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Sissified at Work by Mark Adams

You learn a lot about men when you have to dress up as a woman. I guess that was the point at least as far as Nicole and Hannah were concerned. They wanted me to see it from the other side, to punish me. But I still can’t believe how far it went.

As the manager of a warehouse I’m in charge of several people, mostly male. The warehouse crew themselves are all male, but the office staff is two women. Nicole has been working for me for years and Hannah is a newish recruit. Not surprisingly the two women tend to hang out together and steer clear of the other staff. It’s a very male environment and the boys can get crude sometimes. What else would you expect? Besides the women really aren’t that much better when they get together.

Like the time the other day when I walked into the break room to get lunch and Nicole and Hannah are sitting there reading some tabloid paper and giggling. Hey it’s their free time they can do what they want, but the break room isn’t that big so of course I could hear their conversation.

“It can’t be true, can it?” Nicole sounded shocked, she’s always come across as pretty straightlaced.

“Sure, why not.” Hannah shrugged, pushing her shock of pink hair back out of her eyes. “I saw online that seventy five percent of guys have tried on panties.”

“Three quarters? No way!” There was utter disbelief in Nicole’s voice.

“I’m not saying they do it all the time.” Hannah laughed. “But they’ve tried it. Men are such pervs.”

I noticed that Nicole didn’t argue that particular point which surprised me. She’s been married for years  and I’d expect her to at least defend her husband. Hannah’s behavior was much less surprising, she’s one of those millennials the press keep going on about. No real discipline and no respect for authority. I made a mental note to discuss office behavior with her at the next review.

“But if that many guys try it, there’s bound to be some who like it.” Hannah continued.

“Well, yeah… some.” Nicole conceded. “But not that many. It’s just so…”

“What about you Bill?” Hannah rounded on me and I took a step backward in surprise. “Have you ever worn panties?”

“No!” I could feel my cheeks heat with embarrassment. She had no business asking a question like that of her manager. “And that’s really not an appropriate question to be asking at work.” I tried to correct her behavior and move the conversation away from this dangerous ground. It’s the sort of thing that triggers harassment lawsuits.

“Sure.” Hannah said but the tone of doubt was unmistakable. Nicole put her hand to her mouth, almost certainly covering a smile. At least she had the decency to be respectful to my face. “Your secret’s safe with us.” Hannah gave me a wink and I hurriedly turned back to the microwave wishing the clock to count down faster. I needed to get out of this conversation.

“I really hope it’s not true.” Nicole said and there was a note of frustration in her voice. “It’s bad enough having the guys in the warehouse trying to get into my panties without worrying about them trying to steal them.”

“Those creeps.” Hannah snorted. “Can you imagine what they’d do with them?”

“They’re such sleazes.” Nicole nodded. “They’d probably sneak in to the restrooms and try to steal them when I took my shower.”

“You wouldn’t let that happen would you boss man?” Hannah looked over at me. How did she know I was listening?

“Ah… no… that would be… entirely inappropriate behavior.” I mumbled, stabbing the open button on the microwave with my finger and grabbing the plate, ignoring the searing heat of the steam. I turned and fled the room, but I could feel Hannah’s eyes on my back as I left.

When I reached my small office I closed the door with a palpable sense of relief. Maybe hiring Hannah had been a mistake. She was a lot younger than everyone else on staff and she didn’t seem to be trying to fit in. In her twenties with that shock of bright pink hair, she stood out like a sore thumb. At the time I thought it might be refreshing to have someone younger about the place, and it didn’t hurt that she was very easy on the eyes.

I turned the lock on the door and adjusted the blinds so that no one could see in. With such a small office staff I had become used to doing pretty much whatever I wanted without interruption.

And that whatever included a little internet browsing at lunch time. And that browsing had gradually inched into watching a little porn. Who would know, it was my warehouse after all? Look I’m in my forties and divorced, I’ve got to get off somehow!

After a while it became my lunchtime routine. I would get my food from the break room and return to the office while everyone else was busy to just  whack one out quickly. For the last few weeks my fantasies had centered on Hannah. Anyone with hair like that had to have a kinky sex life, right? But today it was Nicole who preoccupied my thoughts.

I’d known that she took showers here in the office, I mean they were mainly installed for the guys because it’s a dirty physical job, but I had to have them fitted in the ladies too, didn’t want to get accused of sexism. Nicole kept herself in great shape for her husband by jogging and after that she took a shower presumably to get rid of the sweat. I knew all this, I just hadn’t really thought about it and what it meant.

That every morning, just a few yards away from me, she was naked with water running through her dark brown hair and over that trim body. Her hands soaping herself, caressing her breasts. As my fantasy started to take shape, I retreated to my comfy office chair and hurriedly unzipped. My cock was already hard. I leaned back, my hand reaching out to grasp its familiar companion and squeezed.

Damn that felt good. Nicole’s husband was a lucky man. She kept her body so fit for someone in her late thirties. He must be banging her every night. But I banished him from my thoughts and returned to the idea of Nicole in taking a shower. Only this time it wasn’t her hands soaping her body, it was mine squeezing her ass, moving up to cup her tits, pressing my cock against her. She was eager for it of course, that woman was hot. I would press her against the wall of the shower, spread her legs and fuck her right there.

I reached out for a tissue from the box on my desk with my free hand as I stroked my cock with frantic desire. It was a polished routine at this point, I could squeeze one out in a couple of minutes, clean up and then have the door open before anyone had a chance to notice.

Which was just as well because it was only minutes later that Nicole was knocking on my office door. I quickly adjusted my seat behind the desk to make sure that nothing was showing. I’d cleaned up carefully as always, but sometimes it takes a while for things to subside if you know what I mean.

“Come in.” I called out, once I was sure I was in the clear.

Nicole pushed the door open and peered around. She seemed unusually hesitant. I gestured for her to come the rest of the way in.

“Grab a seat.” I said smiling.

She sat down but began fidgeting with her hair. Something was clearly bothering her. “I… ah, needed to speak to you about something.” She began.

“You know I’m always happy to talk to you Nicole.” I said, smiling again and trying to encourage her. Nicole can be a bit reserved but she’s usually comfortable expressing herself. I wondered what was bothering her.

“It’s about the behavior of the guys in the warehouse.” Her hand went to her hair again and she ducked her head, not meeting my gaze. I nodded, listening. “You know how they are, always saying things. But it’s been getting worse lately.”

“Worse?” I prompted, the boys can be crude and you’ve got to have a thick skin to work here.

“I don’t mind the comments… well… it’s okay, but Scott he grabbed my ass yesterday.” The words tumbled out of Nicole’s mouth one on top of the other. I frowned, if true this could be serious. “If my husband finds out about it, he’s going to lose it.” She rushed on. “Hannah said I should speak to you.”

Oh, so Hannah was behind this. So now she was stirring up trouble in my warehouse. I was definitely going to have to find a way to put the little Miss in her place I thought. I didn’t say that though, instead I just nodded and tried to be sympathetic.

“Well, let’s not get your husband involved just yet.” I made the suggestion in as soothing a voice as I could manage. “If he comes down here we’ll end up with the police involved and no one wants that do they?”

Nicole shook her head, still not looking directly at me.

“How about I have a chat with the boys? Explain to them that no one should be touching my girls yeah?”

Nicole finally lifted her head and made eye contact. The smile she gave me was small, but it was something. I smiled back, feeling confident now that the situation had been defused. That last thing I needed was either her husband to come storming down here or for Nicole to quit just because she couldn’t take a bit of good natured ribbing.

Pressing down on the desk I pushed myself to my feet. “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of this.” I gave her another smile. Nicole rose to her feet as well, her hand still fidgeting with her hair, but she seemed happier.

I watched her as she left the office and my eyes automatically tracked down to her fine ass, the outline clearly displayed by her tight office skirt. What color of panties did she have on today, I wondered briefly.

When I raised my gaze I found myself looking directly at Hannah who was standing in the outer office and watching me. When she realized she had my attention she arched an eyebrow at me but rather than saying anything just picked up a folder from the desk and turned to leave.  I grimaced with irritation. I should have been more careful of course. Doing stuff like that when you’re the manager gets you in trouble. But we’d never had any issues until I’d hired Hannah. I was definitely going to have to do something about that girl. Not only was she stirring up trouble, she was challenging me.

Of course these days you can’t just fire people, not women anyway. Do that and suddenly you’re on the wrong end of lawsuits. I was going to have to do this the right way. It was time to start keeping a file and documenting her failures.

First though, I needed to settle things down. With a grimace he I strode out of the office and down the stairs to the warehouse proper. The warehouse crew stopped working and turned to look at me as I entered their territory. I didn’t come down here that often, leaving the day to day monitoring to Scott, so it was never good news when I put in an appearance.

Scott walked over and met me near the bottom of the steps, loitering just behind him were Jorge and Harry his regular hangers on. I probably should have done something about his little crew but if his feeling important made him work harder I figured I’d just ignore it.

“Boss.” Scott greeted me with a curt nod. As usual there was the faintest hint of challenge to his words. Scott was one of those people you have to keep in line. I nodded back.

“Scott, we need to talk.” I told him. It was supposed to be a signal that I wanted a private conversation, but he didn’t take the hint.

“What’s up?”

“Quit hassling Nicole.” I rubbed the back of my neck in exasperation. “She’s too good to lose just because she gets your cock hard.” Scott laughed at that.

“Christ but she’s a looker.” He leered as he spoke. “And she loves the attention whatever she says. She wouldn’t dress like that if she didn’t. Come on, you know she’s into it. She’s got a husband, not like that lesbian bitch Hannah.”

“She’s gorgeous I know, but can you at least keep your hands off her Scott? Jesus do you want her husband to come and kick the crap out of you.”

“I could take him.” Scott shrugged, rising to his full height and sucking in his stomach.

“Yeah, but you’d also get your ass fired. Be professional for fuck’s sake!”

“Fine boss man. No more touching that fine ass. But it’s a free country, I’ll look if I want.”

“Hell, I don’t blame you for that.” I grinned at him. “Did you see what she’s wearing today, it’s practically painted on.”

Scott laughed at my words and stretched out his hand. I shook it and then nodded to the others watching before climbing back up the stairs to the first floor and my office. Scott was crude and a bit of a bully, but damn he was right about Nicole ass.

Nicole glanced at me nervously when I reached the offices. I gave her a reassuring smile.

“I had a word with Scott. The boys will be more professional from now on.” I told her.

“Oh, thank you so much William.” She sounded relieved and I mentally patted myself on the back for solving the problem.

My good mood soured a little when I noticed Hannah staring at me intently. I looked back at her, intending to shame her into getting back to work, but she met my gaze without flinching and instead it was me who backed down and looked away. Feeling oddly uncomfortable, I retreated to my office and shut the door.

*     *     *     *     *

I’d forgotten all about it by the next day though and was generally feeling pretty good about life. That was until Hannah walked into my office. She didn’t even knock, or apparently care that I was on the phone at the time. She just strode right in and sat down in the seat opposite me.

I glared at her as I finished up my phone call but it didn’t seem to phase her at all. I wasn’t going to be bullied by some millennial in her twenties though so I kept talking. Hannah crossed her arms, an action that pushed her chest up and out. I couldn’t help myself, my eyes wandering down to it before hurriedly moving back up to her face.

She had noticed of course and a sneer flickered across her face before being replaced by a look of angry determination. Despite her pink hair and pierced nose she was a very attractive girl. I found myself wondering if she was really a lesbian like Scott said, and then realized I’d completely lost track of my phone conversation. Ending it hurriedly I slammed the phone down, letting my anger show through a little. Hannah was not impressed.

“They’re still harassing Nicole.” She said. The simple words carried a clear implication that I needed to do something about this. I swallow a sighed.

“Who are doing what?” I asked.

“Those pigs down in the warehouse.” I don’t think Hannah could have imbued those words with more contempt. “Every time she has to go down there, they undress her with their eyes.”

“Did they touch her again?” I asked, if Scott had disobeyed my orders I was going to have to take action.

“No.” Hannah shook her head. “Just leering.”

“Look Hannah, they’re not touching her, they’re not saying anything to her, what do you want me to do?” I tried to appeal to her sense of reason. “I can’t put them in blindfolds!”

“It’s a hostile work environment!”

“Now, let’s not be hasty.” Those are words no manager ever wants to hear. “I spoke with them yesterday, I promise you they won’t touch her. But… Nicole needs to learn to be a little less sensitive. She’s an attractive woman, of course guys are going to glance at her. Particularly the way she dresses.”

I knew I’d made a mistake the second those words were out of my mouth. Hannah’s eyes hardened and her lips thinned with anger. I opened my mouth to backtrack, but she got there first.

“Figures you’d take their side. Guys are all the same. I’ve seen the way you look at women!”

“Enough.” I let my own anger show through, my voice getting louder. “I’m still your manager and you will show me basic courtesy.”

Hannah looked away either too angry to speak or worried what she would say if she did speak. I wasn’t sure which was worse, the girl was nothing but trouble. She pulled her arms tighter around her chest and I found myself staring at her breasts again. I wrenched my gaze away, that wasn’t going to help things right now.

There was a long and uncomfortable silence with neither of us willing to take back what had been said or to make things worse.

“You need to go and calm down.” I said finally. Hannah glared at me, her chin jutting out. I thought for a moment she was going to refuse, but she pushed the chair back and stood, glaring down at me.

“You’d think differently if you were on the receiving end.” Was her parting shot before she stalked from my office.

I leaned back in my chair, massaging my forehead as the beginnings of a headache formed. That girl was going to have to go, nice tits or not. I wanted my quiet life back. What did she even mean by that anyway, was it a threat?

Nicole and Hannah were in the break room at lunch again that afternoon. This time they weren’t giggling and laughing though. They were huddled together exchanging earnest whispers when I walked in. As soon as I entered the stopped talking and both women turned to stare at me. It was unnerving so I didn’t even stay to heat up my food, I just turned and left. I expected the continued hostility from Hannah, but was she turning Nicole against me too. Was she a lesbian? Was that what this was all about?

When Hannah stuck her head around my office door that afternoon, I braced myself for yet another confrontation.

“Okay I’m out of here.” Her smile seemed genuine, but I stared at her in confusion, it was barely one o’clock. “Remember I told you about my appointment?”

And she had of course it was just with all the hassles it had gone completely out of my mind.

“Nicole is out for her jog but she’ll be back in a bit. Is there anything you need before I go?” Perhaps she was feeling guilty for leaving early because she was being unusually helpful.

“Nah I’m good, see you tomorrow.” I returned her smile with one of my own. At least I’d get some peace and quiet for the rest of the day. “Leave the door open.”

I leaned back in my chair and watched Hannah depart. She didn’t have an ass like Nicole’s but it wasn’t bad to look at all the same. That wasn’t the reason I’d had her leave the door open though. I wanted to see Nicole when she got back from her jog.

I didn’t have to wait too long either  and damn in those tight running clothes her ass was to die for. I didn’t say anything to draw attention to myself, I just watched as she walked through the office, breathing hard, on her wait to the showers no doubt. The way the clothing clung to her tits and ass gave me an instant hard on. It would make great material for my  afternoon jerk off session.

Nicole paused at her desk for a moment, rummaging around looking for something. As she bent over the material of her shorts pulled tight against the cheeks of her ass. I held my breath, scared that I wouldn’t be able to stop a moan. I just stared, fixing the image in my mind. I was going to be revisiting a lot.

She didn’t stay like that for long sadly, standing up again and walking towards the restrooms. I remembered what she had said yesterday about guys sneaking in and stealing her panties. I couldn’t tell from looking at the shorts, but I guessed she was wearing some. What were they like I wondered?

It occurred to me that it would be really easy to sneak in and find out. There was no one else on this floor. The guys wouldn’t come up out of the warehouse. No one would know and I would have some of the hottest masturbation material ever. Maybe I could snap a quick photo with on my phone rather than relying on my memory.

My cock twitched at the thought of knowing what sort of panties Nicole wore. Every time I saw her from from then on it would give me a thrill. It was risky of course. I’d never thought of doing something like this before, but it would be so easy.

I know, I know. It’s wrong. But my cock didn’t care. Right at that moment it was rock hard and demanding to know what sort of panties Nicole wore. Were they plain old white things or did she wear sexy little thongs? I sat there for a moment longer as the desire built inside me and then, without making a conscious decisions, I was on my feet and moving.

It was safe enough. After all, I’m the manager, why shouldn’t I be wandering around the office? Who would question me. Even loitering in the hall near the restrooms really wasn’t that suspicious. I mean there was a water fountain right there. I took advantage of it, slurping down some water as I listened for the telltale sound of the shower running. If I went in too soon she would see me. I needed her to be in the shower for this to work.

The door creaked as I opened it and I winced, tensing in anticipation of discovery, there were no shouts or screams so I slid inside. My first thought was that the women’s restroom looked nicer than the men’s. A moment later I began to panic. This was crazy, she was bound to catch me. I looked around hurriedly, searching for her clothes. They were all neatly hanging up on the towel rack next to the shower. I would need to get much closer to see what I wanted to see.

I paused, the door still slightly open. The heat and steam of the shower hit my face and cool drier air wafted in from behind me. At the end of the restroom I could see movement through the opaque shower curtain. Nicole was in there and naked, only feet away from me.

The temptation was too great. Easing the door closed silently, I tiptoed forward. I could make out the outline of Nicole’s body now, though I couldn’t see any details. She hadn’t noticed my presence, and from her movements I guessed she was probably washing her hair. I paused again briefly, trying to picture her completely naked in there. But a growing sense of urgency urged me onward.

Her panties were hanging up along with the rest of her clothes. Black bikini panties. Tiny little things that only minutes earlier had been nestled right against her ass and pussy. I stared at them, my breathing shallow. I had just been going to take a photo, but with them right in front of me like this the temptation to take them grew.

She would know they were missing of course, but she would immediately blame Scott or one of his crew. It would cause some trouble, but I would have the panties. My hand trembled as I reached out to touch them. The material was soft against my fingers. I needed to have them. I needed to get back to my office.

With a jerky motion I tugged them off the towel rail and clutched them to my stomach, turning and moving as quietly as I could towards the door. Just then Nicole called out.

“Hannah, is that you?”

Panic flared in my brain. I wanted to run out of there, but that would alert Nicole that someone who didn’t belong was in the restroom. Instead I forced myself to stay silent and continue moving towards the door. My hand was on the handle of the door now, turning it slowly so it didn’t squeak.

“Who is it?” Nicole’s voice wavered a little her nervousness showing. I didn’t answer, pulling the door open ever so slowly. I was almost out.

I pulled the door wider and froze. Hannah was standing there, arms crossed below her chest and a look of sneering contempt on her face. I opened my mouth, but no sound came out. She arched an eyebrow as though challenging me to speak. Behind me the sound of the shower stopped. I was caught with nowhere to run or hide.

“I knew you’d try to steal them.” The contempt in Hannah’s voice was like a physical slap. “Couldn’t resist some material for your little jerk off sessions could you?”

I shook my head although denial was futile with Nicole’s panties clasped to my stomach. I glanced behind me and Nicole had stuck her head out from the shower curtain, keeping her naked body concealed from me. Her accusing stare was more than I could face.

“I hope it was worth it.” Hannah continued mercilessly. “Enjoy those panties tonight. We’re going to talk tomorrow. Oh and bring the panties back with you… washed.”

Then she pushed past me and into the restroom. I stumbled out into the cool air of the corridor, panties still clutched in my hands and the door swung shut behind me with a dismissive thud.

*     *     *     *     *

I didn’t sleep well that night. I spent the time in a mixture of fear and excitement. Every time I thought about what Nicole or Hannah might do, my heart started pounding like it would rip free of my chest. But then my mind would drift to thoughts of Nicole in her exercise clothes, in the shower, her black panties and I couldn’t help  myself. I would reach for them, wrap them around my aching cock and jerk until I came.

There was no escape. Hannah had seen me with Nicole’s panties in my hand. Nicole had seen me in the women’s restroom. If they wanted to they could easily have me fired. All I could do was turn up in the morning and beg for their mercy.

They were waiting for me in my office when I arrived. Hannah was sitting in my chair, her feet up on my desk, looking completely at home. She was wearing jeans I noticed, obviously no longer worried about what I would say. Nicole still looked professional at least in her tight skirt, but the expression on her face was stony. I hoped she hadn’t said anything to her husband.

“I’m really sorry about…” I began, trying to get my apology in first, but Hannah cut me right off. It figured she would be the spokeswoman.

“Nicole and I have discussed your behavior and what an appropriate punishment might be.” She said. Her expression was one of icy contempt but the fact we were having this conversation made me think there was a chance they weren’t going to report me or sue me.

“You need to learn what it feels like to be treated like a thing.” She continued. “To feel the object of the male gaze.”

I listened to her, brow furrowing. I didn’t dare interrupt her to ask questions but I also didn’t understand what she was saying. A punishment, yes, but what?

“Since you’re so fond of female clothes, Nicole has brought you a complete set to wear.” Hannah nodded towards Nicole who swiveled the guest chair around to show me the clothes in question.

I stared at them, mouth agape. They were unmistakably women’s clothes. Office clothes of the sort that Nicole so often wore.

“Once you’ve got used to wearing these.” Nicole said, speaking for the first time that morning. “You’re going to parade around the warehouse and see exactly what it’s like to have those pigs ogle you.”

“Y-you’re not serious.”

Hannah threw her head back and laughed at that, her shock of pink hair bouncing as she did so. Nicole didn’t seem nearly so amused. The look she gave me made my stomach sink. She was deadly serious.

“But… they’ll recognize me instantly.” I said, panic building. This would ruin me just as effectively as if they reported me.

“Then you’d better practice hard.” Nicole said. I’d never seen her so poised and confident before. “We’ll give you lessons.”

“Strip baby doll. Show me what you’ve got.” Hannah mocked me. I looked between the two women, hoping this was all some elaborate prank but they weren’t backing down.

Fingers trembling, I pulled my tie loose and tossed it aside then hurriedly unbuttoned and removed my shirt. Hannah whistled, clearly enjoying humiliating me. Nicole just watched, barely blinking. It was unsettling to strip under that sort of attention, but I kept going, removing my shoes, sock and pants then finally pulling down my boxers. Then I was standing naked, in my own office, in front of my employees.

“What do you think?” Hannah asked, glancing over at Nicole.

“At least he’s not fat.” Nicole’s eyes swept over my body assessing me like a side of beef. “He could use to build some more muscle though, he’s kind of scrawny.”

My cheeks flushed hot with shame to be critiqued in this way right to my face. How dare they treat me like this.

“I’ve seen worse.” Hannah conceded. “Most of the guys in the warehouse for a start. He’s going to need to shave though.” She then turned her attention back to me. “Come on then, wiggle into those panties. Give us a show babe!”

If possible I blushed even redder as I picked up Nicole’s black panties, the ones I had jerked off with just last night, and stepped into them. Hannah whistled as I bent over to pull them up, she was obviously enjoying this. Nicole stayed silent but she was watching intently.

The panties felt snug on me and I was acutely aware of my cock pressed against my stomach. Next I picked up the black bra, no doubt chosen to match these panties, and struggled to put it on. My efforts coaxed a smile of amusement out of Nicole.

“We’ll need to get something to stuff that with.” Was all she said though.

The stockings were even harder to put on and Hannah’s comment about shaving started to make more sense, the thin material kept catching as I worked it up my legs. After that came a tight fitting pencil skirt of the sort Nicole was fond of wearing. It always drew my attention to her ass, and I wondered how I looked in it. I put on the thin white blouse and noticed that you could clearly see the bra straps through it.

“The guys in the warehouse are always wondering about our underwear.” Hannah said by way of explanation. “Guess they won’t have to wonder about you. They’ll love it. Okay sit down, you’ll need help with this next bit.”

I sat back down in the chair, surprised at how easily and quickly I had ceded control to these two women. It wasn’t like I had much choice, but it was coming to me quite easily.

Nicole knelt down beside me and I found myself uncomfortably aware of her breasts as she leaned in close to apply first foundation and then various other forms of make up. My eyes flicked down to her cleavage and Hannah snorted.

“Still haven’t learned your lesson have you.” She said.

Nicole flushed a little bit, but didn’t stop what she was doing. Her hands applying layer after layer of makeup to my face and then finishing it off with lipstick. She sat back on her heels for a moment, studying me and then nodded in satisfaction.

“Here, put this on.” Hannah tossed me a wig.

Without a mirror, it was hard to position the wig correctly. By this point I was both scared and fascinated to know what I must look like. But the nearest mirror was in the restroom and I would have to leave my office for that.

“Not bad.” Hannah said. “What do you think?” This last was directed towards Nicole, not me.

“Passable.” Nicole said. “But they’ll recognize him.”

“Not if she’s wearing sunglasses.” Hannah said. “And not if they’re too busy staring at her ass. Slip into the shoes doll.”

The shoes that Nicole had picked out were stilletos and must have been two or more inches high. I could feel the tension in my calves as soon as I stepped into them and, felt myself wobble as I struggled to balance in them.

“It takes practice.” Nicole said. “Walk up and down for me.”

I obeyed her instructions, walking the length of my office in slow, uncertain steps.

“You need to put a little more wiggle in your stride.” Hannah said. “Unless you want the guys to recognize you?”

I shook my head.

“We need more space.” Nicole said suddenly. “Let’s go out to the main office.”

“No.” I said in horror.

“I don’t think she was asking babe.” Hannah said. “Wiggle your sexy ass out there now.”

I didn’t really have any choice, so I did as instructed walking slowly, but more smoothly out of my private office and into the more public area. I grabbed the sunglasses off the desk as I went, eager to hide my face just in case. As I walked past Hannah I felt her hand squeeze my ass cheek. I stiffened up and she giggle.

“You can tell she wants it.” Hannah said to Nicole who laughed.

“She does seem to be enjoying the attention. Look how she’s dressed. Now, let’s practice that walk again.”

*     *     *     *     *

They had me practicing all week long. Not all day of course, as Hannah put it they didn’t want to ruin the surprise for the guys. But I spent several hours each day dressed up in Nicole’s clothes, learning how to walk and how to stand.  At home each night I was expected to practice my makeup and everything else they had taught me.

They didn’t let me take the clothes home with me because I’d make a mess in them. The exception was Nicole’s panties. She said she didn’t want those back because she could imagine what I had done in them. I wanted to deny that, but we both knew it was true.

In fact I continued to jerk off with them, the only difference is that now I was wearing them rather than holding them. I hadn’t intended to, but that first night after I had shaved my legs just like Hannah had told me to, I had to try them on just to know how they would feel on my bare skin. And once they were pressed against my cock I just couldn’t help myself.

Each day it felt more and more natural to be dressed like this and to walk this way. I had thought at first that Hannah was jerking me around with the threat of walking through the warehouse, but it became increasingly clear that she was serious.

Where Nicole was just enjoying a little revenge for my behavior Hannah really seemed to be getting off on it. Her comments became increasingly crude, mimicking the sort of things that Scott and the boys had said to Nicole. Her hands constantly squeezed and slapped my ass, when I was dressed up and I found myself ejected from my own office which Hannah took over, ruling from it like a queen.

She had me fetching and carrying for her even when I wasn’t wearing women’s clothes. It became such a routine for me that I didn’t even protest when she slapped my ass when I was dressed normally. She did it right in front of Nicole who smiled in obvious amusement. At least she wasn’t doing that yet anyway.

No, it was clear that Hannah was absolutely going to humiliate me in front of my staff. So I threw myself into playing the part. I had to be so convincing that they wouldn’t recognize me, wouldn’t suspect for a second. The women both noticed my enthusiasm and took that as proof that I needed to be treated this way.

And they were right.

I found that more and more I was associating dressing up like a woman with sexual excitement. The moment I pulled on Nicole’s panties at night I got hard, and while I tried to restrain myself at work, I couldn’t hide my physical reaction to the stockings and panties.

The first time I got hard, Hannah just snorted and called me a slut. Nicole didn’t say a word. The second time though, it was Nicole who pointed it out, asking me if I needed a moment to myself. The humiliation was incredible but it didn’t diminish my hardon in any way. Before Nicole had always been so polite and almost subservient in front of me. Now, although she was still quiet, there was no doubt that she could order me around whenever she chose to.

I knew that in her eyes I was no longer a man, certainly not like her husband was. That I was just some weak pervert who got off dressing like a woman.

And then on Friday morning Hannah announced I was ready.

“You can practice at home over the weekend, but you’d better be here bright and early Monday morning. You’re ready to give the creeps in the warehouse a thrill. Maybe they’ll leave us alone for a while.” She said.

I felt my heart start thumping and my palms sweating. There was no escaping this, it was really going to happen.

*     *     *     *     *

The weekend shot by in a blur of sexual excitement and bowel loosening fear.  Before I knew it, Monday had arrived. I didn’t even think about staying home, instead I got to work earlier than usual, well before either Nicole or Hannah arrived. I had an overpowering need to get myself dressed and ready for my ordeal.

I had found myself increasingly identifying with this new female version of myself as the week progressed and if I was going to do this, I needed it to be me, not some costume that Hannah and Nicole put me in. By the time the two of them arrived I was fully dressed, complete with makeup and hair.

“Such an eager slut.” Was all that Hannah had to say on seeing me dressed. But Nicole gave me a querying glance.

I looked away unable to meet her gaze or answer the questions it contained. I couldn’t explain my behavior to myself, never mind to anyone else. When I looked up again she was still staring at me, but for the first time since she had seen me with her panties she didn’t seem angry.

“Are you ready?” She asked.

I could have played dumb, but we all knew what she was asking. It was time for me to walk through the warehouse. I just nodded.

“Nicole’s going to show you the warehouse.” Hannah said, sounding positively gleeful. “She will introduce you as a new part-time hire. Do you understand?”

I nodded again.

“Excellent. And remember, you let them do whatever they want. You need to learn what it’s really  like to be a woman.”

Nervous and trembling I stood and put on the sunglasses that were intended to protect my identity. I didn’t speak, I wasn’t sure I could. Nicole’s smile was oddly reassuring and she took my hand leading me towards the stairwell down to the warehouse.

I followed her, remembering to sway my hips as I walked, focusing my mind on the lessons both women had given me rather than thinking about what was about to happen.  The men in the warehouse stopped their activity the moment Nicole and I walked in. It felt like they were sharks sensing blood. I glanced at Nicole for encouragement and noticed the way her jaw muscles were tensing up. She was nervous too.

“This is the warehouse itself.” When she spoke her voice seemed almost too calm.

I pretended to listen to her. Nodding in the way I thought an eager new empoyee might. Out of the corner of my eye though I was watching the men, all of whom were moving closer to me. Primitive instincts urged me to run, to flee before I was surrounded by these predators.

Nicole lead me forward to show me more of the warehouse and I heard a whistle from someone. I glanced backwards. It was Harry, one of Scott’s favorites. He was staring quite blatantly at my ass and when he saw me looking he winked. I glanced over at Scott waiting for him to reign his men in, but he just chuckled.

“You won’t have to come down here very often.” Nicole said, but sometimes we need something.

“Who’s your friend Nicole?” Scott asked?

I was standing close enough to her to hear the intake of breath as her muscles tightened up.  She met his gaze calmly though.

“Wendy here is a new hire.” She said.  “She’s going to be working in the office part time.”

“I’d love a bit of time with her.” Harry muttered and his colleagues laughed. Again Scott did nothing. I felt my cheeks flush with shame and my heart sped up.

Scott stepped forward, standing right in front of both of us. Nicole took a slight step backward, clearly intimidated and I remembered that this man had groped her more than once. I wasn’t allowed to retreat though. Instead I just stood there as he openly leered at my body, his eyes roaming slowly over me.

“Nice.” He grunted. “So… come down here to see the real men at work?”

I shook my head, too terrified to speak. He would surely recognize me if I did that. Fortunately he didn’t care. He was enjoying exercising his power, not actually interested in what I had to say.

“We could do with an assistant of our own down here.” He said to Nicole and I noticed that his eyes lingered on her breasts as he spoke. “Maybe Wendy could spend some time with us?”

“Thats… not my decision.” Nicole clenched and unclenched her hand as she spoke to Scott. I got the distinct impression she was fighting the urge to run.

Scott looked back at me again and then pulling a pen from his pocket slowly and blatantly reached out and dropped it on the floor.

“Oops. Silly me.” He said. “Be a doll and pick that up.”

I remembered what Hannah had told me, that I had to do as I was instructed, so I bent down and picked it up. I realized immediately that with this tight skirt I was giving the guys a great view of my ass and sure enough there was an immediate round of whistles.

As I started to stand up I felt the palm of someone’s hand press against my butt  and squeeze. I tensed up but didn’t resist as Scott moved so close to me I could smell his sweat. His hand groping me.

“Very nice he said.” Talking to Nicole as though I wasn’t even present. “You need to bring this one down more often, yeah?”

Nicole nodded her head. “We need to go back upstairs.” She said. “He’s expecting us.”

I stayed where I was, Scott’s hand still on my ass, waiting for him to release me. For a moment I though he wasn’t going to. His hand strayed lower and I wondered if he would try to get under my skirt. My shoulders sagged in relief when he finally stepped away and allowed Nicole to lead me back upstairs.

Hannah was waiting for us in my office when we got back. She was behind my desk again with a self satisfied look on her face.

“How did it feel?” She asked.

I didn’t answer, I couldn’t speak. I was still trembling from the experience. Instead I let Nicole describe what had happened.

“Well, looks like we have an easy way to keep those pigs off you Nicole.” Hannah said after she had heard everything. “Besides I think we need to repeat this lesson for a while so it sticks. Don’t you Wendy?”

I nodded, feeling numb. I had been thinking that after this it was done, over. But of course it wasn’t. Hannah had got a taste of being in control and she wasn’t going to give that up any time soon.

“Besides. It looks like someone enjoyed being groped.” Hannah nodded at me.

Nicole glanced in the direction of Hannah’s nod and gasped. I looked down in surprise, realising suddenly that my cock was now so hard it was pushing out against the tight skirt.

“You really are a slut.” Hannah teased. “I guess we’ll have to find something to restrain that or the guys are going to figure out who you really are. What was it did it for you. Did you like the way Scott squeezed your ass, or do you just like guys staring at you?”

I couldn’t answer, I didn’t understand my own reaction. My cheeks flushed red with shame and I looked down at the floor, but I could feel the eyes of both women on me. Hannah obviously amused and Nicole questioning.

“This could be a problem.” Hannah said. “We can’t have your male urges getting the better of you. No more stealing Nicole’s panties.”

I kept my head down, wondering what she was cooking up in her devious mind.

“There’s only one solution. Each week after your walk someone will have to supervise you taking care of these urges so we know we’re safe.”

I looked up in confusion. What exactly did she mean by that. Hannah pointed towards the trashcan in the corner of the room, smirking.

“On you go. Jerk into it.”

This was the time to stand up for myself, to put an end to the blackmail and the humiliation. But I didn’t. Instead I walked over to the trashcan and knelt down next to it. While Hannah and Nicole both watched, I worked the tight skirt up my legs and then pulled my cock free of Nicole’s panties.

They were both staring directly at me, not giving me any privacy, but I didn’t care any more, I needed to do this. Taking my cock in my hand I began to stroke and squeeze it.

“Oh my god.” I heard Nicole say in a low voice.

“What did I tell you?” Hannah responded. “Guys are a slave to their urges. Find out what turns them on and you own them.”

“I didn’t think he’d go this far though.”

“Honey when that thing is hard he’ll do just about anything.”

Their words washed over me, little more than background noise. I was thinking about Nicole’s panties, about how good it felt to dress like this, about Scott’s hand pressing against my ass.

With a shudder and groan I came sending the first spurt of my cum straight into trashcan. Hannah laughed at that. Nicole didn’t say anything, but she continued to watch as I spurted again and again, draining myself at their command.

Afterwards I hurriedly pulled the clothes down to cover myself, feeling ashamed for my weakness. Nicole was still staring at me and I couldn’t tell what she was thinking. Hannah was leaning back in my chair, her pink hair and smirk mocking me.

“Very good.” She said. “Now maybe you’d better get changed? You have your daily meeting with Scott in fifteen minutes.”
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