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My Secretary Turned Me Into A Sissy

Book 2

When amanda had first told me that it was now my duty to show up the following day with a dress, I didn't really think very much of it. It wasn't until I actually found myself sitting in my parked car, trying to muster up the courage to get up and go into the mall, that it occured to me just how nervous I actually was.

This was, I'm sure, all a part of her plan. She didn't put it into words, exactly, but it was painfully obvious just by the way that she was able to melt me into pieces with nothing more than a stare that she had me entirely figured out. She knew just what I was, and more importantly, she knew exactly what she wanted to mold me to be.

Knowing that I was running out of daylight, I took a deep breath and then walked out of the car. Without even thinking about it, I found myself doing all of the normal things that I would do when I was feeling a little bit nervous. I stood up straight, tried to breathe slowly, and masked my expression with the usual face of authority that I had cultivated over my many years working in business.

Of course, that sort of thing only worked in business meetings. It did nothing for me now that I was out shopping, buying a frilly dress for myself.

In fact, it did less than nothing. It made me feel positively ridiculous. Here I was, trying to posture myself so that I looked like a real manly man, all for the express purpose of buying and wearing womens clothes.

I had been to the same mall dozens of times in my life, but now going there took on a new life for me. This wasn't just any regular old trip to a mall, this was me manifesting my new identity. Even more importantly, it was me following direct orders from my mistress.

To my relief, nobody offered to help me find anything. That was all for the better, I don't know if I would have been able to keep a straight face if anybody appeared and asked me why it was that I was in the womens clothing section.

I didn't spend any more time on my little mission that Amanda had sent me on then was absolutely necessary. The last thing that I wanted to do was draw any more attention to myself. However, as rushed as I was, I couldn't help but feel a sense of thrill as I perused the many dresses.

Men's fashion had always been unbelievably boring and dull. There was hardly any variation to it at all. It was just a matter of rotating various expensive suits, with a color palette that adventurously ranged from grey to beige.

Women on the other hand? There were so many options that I didn't even know where to begin when it came to choosing. Every color, texture, design, and pattern called out to me now. I had spent my entire life ogling women, but I don't know if I had ever really trained myself to pick up on the smaller bits of femininity that they would meticulously assemble day to day. Now that I was actually tasked with dressing myself like a woman, it began to occur to me just how much effort it must take.

Even though previously I had never been the kind of person who was indecisive, when it came to only picking myself out one dress I knew that I simply couldn't narrow myself down to one. They were all just so pretty!

So, in the end I decided instead to buy myself three dresses. I figured that since I didn't really know how to shop for a dress, I would simply bring all three for Amanda to pick between.

I had a feeling that AManda knew exactly what she was doing when she had cut me off and given me an entire day to stew over what she was going to have me do when I saw her next. It was all that I could think about, even as I layed in bed, trying to still my mind enough to catch some sleep before what I knew was going to be a very full day.

When I woke up, I began my day as if it were any other normal work day. I showered, shaved, drank a little bit of coffee, and then walked out of my house just in time.

Of course, I knew that today was most definitely not a day like any other day. In fact, It was more than likely that my day today was going to be even crazier and even wilder than the day that I had just had before. I suppose that only time will tell. Well, time and an alpha domme named Amanda.

I swear, this woman really deserved an Oscar for convincingly she was able to keep a straight face when we saw each other in the breakroom at the start of the day. There were other people in there with us, so to say that it was prudent that neither of us say anything that might blow our cover was most certainly an understatement.

Contrasting with her austere demeanor, I was a puddle the second I laid my eyes on her. How could I not be? After all, she was the only person that I had thought about for the last 16 hours. The brief time that she had already spent sissifying me seemed so fantastical that I wasn't even sure if I had dreamed it up or not, but seeing her in person once again told me in no uncertain terms that it had all been real. I suppose it's true what they say, truth really is stranger than fiction.

I knew that I had to find a way to get in a room alone with her again. Thankfully, given that I was the boss, this was pretty easy to accomplish. Amanda had, at that point, been in the company for a week. So, I simply dropped by her desk and let her know that I was planning a one week evaluation for her. Other people were in ear shot when I told her, but that was of no concern to me. Why would it be? It was just business as usual, as far as anybody else was concerned.

She walked into my office right on time, with an innocent look plastered on her face. Of course, the moment that the door was shut the rabbit like expression that she had taken two ring around the office all but vanished, and instead she adopted the some domineering scowl that she had had when she had ordered me to pleasure her by licking her ass crack yesterday.

"I assume you did what you were ordered to do?" She said. Even though she had phrased it as a question, I think that we were both well aware that it was anything but.

Yes mistress." I said. I had been looking forward to saying those words all day. More than anything else, I wanted to be a good sissy slut for her. I wanted to do a good job.

"Well, let's see it then." She said, with her arms folded. It was clear that she wasn't exactly expecting to be impressed with my choice.

"So, I didn't know which one to get, so instead I decided to get three." I said.

I had been expecting her to maybe be impressed that I had gone so far above and beyond with the order that she had given me, however the look on her face told me in no uncertain terms that her feelings on the matter couldn't have possibly been any more contrary to what I had been expecting.

"Excuse me?" she said whilst giving me a cross look.

I stuttered out "I just thought--" but before I had time to finish she had already interrupted me.

"I don't seem to recall giving you an order to think. Is that what I ordered you to do, slut?"

I"Nuh, no mistress." I said. I could feel my face turning a red flush. Nobody had talked to me in this way in many years. I was so accustomed to being the person who was chewing other people out, that I had totally lost any sort of conception as to what it was like being the person on the other end.

"Do you know what happens when you so flagrantly disobey orders from me?" Amanda said, her glaring eyes unmoving from me. I could tell that her anger at my insolence was no act, I could see her grinding her teeth with rage at my discretion in following her exact orders.

"Turn around. Both palms flat against your desk. Now." Amanda said, practically parking out the commands at me.

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. What was she going to do to me?

However, an order was an order. She had told me something, and that meant that I was going to do it. No questions asked.

I turned so that I was facing away from her. I found that Amanda actually became even more scary once I she was out of my line of sight. Now that I couldn't see her, my mind was more than happy to imagine the worst, most embarrassing possible scenarios all on its own.

I could hear the click click click sound of her heels against the hardwood of my floor as she walked up to me.

"Bend all the way over." She said.

I lowered my chest so that it was touching the cold wood of my oak desk. It was no mystery to me why she had ordered me to adopt this position. My ass was not facing her, outstretched and exposed.

She reached her hands in front of me and undid my build. The next thing that I knew, my pants were at my ankles. My boxers followed soon after. Now I really was exposed in front of her.

I felt her hands groping my ass cheeks, reminding me whose property I was. Reminding me who my ass belonged to.

She gently stroked her hands up and down my crack, and despite my best efforts I simply couldn't stop myself from flinching a bit when her finger grazed against my butthole.

"Aw, is the little sissy slut scared of having her ass fucked?" Amanda said to me, laughing in her usual sadistic tone that she would use when it was just me and her, alone.

I made the grave mistake of not responding right away. By this point I knew enough to know better than to ignore a direct question from the mistress, but I'm sad to say that I did it anyway. Not to worry, the mistress was more than happy to put me in my place when I strayed on my path of being the perfect sissy.

She slowly rubbed my asshole in a circle with a finger, not penetrating me. As much as I tried not to, I clenched up, prompting her only to laugh even more at me.

"My my my, you really are an untrained sissy slut. Isn't that right?" she said, not letting up the pressure on my butthole.

"Yes mistress." I responded back.

"What are you again?" Amanda asked. She wanted to make sure that I didn't have any question at all as to who I really was.

"An untrained sissy slut, Mistress. That's what I am." I responded back.

"Good girl." Amanda said to me.

That was the first time that she had used those words on me, and I have to say that the effect that they had on me was nothing short of intoxicating. Nobody had every referred to me as a girl before. The closest that I had actually come to responding to that title was simply agreeing with Amanda that I was a sissy slut. Being called a sissy had an electric reaction on me, there was no doubt at all about that. But somehow, with those two words, Amanda had once again lit another fire inside of me. The more that she used me, the more that  discovered about myself.

However, none of this did anything to change the fact that I had disobeyed mistress, and this meant that I needed to be punished. That was simply how it was.

Once the spankings started, I don't know how long it was that it went on for. It felt like forever, but in reality it was probably something more like 10 minutes. 10 minutes may not sound like very much, but it's an absolute eternity if you're getting your ass smacked over and over again. She was unrelenting, alternating from cheek to cheek with every smack. It was so loud that I worried that other people in the office might have heard it, but I tried to assuage myself with the fact that my office was in the far corner of the building, hopefully far enough that nobody would have any idea what was going on inside of it!

Speaking of things being inside, I was relieved that the punishment that I was receiving didn't involve my ass being penetrated. I had never really given much thought to things going up my butt before. Of course, I was quickly learning that there was an awful lot that I hadn't given much thought before.

The feeling of being bent over, my naked ass exposed for the taking, made me know beyond any shadow of a doubt that I wanted to feel Amanda claim my ass at some point. However, I was still at the start of my journey as a sissy, and I was a little bit glad that I wasn't being rushed into things too much.

Of course, just because my punishment didn't involve taking anything up my butt, that didn't exactly mean that it was easy! Quite the contrary, I was sure that my ass was going to nothing but bruises by the time Amanda finally relented with my spanking.

My breathing was heavy, and my system was full of adrenaline. Amanda too had gotten quite the workout. She might have even been breathing heavier than I was, and I could see a single drop of sweat starting to form on her nose.

For good measure, she gave one last extra hard smack on my ass, just to make sure that I knew where my place was beyond question. Though I had managed so far to do a pretty good job in taking everything in silence, this last smack undid me. A yelp escaped my lips as I slapped my desk in frustration, trying to bury the stinging sensation that Amanda had caused on my ass cheeks.

This seemed to amuse Amanda a great deal. "You got something to say me, slut?" She said. Thankfully she didn't seem as pissed as she had been only moments prior. I suppose that she had gotten the opportunity to work off a little bit of steam on me.

"No mistress." I responded while looking in my reflection in my own desk.

"That's what I thought. Now, let's see those dresses."

I stood up, taking a moment to inspect my tingling ass cheeks. I'd have to wait until I was able to look at them in a mirror to have a sense as to what the damage was, but I was fairly confident that no skin had been broken. I was thankful that Amanda had only decided to use her open hand when administering my discipline. I shudder to imagine what would have happened if she had used my belt, the very same belt that she had undid when she lowered my pants.

I gingerly placed my pants back on, and then off I went to grab the dresses. I had them hidden inside of my suits. That was the only way that I could think of smuggling them into the office without anybody noticing. It wasn't that unusual for me to keep some spare suits around, just in case I accidentally spilled something on one of them the day of an important meeting or something. It was a tad out of the ordinary for me to be showing up with several suits, but with the limited amount of time that I had to come up with a plausible cover for bringing in dresses, that was the best one that I could come up with.

When she saw me with the frilly dresses, Amanda's eyes simply lit up. I could tell that she was just as excited for this as I was, if that was even possible.

The first one that I had brought out was a simple black lace one. It wasn't exactly work appropriate, but there was something about the dress that called out to me. It had such a lovely pattern all over it, dainty and girly and yet at the same time it was sleek and bold. It seemed to somewhat fit with both fragments of my identity. It appeased the alpha male that I had always thought that I was, the person who valued things being elegant and sleek, and of course it also matched perfectly with my new identity as a sissy in training.

"well, go on." Amanda said, gesturing towards me.

"Here? Now?" I said. However, as soon as the words had left my lips I caught myself. It wasn't very sissy like to question direct orders from the mistress. I knew that if I said anything to anger Amanda again then it was more than likely that I would find myself getting yet another spanking, and now that the soreness of my bottom was starting to set in I knew that I really, really did not want that.

I knew that the only hope that I had to avoid yet another well deserved punishment was to follow the orders that I had just been given without a second thought, and so that is exactly what I did. I dropped my pants and shimmied out of them, and practically threw off my shirt.

Now I was naked in front of her. She didn't acknowledge how bare I was, but at the same time she didn't need to. Everything that she would have wanted to say was already completely evident in her stare which was currently boring to me. I had always hated being naked in front of a woman when I wasn't erect. Something about it always felt so emasculating to me, and right now was certainly no exception. In fact, it was all that I could think about, given that Amanda's gaze was practically glued to my soft dick.

The more that I thought about being naked in front of her, and her seeing my unimpressive flaccid cock, the more turned on I started to get. So turned on, in fact, that I started to get hard in front of her without touching myself. For a brief moment I prayed that perhaps she wouldn't notice, or if she did notice perhaps she wouldn't comment on it.  Of course, such hopes were little more than fools errands. Amanda was way too sharp for that, she never missed a beat. It was as if she was inside of my head, the way that she was able to guess what I was thinking, oftentimes seeming to do so before I even had much of a sense of what it was that I was about to think of myself.

"Aw, from the looks of it I'd say that you seem to like showing off your pathetic sissy body for me. Isn't that right?" Amanda asked, relishing in yet another opportunity to taunt me.

"Yes mistress" I responded back. At this point I was starting to become so accustomed to answering to her in this way that I was practically doing so out of habit.

"Yes what?" She shot back.

"I like showing off my pathetic sissy body for you, mistress. It makes my tiny little sissy dick get hard." I said.

This seemed to do the every difficult trick of pleasing her, as a rare smile spread across her face before she once again resumed her scowl against me.

I had never put on a dress before, obviously. It didn't take very long at all for me to discover that I had no idea what I was doing. I fumbled with the cloth in my hand, trying to slide the thin fabric over my shoulders without ripping it. To say that the dress was a little too small for me would be an understatement, but I had a sneaking suspicion that this was just how Mistress liked it. After all, she had commanded me to wear it because she wanted me to show off my body for her, and even though she had already seen me naked, the thin dress that I was wearing left very little to the imagination.

The look on her face was a mixture of amusement, horniess, authority, and possibly even a small glimmer of pride in how her sissy was coming along. More than anything else though, she was having a good laugh over me trying my best to be a good sissy slut for her.

Once the dress was on, she had me do a twirl and a curtsy for her. I had never felt so strange in my life. It's quite odd, isn't it, how such a small change like wearing a different outfit can have such a profound effect on how one views themself.

"Mistress, may I see what I look like? I want to see what a dumb sissy slut I am." I said to Amanda. It was, after all, the truth. I was deathly curious as to what exactly I looked like in womens clothes. It was a sight that I had never seen before. In fact, at this point in time the only person who had ever seen it was amanda.

"Sure. I believe you know where the mirror is." She said.

I gave her a dumb look, which she only returned with the all knowing glare that she so often sported when it came to dealing with me.

"The... mirror?" I said. I knew that I didn't want to ask any more questions of Amanda than was absolutely necessary, but at the same time I couldn't fathom what she meant.

"How long have you worked here?" Amanda said to me.

"Well, I purchased the building for the office some time around 2012--" I started to say, but amanda cut me off with a quick wave of her hand.

"The answer, slut, is long enough to know that there's a goddamn mirror in the break room. You must have walked past it over a thousand times by now, so I'd appreciate you sparing me your little dumb routine, no matter how convincing it may be." Amanda said.

I felt the blood leave my face. The reason that the mirror she was referencing had not occurred to me was that the idea of anybody else seeing me like this, sissified, seemed so intense that in truth it hadn't even crossed my mind. Was she really ordering me to do what I think that she was? I was still coming to terms with seeing myself like this, after all. The idea of anybody else seeing me in sissy form seemed like a big step, but going even further than that to make it so that it would be my coworkers who were the ones seeing me? I could feel a cold sweat breaking out all over my body from the mere thought of it alone.

"You have something to say, slut?" Amanda asked me. I knew exactly why, as this seemed to be her go to response whenever I failed to respond to her in the way that I should have, which was a simple "yes, mistress!"

However, I couldn't keep a straight face for this one.

"What... what are they going to think, mistress?" I asked, gesturing vaguely to towards the rest of the office.

"Who cares what they think. I thought you were the big tough boss man, right? That's certainly the reputation that you're oh so obviously trying to push for every day here. Now you're telling me that you're so damn worried about what your employees are going to think about you that you can't even face them? How on earth did you run a company for this long while simultaneously being such a little bitch?"

Her words cut, mostly because they're so obviously true. Every last word that she had said fit the persona that I had worked so hard to cultivate right down to a tee. Even worse, she really did have a point. I was well aware, as was anybody who has ever run a business, that there was no way to run a tight ship if you were afraid of what your employees thought about you. That had practically been my mantra for years now.

I suppose then that the real question was not whether or not this was true, but whether or not I would be able to live up to it.

Amanda's placid face helped me maintain some sense of calm, but that did little to mask the underlying alarm that I could feel. This was, after all, a secret that I had only managed to learn about myself yesterday. Now I was realizing that it wasn't going to be a secret at all. In fact, by expending no more effort than it took to open a door and walk to the break room, it could easily cease to be a secret at all. Instead it would just be me, presenting myself to my company as the person that I had discovered that I really was. A sissy.

I tried to take deep breaths, accepting my new reality. After all, if it was something that Amanda had commanded me to do, well then this meant that I all but had no choice but to follow. After all, I had already decided that the life that was most worth living was the life of a sissy in service to a strong femme domme like Amanda. That meant following all of her orders, both the ones that were easy to accomplish, the ones that were difficult to accomplish, and most certainly the ones that were scary.

I only had but one question for Amanda.

"Will you walk with me, mistress? I'm scared."

I didn't know what response to anticipate Amanda having to this question. It wasn't really as if I had asked her many questions since this entire thing began. In fact, I had so many questions about her that even if I was given the opportunity to ask her questions, I probably wouldn't have even known where to begin.

However, much to my shock and amazement she actually smiled at my asking of this very basic and pathetic question. Not only that, but it wasn't even the sweetly sadistic smile that I was so accustomed to seeing from her whenever she used me for her pleasure. Quite the contrary, the smile that she gave me was a smile that was totally indispensable to the one she would wear around the office. Perhaps I was starting to get a sense of where Amanda the Domme ended and Amanda the normal person began.

"I would be delighted to." Amanda said to me, holding out her hand for me to take.

I didn't need to be told twice. It had been quite some time since I had held the hand of a woman, and I certainly didn't expect that the next time that I did so would be like this! I suppose that life is simply full of surprises.

I grabbed her hands, and I couldn't help but notice just how confident and assured she felt, even going just by touch. Alternatively, my hands were cold and clammy and unsure. However, just the small gesture of feeling her hands in mine was enough to give me the courage needed to open the door and walk out of the office. It was time for the rest of the company to meet the new me. It was time for everybody to know just what a sissy I was. Not only that, but who it was that this sissy belonged to. I was still nervous, sure, but I followed Amanda as she led me by the hand, opened the door, and stepped out to the bustling office full of my employees.

TO BE CONTINUED.  
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