 16 tall, woman’s pink blouse size 16….” 

“OK, OK please just put them in the bag. No need to call put the sizes thank you,” I pleaded. 

“Yes sir but I have to call out the sizes just to make sure you’ve bought the right sizes. Woman’s blouse size 16…” 

“Enough,” I shouted and looked around, “they’re all perfect. 

Thank you.” 

Amanda giggled. “No one’s listening, don’t worry about it.” 

I paid using the cash from the envelope Melissa had given me. 

I took the change, grabbed the bag and left the shop as rapidly as possible with Amanda following behind me running. 

“The clothes looked lovely,” she said as we got outside and I slowed down. And the blouses fitted perfectly with your new breasts.” She had noticed. My face changed to a deep shade of embarrassed purple and my stomach turned over. 

Amanda kissed me tenderly on the cheek and then announced she was sorry but had to get somewhere urgently and left me standing there; bags in hand. Her perfume lingering around my face. 



 




Chapter 12

 

A pretty new hairstyle

  



Julie was giggling at me. I’d got back from the shopping trip and we were sitting in our living room where she had taken over the long plain grey sofa, resting her elbow on a black cushion and, although we were now on speaking terms again, It was obvious our relationship hadn’t recovered sufficiently to be sitting beside her. 

Julie was content for me to be sitting on the single chair giving her some space. It was a start to some normality creeping back into our relationship. My efforts at putting up with Melissa’s humiliations were paying off. 

I recounted the events of the day to her, leaving out the bit where Amanda helped me. I told her about Melissa calling me Joanne. Although Julie was speaking to me again, she wasn’t exactly friendly. I knew that informing her that a twenty-something attractive young lady seemed to have taken a fancy to me would makes things worse again. With my history with young women it wouldn’t have been sensible to mention Amanda. Julie and Melissa were trying to force my manhood out of me. They’d never manage that I thought to myself. I wasn’t sure why Julie found my humiliating woes at work so amusing, in some way I assume she thinks I need to suffer for what I’ve done. She assured me that she had no idea what Melissa had planned or why Melissa felt the need to make me

wear some feminine things. But she said that if that’s what Melissa decided then so be it, I’d just have to get on with it for now. 

Following some bland conversation Julie suddenly sat up. I stopped talking. A smile came over her face. She suggested I try on all the new clothes I’d bought so she could see if they were OK or if they made me look completely stupid, like a bad female impersonator she said. My immediate refusal caused her smile to disappear instantly and there was a rapid and discernible freezing of the temperature in the room. I thought that now that I was getting somewhere in improving the situation between us, it was important I continue to try to get the relationship back on an even basis. If I was not to lose everything. I agreed to show her my new clothes with some reluctance and I could feel the room atmosphere thawing as rapidly as it had chilled. It was like the sun coming out after a heavy snowfall. 

I got up from the chair and I picked up the large blue plastic bag with my new clothes in and started to leave the room to go upstairs and change. 

“You can change here,” Julie said firmly. “What’s the problem? I know we’re going through a difficult time because of your poor behaviour but you don’t have anything I haven’t seen a million times, do you? And from what you’ve just told me, nothing that the girls in the office have seen too.” I visibly cringed. 

I explained that I hadn’t had time to change out of the bra, breast forms and panties that Melissa insisted I now wear in the office. Julie hadn’t seen me in them yet and I really didn’t want her to see me. 

She had a different opinion. “Well it’s about time I saw them. 

Come on let’s see you,” she ordered in a jovial manner. 

I wasn’t sure what had got into Julie. She’d been an unassuming lady before all this trouble which is one of the things that had attracted me about her. I could walk all over her and get away with it. She had changed. Now she was becoming too assertive and bossy. With a sigh of resignation, I unbuttoned my shirt and the bra began to show though the open front. Julie smiled. 

Julie grabbed my shopping bag and looked inside, I’d removed my breast forms and put them in there and she lifted them out, her smile widening. 

“You have breast forms!” Then a little more calmly “Melissa has been naughty, hasn’t she?” I could only nod unhappily and she told me to put the breast forms back in. 

I undid my trousers and let them drop and stepped out of them. 

Julie could see my cotton panties, the small pink bow contrasting against the stark white of the material. Her now permanent smile creased her eyes further. She saw the cock cage and screamed with delight. I had to ignore her. I dressed in the grey female trousers and put on a white blouse. Julie sat there on the sofa, her eyes shining. I glanced over at the large mirror on the wall and saw my reflection. 

My shoulder length hair hung loosely over the shoulders of the blouse. I was skinny and the trousers were plain but wider in the leg than male trousers and lower on the waist. The blouse was very plain yet shaped in at the waist and hugged my breast forms neatly around my chest area. I tucked the blouse in the avoid the female look as much as possible. I could see in the mirror that there was still something very feminine about my look. 

Julie pointed at my chest. The frilly shape of the tops of the bra cups showed through the tightly fitting blouse. It was obvious that I was going to have to cover up with a jacket to avoid embarrassment. 

Julie told me to model everything for her and I left the pink blouse until last. Julie got up and walked around me nodding; it felt like an inspection. I twisted my head to follow her face to try to work out what she was thinking. She told me she really liked it as I was much smarter except for my hair which she said was too lank and untidy. She suggested I go and wash it and she’d tidy it for me when I got back. 

I did want to improve our current relationship and this seemed an easy way to do it. Besides Julie was right, my hair did need a wash. It had got wet that morning from the rain and looked greasy. I showered and, once finished, I trudged back down the stairs in my blue striped dressing gown pleased to get out of the female clothing and underwear. I couldn’t escape the cock cage. 

Julie was reading a magazine. My long wet hair was stuck to my head and dripped over my shoulders inside the dressing gown. I stood in front of her as two drops of water fell onto the laminate flooring at my feet. Julie looked up with a sweet smile and left the room, returning with a round woman’s hairbrush and a hair-dryer. 

She told me to sit on a dining-room chair. She stood in front of me and brushed through my hair, pulling it onto my cheeks over my face and down my back. It felt nice. We were getting back to normal. She started the hairdryer and scooped the ends round into my face drying it as she brushed it. I couldn’t see what she was doing exactly but it felt pleasant and I closed my eyes. It was a strange thing to do though, brush it into my face. Never mind I thought. I could feel her

brushing the length of my hair and I could feel her rotating the brush outwards at the bottom of my hair which felt lovely. With my eyes still closed I heard her spray something over my hair then she used the dryer again. 

“What’s that you’re spraying on my hair Julie?” I asked. 

“Just some leave-in conditioner,” she replied and continued drying and brushing in that rotating fashion. 

She told me my fringe needed trimming as it came down to my nose. I argued that I could brush it to the side but she insisted that she’d trim it. The side parting was not stylish and she’d do something about it.  She cut my fringe to my eye level and then dried it with the electric dryer whilst brushing it under. That was odd, brushing it under. I was just so happy that she was being friendly again. I asked her why she was rotating the brush and spraying the fringe and the ends of my hair. She told me to just enjoy it as it was looking much better. Far more suitable for my change. She finished and came round to face me and looked intently. 

“It looks wonderful Joey. Have a look and see what you think,” 

she said. 

I stood up and looked in the wooden framed mirror hanging on the wall. I gasped. I’d been so relaxed enjoying the apparent thaw in our relationship that I hadn’t thought about what she was doing. The reflection was of a man’s face but with an utterly female hairstyle. I stared at myself a little longer in utter surprise. I had a fringe to my eye brows curled slightly under. Worse than that, Julie had curled the ends of my hair upwards and it sat on my shoulder in a curled female style. 

“What have you done to me. You’ve styled it like a woman?” 

“Not at all, I’ve just styled it to suit your new style. It looks nice don’t you think?” Julie replied. 

“No I don’t like it Julie, it’s a girl’s hairstyle.” I shot back. 

Whilst my eyes had been closed and I was enjoying the fuss, Julie had blow-dried the ends of my long hair out into flick up curls in a 1960s style. I tried to push it back down straight but the

‘conditioner’ she had told me she’d used was not conditioner at all as my hair was stiff. She’d used hairspray and the curls were set. 

I’d had enough of the games now and I’d been quite obliging in order to keep Julie in a good mood, but now I was angry. Julie was bent in two laughing. I didn’t know what to do. Julie tried to tell me she was sure it would fall out over night so not to worry. I looked again in the mirror. 

“I can’t go into the office like this tomorrow Julie.” 

“But you have no choice Joey, working there is a condition of you staying here.” She stopped laughing and a sinister smile crept up her face. 

“I wonder what Melissa has in store for you tomorrow.” She waited a few moments before adding, “Joanne.” 



 




Chapter 13

 

Into skirts

  

  

 

The journey into the office had been horrible. The hairstyle Julie had given me hadn’t fallen out overnight. Brushing my hair this morning had just returned the style to strong curls all round the bottom of my hair. Julie had told me that it looked a bit untidy and the only option was to let her re-style it with some spray. I had no choice but to let her. The curls once again fell exactly onto the tops my shoulders. My fringe refused to take a side parting and now sat just above my eyes slightly curling under. I found my woollen hat and stuffed my head into it to avoid any strange looks from other commuters on the journey. It didn’t cover the curled up ends of my new style so I pulled my coat collar up over it and left the house. I was also dressed in my new clothes. I hoped my male coat would cover my look sufficiently. 

I arrived at the office forty-five minutes later and I rushed through past Jane who was typing and glanced up with a “Hello Joanne.” I responded to her with a grunt. I took off my coat. I was wearing the new grey female trousers and a white blouse. I kept my woollen hat on and sat down. 

Melissa’s door was open and she had seen me rushing by. She called out for me to come in to see her. I sighed and stood up and dawdled into her office. I knew she’d want me to remove the hat which was the first thing she said when I entered her office. 

“I can’t,” I said feebly. 

Melissa just stared at me and I slid it off my head. Melissa’s face lit up immediately. 

“Well this is a nice surprise, your hair looks much prettier now Joanne. A girl’s hairstyle for a girl,” she laughed. 

She stood and rummaged through her dark green handbag and produced a hair brush and came over to brush my hair. I could feel the curls at the end springing up again. I was going to have to spend the day with a female hairstyle. She played with my fringe with her fingers and her brush. Melissa stood back to observe me and then complimented me on my clothing but told me I looked very pretty, especially with the new hairstyle. She said she was pleased I had accepted the new approach. I wasn’t sure what she meant by my new approach. I registered that Melissa was more friendly to me and I liked it. 

“OK,” said Melissa. “My real reason for bringing you in wasn’t to tell you you’re looking pretty, although you are,  it is that we have a new client arriving at 10am. She’s a very important lady who is the CEO of a large women’s organisation. We’re expecting to win the contract to advise her organisation on all legal matters and the contract will be worth a lot of money. In fact it will be the most important contract we’ve ever had and will guarantee our future for some years. 

“What do you want me to do Madam?” 

Melissa explained that my job will be to make make that Ms Boulder, the CEO, has all she asks for whether it’s tea, coffee, water anything. My job was to do whatever she wanted. 

I pointed out that I was dressed in female clothing with a female hairstyle and this would look very odd but Melissa waved me away with a comment that this wasn’t important. 

- o -





Exactly on ten ‘o’clock I saw a slim middle-aged woman, with dark hair in a style not unlike the one Julie had given me, stride into the office. Jane showed her into the conference room followed by Melissa and Nina who followed her in. Melissa reappeared seconds latter and she beckoned me with her index finger. I walked over with concern at my appearance and managed to avoid entering the room. 

“Bring in three cups of coffee and a note book and pen Joanne.” 

I rushed off to do as I was asked, my new shoes starting to pinch. I could walk with no problem on the one-inch kitten heels, but I did have to walk more carefully. I brought the coffees on a tray and entered after knocking, placing the tray on the table in front of the three ladies. All the while Jane watched me with a combination of surprise and delight. 

“Who’s this?” Ms Boulder asked abruptly, peering at me. 

“Melissa explained I was the administration assistant. 

“Well I’m very sorry ladies but this just isn’t acceptable. You’ve done a nice job with him and he looks quite feminine but my organisation is for women and I need to work with a law firm with a completely feminine environment. I’d thought you employed females only. Oh this won’t do. It won’t do at all.” 

Melissa and Nina looked at each other shocked. I stood there in front of them not knowing what to do. The room descended into

and awkward silence. Ms Boulder was looking up at the ceiling in thought. She then smiled. We all looked at her, Melissa and Nina in anticipation and me with trepidation. 

“I have an idea,” she said. She looked at me and I felt a sense of foreboding. Her face softened. 

“I can see that no one realised we had such a strong feminine policy and I don’t want to have anyone dismissed. I also want to do business with you as I was impressed with your tender response. I can see that your admin. assistant has quite a few nice feminine touches such as clothing, hairstyle and even boobs,  but it’s just not enough. I have an idea. If you accept then I think it could give us a way forward.” 

We all continued to look at Ms Boulder. A rising nausea in my head and stomach anticipated that nothing good was going to happen to me. 

“How about this,” she stated. “If your admin. assistant can find a nice skirt to wear for the rest of the meeting and some higher heels then I’d say that would be fine. That would make it a proper feminine environment. I want him with some make-up on his face and nail varnish too. I will demand a larger makeover for the next time when I bring some of my colleague in with me but for now that will do and we can get on with the business. Oh and make it a nice feminine skirt not a plain knee-length black one. I need to see femininity to overcome his slight male appearance. Think short, girly and colourful.” 

I looked at her in complete horror. A skirt! High heels! Make-up! 

Melissa wasn’t fazed at all and stood up and took out £100 from her handbag and led me by the arm to the corridor outside the room. 

“Get out to the shopping centre, buy a pretty skirt, some four-inch heels in your size and get back in here. If anything goes wrong with this contract you’re out. And you know what that means Joanne, no job, no wife and no home. The whole contract depends on you complying with Ms Boulder’s very reasonable request.” 

“But a skirt, Melissa I mean Madam Cooper, please, no. It’s not reasonable at all. I can’t” 

“You can and you will. Go. Now. Be quick.” 

I was holding the £100 in my hand, looking at it. A skirt I thought. I can’t wear a skirt. How will I walk in heels? I looked up and Melissa was looking at me without blinking. She pointed to the door. 

I made my way to the same shop I’d been to the other day with Amanda. I had no idea of what size skirt or shoes to buy. I called Amanda. Her phone rang and rang and I pleaded for her to answer in my panic. She did and relief swept over me. I explained my predicament and she told me calmly to wait there and she’d come down from her office and be there in just a couple of minutes. She was there inside three.  How did she get there so quickly? Never mind I thought as I was shaking with panic and the stress. I could feel tears in my eyes. Amanda took my hand and led me into the shop we’d been to the other day. She looked me up and down and told me it was quite simple as my trousers were a UK size 14 so the skirt should be the same. She rummaged through a rack of skirts and suddenly pulled one out hanging on its hanger. It was shocking pink with a tartan pattern in reds and light blues. She held it up to me and it hung down to midway between my waist and knee with a full pleated effect. 

I pushed the skirt away, “Amanda don’t. People can see.” 

“Well it seems as if people will see anyway quite soon. Try it on with some shoes and then you can get back.” 

“And now the shoes,” she reminded me. I told her I was a UK

size 9 which is large for a woman. Amanda pulled me over to the shoe area by my hand. I enjoyed holding her hand, it was a sign of our increasing closeness. I was sure I could take this relationship further, Julie would never know she’s out so much these days. 

“The shop covers ‘tall’ women in shoes too. But this time you’re going to have to try them on I’m afraid.” 

I looked at her in as she scanned the shoe display. She selected a black shoe with a thin four inch heel. She asked the assistant for a size 9. The assistant pointed out that it would be too large for her but Amanda just asked her to get the size without mentioning me. She was very considerate, I was so lucky meeting her.. 

The assistant brought the shoes out and gave them to Amanda and waited as Amanda told me to try them on. I looked at her in disbelief. 

“I thought you were in a rush Joey,” she said. 

I took them, sat and removed my shorter heeled female shoes and put on the new high heels. If the assistant didn’t know they were for me before, she did now as I was changing one pair of female shoes for another. They were tight but they fitted. Amanda made me walk up and down a little. I wanted the walls to enclose and cover me up. I took them and carried them to the changing room with the skirt. 

The same assistant was waiting at the entrance to the changing rooms. 

“Another fancy dress?” She asked. I ignored her and put my head down. 

“You’ll need to show me that it fits and goes with the shoes Joey,” Amanda called out. 

I put the skirt and shoes on on. They did feel nice. I pulled back the changing curtain and stepped out. I thought I saw Amanda stifle a giggle. I must have been mistaken. The assistant didn’t bother to try to stifle anything and laughed. 

“Yes you look very pretty Joey,” Amanda called out to my dismay. 

I quickly changed back, paid and left the shop. I gave Amanda a quick peck on her cheek as we parted and hurried back. I’d been no more than twenty minutes and I rushed to the conference room where I saw the three ladies sitting chatting through the open door. I was breathless and I wasn’t sure why I was rushing to get back only to be humiliated. I suppose knew there was a danger to my financial security if I didn’t keep Melissa happy. Melissa came out and took my arm and led me into her office and took the bag and took the new skirt and shoes out. 

She nodded approval and told me to put them on here in the corridor outside the conference room. I hesitated a moment before removing my shoes and trousers and I stood there in my little pink knickers. Melissa handed me the skirt and I pulled it on and then put on my new shoes. I wobbled uncertainly on the higher heels. The pink pleated skirt flared out from my waist. Melissa produced a lipstick and rapidly painted my lips before applying a blue make-up on my eye lids with a small brush and then nodded in approval. She told me to hold out my hands and she painted pink coloured nail

varnish on each nail. She said that it would have to do then grabbed my arm again and dragged me back to the conference room as I tottered unsteadily on my new heels as I went in. An open mouthed Jane followed my progress from her desk with astonishment. Nina and Ms Boulder looked up as we entered the room. 

Melissa stayed next to me holding my arm, as if I was going to run but probably so I didn’t fall off the heels. I curtsied and for the first time had a real skirt to hold out. 

“Much better,” exclaimed Ms Boulder looking me up and down and nodding in approval. 

Nina looked up and frowned. “It was about time we got you in a skirt. I’m not sure why it took so long. Now be a good girl and curtsy to Ms Boulder again and thank her for her great idea. And then get us some more coffee.” 

After curtsying again and serving the coffees to the ladies, Melissa told me to return to my desk as they had woman’s business to deal with. I slunk away and started walking unsteadily to my desk with my head down. Occasionally my foot slipped on the new heels. I passed Jane who came over to me and rubbed her hand down my arm and looked at me with pity in her eyes. 

“You look lovely Joanne, don’t worry.” 

I thanked her without meaning it and dropped my head again. I could feel the curls on my new hairstyle bouncing slightly against my shoulders. I wished I’d had my hair cut short. What was I thinking? 

“Come and sit with me Joanne,” Jane suggested. “You look a little cold, your legs are all bare.” 

It was true. I shivered. 

Jane searched in her bag and produced a packet with a flourish. 

“Here take these, they should help.” 

I looked at what she had: hold-up stockings! 

“Don’t be daft Jane I can’t wear stockings.” 

“Well you’re wearing a little skirt, high heels, make-up and have a female hairstyle so I don’t think that stockings will be too out of place do you? The point is they’ll keep you a bit warmer Joanne.” 

I couldn’t disagree with her logic and as much as I didn’t want to put on stockings. She was only being thoughtful I guessed. I took the packet and pulled on the sheer stockings. They were a skin colour but darkened my natural skin as they slid over my smooth hairless legs. I had to confess to myself that the feeling of the material was very nice and the skirt material hanging over them was also very pleasing. The stockings had a sheen to them. My cock was straining against my panties and pushing out the front of the little skirt. 

“You have lovely long legs Joanne.” said Jane. “You should show them off more often, I think you look lovely.” 

It felt nice to be admired finally, even if it was for something feminine. We continued to talk for a while and although I felt subdued, I enjoyed the acceptance that Jane was now showing me. 



- o -



Some time later, I heard the conference door open and loud speaking. Ms Boulder was leaving. After showing Ms Boulder out, Melissa and Nina returned into the office looking very happy with

themselves. The walked over to where Jane and I were sitting and addressed Jane. 

“Well it was touch and go when she saw a male in the office but we got around that and she’s signed the contract,” said Melissa. 

Nina looked at me. “Under the terms of the new contract with Ms Boulder you will have to wear a skirt every day from now.” 

“I thought it was just a temporary thing to get the contract signed?” I exclaimed. 

“No it’s permanent now. Now you’ll stay in your pretty skirt Joanne so run along and get on with your work,” said Melissa and they both giggled and wandered back to their offices. 

I stood there in my high heels, stockings and skirt, frozen to the spot. I was going to have to wear a skirt every day? I stumbled towards my desk on my high heels. The full material of the short skirt flowing as I walked, the material brushing against my sheer stockings and smooth legs. A huge erection spoiling the fall of the front of the skirt, a fact not missed by a staring Jane. 





 




Chapter 14

 

High Heels only

  

 

The next morning my legs were aching. I’d never had to walk in high heels before and I was finding it very difficult. Melissa told me I now had to wear four-inch heels at all times in the office and I was going to have to learn. She refused to consider allowing me to remove my shoes even at my desk. By 3pm I’d had enough. Nina had made me bring papers in and out of her office for thirty minutes. It was clear she was doing it for her pleasure and she chuckled deeply every time I lost my footing and slipped off my heels. Eventually the inevitable occurred and in slipping off my heels my ankle twisted. It wasn’t that bad but I saw it as my chance to remove my shoes.  Nina saw me take them off just outside her office and stopped giggling to tell me to put them back on. Melissa came out of her office to see what was going on. She saw me walking purposefully towards my desk, high heels in hand. 

“What do you think you’re doing girl?” She said firmly I spun round to face her, my anger forming, my head feeling as if it might burst with pressure. I’d had enough. 

“Melissa,” I cried out loudly. Nina and Jane stopped what they were doing and looked at me. “I’ve twisted my ankle and I’ve had enough. I’m not wearing these ridiculous shoes any more.” There, I’d said it, it was out and I felt better. 

Silence. Melissa didn’t say a word, she just stood there expressionless looking at me fixed. Nina and Jane looked back and forth between us, viewing some kind of stand-off, or so I thought. 

Then Melissa began to chuckle followed by Nina and Jane who both got up and walked over to stand near me while giggling softly. I didn’t understand. Melissa spoke sweetly to me. 

“Joanne, you don’t have to wear your shoes.” 

“Oh, I don’t? No?” I stuttered not comprehending the change. 

“Look at you sweetie, standing there in a little skirt and stockings with your pretty hairstyle. And so annoyed,” Melissa said patronisingly. 

I allowed her to verbally humiliate me yet again and let my anger to subside. I’d won a small victory for the first time, no high heels. I was acutely aware however, thanks to Melissa’s comment, that I was standing there in a mini skirt but I thought I’d tackle that humiliation next. Melissa had other ideas. 

“So if you don’t need your lovely high heeled shoes, you won’t be needing your pretty clothing either then Joanne?” Melissa smiled widely. 

Had she accepted that this had gone too far? Finally I may be able to go back to normality.  Normality? What was that now?  I’d started to notice that the flow of the skirt around my legs, the finer material of female clothing, the freedom and the air around my legs. 

It was a sensation I would never have expected or experienced without being forced to wear a skirt. I’d never have admitted to anyone, even Amanda, but it was both exhilarating and sensual. I shook my head and brought myself back to the real world and decided to grasp the moment and get back to my old self. 

“So Melissa,” I made the point that I was back and the charade was finishing by calling her by her first name. “I can change out of these horrible clothes, yes?” 

Melissa looked amused as the other two ladies continued to watch the discussion with interest. 

“I never gave you permission to call me Melissa Joanne. It’s still Madam Cooper and you’re still working here.” Her point was made gently but her tone was clear and firm. I wasn’t released yet and she’d called me Joanne. 

“Yes sorry Madam Cooper,” I replied politely as I realised I had to play along a little longer. I felt I was close to achieving my goal of staying with Julie and ending my humiliation. 

Melissa spoke again in a friendly manner. “OK Joanne you can remove your clothing.” 

“Thank you Madam,” I replied and started to walk over to my desk where I had my trousers and a pair of trainers that I had worn to get to the office in order to go and change.” 

“Where are you going girl?” Melissa’s voice raised a level in pitch. I stopped and turned, my light skirt swirling around the tops of my legs. 

“I’m going to get changed out of this skirt Ms Cooper,” I replied. 

“I didn’t say you could get changed girl, I said you could remove your clothing. No pretty high heels then no pretty clothing.” 

I didn’t understand what she meant. 

“You will remove your pretty clothing girl, here, now.” Melissa’s voice had resumed its smooth level. A tone of power and command filled her message. 

“And change into what Madam?” I asked in a pleading manner. 

“You won’t be wearing anything girl, no high heels no pretty clothing. It was your choice.” Melissa said coldly. 

I had been thinking I was free but Melissa was in fact twisting the knife even further. She’d beaten me again. I understood the only option was to put my high heels back on. I lifted my foot and slipped on the first shoe. 

“No, it’s too late. You’ve pushed me too far this time so take that shoe off again and remove all your clothing. You have one minute to abide by my command or be dismissed and lose everything. Your choice again Joanne.” 

I finally registered what was going on. Melissa had one final humiliation to apply. She stood there her arms now folded, Nina and Jane watching. Jane with a smirk but Nina showing little emotion. I dropped my other shoe and removed the one I’d put on. The three women watched me.  I started to unbutton my blouse and took it off, letting it fall to the floor. I stood there in my bra. 

“Everything,” was all Melissa said. 

I slid the straps of my bra down and expertly unhooked the back allowing the bra to fall to the ground and the breasts inserts to fall on top of them, I was topless and the three women continued to watch, saying nothing. I wanted to delay my exposure as long as possible in the hope Melissa would relent and not expect me to actually stand there naked. I rolled down my stockings and put them on the increasing pile of clothing. At this moment I began to become aware of the feelings I’d experienced when in the office with Melissa. 

Whilst I didn’t want to be feminised, semi-naked, this was also combined with a strong sensation of sexual excitement. I was dismayed to feel that I had an almost instant and intense erection. 

“Skirt.” A reminder from Melissa as she could see I was delaying. 

I’d never had these emotions before, I was enjoying the horror of utter humiliation. It was bizarre. I wanted it but I didn’t want it, it was a most unusual experience. My hands moved to the button on my skirt which I popped open before lowering the side zip. My skirt floated like a gossamer sail to the floor and settled around my feet. I stood there, naked except for small white knickers, a little pink bow adorning the front and pink flowers patterned the remainder. The front of my knickers was distorted by the large protuberance now displayed to all the ladies gathered around me. My head dropped in echo of my discomfort. 

I stayed there, arms by my side. I was defeated. 

“You haven’t taken off your panties yet.” It was Nina this time. 

I started to remonstrate in a voice as reasonable as I could muster. “Please no, don’t make me take them off. I give in I’ll never mistreat Julie again, I’ll do what ever you tell me to do.” 

“I’m telling you to remove your panties Joanne.” Melissa’s voice remained calm and in control, as she was. 

I didn’t want to remove them. But at the same time something inside me did. What ever my confused emotions were telling me, I had no choice and I pushed my thumbs into the elastic waistband and slowly pushed my panties down. My released cock jumped up from its containment as if in joy and bounced twice in the open air. A stifled cry of glee came from where Jane was standing but Nina and Melissa remained impassive. I stepped out of the panties and shuffled awkwardly on my feet, clearly aware of the three pairs of eyes settling on me and surveying my smooth engorged straining

cock and swollen balls. I looked down to avoid eye contact and my eyes fell on my perfect little triangle of dark pubic hair just above my twitching rigid member. 

Nina walked up to me, eyes sparkling. “Who’s a naughty girl then?” She asked in her deep menacing voice. I knew I had to answer. 

“Me Mistress.” 

“Yes you are and because you took your high-heeled shoes off you now have to put just them back on.” 

I looked up at her. She stood so close my erection was a hairsbreadth away from touching against her clothing. 

“Just the shoes?” I asked pathetically. 

“Just the shoes girl. You’re a girl and girls wear high-heeled shoes.” 

I stepped into both pairs of shoes in an unsteady way, my head feeling so light I thought I may pass out. I stood up straight except for my head. My chin was on my chest. At the same time my cock was tingling. It wouldn’t take much to erupt and that I didn’t want in front of the three ladies now shaming me mercilessly. Then again I did as I’d welcome the release again. As I was looking down I could see my long hair falling past my face either side, the exaggerated upward curls at the ends mocking me as much as Melissa, Nina and Jane. I hoped they had finished now. 

“You’ll stay this way for the remainder of the day Joanne,” said Melissa. 

“Can I wear something please,” I pleaded with her. 

“Maybe. Tell us your name is Joanne, you want to wear a skirt and you’re going to be a good girl. Then I may think about it. 

I shook with humiliation. I wanted to put my hands over my cock but I knew I wasn’t allowed. I had to tell them what they wanted and then they would let me put some clothes on. Even if it was a skirt. 

I looked at the floor. “My name is Joanne, I want to wear a skirt and I promise to be a good girl.” I was defeated, humiliated and shamed. 

Nina was still standing close and answered. “Yes of course. I’ll find you something to wear.” I sighed in relief. 

Nina strode into her office and returned with her hand in a fist, carrying something inside. Melissa looked on but said nothing. Nina bent down in front of me her face one inch from my erection which was now causing me discomfort as I was bursting for release. I felt her breath on the end of my cock, warm air on my exposed slit on the end of my cock. Nina opened her hand and displayed a pink ribbon which she tied behind my balls and finished it with a large bow over my cock. She stood again. 

“There you are, you are wearing something as you asked.” The three ladies all burst in laughter. “Now you’ve admitted you’ve been a naughty girl so bend over.” 

I looked up at her not understanding. She pushed my head down bending my body in two and started to slap my naked bum whilst reciting, “You will always do as we say.” with each slap. The pain was stinging my tender bottom but the tingling in my straining cock increased. How could I be hating and enjoying this simultaneously? 

After ten slaps she lifted my head by my hair and I was standing straight again. Melissa and Jane were standing with their

weight on one leg as if enjoying a show. The pink ribbon was digging into my balls as Nina had tied it tight. However, Nina hadn’t finished yet and without warning slapped my erection with a swipe of her hands. She continued and I could feel that I couldn’t control myself any longer as I could feel the juices rising from inside my balls and body. Nina could see my face going and stepped aside just as I erupted, shooting across the floor, my light-coloured gluey discharge landing on the floor in a parody of a famous abstract drip painting. 

I had a sense of relief and release before I quickly opened my eyes to see the three ladies observing me. 

“Clean that up and then get back to work Joanne,” Melissa said before turning and going back to her office. Jane returned to her desk and Nina looked me in the eyes coldly then also went back to her office. I staggered in my heels to go and find the cleaning materials, my now limp cock a shrunken imitation of my humiliation. I looked up to see Jane watching. 

“Your little penis is all tiny and shrivelled.” She laughed and returned to her work. I really wanted to get home, even an evening with Julie wouldn’t be this bad. 


















Chapter 16

 

A new girl in town. 

  

 

The tube train rattled along the Piccadilly Line, the carriage crowded as always. The events of the day replayed though my head. Melissa forcing me to wear a skirt. A skirt! Then the afternoon humiliation. 

Naked, punished and then ejaculating in front of the ladies in the office. Cleaning my mess up, naked, Jane commenting on my flaccid cock. Ignominy. 

I’d been allowed to change into women’s trousers only at 5.30

to go home and the cock cage fixed on firmly. My woollen hat and turned up collar covering my female hairstyle once I went into the street. My skirt and high-heeled shoes were in my bag after I’d changed in the reception. 

I’d encountered Amanda by chance again on my walk to Bank Station, it seemed like fate to keep meeting her in the street.  She had persuaded me to go for a glass of wine, I wasn’t in the mood but she insisted. She just wouldn’t take no for an answer. I wasn’t good company but she hadn’t seemed to mind. I had to keep my hat on and coat collar turned up even in the heat of the wine bar. My hands in a fist to hide my coloured nails. 

I left the wine bar after just one glass as she said she had to leave and I hurried to get home. Forty-five minutes later the tube train arrived at my destination station. It was dark and cold outside nonetheless. The wind whipped into my face as I left the station and stepped into the street. I’d spent longer in the wine bar than I’d meant to but Amanda had almost begged me to stay there with her and held my hand to comfort me while I related the story of the day and my humiliation. I melted at her tenderness and I’d enjoyed our time together so it was easy to stay. Once it got to seven ‘o’clock

though she suddenly and surprisingly announced she had to leave. I walked slowly to my home, head down, looking at the pavement slabs under my feet. I could see my female shoes, at least they were the lower heeled pair which weren’t so obvious. I’d wiped off the make-up too. I kept my hands in my pockets as I had no nail varnish remover to take off the bright pink varnish. I didn’t know what to do about the events of today which had escalated so much. I got to my front door and entered, I could see Julie’s coat over the stair bannisters. She was home. 

“I’m in here,” she shouted from the living room, with a strangely light voice. I walked into the living room while removing my coat and I could see she was drinking a large glass of wine. 

“Come and tell me about your day then. Was it any better today?” 

She was acting friendly which was strange. I saw her eyes dart to my nail varnish. I asked for remover but she ignored my request. I guessed that she must have been a little tipsy. I told her the events of the day, including having to put on a skirt and high heels to secure the contract at the customer’s insistence. And to avoid being dismissed. Julie laughed out loud though the whole story. She was laughing so much I thought she might choke. I moved on to the afternoon when I’d been made to strip naked. I’d expected Julie to be shocked but she listened without comment. That was odd as this was an outlandish experience and I reasoned that a person hearing this story would show some emotion. When I’d finished the story of the day, she told me to show her the skirt and shoes I’d had to wear. 

I got it and held it up for her. 

“Put it on so I can see it. And the high heels.” She said. 

I was sure she was joking so I didn’t move. Her face hardened. 

“I asked you to put them on. You wore them in front of those women in the office so why can’t your own wife see how you looked? 

Joanne, sometimes you make me despair, I really can’t see what the problem is if everyone else has seen you, even that young secretary.” 

I was losing her goodwill fast and I’d noticed she had used Melissa’s name for me. I didn’t want to put the skirt on and I couldn’t tell her that it had felt very nice. Julie started tapping her fingers on the arm of the sofa and insisted I hurry up as she wanted to see. I dropped my female trousers and I’d forgotten I had the hold-up stockings on that Jane had given me. 

“Oh I love them,” said Julie sitting up straight now clapping her hands. She was happy again but my face reddened. I quickly pulled on the skirt and stepped into the high heels, I still had the blouse on. 

Julie nodded in approval. 

“I really like the look and I love the stockings, a nice touch. Why don’t you keep it all on tonight?” 

“Absolutely not Julie. You have to be joking right?” I replied. 

“No I’m not and I’ll be clearer, I’m telling you to keep your new clothes on.” She was sitting up straight now with a cold serious expression on the face. 

“I’m not wearing a skirt at home Julie.” 

“Look Joanne.” Her use of my female name sliced into me like a sharp knife. “I’ve noticed a significant change in your behaviour since Melissa took on your rehabilitation, and I like it. I want it to remain that way. It seems that the changes she has made have contributed to a transformation in your behaviour. So for this evening

I want you in a skirt and I’m going to see how it goes. If you continue to behave as you have these past few days then I think we can get over the problems we’ve had you can stay here. Then we can see about the skirt. For now it says on.” 

“So it’s just for tonight Julie?” 

“I said it stays on and I’ll expect it on every day. Now you can top up my wine.” 

I went to the kitchen, my skirt moving around my stockinged legs in a way that I was enjoying. I was still uncertain on my four-inch heels despite the practice I’d had today. However the air around my legs and the feeling of the soft material on them was so nice that I could feel a reaction from my cock. It was already straining against my cock cage in my panties.” 

As I was pouring Julie’s wine, I could hear footsteps upstairs on the landing and more footsteps coming down the stairs. I hadn’t heard Julie get up so I walked back into the living room. Julie was still sitting there and she had the widest grin I had ever seen. The living room door from the hall burst open and in strode Melissa. I froze, I could feel my mouth drop open. 

“Oh don’t you look pretty Joanne,” she said and Julie giggled out loud. 

“Yes you do.” It was Nina who then entered the room too. 

“Be a good girl and get our guests a glass of wine.” I was still frozen to the spot, my head spinning. All three ladies were smiling broadly. 

“Oh and make that five glasses,” said Julie. 

Five? I didn’t know what she meant. I heard more footsteps. I was confused. Two more women skipped into the living room door, 

laughing: It was Jane and Ms Boulder the ‘customer’. The door swung open again and then in walked Amanda. 

Julie stood up. “Joanne let me introduce Susan Boulder, Melissa’s sister, not really a customer at all. You know Melissa’s daughter, Amanda. We knew you’d be gullible and fall for a pretty young face and you fell for it. You actually thought young Amanda was interested in you! Pathetic.” 

I was spluttering. The women surrounded me. 

“And,” said Melissa.“Don’t think you’re changing back into a man any time soon. We’ve been upstairs re-stocking your wardrobe with beautiful female clothing; dresses and little skirts. Amanda knows your size of course. The transformation has been so effective we’re going to keep you like this. Say hello to womanhood Joanne, your life has changed for ever. Now we need to make you look and act more like a woman. There’s plenty to do.” 



Joseph’s transformation had started, the next part was about to begin. 



THE END OF PART ONE





Thank you for reading my book and I really hope you enjoyed it. 

 

Please leave me a review. 

 

Also you can give me any comments or let me know what you like to read about in my future books by emailing me at

 ladiesontop.mail.com.  I respond to every reader personally. 

 

Here are some overviews of my other books, all available to download as e-books. Some are also available as paperback. 
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How I Feminised my Husband

Lady Alexa (Alexa Martinez) tells the story of how she transformed her husband from a typical man into her submissive girl. 



The book explains how she took a normal vanilla marriage and moved it to a different level by taking control and introducing a

sometimes reluctant husband to a life of femininity and obedience. 

What began as an exciting bedroom game exploded into a programme of enforced feminisation. The book describes the reasons and beliefs that guided her to take this path and the tactics she had to employ to turn an unknowing and unaware masculine man into a submissive housewife called Alice. 



Their marriage continues to be loving and affectionate but with Alexa in complete control and with her needs now paramount. Although Alice has come to accept her new status as a girl, they haven’t yet come out of the closet entirely and so she also writes about some of the barriers they continue to face and how she will work to overcome them and also how to deepen Alice’s feminisation and submission further still. She describes what it is that she expects from a femdom relationship and why she believes that males need to be feminised. 

Alexa explains that feminising her husband moved an already great relationship to another level, one that is now incredible and benefiting them both immensely. 



How I Feminised my Husband was a number 1 best seller in Transgender Erotica in 2016 and available in e-book and in paperback. 
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A Very Dominant Woman

Aretta Ademola is one of the world’s most successful marketing executives. This wasn’t enough for her. She also craved control: control over men and she used her power to mould them into her vision of how all men should be. Feminised and subjugated. 

After arriving in Spain as a poor immigrant, Aretta learns to use her powerful intellect, physical strength and incredible beauty to survive. 

She quickly learns how to command the boys at her school to serve her. After stunning academic success, she enters the world of business forging a stellar career as the head of marketing in a major domestic company in Madrid, Spain. During and after work her passion is forced feminisation and domination and she has two domestic feminised housemaids to serve her at home. At work, she feminises and humiliates her personal male secretary in the office. 



Aretta is ambitious and a domestic role is nowhere near enough to satisfy her needs. She therefore jumps at the opportunity to move to London to take over as the Vice-President of a global marketing company for female products. She moves to the new job in London and sets about rebuilding her lifestyle by selecting an unsuspecting man who will become her next feminised servant. She chooses the desperate man who needs work and is keen to please. Despite his own extensive qualifications and experience, she employs him as her marketing assistant. He is initially happy at the opportunity to work again but finds that Aretta’s conditions are very unusual as she sets about a systematic transformation, moulding him into what she expects from her personal assistant. 



A Very Dominant Woman is available in e-book or paperback. 
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The Reluctant Housemaid

Twenty years ago a young man finds himself living with his stepmother Camille and stepsister Abbie after his real father is sent to prison. Camille is very unhappy at being left to care for her new husband’s unruly eighteen-year-old stepson. Abbie and the young man never got on and Abbie gangs up with her mother seizes the

opportunity to transform him into from an unruly young man to a compliant maid. 



Meanwhile in the present time, a lazy husband is confronted by his wife who wants him to do more in the home. She is a successful businesswoman and her husband Adrian doesn’t feel the need to bother with her earning so much money and able to afford a cleaner. 

With the help of a sexy neighbour, Adrian is forced to become their housemaid. The neighbour takes full advantage of Adrian’s vulnerability. 



A Reluctant Housemaid is available in e-book and paperback. 
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A Sister-in-Law’s Law



Samantha is a wealthy business woman who owns her own financial company. She is disturbed that her sister Suzanne is married to John, a man with little ambition who holds down a lowly job and is unable to provide for her. An idea comes to Samantha. She would ask them to move out of their small rented apartment in a bad area

and come and live with her in her enormous house in a wealthy London district. There would be one stipulation though; John would have to work for her as her domestic assistant in the home to pay their way. This would include all her chores including gardening, driving and cleaning, washing and cooking. He would have to follow her orders without complaint. Whatever they would be. This includes signing a contract as her employee. 



Samantha’s long-suffering wife accepts her offer, grateful for the opportunity to improve their mundane lifestyle. John is less enthusiastic but goes along with it to please his wife and to see her happy. Samantha has one more twist in her contract clause. John starts work but never imagined that Samantha’s idea of a domestic assistant is not a male position but female. The job is titled housemaid and the contract stipulates that the housemaid must not only follow every order from Samantha but also wear a uniform of whatever type Samantha decrees. Samantha’s Law prevails and with little discouragement  from Suzanne, he is gradually transformed from a bland male into a short-skirted, high-heeled bimbo maid. 



A Sister-in-Law’s Law is available in e-book only. 
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The Woman’s World

A female only group lives deep in the south of Spain. They are a self-supporting community who have decided to shut themselves away from men for a variety of reasons. 



They realise they need to recruit someone with general repair skills. 

An advert placed online attract the attention of an experienced

handyman called Vivian Morgan. They mistake his name as that of a girl’s name and offer him an interview at their remote community in Spain. He arrives late at night and it’s too late to return. He’s trapped their for the night despite the all-female community not wanting him to stay. 



However, Selina, one the ladies in the community has an idea. Since they need his skills and they can’t find a woman to recruit why not change him to a woman?  And so begins Vivian’s transformation after initial humiliations at their hands. 



The Woman’s World is available as an e-book. 



Also available from Lady Alexa are, Her Toy, Feminisation is Compulsory and The New Assistant. 
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