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I paced around my apartment, my four-inch heels clicking on the hardwood with every nervous little step, the sound too loud in the quiet room while I waited for Jackie. The short skirt of my frilly French maid dress kept brushing the tops of my thighs, my breast forms jiggling with each turn I made between the couch and the kitchen. I caught myself in the full-length mirror on my living room wall and stopped to stare.

My blonde wig fell past my shoulders in loose waves, parted down the middle, the ends curling against the black fabric of my dress. My white lace maid cap sat on top of it, the ruffled edge framing my pretty face. My makeup was expertly finished. Dark liner winged out at the corners, mascara was on thick on my false lashes, pink blush sitting high on my cheeks, and glossy red lipstick painted on fuller than my mouth actually was. Big gold hoops hung from my ears and swung when I turned my head. My white lace choker sat snug at my throat with a tiny bow at the front.

My dress was black and shiny, cut low enough that my breast forms pushed up into a deep line of cleavage, the pale curves filling the neckline and spilling against the white lace trim. They looked perky and very real, the weight of them pulling at the straps on my shoulders. The bodice laced up the front with white ribbon, cinched under my bust, and my white apron tied over it, the scalloped lace edge covering the front of my very very short skirt. More white lace ran along the hem and the puffed sleeves. Underneath I had on sheer black pantyhose, the nylon smooth over my shaved legs. My nails were long and painted the same red as my mouth. My little black purse matched my dress, white lace along the edge, the thin strap clasped in my hand and hanging against my thigh. I looked like a very hot girl out of a very cheap porn video.

I was used to seeing myself like this. Since Jackie had turned me into her sissy I had spent part of almost every weekend in this uniform, catering to her, to her friends, and sometimes, to her boyfriends. I was used to being looked at like this. Used to the laughs and the mockery. Used to keeping my voice soft and my posture submissive and girly while I served drinks and cleaned up after people who regarded me as nothing more than Jackie’s feminized pet.

Today was different. It was Halloween, and Jackie had decided that was reason enough to bring me into work as Tiffany. I had begged her not to make me do it, but she would budge. She insisted that I was overreacting, that plenty of guys dressed up as girls for Halloween. I had never seen a guy who looked this much like a hot woman, or this sexy in a little French maid dress. I had never seen one who walked in heels the way she had trained me to, or who spoke in the voice she made me use, or who carried himself like a delicate little lady instinctually the moment his heels and dress went on. She knew that as well as I did, but she didn’t care.

My heart was racing, my thoughts filled with dread about how my coworkers would react, what my crush, Lizzie, would say, and what my very condescending boss, Miss Kline, would think when she saw me walk in like this.

I heard a knock on the door. Jackie.

This was the last chance I had to talk her out of it. I leaned toward the mirror and effeminately flicked a loose lock of my wig off my cheek with the back of my hand, nails catching the light. Then I started for the door, my D cup breast forms bouncing with every dainty step, my hoops swinging against my neck.

When I opened the door, Jackie was standing there brimming with excitement, dressed in a pretty but much more work appropriate cat costume. Her long dark hair fell in loose waves over a fitted black dress with long sleeves, the hem stopping high on her thighs but still looking like something she could actually wear into an office. A thin headband held a pair of black cat ears in her hair, and she had a little black nose painted on with whiskers drawn out over her cheeks. She was already smiling like this was the best day ever.

I grabbed the hem of my skirt with both hands and dipped into a submissive curtsy as was required, sweetly greeting her. "Good morning, Mistress."

Jackie replied, "Good morning, Tiffany," with a smile. "Well, aren't you looking hot for your big debut! I'm sure these will be a big hit with the guys in the office," she teased as she squeezed my barely covered breast forms, her fingers pressing into the soft weight of them through the low neckline.

I blushed at the thought of my male coworkers seeing me like this, my stomach churning at the realization that some of them probably would be looking at me that way. I swallowed, trying to regain my composure and find the right words to extricate myself from the situation. "Um, Mistress… about that… can I please not do this? Or at least go in a different costume besides my uniform?"

Jackie let out a long, disappointed sigh, shaking her head as she reached into her bag and pulled out her phone, scrolling for something without saying a word. Just as I started speaking again, saying "Mistress, please…", she cut me off without a word, raising her phone up directly in front of my face to show me what was on the screen.

What I saw made my blood run cold. It was a selfie I had taken on her orders last week, sitting on my pink bedspread, all made-up in nothing but my pink bra and panties. The part that made it so bad was that I wasn't alone. I was sitting between Sean's legs, his arms wrapped around my waist and his chin resting on my head as he held me tight against his muscular black frame. His bare chest was broad behind my slender frame, his hands settled low on my waist just above my panties. I was leaned back into him like I belonged to him, thighs together, my painted nails resting on his bulky arm. Sean was the guy that Jackie had been making me see the past few weeks, and a week before Halloween, he had fucked me, taking my sissy virginity with his painfully large manhood. Jackie had ordered me to send a selfie in bed with him after, and to my deep shame, I really did look happy. My wig was slightly crooked, my lipstick a little smeared, but my smile appeared to be genuine despite the fact that it was absolutely not.

My breath audibly hitched as soon as she held up the photo, my hands flying up to cover my open mouth. She made a superior little "hmm" sound, clearly loving how much power that photo had over me. She smiled like she was savoring my deep shame before she finally spoke. "You tell me, Tiffany, would you prefer to go to work in your uniform, or would you prefer I send this photo out? I'm sure your friends would love to see it… maybe even your parents…"

"No!" I burst out desperately, immediately recognizing the look on her face and adjusting my tone. "No, Mistress, please don't do that. Please let me go to work in my uniform, please. I really wanna show off how pretty I can look to everyone at the office." I did a girly little twirl for dramatic emphasis that made my skirt flare enough to flash my virginal white lace panties, feeling pathetic as I did it but also knowing I was on thin ice.

Jackie leaned back, furrowed her brows, and stroked her chin slowly, making that superior "hmm" sound again as she contemplated my fate, obviously dragging out my panic intentionally. Finally, she spoke. "Alright, sissy, since you're obviously so desperate to wear your pretty little uniform to work, let's go."

Massively relieved, I muttered thank you as I followed her out the door, dreading the day ahead but grateful I had avoided being exposed to my family and friends.

I felt sick to my stomach as I sat in the backseat of the car, anxiety building over what was coming while Jackie hummed along to the pop music on the radio as she casually drove us to work like everything was completely normal. She had decided that I wasn't allowed to sit in the front seat anymore a few months ago, a rule designed to reinforce my inferior status. Heading to work dressed as a slutty French maid, it seemed so redundant. My status was already crystal clear.

My mind raced as I imagined how my coworkers would react, whether they would think it was a joke, or whether they'd suspect something more. What bothered me most was imagining how Miss Kline and how Lizzie would react. Miss Kline never liked me, and she definitely never respected me, taking every opportunity she could to embarrass or demean me in front of the office. I had long suspected that she was on to me being a sissy, pointing out the residual polish on my nails, staring at my ass in a way that made me think my panty lines were showing, and teasing me very loudly about how pretty I always smelled. I knew she was suspicious, and I knew that after today she would never look at me the same. Realistically, probably none of my coworkers would. On that note, it wasn’t like I had ever received much attention from Lizzie, but I knew after today it would be different. No girl wanted a sissy maid for a boyfriend.

As I sat back there ruminating, Jackie caught my gaze in the rearview mirror, her look concerningly stern. Her voice conveyed that same seriousness when she spoke. "We need to discuss your behavior for the day, sissy."

My pulse started to race as I wondered what that meant. "What do you mean, Mistress?"

She smirked at me through the glass, her expression doing nothing to loosen the tension. "About how you're gonna act today, Tiffany. You're not just dressed like Tiffany today, I expect you to act like her. Your voice, your walk, your mannerisms… everything you do better be sweet and girly. Do you understand?"

I started to panic. I had fully intended on playing this off like a joke, a dare, or something like that. Now I didn't see how that would be possible. Everyone would know this was not a one-time thing the moment they saw me sashay in like a beauty queen and speak like one too. I looked up at Jackie in the mirror, my heart thudding beneath my breast forms as I thought of what to say. "I… I understand, Mistress. But… but how am I supposed to explain how feminine I am?"

She chuckled softly, shrugging her shoulders carelessly. "Not my problem, sissy. Tell them it's a joke and let them be suspicious, tell them you practiced for Halloween, or tell them you're a faggot who basically lives as a woman outside of work and gets fucked by real men. I really don't care, but I'm telling you right now that if you're not a perfectly feminine little princess today, you're gonna regret it."

I nodded submissively as I lowered my eyes down to my bright red nails resting in my lap, noticing the contrast of them against my black pantyhose as I contemplated what I would tell people. I eventually decided that I had no choice but to tell them this was the result of a few weeks of practicing for today, and that I had promised Jackie I would stay in character for the sake of the bit. I knew no one would fully believe that. A few weeks of practice doesn't make you more feminine than most teen girls, but what alternative did I have? It was better than them knowing the truth with absolute certainty.

I felt my body start to shake as we finally pulled into the office parking lot, clutching my purse tightly in a failed attempt to stop my hands from trembling. My heart was beating so fast, my silicone boobs looking like they were dancing on my chest. Jackie pulled into a spot and put the car in park, letting the silence hang for a moment before she turned to me. "What's your name, sissy?"

I looked up at her timidly, my lip quivering as I replied. "Tiffany."

She smiled. "And what are you, Tiffany?"

I didn't have to think about the answer. "I'm a sissy, Mistress."

She chuckled. "I can't hear you, girl."

I raised the volume of my voice, careful to keep it feminine and sweet. "I'm a sissy, Mistress."

She looked proud, not so much of me, more so of herself for breaking me to this degree. "Good girl, now let's go."

She got out of the car, closing the door behind her and waiting for a second. I took a deep breath, trying to compose myself before opening my door, closing my knees together, and swinging my legs out of the car in one fluid motion. As we walked towards the office I was ultra-aware of myself: my long blonde hair blowing in the wind, my heels click clacking delicately on the pavement, my breast forms bouncing, my earrings swinging, my short dress fluttering with every breeze. Everyone from work was about to see what I became when I went home every day: an emasculated, feminine, obedient sissy maid with no male pride to speak of. And there was nothing I could do to stop it.

I hung my head as we minced into the office, seeing that while most of our coworkers were in costumes, no one had taken it nearly as far as me. I was already getting stares, but I could tell no one recognized me. When we were about halfway to our desks, one of the IT guys who always seemed to have a crush on Jackie, Greg, approached with two other IT guys I didn't know as well. "Good morning, Jackie, I like your costume. Um, who's your friend?"

I could tell they were trying not to stare at me but couldn't help themselves. It looked like a porn star had just walked into their office straight from her shoot.

"Good morning, guys," Jackie said warmly but loudly, the excitement in her voice obvious. "This is Tiffany, although you probably know her as Tanner from marketing."

My face burned as the room went silent. The guys' mouths hung open as they stared, struggling to reconcile what they were seeing with the scrawny guy they knew from the marketing department. I could also hear little gasps and murmurs around the room. Everyone had heard her, and they were all equally shocked. I felt light-headed, standing in the center of the room dressed like this with all eyes on me, just waiting to hear their reaction. It was all so surreal. I felt like I might faint.

Greg stammered, clearly caught completely off guard. "Tan… Tanner? That's you? You look like a woman…"

Eric, another one of the IT guys, was staring at my breast forms like he wanted to grab them. I fidgeted with the frilly neckline of my dress in response, but it was pointless. My dress was too tiny, pulling it up also pulled my skirt up enough to show the bottom of my panties. I replied softly, my voice coming out high-pitched and probably more girly than most women's. "Good morning, guys… yep, it's me. I um… I agreed to dress up like this for Halloween as like a joke… and um I guess I practiced a few times."

It came out completely unconvincing, and I could tell no one was buying it, especially given how shocked they looked when they heard my voice. Eric smirked and said "sure" sarcastically, letting me know he knew it was a lie without delving deeper into it. Greg on the other hand looked very uncomfortable. "Oh okay, um, well… have a good day, guys…I mean girls."

The three IT guys turned and awkwardly walked back to their desks, leaving my face and neck flushed with humiliation as I stood there wallowing in my embarrassment for all the office to see. I looked over at Jackie, who looked very pleased with the interaction. "They're sweet guys, huh?"

I could barely form words, nodding and forcing a weak smile.

Just as soon as they left, others came. People from sales, marketing, finance, HR, and even a few of Miss Kline’s personal secretaries came to check out their male coworker who decided to come in dressed as a French maid. The men mostly seemed awkward, not really knowing what to say but struggling to keep their eyes off my chest, face, legs, and ass. I hated that, feeling completely vulnerable and objectified the entire time. The women on the other hand were way too excited, throwing compliments my way and then freaking out when I responded like a feminine girl, gesturing with limp wrists and inflecting my pitch like a woman would. One thing remained the same across everyone though. Everyone wanted to know why I was dressed like this and how I was able to pull it off so well, and nobody seemed convinced by my explanation.

The whole thing was so humiliating. I had never imagined myself standing in my sissy maid uniform at work, talking like one of the girls with the office women about how it felt to have boobs, long nails, or wear lipstick. By the time I was finally able to get to my desk I knew I was ruined. No one at work would ever see me as a man again.

I went to sit down, instinctively carrying myself gracefully in my mini dress: closing my knees together, smoothing my skirt down, and crossing one pantyhose-clad leg over the other at the thigh. I hadn't noticed the woman sitting next to me, Sherry, was watching. She giggled and I immediately turned to her, and then looked down, blushing.

She shook her head apologetically. "No no, don't be embarrassed, Tiffany. It's just that you carry yourself so ladylike. There's nothing wrong with it, you look great, sweetie."

I forced a weak smile, feeling the stretch of my sticky red lips and the tightness of my pantyhose hugging my hairless legs. She was even talking to me differently. They all were. "Thank you, Sherry."

The rest of the morning was relatively quiet as I sat in my little corner of the office trying to get my work done and not focus on the obvious, but it was impossible. My long nails made typing feel like a delicate procedure, my skirt and nylons rustled whenever I moved, drawing the attention of everyone nearby, and worst of all, my breast forms just sat there out in the open, on display for every guy who apparently couldn't help looking over to take a peek.

Jackie had insisted on me keeping my makeup fresh throughout the day, which was humiliating in and of itself. I could tell I was drawing a little audience every time I pulled out my lipstick and compact, pouting my lips as I repainted them bright red. The women were less subtle, smiling, giving me thumbs ups, and feeling the need to walk over and tell me how good I was at that and how pretty I looked. I was mortified, but the men were worse.

As a sissy, there's a certain look you learn to recognize from a man, the kind of stare that conveys he feels superior to you but also wants to fuck you, potentially for that reason. Almost like your emasculation makes him feel like more of a man, which turns him on in response. I was so used to that look, but that didn't mean it wasn't completely degrading to receive it from coworkers I had laughed and joked with only last week.

The one thing I was grateful for was that I hadn't had to interact with Miss Kline or Lizzie yet. Miss Kline was apparently very busy in meetings all morning while Lizzie was supposedly coming in late. Still, I was dreading seeing them this afternoon.

People started heading out for lunch around one, a massive relief as I finally got a brief respite from all the eyes on me. Then Jackie approached, looking like she was pleased with herself. "So, sissy, how's your day going?"

I answered honestly. "It's really humiliating, Mistress."

She chuckled like I had just made a joke. "Well, it's about to get more humiliating. All the girls are grabbing lunch together, Lizzie too, and today you are one of the girls, Tiffany."

I sighed, completely defeated, knowing there was nothing I could say that would make any difference. "Yes, Mistress."

I grabbed my purse and stood up to follow her out, my stomach in knots as I strutted and rustled through the office, anticipating what the girls would say to me, what Lizzie would say. When we got to the elevator she stopped and shot me a serious look. "I wanna see you acting like Tiffany at lunch. I've been easy on you so far, but it's time to ramp up the girly girl stuff. You got it?"

I gulped and nodded, knowing that this was gonna be a very humiliating lunch. "Yes, Mistress, I got it."

She smiled and put her arm around my waist, squeezing my side in a way that would seem sweet to a casual passerby but that I knew to be an assertion of dominance. "And don't you dare contradict anything I say."

I nodded again, confused and now increasingly worried about what she intended to say. "I won't… I would never, Mistress."

She loosened her grip, smiling with mock sweetness. "I know you wouldn't, you're too much of a pussy to do something like that. I just wanted to make sure."

My stomach lurched when we got to the Italian restaurant around the block from our office, seeing the three secretaries we were meeting sitting at an outside table, including Lizzie. As if it wasn't embarrassing enough that I had to look and act like Tiffany in front of the hottest girls in our office, I would now be sitting out in public in my slutty maid uniform for all the world to see. As we approached the table Jackie whispered under her breath, her tone harsh and serious. "Show them what a sissy you are."

Cheeks burning with embarrassment, I plastered a bright smile on my face and squealed. "Hey girls! Thanks for inviting us!"

They all squealed in unison, jumping up to greet us one by one.

First was Angie, a gorgeous Latina girl in her mid-twenties who was dressed in a knee-length Disney princess dress and bright pretty makeup. Her dress was a soft baby blue with a fitted bodice and a full skirt, her long dark hair half up with a little silver tiara sitting in it. Her lips were glossy pink, her lashes thick, and the neckline of the dress sat low enough to show the top of her cleavage. She gave me a long hug, her elegant perfume mixing with my sweeter scent as my breast forms squished against her own perky D-cup breasts. "I'm so glad you came, Tan… I mean Tiffany! I still can't believe this is you! You look so pretty!"

I blushed deeply, mortified by the interaction as I mumbled "so do you" in that soft high-pitched voice and moved on to Rachel.

Rachel was a six-foot-tall Russian girl in her early thirties with a striking face and a perfect hourglass figure. I had always wondered why someone who so easily could've been a model chose to be a secretary. She looked gorgeous in a sleek pink dress that clung to her waist, hips, breasts, and ass like it was painted on, hot pink lipstick and eyeshadow, and a pink baseball cap with the Barbie logo printed on the front of it. Her long legs were bare, her blonde hair falling straight down her back. Her costume was understated but still incredibly sexy, her beauty undeniable no matter what she wore. She giggled as she leaned down to hug me, her smaller but still ample boobs pressing up against my silicone forms. When she pulled back from the hug, she rested her hands on my upper arms over the satin sleeves of my dress, taking in my full appearance with a smile that was hard to read. "You look very pretty, Tiffany. You should dress like this every day."

I blushed deeply, my face turning bright red as I looked down at my heels while this amazonian woman loomed over me. I forced a very high-pitched, girly little giggle, flicking my wrist and letting it settle delicately against her arm. "You're so sweet."

The last girl I had to greet was Lizzie, and that was what I had been dreading the most. In my opinion she was the prettiest girl in the office, a beautiful twenty-five-year-old with jet black hair, pouty lips, big caring eyes, and a body that was probably less dramatic than the other secretaries’ but no less beautiful. It was pretty well known that I had a crush on her for a long time, though I never had the courage to make a move on her. Her seeing me like this was probably the most emasculating part of the day and maybe even the most emasculating thing I had experienced as a sissy: a final nail in the coffin to my hopes of ever being with a hot girl like her, or any girl for that matter. She had never shown any interest in me like that, but after this I knew I would never be viewed as a potential boyfriend, sexual partner, or real man ever again.

I felt a shiver go down my spine as I approached her, the flutter of my poofy skirt from a passing breeze leaving me a trembling, vulnerable mess in front of her. She looked so gorgeous in her nurse costume, her white dress clinging to her perky breasts and matching the little headband she had on, the hem short on her thighs, a red cross stitched over one side of her boob. "Hey, Tiffany," she giggled, pulling me in for a warm hug. "You look so cute."

I was so humiliated that I couldn't even respond, feeling my boobs pressed against my crush's, being called cute. It would have been easier if she laughed and said I looked ridiculous. She pulled back from the hug slowly, taking my hands in hers and playfully gasping. "Girl! Your nails! I can't believe it! They’re so pretty!"

I blushed, unable to meet her gaze, my fingers going limp in hers. "Thanks, Lizzie."

Jackie stepped beside us, giving me a subtle enough look to let me know I needed to step it up without making it obvious. "Don't be shy, Tiffany, show those claws off!"

Foregoing my dignity, I smiled brightly and flailed my wrists out in front of Lizzie, splaying and wiggling my fingers as I turned my head away bashfully, my voice coming out in a little squeak. "They're so long, I can barely do anything."

All the girls erupted in giggles as they gathered around to look, clearly enjoying my ridiculously effeminate performance.

Once we sat down and ordered our drinks and salads the conversation I had been anticipating began. Rachel turned to me with a sly grin, like she'd been waiting for this all morning, one long leg crossed over the other under the table, her pink Barbie cap tilted just enough to show the hot pink shadow dusted on her lids. "So, Tiffany… how long have you been dressing up for? I think it's very clear that this isn't a one-time thing."

Lizzie and Angie both giggled like it was obvious. I suppose it was. I smiled nervously, tucking a lock of my wig behind my ear with the back of my hand, trying to think of what to say before Jackie cut in. "Oh, it's definitely not her first time. She spends pretty much all of her time outside of work in dresses and skirts, tell them Tiffany."

All three women turned to me excitedly, their eyes twinkling like they were dying to hear my response. Angie's tiara caught the light as she leaned in. Lizzie's nurse dress pulled a little across her breasts as she did too. I knew I was scarlet red, the heat spreading down my neck and back as I tried to contain my embarrassment. I couldn't believe she had just exposed me so casually like that. Even for Jackie, it felt like a new low. But I knew I couldn't deny it. She explicitly said not to contradict her, and even if I did, who would believe me sitting there in a slutty French maid uniform and going on about my nails.

I folded my hands in my lap, wrists soft, and let my voice come out small and sweet. "Um… yeah. I like to dress up as Tiffany, um, a lot… it's fun."

All three girls squealed in unison, bouncing up and down excitedly in their seats while Jackie looked at me victoriously, like she was proud of herself for snuffing out one of the last parts of my life where I got to feel like people saw me as a man. Lizzie was looking at me like I was some soft, delicate little thing, but also kind of like she was confused. Meanwhile, I could barely look at her. My eyes stayed on the napkin in my lap, on my red nails against the black of my skirt, because meeting hers felt impossibly humiliating.

Jackie pulled out her phone and turned back to the girls. "Oh, she definitely has fun as Tiffany, check this out."

She held up her phone to show them something and they all screamed, even louder and more excitedly this time. I was horrified of what she could be showing them. She had all kinds of photos and videos of me humiliating myself as Tiffany. When she turned her phone to show me, all the blood drained from my face. It was worse than anything I could've expected. She was showing them the same photo she had used to threaten me earlier, me smiling happily in my pink lace bra and panty set, sitting between Sean's legs after he had just fucked me. I looked so happy in the photo, like a girl euphorically basking in the afterglow of getting used by a masculine man.

I couldn't find the words to speak, looking down at my lap in abject shame as the reality set in that the hottest girls at work all knew I got fucked by a man and thought I liked it.

Angie spoke first, ever the bubbly one, her tiara catching the light as she leaned across the table. "So you do like guys! I always knew you were gay! I swear I had a feeling ever since I met you!"

Jackie burst out laughing at that, savoring my emasculation in front of these three beautiful women. Rachel furrowed her brows, one long leg still crossed, her pink dress tight across her tiny waist. "Wait… I also always felt like you were very feminine, I mean… all the girls know you wear panties to work; the lines are obvious under your tight pants."

My cheeks were burning as I tried to act relaxed and natural, one hand rising to tuck my wig behind my ear, internally cringing at all the times I had patted myself on the back for having the courage to talk to Lizzie, now knowing she just thought of me as the gay boy who wore panties. Rachel continued. "But I also thought you liked Lizzie, we all did… you stare a lot and you get very shy around her."

Lizzie giggled at that, immediately offering a soft smile afterwards as if to convey it was okay and she thought it was cute. She looked so pretty sitting there in her nurse dress, jet black hair over one shoulder, all beauty and confidence. I was completely flustered, tripping over my words, trying to come up with an explanation before Jackie cut in with a hearty laugh. "You thought Tiffany was straight?" She laughed again. "Tiffany loves dick like a fish loves water. You're kind of like her woman crush, Lizzie. Not in a sexual way, more like she admires you and looks up to you like the kind of girl she wants to be."

Lizzie turned to me with an expression like she was going to get emotional and maybe even cry. "Oh my God, is that true, Tiffany? That's the sweetest thing I've ever heard."

Too overwhelmed and embarrassed to speak, I just nodded, lashes lowered, accepting the explanation as emasculating as it was. All the girls "awwed" in unison, Lizzie getting up and coming around the table to give me a big warm hug and a kiss on the cheek. Her perfume was light and sweet, and her perky breasts pressed into my forms as she held me lovingly. I hated that this was likely as intimate as I would ever be with her now that she knew. She pulled back and smiled at me like I was the most adorable thing she'd ever seen, still clutching my waist. "I'm so relieved to hear that. I really thought you liked me, but I'm really only into masculine guys and felt so bad for you since I started thinking you had a crush on me. This is the best!"

She gave me one more hug as tears welled up in my eyes, doing my best to blink them back as I processed that even in pants she thought I wasn't man enough for her, and that sentiment was apparently shared by all the secretaries. As she sat back down, an emotional expression still on her face, she looked up at me and smiled warmly. "We should hang out more, Tiffany. I have a date this weekend and would love it if we could go dress shopping for my outfit. And then maybe after you could help me with my makeup. You're obviously such a pro, your face is stunning, girl!"

Angie repeated "stunning" while Rachel nodded along, "so pretty."

I couldn't imagine anything more degrading than helping my crush pick out a dress and then doing her makeup for a date with a real man, but Jackie had boxed me into a corner. It seemed like my only two choices were to accept my new place as her gay, crossdressing girl friend, or to come clean that I was a completely broken and trained sissy who had a massive crush on her. The second choice felt more pathetic, although neither really allowed me to maintain any semblance of pride or dignity. I forced myself to play along, trying to prevent even worse embarrassment even though I felt like breaking down in tears. I clasped my hands under my chin and let my voice go bright and sweet. "I'd love to! That would be so much fun!"

Angie chimed in, super excited, bouncing a little in her princess dress. "This is literally the best Halloween ever. We should all do this more often, let's start doing a regular girls' night. We could get mani-pedis, sip wine, gossip… it would be so fun."

I was so relieved when we finally paid the bill and started heading back to the office. Lunch had been far worse than I anticipated. I expected it to be humiliating, but not to that extent. The girl I had liked for three years now thought I was a gay crossdresser, and I had plans to help her get ready for her date with a real man this weekend. I was also now included in future girls' nights with all the hottest women from work, and to top it off, they all knew I got fucked by a man.

I was definitely wallowing as I walked alongside Jackie a few paces ahead of the other girls, feeling sorry for myself and angry towards her, not that I could ever take it out on her. My heels clicked daintily on the sidewalk, my skirt rustling around my pantyhose, my eyes on the pavement so I would not have to see Jackie’s cruel smile. She knew exactly how I was feeling, but had to rub salt in the wound. "Hey, at least now you'll be seeing a lot more of your crush. Right, sissy?"

I wanted to simultaneously cry and scream, but I did neither, instead hanging my head in defeat, knowing she had complete power over me. She continued eagerly, almost like she was totally unaware of my mood. "It's gotta be a relief on some level though, right?"

I was honestly taken aback by her statement, not really getting it. "A relief?"

She nodded like it was obvious. "Yeah, a relief. You've spent years trying to hide the fact that you were a sissy from her, trying so hard to act like a man in front of her even though you know you're a beta and you know deep down that she knows it too. At least now that struggle is over. You're in your rightful place. She knows exactly what you are and now you get to just relax and be her sissy girlfriend without the stress of striving to try to impress her or win her over. I think we both know that's a more natural role for you now anyway. You know that even if she gave you a chance you're not man enough to please a woman in that way. This erases that completely, no need to be strong, assertive, or in control of anything. You just get to focus on being pretty little Tiffany."

I felt so diminished and pathetic as I listened to her go on and on, but truthfully, I understood what she meant. Lizzie couldn't possibly see me as any less of a man after this. Now all there was to do was make the best of being her sissy best friend, and to my deep shame, I knew I could do that. This had been the most humiliating day of my life, but I couldn't deny some measure of relief.

As we walked into the office, one of Miss Kline's personal secretaries approached me, a condescending smirk on her face. "Miss Kline would like to see you, Tiffany."

I nodded anxiously, dreading having to mince into the office of the woman who already looked at me like I was completely inferior while dressed like a French maid.

I knocked timidly on Miss Kline’s office door, the effeminate sound of my weak little knock embarrassing me before she even came to open it. When she opened it, she smiled immediately, unable to control herself as she let out a very blatant laugh. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry. You look great! Come in, Tiffany.”

I lowered my head in shame, teetering past her as she held the door open for me, her eyes glued to me the entire time. The scent of her perfume was sharp and expensive as I passed, and the click of my heels on the hard floor felt too loud in the quiet office. She closed the door behind us and began to walk towards me as I stopped and stood waiting right next to her desk, my stomach knotting up as I anticipated whatever she was about to do.

Miss Kline wasn’t necessarily an uptight person, but she always meant business. That meant that even on Halloween, she was dressed in her usual sort of work outfit. A lacy black camisole peeked out beneath her pink business suit jacket, the lace resting against the top of her breasts. She had on a black pencil skirt that hugged her hips and showed off a very plump ass, bigger than most of the other women’s in the office, with nice boobs filling out her camisole. Her heels were black and pointed, her long red nails glossy as she moved. Her makeup made her look powerful, sharp liner and a bold lip, and her bright red hair was styled neatly past her shoulders. She wore diamond earrings and a thin necklace that looked expensive. She was a bit older than most of the other women in the office, maybe in her early forties, but just as attractive, only in a more powerful, dominant sort of way.

She didn’t necessarily dislike me, but she had made it clear since the day I was hired that she didn’t respect me: making me do work that was usually for the secretaries, openly mocking my ideas, and constantly making demeaning remarks about my abilities at work. That history sat between us now, unspoken but obvious, while I stood in front of her in my frilly little sissy maid uniform, nearly trembling with fear, which I’m sure she noticed. I felt exactly as I knew I was being perceived. Inferior. Weak. Broken.

She stopped just in front of me, studying me from head to toe, a condescending smirk on her face that required no words to convey how she felt about me. She reached out and touched my earring, giving it a playful flick that made me wince away from her, a reaction I could tell she enjoyed. She liked bullying me. She liked that I was afraid of her. “So… Tiffany, what inspired the change? Finally coming to terms with some things deep down?”

My cheeks turned pink as I fidgeted awkwardly with the hem of my skirt, running the lace under my fingers, thinking of what to say. “Um, I don’t…”

She cut me off with a laugh. “Holy shit! You sound like a teenage girl. Say something cute.”

I frantically thought of something cute to say, not even considering the idea of disobeying as an option. My voice came out soft and girly. “I, um… I love your skirt, Miss Kline. It’s really pretty!”

She cracked up, clearly getting a blast out of watching me trample all over my own dignity. “Give me a twirl and say you’re a pretty little princess.”

My cheeks never stopped burning. I grabbed at the hem of my skirt with both hands and twirled it around me as I spun, the short fabric flaring out and the air hitting my thighs through the pantyhose. “I’m a pretty little princess.”

She watched me with a look of deep satisfaction on her face, like she had been waiting years for this. “I always knew you were meant to be a girl, Tiffany, this suits you so well. Congratulations on your transition, girly girl.”

I started to panic as soon as she said that. I couldn’t have her thinking this would be a regular thing. I knew she’d always think I was a sissy after this, but I couldn’t let this spiral out of control. “Miss Kline, I’m not…”

She cut me off before I could finish. “Not a man? I think we’ve all known that for a while, Tiffany. That’s why I called you in here.”

My pulse started to race, my massive breast forms starting to rise and fall rapidly as I felt the situation slipping out of my control. “What do you mean?”

She ignored my question completely, gesturing to the seat in front of her desk and speaking a bit more authoritatively. “Have a seat, Miss Winslow.”

I opened my mouth to protest at being called Miss, but the look she gave me stopped me. Instead, I padded over to the seat, smoothing my frilly skirt beneath me as I sat down and crossed my legs at the thigh, the pantyhose sliding against each other. Just as Miss Kline was sitting down across from me I heard a knock on the door behind me. “Come in, ladies.”

I looked over my shoulder and saw Jackie walking in with Meredith from HR. Meredith looked uneasy, like she was about to do something uncomfortable. Jackie by contrast looked like she was having the time of her life.

Meredith smiled softly, her tone and her expression reminding me of the way one talks to an emotionally fragile child. "Hey, Tiffany. I love your costume!"

I tried to stay polite even as I was panicking, smiling demurely, my hands folded in my lap over the white apron. "Thank you."

She sat on the edge of Miss Kline's desk, fidgeting like she had no idea how to broach whatever she was about to say while Jackie and Miss Kline grinned excitedly behind her. Miss Kline's red nails tapped lightly against the arm of her chair while Jackie bounced on her heel like she was nervous.

Meredith smiled again, her tone warm and intentional. "So, I read the letter you wrote for Jackie to give to me. I know you were too nervous to give it yourself, but I want you to know that I think you're very brave."

Jackie's expression suddenly shifted from amused to serious, shooting me that look that said I better go along with this.

My throat felt tight. "Oh, um, thank you."

Meredith leaned forward, tenderly resting a hand on my nylon-clad thigh. The warmth of her palm went right through the sheer black fabric. "You don't need to thank me, honey. And you never needed permission."

Now my heart was starting to really race as I started to put it all together. "Permission?"

Miss Kline chimed in, the mockery in her voice subtle enough to go unnoticed by Meredith. "Permission to start coming into work as Tiffany like you asked, silly. We would never want to be a reason for you not to grow out your own hair, keep your nails done, get surgery, or do anything else that affirms your true gender identity."

I looked to Jackie to step in and help me, my lip quivering and tears starting to roll down my cheeks. All she did was smirk at me, her look cruel and uncaring. My mascara was already starting to sting my eyes. Meredith immediately dropped down to a squat to be eye level with me, her face soft and kind. "I know it's super emotional. I can't even begin to imagine the relief you're feeling. Just know that whatever you need, we'll be here to support you."

Miss Kline added, "That's right. In fact, after work today Jackie and I are gonna take you shopping for some new work clothes to suit your feminine identity. On us."

Jackie walked forward, squatting down in front of me next to Meredith and staring deep into my eyes, an assertion of dominance that Meredith missed. Jackie’s hand rested on my other thigh, fingers pressing just hard enough that I felt it. "That's right, Tiffany. We'll even get you something cute for your next date with Sean, and after we go shopping we'll take you to get your hair done! How does that sound, princess?"

Tears streamed down my face as I processed that I would now be working and presumably living as a woman full time. In just one day my life had changed so much, and I had absolutely no control over it. I wanted to tell Meredith right then that I didn't want to be a girl, that all this had been orchestrated and that I was actually a straight guy being dominated and bullied into this. But that would be pointless. Jackie was my mistress, she owned me, and what she said always seemed to go regardless of how I felt. All I could do was sit there and take it like the pathetic sissy she had turned me into. "Thank you."

The End.
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