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Author's Note

	I had a negative review of a book I warned was very dark - and why? Because it was dark. I'm not sure I understand that. Sure, mark me down if you think it isn't well-written. Mark me down if you think it was a bad book. Don't mark me down because you don't like the content, that's just subjective. If you don't like it, don't read it.

	This is a more traditional sissification, self-discovery type book. I enjoy writing these the most, because I see the possibility of applying some of this in real life. I hope you enjoy it.

	By the way, if there are typos in my books, please drop me an email and tell me where (iuliagslater@writeme.com). I don't really proofread my stuff because when it comes to smut-books like mine, you're kind of on a deadline otherwise you lose your place in Amazon. So I usually write, publish, and go back and fix later. I try not to have too many glaring errors, but you never know. Thanks.

	As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can't see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer's name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

	Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I recently started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater), though I'm not really a social media person. I just can't get into it, but feel free to add me and once in a while I try to post a picture of myself.

	Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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Prologue

	I hammered my finger on the mouse button, a clear sign that the frustration was getting to me. Every single time I opened a new recruitment site and found a decent job, it wasn't in my area. I had studied Event Management and Business Ethics, thinking that I would come out of college and walk straight into a job. I even put on successful events of my own as a music promoter, but the problem was, I lived in a dingy city, in a dingy country, where years of a populist government had all but destroyed the economy.

	What most people didn't understand about right-wing protectionist policies, was that we were no longer living in a society where everything could be made in country, and where people just survived on local staples. People wanted international cuisine, service previously reserved for the classes, and access to standards they had become accustomed to. Then some idiot starts scaremongering that immigrants are coming to take everything away, and uneducated people vote for populists and right-wingers. What happens then? Then the people who pull our vegetables, run the lowest elements of our supply chain, and provide us the service that keeps our economy running, leave. We break relationships with trading partners, and investment dries up. Suddenly, the government is bankrupt and because there are no companies hiring, there's no work, nothing.

	The government promised to reopen the steel works. They did! Only to find nobody was buying it. It was too expensive and the quality was not as good as the cheaper stuff.

	They promised to reopen the coal mines, but nobody buys coal anymore, except a few older consumers, but on an industrial scale? No way.

	Overall, the expected happened. The protectionist policies drove away foreign investment, existing corporations left, the supply chain dried up, and we were left with a huge debt and no work. Farms went bankrupt, because there was no export market; heavy industry fell apart completely, and the IT tech industry fell apart because anyone with a brain left the country in search of paid work elsewhere.

	So that left me, a former college student, sharing an apartment with my friend Jack, both of us working three jobs at minimum wage just to pay rent and afford basics. It sucked. I couldn't even afford to put parties on anymore because the one club which supported me went bankrupt.

	The new government was voted in to fix the issues, and I believed they could. Gone were the protectionist policies, skilled immigrants were being welcomed back in, and tax incentives were being offered for foreign investment. There was just one problem with that. My three jobs at minimum wage were all service industry jobs, meaning the immigrants who were being brought in would take those. In theory, that would free me up to go into a position more suited to my education, but those jobs just weren't available.. .yet.

	I was genuinely worried for my future, and whilst it would be easy for me to say I'd move back out to the country and with my parents, they too were suffering, after dad lost his job at a car factory that closed when the Japanese owners moved it to another country. They didn't need another mouth to feed.

	It was as I was out delivering food to a more affluent neighbourhood, that things began to look up. There was a family on my route who I had become quite friendly with. The husband, Mick, was a guy who ran a business outside of our country, and the wife, Janet, ran her own fashion house which started as a boutique little shop and had since become an internationally recognised brand.

	The couple and their kids were the last delivery on my route, and as usual, Janet struck up a friendly conversation with me. She was easy on the eye, even though she had over ten years on me, but still, she was very attractive, with smoky dark brown eyes, long sleek black hair, and soft dark brown skin. She tended to wear lacy black clothing, tight and stretchy over her toned body, her C-cup breasts straining to come out.

	It was as I was explaining that I was seeing more and more immigrants in the restaurants and coffee shops, that she paused and gave me a queer look. I realised she thought I was being xenophobic. "l think it's good because let's be honest, nobody wants to do that work, and it should kickstart our economy again, but my concern is that there isn't work in my field here. I might need to leave the country."

	She finally understood. "l see. What was it you studied again?"

	"Event Management and Business Ethics." I said.

	Without a word, she turned and retrieved her handbag from the sideboard.

	"Drop me an email and I'll setup a meeting. We're hiring for all sorts right now, so we might be able to find a position for you. Can't make any promises, but I'll try."

	"Really?" I gasped. "Wow! Yes! Yes, thank you!"

	The moment I arrived home, I sent her a copy of my CV and said I was open to chatting whenever, but I didn't expect to get an immediate response. Within minutes, she was forwarding my CV to three other people, with me in CC, explaining that I had been delivering to her house for some time and was now looking to progress my career. She sang praises of my work ethic and said she wanted the team to explore opportunities for me.

	The very next day, I received an invitation from Kathleen Hannigan, Head of HR, to come in for an informal chat, to talk about career prospects and ideas. Even though it read informal, I put on a shirt, suit and tie, and after confirming, I headed to the meeting.

	Kathleen was younger than I expected. Maybe just four or five years older than me. She was blonde, pretty, and had a bubbly personality, something you rarely saw these days in our country, where I felt everyone appeared depressed.

	We spent nearly a half-hour talking about life, college, my childhood, and my field, and the whole time she made plenty of notes. Then she explained something about the company, explaining that the house now had several departments, ranging from clothes, to handbags, shoes, menswear, lingerie, all sorts.

	"For me, the best fit for you would be the new Events and PR department which will be working on shows, fundraising events, charities, and galas." She said. "That's a department which is currently in design but doesn't yet have assigned budget. The problem here is that whilst Janet owns and runs the house as a majority shareholder, she does also answer to a board. Budget for this year has been allocated and there is no room for the Events and PR department."

	That sounded like good news which quickly became bad news. Essentially, she was telling me I'd need to hold on for some time. "Who handles that now?"

	"An external agency with whom we have a contract until March next year." She said. "The new department will have budget available from mid-January, giving them about two and a half months to get up to speed and transition from the old partner."

	"So... What you're saying is, there will be a position for me, but I need to wait six months?" I asked, beginning to feel dejected.

	"Sort of." She smiled. "Look, I've spoken to Janet and she's taken a shine to you, clearly. She basically asked me to find a role for you to keep you going until the new department is open. It may be a good thing, actually, because it means you'll get to know the business better, and get a head start once things kick off." Then she grimaced. "There's just one problem."

	Okay, this interview was a real rollercoaster of emotions. I had a job, I didn't, I did, and now there's a problem.

	She continued. "We have only one space available where you could start, and that is in Delicate Subject, our lingerie house. Sorting and packaging for shipment to stores."

	"l see." I said, but then I shrugged. A job was a job. "l don't mind."

	Kathleen visibly relaxed. "Oh, great, many men have a problem handling women's underwear."

	"I'm just glad to be working." I really wanted to find out the salary, because it had to cover at least two of my part-time jobs, otherwise, it was a waste of time. The problem was, whenever the subject of money needed to be discussed in any job, I felt nervous. "Erm...regarding, erm..."

	"Remuneration." She said, nodding. She then went on to explain the salary, benefits, and holiday time, discounts, and so forth. I was shocked, as it was more than enough to cover my rent without working a second job at all. "l think Janet will be a little disappointed not to have her favourite delivery driver, but she'll live." Kathleen joked.

	It sounded too good to be true, and I wondered if this was the salary for later, when I joined the new department. "Is this for now, or when the Events department opens?"

	"Oh, now. No, that will be a different budget for a far higher amount."

	My mouth dropped open. Could I seriously have found my way out of my financial mess? It seemed so, but seeing was believing, and I assumed there would be some sort of formal interview process. However, when I asked, I was told very clearly that there wasn't.

	"If you can start Monday, that would be great!" She said. "Janet seems to trust you, and we trust Janet."

	"You have a deal!" I said, my voice breaking as tears came to my eyes. "I'm sorry, I just...l never thought there would be someone so nice. I never thought I'd find a way out of this."

	She stood and then sat next to me, putting her arm around me. "Hey, Jason, it's fine. This country went to shit, we all know that, but good people like you deserve a chance to prove themselves. This company is modern, outgoing, and we like to hire the same. I think you'll like working here."

	"l think so too." I said.

	Once I'd dried my eyes and settled, Kathleen took me out to one of the huge warehouses where I'd be working. Sure, it was manual labour for now, but it was something, a start, and she told me the plan was to move me around, to get to know the business.

	The warehouse floor was ultra-modern, and very clean and bright. Rows of lingerie were divided into sections and women were busy folding and packing very cautiously. The atmosphere sounded as bright as the lights, with the women, young and old, chatting away like old friends as they worked.

	"Oh hello Kathy." One of the women said. "Is this the young lad we've been hearing about?"

	"Yes, this is Jason."

	The women stopped work and turned to look at me. Nobody seemed to judge that I was a man working in the lingerie section. "Ah, bless. Welcome love. First day Monday then?"

	"Er, yes, it is." I replied nervously.

	"Ah, well, we'll look after you. We don't bite." She said.

	"Unless you want us to." Said a younger woman on the other side of a rack, and the whole area descended into raucous laughter.

	"Now, now ladies," Warned Kathleen with a grin, "l don't want any sexual harassment cases."

	The woman who made the joke leaned around again. "Hear that Jason? No telling HR when we sexually harass you, okay?"

	"Deal." I laughed.

	I blushed and turned to look at Kathleen, who was rolling her eyes with a smile.

	"They're good ladies," she said, "just perpetually horny."

	"l mean, we do work around this sexy lingerie all the time." A woman said.

	After a bit of a tour, looking at the silky, satiny, lacy items, we turned to leave, but I stopped in front of a different section, lined with lace satin and lace-trim pink items. The full-cut brief, shorts, and bloomers, all looked so over-the-top and feminine, that I couldn't believe anyone wore such things. Kathleen caught me looking and gave me a smile.

	"We don't make those." She said. "Those are the only types of underwear made for us in China. We unpack them, then relabel and repack them. They're not made for women."

	I looked at her. "Not for women? They're probably the girliest things in here."

	"And yet, they're made for men. Namely, sissies. Some time ago, we had men reach out to ask for certain underwear in their sizes, so we made them. Then we noticed the searches morphed into things like bloomers, and so forth, so we did some research. If the price-point was too high, then the men wouldn't buy from us, they would just go on AliExpress and get them there. So, we sourced a better producer in China who could guarantee quality for a low cost. We then designed based on what we thought a sissy male wanted, and began selling them."

	"So a huge market then?" I asked.

	Again, that smile. "l think it could be bigger if men knew, but no, it accounts for about five percent of our annual sales from the lingerie division, but that's big enough not to ignore."

	We continued the tour, until we arrived at the CEO's office, and there was Janet, who stood and smiled once I walked in. "l guess I'm losing my favourite delivery driver?" She asked, her way of asking if I was taking the job.

	"Afraid so." I said.

	"Ah well, an excuse to eat less take-out food." She joked.

	"l guess you weren't ordering just to see me." I smiled.

	She gave me a coy look. "Mmm...you'd be surprised. A little eye-candy before bed does wonders for a marriage."

	As I felt the heat of a blush rising up my cheeks, Kathleen said that was her cue to leave before becoming a witness to potential legal action. Janet rolled her eyes and waved her hand dismissively at her head of HR. "She's a stickler for the rules, but honestly, I think she's the kinkiest one of us here." Janet laughed. "So, tell me, what do you think? I hope you weren't too disappointed by the role, but it was the best I could do at short notice." "Ah you kidding, Mrs Harrigan?"

	"Janet, please." She said.

	"Janet," I said, blushing again nervously. "This is going to change my life. I won't need to work three jobs anymore. You've saved me."

	"Well, just show the same work ethic as you have done all this time, and you'll be climbing up the ladder in no time. The Events department should be a way for us to move our lines forward. I don't like using the agency we have, I don't think they fully understand what we do, but there is a board member who has a friend there, so it's been a little difficult. Next year, it'll be better."

	We talked for another half-hour about life. She knew a lot about me already as we talked a lot when I delivered, but with the new role, I was glad to speak freely to my new boss. She explained about how she tried to keep things relaxed, that Kathleen joked about lawsuits and such, but there hadn't ever been any complaints. "l always tell everyone, there'll be no abuse of power; no using sex to get promoted.

	There will be no doing anything without consent. You'll see the contract on Monday, but you'll get a questionnaire about certain types of behaviour and how you see things. There are no wrong answers, rather a view for us to see how to treat you."

	"Treat me how?" I asked, confused.

	She grinned and leaned back. "Look, I don't want to have to deal with complaints just because someone spanks someone as a joke. But I also know that everyone sees sexual harassment differently. Our country just went through a horrible right-wing experience which ripped our country apart, and one of the complaints from that bunch was the fact that people were too quick to scream sexual harassment because of a joke. So I said, we won't deal with it that way, we'll find out what are everyone's limits and make it clear that they will never be crossed. A mistake once, fine; twice, and instant dismissal. Something more serious? Dismissal and a potential legal problem."

	"Wow." I said. "Like, I guess if someone spanks me as a joke, I don't really care, but how do you know..."

	"Nobody has signed anything to say they have a problem with sexual innuendo, and there is a general agreement that if someone says stop, then there are to be zero repercussions."

	"That's good." I nodded. "Very good."

	"l think so." She smiled. "As to the stock, if you take any home with you, please scan it out so we have a clear inventory and not have to worry about missing stock. Also, we don't mind a few items from the lingerie section going with you, but if it becomes too much, then we will need to deduct it from your pay. As to the dresses and skirts, handbags and such, obviously, those are only from the factory shop at discount."

	I swallowed my saliva. "l don't wear women's lingerie." I said softly.

	The grin that appeared on her face told me I'd misunderstood. "No silly, I meant for a girlfriend or family."

	"Oh... I don't have a girlfriend." I said.

	"Well, we usually have a nice stock of the sissy stuff, if you fancy experimenting?"

	She smirked seductively.

	Once again, I blushed. "I'm not sure..." I mumbled, too scared to say, no way!

	"Don't knock it till you try it." She laughed.

	I left the building with a spring in my step, and the feeling that finally things were going my way. But the further I walked from the building, the more I had a strange feeling about the role and the company. Never had I imagined a business so sexually liberated. I had once read online about a company where the CEO gave employees masturbation breaks, but I couldn't imagine myself ever working for such a company; but clearly, Janet wanted a free environment. There was nothing wrong with that, of course, but still, I had a nagging feeling in my bones, not necessarily bad, just a little feeling that my life would change and not how I would expect.

	 

	 

	 


One

	Jack was jealous of my luck. Whilst he hadn't had to take additional work to afford his part of the rent, he did work for an overseas corporation behemoth which micro-managed his workload and most aspects of his life. Sure, he worked from home, that sounded good on paper, but he worked twelve-hour days and was paid significantly less than his colleagues in the United States. He had once tried to tell his boss that he was signing off early (read, just an hour over his allotted daily time), and his boss simply replied, "If you think you've done enough then..."

	Over the weekend, I researched more about the company, and that in turn led me to find out about the sissy stuff. I simply couldn't believe there was such a demand for that sort of over-the-top lingerie, but sure enough, the more I read, the more I realised that there was not only demand, but that demand appeared to be growing.

	I talked to Jack about it, and he said he knew about it, and had read some erotica that featured it. "Why are you reading sissy porn?" I asked, confused.

	"Cause it's hot." He shrugged. Jack really didn't care what people thought, most of the time. "It usually features a wife who submits to other guys and then gets railed. The sissy is kind of a side element."

	"Oh...cuckolding? Is that what it's called?" I'd read about this. I think it was a Ladbible article or Vice. Not sure now.

	"Yep. I like to imagine myself as the bull." He smiled.

	Interesting. Perhaps reading erotica would help me to understand it a little better. So, I downloaded several books on Kindle, reading what I could about sissification. Of course, whilst he had looked at cuckolding books, I had searched sissification, and that led to primarily books about sissies, trannies and their forced feminisation. Dominant women turning their men into slaves in dresses. I'm not going to lie, the idea of a powerful woman taking charge turned me on, even if I couldn't imagine myself in sissy lingerie.

	I tried to put the idea out of my mind on Sunday night, as my nerves around starting a new job took over. The usual thoughts entered my head. What if I suck? What if I lose the job, right after giving up the three I had? What if everyone hates me? What if?

	As I arrived for the first day, I was met at the gate by Tamara. She was the younger woman who made the jokes on the line on Friday. She was sort of cute, a rounder bum, large breasts, small frame, and very thick, blow-dried bleached blonde curly hair. She constantly chewed gum and came across a little trashy, but given the pink uniform-dress she had on, it was hard to tell if she really was.

	"We all have to wear these uniforms, but given that you're a guy, we've ordered overalls. They arrive on Wednesday, so you have a choice. You can wear your own clothes and put a plastic clean-coat over it, or you can borrow one of the Tyvek overalls from manufacturing, if they let you. You'll need to go to the other side of campus to ask, which is a ten-minute walk" She explained. "Or, you can wear the dress." She smiled.

	The dress was baby pink, made out of some sort of thin nylon. It was completely plain, like a long t-shirt down to below the knees. "Where can I get the clean-coat?"

	"Innovation should have some. I'll take you there, we need to go to front desk for your ID and the contract anyway." She said, walking me towards the main building.

	"So, how are you feeling?"

	"Nervous." I replied. "First day and all..."

	"Don't be." She smiled. "We'll look after you, get you properly trained up. We're like a family in there, so no matter what, we'll have your back."

	"That's really nice, thanks."

	We arrived at front-desk where Kathleen was stood waiting. She greeted me with a smile and made small-talk about how I felt and so forth. Next, I was presented with the contract, which I scanned briefly before signing, and then I had an HR questionnaire to fill out. It covered everything from birthday celebrations, living conditions, wellness and happiness questions, medical conditions, right down to sexual preferences should I choose to answer, questions about my type of personality, and finally, openness to social interactions, feelings about physical contact and so forth. I answered based on my feelings, rather than what I thought the company wanted to hear, basically telling them that as long as I didn't feel deliberately bullied, I didn't care.

	I was then handed my ID card and Kathleen bid me farewell.

	Tamara led me to the Innovation department and asked if they could spare a clean-coat, to which I was given an apologetic, no. "We have a site visit from a customer coming in tomorrow, and we're short as it is. Sorry!" I was told.

	"No worries." I replied.

	Shrugging, Tamara said, "Okay, then go get a Tyvek one from manufacturing." 

	I waved it off. "Fuck it. I'll just wear the dress." I told her, earning a huge smiled from her. "Yeah, I can put it on over my clothes." I shrugged.

	"Good idea."

	Nobody questioned me showing up in jeans with a long dress over it. I was just taken to a spot and shown how to properly fold each item of lingerie, in order not to damage it in shipping. Then each item was bundled into a special plastic sealed bag; a barcode scanned, and a sticker printed, before the item was placed in a box. "Each box has a destination. It might be to an online distributor, or to a retailer." Tamara explained.

	"What about the ones that go into those plastic crates?" I asked, pointing at someone in the distance loading into crates.

	"That's for our online shop. We load the crates, then place the full crates on the conveyor. They move to the online DC."

	"Distribution centre. Robots pick the crates up, read the RFID tag, and move them to the appropriate shelf."

	As she said that, I watched a lady on the sissy clothes area load up a black crate, then push it onto a moving conveyor which sped it off at high-speed. I felt a buzz at that moment, and I wondered if I would get the chance to work the sissy lingerie area.

	My first day was spent learning, though I did get the chance to try things myself, to show I knew what I was doing. Tamara was impressed enough to say I didn't need to worry, that I was a natural, and that gave me the confidence boost I needed to know I'd be coming back the following day.

	On Wednesday, the overalls arrived. They were the same pink as everyone else's dresses, and if anything, they felt more feminine than the dresses. There was something effeminate about them, the way they pinched in at the waist, and flared at the top. And yet, the package from Dickies did say they were menswear. It had to have been the colour playing tricks with my mind.

	Honestly though, the dress was more comfortable. It was easier to go to the toilet, and quite frankly, I felt less sweaty underneath it. The first couple of days of wearing the overalls, I felt obligated to wear them, given they had been ordered especially for me, but by Friday, I was quite sick of them.

	"Do you think anyone would mind if I went back to the dresses?" I asked the others, but they all waved it off.

	"So long as you have your normal clothes covered, it isn't an issue. We just don't want contaminants." Tamara explained.

	That evening, after my shift ended, I spied the sissy lingerie section which was no longer manned. I licked my lips and wondered, thinking about the lingerie, wondering what it actually felt like.

	"If I wanted to take some lingerie," I said, leaning around my station to look at Tamara, "how do I do that?" I hoped she just took the message and told me, rather than asking questions, but of course, I wasn't that lucky.

	"For whom?" She asked.

	"Girlfriend," I replied on instinct.

	She gave me a queer look. "l thought you don't have a girlfriend?"

	I felt my forehead begin to heat up. "Well, not a girlfriend, more like a girlfriend. A friend who is a girl."

	"Oh." She mouthed but didn't say. The writing was on the wall. She grinned.

	"Well, if you know that girlfriend's size, then you find it, bag it, scan it, then scan your ID. It's assigned to you. If it is in a category which has a lower cost associated, then it's free. Expensive stuff is at discounted cost."

	"Thanks." I said, thinking that was that.

	As I was packing up my workstation and Tamara was walking out, she stopped and turned. "The sissy stuff is free." She grinned.

	"l...it..."

	"It's fine, honey. Go nuts. Have a good weekend." And with that, she left.

	In that huge hall, there were still twenty or so women working the new shift, but on this side, it was empty because the new shift would arrive in about a half-hour. I decided that if there was ever a chance to scan something out, it was now.

	I ran over to the sissy underwear station and grabbed the nearest thing. They were pink satin with large white polka dots, trimmed with thick frilly white lace around the leg openings. At first, I thought they looked like boxer shorts, but then I realised the elastic around the leg openings made them tight around the legs. I bagged them as fast as I could, then pressed the employee purchase button on the scanner, and then scanned my tag. A sticker printed, and on the screen, I saw, 'Purchase: Sissy Pink Polka Dot Pantaloons, S. Employee: Jason Marsh. Cost: 0.00.'

	I grabbed the bag, running to my changing room and opening my locker, throwing the lingerie into my backpack, before pulling off my dress.

	Once I was home, I said hello to Jack who was on a conference call, and then ran into my room, slamming the door shut and locking it. With trembling hands, I stripped off my clothes and pulled the panties out of the backpack, peeling open the plastic bag and holding up the silky satiny panties. They were just so much, so feminine that I couldn't even imagine a woman wearing them, but they interested me, made me wonder why men did it, what they felt doing it.

	I pulled the satin material up my legs, feeling the elastic and lace pull on my leg hair, and strangely, it bothered me a lot and I thought that this couldn't be as comfortable as I imagined it being. But then I felt the material cupping my balls, the constrictive softness of the lace and elastic around the legs, the airiness of the material as it rippled on my backside, and just as suddenly, my dick began to stiffen, ever so slightly.

	As I stood to look in the mirror, something overcame me; a sense of deep weakness that should have scared me, but instead, it turned me on. I felt cold, even though my room was warm, and my dick was now rock hard. I ran my hand along the material covering the four and a half-inch shaft, and I let out a gasp of excitement. It wasn't just the material that turned me on, it was the ridiculousness of how I looked, the thought of what people would think of me if they ever saw me.

	My curtains were closed, but I kind of wished they were open, so my neighbour could see what a disgusting sissy I was. And the moment I thought that, I felt my cock jolt, and had a dire need to cum.

	Laying back on the bed, but with my eyes still on the long cupboard mirror, I began rubbing myself, not like a man, but like a woman. Two fingers tracing up and down my shaft, then deeper, to my balls, and below them. When I rubbed below, towards my anus, a sting of excitement coursed through my body. I let out a gasp and a low moan.

	There was a knock on my door. "Dude, my call is done. Wanna play NHL and order a pizza?"

	I bit my lower lip, trying not to let out another moan. "Er, I was just going to make a soup." I said. "l don't get paid for another three weeks."

	"I'm buying." He said. "l want pizza, and it doesn't make sense to order one just for me."

	"Well, erm, sure, thanks man!"

	"Cool, I'll order it now."

	I heard him walk away. He was a bloke, so he knew not to hang around a man's locked door for too long; there were rules. And you certainly never asked what someone was up to or when they were coming out.

	I wanked off as fast as I could, before cleaning up, and then pulling the jeans on over the panties. Part of me felt dirty after climaxing, wanted to take them off, but I stayed strong, forced myself to keep this pleasure.

	After ensuring my jeans were pulled up high enough that the panties wouldn't be seen, I unlocked the door and joined my friend who was waiting with a controller and a beer. Whilst we played, we talked about plans for the night, the idea of hitting a club, but I was so low on funds, I made it clear that for the time being, I would be staying home. Jack was a good guy, he understood.

	Whilst we ate pizza, we watched a show on Netflix, before he decided to go out and see if he could pull a girl and I headed to bed to read more sissy erotica, and doing so in my new sissy panties made it that much more exciting. However, something still bothered me, and that was the feeling when I pulled the panties up.

	The hair was a problem. Looking in the mirror, seeing all that black hair, that was an issue for me. So, I decided to take a safety razor, run a hot bath, and then shave it all off.

	Shaving the front of the legs, not a problem. Shaving the back of your thighs and your arse, a fucking nightmare. On top of that, once I got done with that, I felt like I had to do the rest, so off went all my pubic hair, chest hair, armpits, and back, which again, was a nightmare. In the end, I filled the drain with hair which I tried to clean up, but still left and awful mess, which meant finding an old chopstick and pushing the hair further into the drain. I know, it sounds like a problem from American Pie or something, but in that moment, all that was going through my head was, 'What is Jack sees this?'

	When I finally put my panties back on, it was a completely different feeling. The touch of the lace along my smooth legs felt like a gently breeze moving up. It was sheer heaven and it made my cock spring to life.

	Given I was alone in the apartment, I ran in just the panties to my room, the thrill that I might get caught turning me on more, to the point that I dumped my male clothes on the floor and walked around the apartment, around the kitchen, swinging my hips playfully, imagining being a sissy cleaner. Then, I flopped onto the sofa, shared my phone screen to the TV, and played sissy porn of a dominatrix pegging a sissy in a ruffled pink sissy maid dress, as I masturbated.

	I then cleaned up, moved to my room, curled up under the blanket and fell asleep.

	It was gone two in the morning when I heard the door open and Jack arrive home. Clearly, he'd had a few too many, because he was trying hard to be quiet, but so hard that he made a tonne of noise, banging into things, shushing the table. Then he turned the television on, leaving the volume too high. And that's when I realised my mistake.

	"Yes sissy! Take my fucking dick, you disgusting fag!" I heard the dominatrix scream.

	Immediately, I grabbed my phone to see that it was still connected to the Apple TV device in the living room. I scrambled to disconnect it, but the damage was done. He had seen that I was into sissy porn. I felt the heat of embarrassment hit my face. How was I going to be able to handle this in the morning?

	And yet, the knowledge that my best friend knew my secret turned me on. My dick was hard and already I was rubbing myself through the panties. In my mind, I pictured him walk in to my room to ask what the hell I was watching, to find me there in panties, wanking, and then to join me in bed, to tell me I was his to control, or else he would tell everyone that I was a sissy. I wasn't gay, I never had a gay thought in my life, but the idea of being caught, being forced, that turned me on.

	I through back the covers, waiting to see the door open, to see Jack confront me about my choice of porn. I was cold, shivering, excited, but nothing happened. The room next door was silent. I came, and instead of feeling good, I felt stupid.

	It took me nearly an hour to fall back asleep, but once I did, my dreams were filled with thought of satin and lace. This new job was doing something to me, and

	I was beginning to wonder if I would ever be the same because of it.

	 

	 


Two

	The following week went pretty much the same, except for a couple of things. On Wednesday, for example, Janet came by to see me to ask how I was settling in, if everyone was being nice, and so forth. I let her know it was all great, which she was happy about. It was clear that she had been asking because she said that she'd heard I was doing well.

	"By the way," She said, looking me up and down. "Really glad you decided to stick with the dress rather than the overalls."

	"The overalls were uncomfortable." I told her.

	She grinned and said that the dress would be more comfortable without the jeans. "Give it a thought. I think we'd all love to see those lovely legs exposed." She said with a wink, before spanking my bum playfully, and walking off.

	I had completely forgotten about the freedom around touching and such, and getting spanked by my boss like that sent a thrill through my body for two reasons. One, she was hot, and two, I was wearing the panties that day, as they were freshly laundered.

	The second thing was exactly that; the touching. The girls in the warehouse were very sexual in their humour, but they never flirted with each other, or spanked each other. However, after seeing Janet spank me, the others took it to mean I was fair game. What began as playful spanking turned into the occasional pinch of the bum, and then rather erotic joke-dancing at one point.

	I was always too nervous to return the favour, but by Friday, I really wanted to test the water to see if the playfulness went both ways. If it didn't, I'd be pissed off. So, once, when I was passing Tamara, I pinched her backside a little. She whooped, span around laughing, and chased me making pinching motions at me, as the others laughed. The good news was, she'd taken it for what it was, just horseplay. That made me feel better.

	Then in the afternoon, as I was packing up, Tamara leaned around and smiled at me. "Gonna take some more stuff for your girlfriend?" She giggled.

	"Erm, I wasn't planning too." I mumbled.

	"There are some nice bralettes, maybe a sexy nightie?" She sang.

	"Um, thanks." I didn't know what to say.

	When she left the building, I ran over to the sissy section, and once again grabbed some items. This time, I packed and scanned a couple more satin and lace panties, pink briefs, a matching satin bralette, and a matching babydoll nightie. I scanned it all out, and then ran for the lockers where I had hoped to stuff it in my backpack.

	"Show me." Tamara said as she stood by my locker. "Don't be shy! I won't tell anyone!" She said, grabbing the items out of my hands to look. I was mortified. "Very cute. Don't worry, I won't tell anyone, I think it's great."

	"Really?" I asked, surprised.

	"Yes! Fuck, more men need to get in touch with their feminine side. And if you are comfortable, good for you." She smiled. But the smile was short-lived. "l...I used to be an SPX voter. I believe the whole anti-trans rhetoric, and the hate speech. I'm not even sure why, l...it didn't even affect me. It was none of my business. Anyway, I'm sorry. I'm sorry for the mess I caused. I'm sorry for being part responsible for this mess. We fucked up. We..."

	"Tamara, stop." I said, before the woman started crying. "You couldn't have known. We didn't know the Russians were manipulating everything. We didn't know what we know now, that this was all reinforced by them. We didn't even know the Russian bombing of Syria was their way of destabilising Europe. We didn't know they caused the immigration crisis on purpose. We didn't know that they paid that guy Erron Branks to cause Brexit to destabilise the EU."

	"Yeah, but you did. All those that told us what to expect, if we had listened. When I saw the statistics, that people with an education got it right, and people who left school early got it wrong, I felt so stupid. I couldn't believe I was so easily manipulated, when all I could have done was just looked, asked, checked more places than the pages paid by Putin. I felt stupid."

	I sighed. "That's not your fault. It's a fault of every government who failed you before then. But..." I looked at the panties. "Look, Tamara, I don't understand this. I don't understand why I like this because I never have in the past. But something just makes me feel good and I want to explore it."

	Once again, a smile returned to the short woman's face, a smile which became a smirk. "Want company for tonight?" She asked.

	"Really?" I asked, surprised.

	She shrugged, again looking a little uncertain. "If you want?"

	"l do want." I said with a grin.

	"Come on then..." She paused, then leaned close to my ear. "...sissy."

	"Should I say, yes Mistress?" I whispered.

	"Oh...you do know how to make a girl wet." She whispered back.

	When we made it back to my apartment, we didn't hesitate. I stripped down, put on the nightie and some panties, as she took off all her clothes with a giggle. Whilst she was curved in all the right places, I found she was firm, clearly she exercised. Her huge round boobs hung firm, the nipples pointing out causing the breasts to look like two large ski-jumps. I wasted no time in pulling them into my mouth, again causing her to laugh as we fell on the bed.

	I kept the bloomers on as I pulled my erection out and pushed it into her pussy. She had a trimmed bush, but not shaven. It was actually the first time I was fucking a girl who wasn't shaven, but at least she took care of it. The other thing was, she was really vocal, moaning and shouting expletives. Part of me didn't want to believe I was such a sex god, but every touch or movement I made sent her into fits. It was only after that I discovered that she suffered from sexual hypersensitivity, so it was really easy to bring her off.

	When we fucked, she fingered me. She didn't ask, nor did l. It wasn't that I was in lingerie, it was just something she enjoyed doing. Apparently, even in her most right-wing moments, she enjoyed pegging. "You'd be surprised how many so-called manly men enjoy pegging." She laughed. We didn't have a dildo, so no pegging for me, but it did get me interested, and we promised to try it together one day.

	I didn't join Janet's company expecting to find a partner, and honestly, I kind of thought Janet was a little out of my league, for two reasons. One, she was facially attractive. Two, I thought she was trashy in the way that she thought she was better than some geeky twat. I was mistaken on both counts. Naked, she had a great body. And, she'd been through her fair share of misadventures with so-called alphas to realise that she didn't want the abuse anymore.

	We fucked four times, then held each other. "Is this just..." I began.

	"No." She said quickly. "l like you. I've liked you since you walked in. Can I call you my boyfriend?"

	"Fuck! Yes! Yes please!"

	Again, that cheeky giggle. "Holy shit, who'd've thought it. Janet might be pissed though."

	That confused me. Janet was a married woman, with kids, and the boss of the company. Why would she be pissed that I was dating Janet. Then I thought I had it.

	"Oh, aren't we supposed to date?"

	"No stupid." She laughed. "She said she wants to fuck you."

	I bolted upright. "WHAT?" I screeched.

	"She told Kathleen to hire you because she fancied you and wanted to find a way to get you into bed." She laughed. "l don't mind though. I'm happy to share if she is."

	"What the actual fuck?" I cried out. "Please tell me you're joking."

	"Sorry. It's the truth. But I wouldn't worry. She won't fire you."

	But I didn't believe her. I began having a panic attack. I'd given up everything for this job, and now I find out the only reason I was hired was because my boss, my fucking stunning, supermodel boss, has a crush on me? I was fucked. I knew I was fucked. There was no good way out of this.

	Just as I began to panic, Tamara seemed to suspect I was spiralling, and quickly grabbed my hand, placing it on her huge boob. She then began to explain that I really had nothing to worry about, that Janet wouldn't fire me, and even if worst came to the worst, there was always a way around it.

	"How?" I asked.

	"You just fuck her?" She shrugged.

	"You won't mind?"

	She let out a huge laugh. "We literally just started dating, and she is married. I think I'll cope."

	Still, it wasn't losing my job that worried me so much, but rather the fact that I might end up losing the PR opportunity and setting my career back somewhat. I decided there was no way out of this, I would have to just take it as it came.

	Later that evening, Tamara said she was hungry. Until I could afford takeout again, I was buying essentials and cooking for myself, and yet I felt embarrassed to admit that I was really poor, even though I knew she couldn't have been much better off. So, I told her that I really wanted to cook for her, and rather than wonder why I didn't just order for them, she thought my offer was very romantic.

	It's funny, but one of the most romantic dishes you can make for a girl, is also one of the simplest. Spaghetti Aglio Olio is a simple dish made up of garlic, parsley, parmesan, a little chilli, and olive oil. Let me tell you something, cook that for a girl and she'll drop her knickers for you, works every time.

	As we ate, Jack joined us. I was wearing the sissy knickers under my sweatpants, and for some reason, that made Tamara blush, a secret which gave her tremendous power. When Jack saw Tamara, his eyes widened and he gave me a look which suggested I was batting well above my grade. Yeah, that made me feel good. "What would he say if he found out you were a sissy?" She asked me later.

	"I'm not a sissy." I protested.

	"Yes you are. What would he say?"

	I frowned, knowing that it was very hard to argue with her when I was sat there in frilly lingerie. "l don't know. I guess he'd say he doesn't care, but I think it would hurt our friendship. I don't know."

	"l think you worry too much." She chuckled. "Now, time for you to give me an orgasm. Um...with your tongue."

	Tamara spent the night with me, but we did very little sleeping. The following morning though, she said she needed to go, as she needed to visit her grandmother.

	When she left, I was bombarded with questions from Jack, demanding to know how the sex was, how it all started and so forth. I needed to be selective with my information, because of how it was with the lingerie.

	"Doesn't it bother you?" He asked.

	"Doesn't what bother me?"

	"Being around women's underwear all day. Doesn't it turn you on?"

	I gulped, staring at him, wondering what he was talking about. Did he enjoy women's lingerie.

	The silence extended, so he clarified. "You know? Picturing it on all the sexy women?"

	"Oh!" I gasped. "Huh, yeah." I admitted. "But, a job's a job, you know?"

	"Yeah, course. Just, I don't know if I could stand it," his voice softened. "You know? Being around all that silky, lacy underwear." He seemed to drift off a little which gave me pause. Did Jack have a lingerie fetish? I mean, he admitted to looking at cuckold porn; did that also extend to sissy porn?

	We didn't do much that day. I worked out a little in my room, went for a walk, but other than that, we gamed most of the day. However, around five in the afternoon, after a mid-day nap, I decided to keep the pink satin sissy bloomers on, pulling my sweatpants over them. The conversation I had with Jack earlier played on my mind, and for some reason, I wanted to test him; I wanted to be caught.

	As we gamed, I took the opportunity to lean forward, to shuffle a little, so that a little of the pink satin was visible. He didn't look in my direction, so never said anything. My vague attempts to get him to see the knickers went in vain, and I was about to give up, when he stood to take a glass back to the kitchen, just as I leaned forward to grab a crisp. I hadn't noticed that he was frozen in place behind me, and when I turned to him, I caught him staring.

	When he realised that I saw him, he shook his head as if to clear it, and walked away. He must've seen. And yet, after he returned from the kitchen, we continued playing as if nothing had happened. In fact, we laughed and joked and I genuinely felt like nothing had changed, so perhaps he hadn't seen.

	I went to bed that night, slipped on my sissy nightie, and wanked thinking about Tamara. However, somehow, my mind switched. I began imagining Jack opening the door, telling me he saw my sissy panties, and that he was going to make me his bitch. I begged no, I tried to get him to stop, but I was weak, I couldn't stop him pushing himself inside me, until I moaned, going from no to yes!

	The moment I came, I felt disgusting. I scrambled to get the lingerie off me; I even bundled the other stuff up too, pushing it into a plastic bag, determined the throw it all away the next morning. What the fuck was I doing? I wasn't gay, and this wasn't me! I needed to sort myself out, stop all this stupidity. Tamara would understand.

	 

	 

	 


Three

	The panties felt good under my jeans. It was Monday morning, and of course, everything that was in that plastic bag went back in my drawer, having calmed down and realising it was just fabric, who cares? I had a girlfriend now, a girlfriend who liked the kinky side of me, one bizarre wanking experience wasn't going to change that.

	Tamara didn't hide the fact that we were an item, kissing me, feeling me up and playing at work. The others were a bit pissed because it meant they'd need to behave around me, but Tamara told them that nothing changed and that they should feel free to be flirty and playful as they always were.

	With Tamara and I dating, my first month at work flew by. During that time, my sissy lingerie collection grew to the point that I now had three full chests of drawers full of the stuff. I was a little concerned that I was taking too much, so Tamara signed some out on her ID, and her best friend Patti signed some out for me too. Yes, Tamara told Patti everything, but Patti promised not to mention it to anyone else.

	I no longer wore male underwear. That part of me was gone, for good. It was quite a bizarre and yet enlightening feeling to know that I would be wearing pretty, lacy satin underwear from now on.

	At home, the underwear became such a regular thing, that I'd given up trying to hide it. There were definitely moments where I knew Jack must have seen it peeking from my trousers, but he never said anything, and not once did it change our friendship, so I just accepted the fact that he was cool.

	Eventually, my first month came around, and I received my first salary. That was when I realised that my little purchases were not so anonymous. Alongside the pay slip was an itemised breakdown of each item I scanned out, with the word sissy plastered as a list going down. Still, I had to assume this was some sort of automated export and nobody was really checking it, as I hadn't gone over my quota.

	On the final day of the month, I was called up to see Janet, where she asked me how my first month had gone and if I enjoyed the job and so forth. I said I loved the job, and was grateful for the opportunity. "You're doing great, by the way." She told me. "I'm told your productivity is super-high and you get on great with everyone, but it doesn't surprise me." Then she smiled. "And I hear you are Tamara are dating!

	Congratulations!"

	I began blushing. "Erm, yeah, sorry."

	She tilted her head. "Why sorry?"

	"Oh, no, no reason."

	It clicked and suddenly she was giggling. "Oh, you heard I had a bit of a crush? Sorry, yeah, well, doesn't mean anything."

	"It's okay. It's nice to be noticed. Anyway, Tamara is cool with sharing." I said, immediately regretting it and apologising, but Janet was smiling again.

	"Oh is she?" She asked slowly, and then she stood and walked over to her office door, flicking the lock. "Tell you what. Why don't you show me your pretty sissy panties?"

	"My...my..." I stuttered, shocked that she knew, but she was the owner, why wouldn't she?

	"You think I didn't see the report? Not just yours by the way. I think it's wonderful. So, go on. Show me."

	I stood, hands trembling as I lowered my jeans, then I hiked up the plain pink dress to show her the thick pink satin ruched backside panties, overlaid with an attached hot-pink little lace skirt. She walked over and gently ran her hand along the panties, cupping my backside, before cupping my crotch and massaging as she stared into my eyes. Then, as my cock grew, she leaned forward and kissed me, her hand never leaving my crotch.

	"l want you to fuck me." She whispered in my ear. "If you want to that is?"

	"l do." I whispered back, barely able to speak.

	"Then bend me over that desk and do me!"

	It would have been a strange view for anyone looking, me in my pink work-dress, my jeans and pink knickers around my ankles, as I boned my sexy married boss right over her table. I had to wonder if her office was soundproof because she made no effort to keep quiet, moaning and screaming for me to fuck her hard, and yes, she constantly referred to me as sissy.

	She'd had two orgasms by the time I unloaded my cream inside her, and then she simply pulled up her little lace thong and lowered her skirt, before kissing me once again with a passion very much not befitting a boss-employee relationship.

	"Do me a favour please." She asked.

	"l think you can see I'm open to favours." I smiled.

	She grinned back at me. "Don't wear jeans and the t-shirt with the dress anymore."

	"What should I wear?" I asked.

	"Nothing."

	I could see what she was doing. "It might get cold."

	"Might I suggest stockings. You can scan them out."

	Wearing the dress in lingerie would not make it just covering for my normal clothes, it was crossdressing at its fullest. She was asking me to do it as a favour, but I couldn't bring myself to do that, it was going too far. At least, that was what I was telling myself, but in reality, I wanted to be forced.

	"l don't know if I can do that." I mumbled. "I'm sorry."

	Come on, tell me I have to or else. She didn't. She just shrugged and smiled and told me it was my choice.

	I couldn't lie to Tamara, so when I returned to my workstation, I pulled her aside and had a frank conversation with her, telling her exactly what happened. However, she didn't appear upset by the fact that I had cheated on her, if anything it turned her on. I then told her about Janet's request for me to wear the dress without male clothes, and Tamara asked why I said no. "l don't know." I shrugged, then I told her my reasoning without realising I wasn't talking to a friend, but a girlfriend. "l guess I wanted to be told to do it, like, an order."

	Tamara nodded, keeping her face straight, but said nothing. She simply leaned forward and kissed me on the forehead, and we went back to work.

	It wasn't until a few days later that things really began to change. I'd seen Janet twice since the last meeting, both times to fuck her. She never once mentioned introducing new rules around the uniforms, but then, out of the blue, came a new requirement. The dress was not to be worn over street clothes. I asked Tamara if she'd had anything to do with it, but either she was a great liar, or she really didn't.

	Still, it was not easy for me to just say yes to the new uniform rules, and as long as there was a way out of not being a crossdresser, my mind forced me to take it. Lingerie was one thing, I could hide that, but dressing as a girl was another. So, out came the overalls again, and away went the dress, much to Tamara's disappointment, and Janet's, I later found out.

	They couldn't take the overalls away, not like that, and for a short time, I was able to continue using them. But then, little by little, they began to fall apart.

	Initially, it was Janet who damaged them. She scrambled to get them off me in the heat of sex, and that led to the zip ripping off. What she hadn't realised though, was that being someone living on the poverty line for so long made me thrifty, so I managed to sew it back together.

	Then I made a mistake. The cuffs of the overalls ran a little big, and as I was moving a box to a conveyor, the right one got caught in the moving rollers, ripping it. Once again, I sewed up the arm, but now it was beginning to look tatty.

	The nail in the coffin came when Ariana, an intern in the manufacturing hall, left a packing hook out, basically a hook for hanging canvas bags on. The thing was heavy metal and left on its side it had nowhere to go. I didn't see it there when I was over to collect some hangers. As I turned, the heavy hook caught in my pocket, ripping a huge gash in my overalls, exposing the pink satin and heavy white lace of my panties.

	Everyone around me looked at the knickers, but the first thing I heard was, "Are you okay?"

	"Er, yeah, my fault." I muttered.

	"No." Sighed Ariana. "That was my fault. I shouldn't have left that there like that, I'm sorry."

	"No. I'm sorry. And I'm sorry you all needed to see this." I blushed crimson.

	"See what?" Someone asked.

	"Erm, the panties."

	"Jesus dude. Chill." And that was it. Nobody cared. Nobody laughed.

	I returned to my locker and pulled off the overalls, throwing them in the bin. Then I pulled out the dress and put it on. When I walked back into our warehouse carrying a box of hangers, Tamara looked over at me, smiled warmly, then said, "You'll be cold." She then scanned a pair of black stockings out, then walked over to the sissy section, and in front of everyone, scanned out a think pink satin suspender-belt. "Here, put these on."

	Working in the dress, panties and stockings actually felt good, freeing. When Janet eventually saw me, she grinned and told me I looked amazing. I'll admit, the feeling of stockings on smooth shaved legs was pretty fucking awesome, and being like that in public was an excitement I hadn't expected. And that was where my troubles began.

	After two days of working in dresses, I realised I couldn't safely move around without getting an erection. I told this to Tamara who didn't know what to do other than regularly masturbate or fuck her in the toilets, but I couldn't keep doing that.

	So I confided in Janet, who said she would think of something.

	Wouldn't you know it, suddenly, I was being called to HR, where Kathleen had me stand there whilst she unpacked a small black device from a box. "This is a chastity device. It will prevent you from getting erections whilst you are working." She told me. Then she told me to pull my dress up and hold it. I couldn't believe my eyes as she dropped to her knees, pulled my panties down, and then handled my cock to get the ring on behind my balls. Of course, once again I became erect, and then without hesitation, she sucked my dick into her mouth.

	There I was, getting a blowjob from my head of HR, and then she stood, pushed me to the floor and lowered her pussy onto my cock and rode it at high speed, her hips jutting back and forth at a ridiculous rate, until suddenly, she was crying out an orgasm. "Okay, cum in me now." She said, and just like that, as she moved, I came.

	Now, I had the ring on me, but what I hadn't expected was for Kathleen to climb up off my cock, spin around, and place her used pussy on my face. I hadn't done this for Tamara, but here I was, licking my own cum from the woman, as she placed my softening dick into the tiny, flat cage. When I looked at what used to be my crotch, it was flat, just two drained balls jutting out of black plastic.

	"Wow, okay, so that happened." Giggled Kathleen.

	"Wait, you seem surprised." I noted.

	"Yeah. Janet said to do that if you got hard, but no, I've never done anything like that before, especially not in the office!" She blushed. "You, erm, you can get dressed now."

	"Thanks."

	She straightened herself up and walked around the desk. "It's not to say I didn't enjoy it. Did you enjoy it?"

	"Are you..." I paused. "Are you kidding?"

	Again, she giggled.

	I wasn't sure what to really do next, so I thanked her and was about to leave, when she stopped me.

	"You need to wear a bra or a bralette with that dress, and maybe a cami-top if you get colder." She said, slightly more firmness in her voice, a little confidence.

	"More orders from Janet?" I asked with a smile.

	"No." She said firmly, leaning forward. "New orders from Mistress Kathleen, sissy."

	I gulped. "Yes... Mistress Kathleen."

	"Good girl. Tell Tamara that I will come by to give her one of the keys later."

	When I returned to the shed, Tamara asked what that was about, so I told her, letting her know that Kathleen would be bringing the key to the cage. Of course, she wanted to see the cage, but before I could suggest showing her in private, others heard and wanted to see too. Soon enough, I was holding up my skirt, pulling down my panties, and showing off my caged dick to a gaggle of ladies. None of them was afraid to handle my balls, checking the cage, seeing how tough it was.

	Some commented steel would be better.

	"She made me call her Mistress." I confided in Tamara later.

	She nodded. "Good. I'm also your Mistress. I think all women are, aren't they."

	"Yes Mistress." I admitted, but in my gut, I knew this couldn't end well for me.

	This role was meant to be temporary, a stopgap before the real job the next year. I enjoyed the job, and sure, I loved being around the girls, but I wanted to follow my passion, but I couldn't do that if I didn't have the respect of my peers. I knew I needed to put a stop to this, I just wasn't sure how.

	 

	 

	 


Four

	The cage kept me up at night. Tamara didn't always sleep over and I wasn't entirely sure why. In fact, she was pretty secretive about her private life, and whilst I knew she wasn't married, I wasn't totally sure she was single. She used her sexuality as a why to silence me, and whilst that worked when I wasn't caged, it was not so effective when she couldn't massage my cock. All I knew was, she promised me that no guy was going to knock down my door and beat me up.

	Still, without sexual relief, the cage was like an itch I couldn't scratch. The lingerie made me brutally horny all the time, and with the cage on, I became jittery, so horny I wanted to scream. Remember, I was a young man, the hormones raging,

	I needed relief.

	It reached a point where I was searching the internet for ideas, with some suggesting I rub the area between my balls and my anus. I remembered feeling that pleasure before, so through the satin of my panties, I did exactly that. To my annoyance though, yes, it brought me huge amounts of pleasure, but no close to bringing me off. If anything, it just made it all worse.

	'Milking, aka, anal penetration or prostate massage, can lead to controlled ejaculation.'

	That was another option I'd found, although I wasn't sure how to achieve that. I tried fingering myself but that wasn't exactly comfortable, and whilst I felt sure I could find an empty wine bottle somewhere, putting glass up my arse didn't exactly seem like a good idea.

	Ultimately, I found myself feeling increasingly frustrated, and the following day, I told that to Tamara.

	"Can't you just move in with me?" I asked her.

	She pulled my lips to hers and then gave me a sad, pouty face. "l can't, I'm sorry." No explanation, nothing. It was frustrating me, because not once had I visited her.

	"What's going on Tamara?" I asked, frustration getting to me.

	Sighing, Tamara looked around to make sure wasn't being listened to, then said,

	"I'm married."

	"Fuck!" I snapped.

	"It's not like you think it is!" She said quickly. "He doesn't live here. He lives in Italy, where he works. He comes home every few weeks, and yes, he knows about you, and knows how I feel about you."

	"And he's okay with it?" I pretty much squeaked.

	"Yes. He's modern, forward-thinking, and he has girls there. It's an open-relationship, and yes, I told him that I have genuine feelings for you."

	That still didn't really make sense. "But, then why can't I come home with you? If he knows and isn't there, what's the problem?"

	"The problem is, my daughter is home." She admitted. "She normally goes to school in Italy as the system is better, but it's a half-term break and she's with me."

	"You have a kid?" I asked, shocked to just be learning this now.

	"Yes." She admitted, but sadness was creeping into her eyes. I could see the worry, worry that she would lose me. That was why she hadn't told me, she worried she'd end up without me, alone. I understood why her husband worked outside the country, and I understood the need for an open-marriage. I wanted to be angry with her, but I couldn't bring myself to feel it. Instead, I pulled her to me and hugged her. "In time, I promise you can meet her. Mia. My daughter. But not yet. I don't want to confuse her."

	I nodded onto her shoulder. "It's fine. I get it."

	That still didn't solve my problem. I was too horny. Fucking Tamara and Janet at the office gave me some output for my tension, but that just hyped it up for the evening. So, I did the one thing that came to mind. I stopped off at a sex shop on the way home and bought a vibrating dildo, and some anal lubricant.

	With my door locked and my belief that Jack was in bed in his room, I set to work. I found sissy porn on my cheap Android tablet, and pressed play, then began rubbing myself. Eventually, as I felt my cock swell a little in the cage, I pulled out the dildo, turned on the vibrating function and used it on the cage and balls, moaning as the vibrations pulsed through me. It made me really horny, but still, I didn't cum.

	The video ended and a new one auto-played. Sissies get barebacked in group orgy. The videos I'd watched to date were all heterosexual, so to speak, where dominant women pegged the sissies, and I hadn't really dared to venture into bisexual or homosexual territory. The problem was, I was horny and too far gone to go back and fiddle with the tablet.

	As the lubricated dildo entered my anus, causing a striking sting which worried me for a second, I watched a rather masculine looking sissy in a pink dress suck a cock whilst a fat man entered him from behind. All the men and sissies appeared to be over fifty, but I didn't care, there was just something so raw and demeaning about watching it, and it turned me on more, like I was destined to watch such things.

	By the time I was pulsing the cock in and out of me, I was also rubbing my balls and any free skin by my cage, staring at the bizarre gay orgy on the screen. I watched as one of the fat old men held a small bottle under the sissy's nose and after the sissy sniffed, he let out a long moan and seemed to get into the sex a lot more.

	I must have spent an hour fucking myself, watching increasingly gay porn videos, until the final video which played didn't even include sissies. It was just male-on male gay porn, raw fucking, men kissing, and that was when I felt a strange climax hit, trickling up from my prostate and shaking my body. Dribbles of cum appeared from the tip of the cage.

	I had finally cum, and whilst I had lost some of the urge I had felt from before, I didn't feel the hate for myself that I usually did. It was a different type of orgasm, one which relieved without relieving entirely. That was interesting, but it did cause me an issue, because a half-hour later, I was horny all over again.

	This issue continued the following night too, but this time, instead of searching for sissy femdom videos, I was searching general sissy and gay sissy videos. Then the night after that, I had returned from another shopping trip, this time with another vibrator, a smaller one I could use with my other hand, and also a bottle of what I had discovered were called, poppers. These were the things I saw the men and sissies use in the videos.

	Of course, I searched poppers, how to use them, then looked for videos which included the words sissy and poppers, and that led me down a new rabbit hole. Suddenly, I found myself watching sissy hypnosis.

	The first time I sniffed the poppers, I did so following the instructions on a sissy hypnosis video telling me to be a good, obedient slut. One long hit in my left nostril, another in my right, hold, then breathe out.

	The heat hit me, then the sound of my heartbeat in my ears, followed by an amazing euphoric rush of horniness. All my inhibitions went out the window and I grinned mercilessly as I lay on the bed, pounding myself with the dildo.

	I placed the vibrator on the bed, then lay on it, face down, the tablet in front of my eyes as I reached back to fuck myself with the dildo. I moaned, ignoring the fact that if Jack was in the living room, he'd hear. I just enjoyed this rush, the vibrations, the smooth satin of the nightie moving on me as I moved with each shove of the dildo. The pleasure from my arse as the dildo went in and out.

	The video switched from one telling me to be obedient, to one called Work Bitch by Leyendecker. As the fast-moving images moved, I sniffed on my poppers when told, fucking myself when not, reading about how I needed to take any cock, to work for cock, to be a slut, a whore for men. I wasn't gay but I was so lost in my horniness that I couldn't stop, I needed this.

	Still I hadn't cum, but this time I was glad. I wanted to go all night. I had a free day tomorrow, I could do this all night.

	The next video came on, now I was being told to find a man, to go out to a gay bar and get men. I sniffed and watched, moving the dildo a little slower for this video which said that I needed to put my best lingerie on, some make-up, and to seduce a man.

	The next video was a brainwashing one, fast-moving colours and text, telling me that I needed to always wearing nail varnish, to always wear lingerie, to always wear make-up. I didn't own any varnish or make-up, but in that moment, I wished I did.

	At home, I wore panties under my jeans, but perhaps the video was right. I wore bras, camis, stockings and such under my dress at work, maybe I needed to do the same at home too.

	When the next video came on, from Drogon, I watched as I learned I needed to be raped and abused by men. It was darker hypnosis, but somehow that drove me further. I was nothing, a dumb sissy, I needed this. I needed to be treated like dirt. I needed to be a cum-dump sissy.

	I came hard, far harder than the previous nights, but still, I didn't feel guilty, dirty. It was a different orgasm.

	The following morning, I didn't think twice about putting on full lingerie under my normal clothes. It was just natural. I dressed like that for work anyway, so now I'd dress like that for home.

	The thick lace of the bra was visible through the black t-shirt for anyone who cared to look, and as Jack and I moved about the apartment that morning, I knew he had to have seen. He had already seen the hem of my knickers multiple times and it didn't affect our relationship as flatmates, so I didn't see this bothering him either.

	Around lunch, I headed out to the shops. It was my first time doing proper grocery shopping in a while, but with money in the bank now, it felt like such a relief.

	As I walked around the large superstore, I stopped in the cosmetics section and just stared at all the make-up and varnishes. In my head, a voice was saying I should buy some, something slutty, but with the people walking around there, I couldn't bring myself to do it.

	I dragged myself away and continued shopping for groceries, but for some reason, I kept bringing myself back to the cosmetics, until finally, I broke and walked over to the varnishes, buying a neon-hot-pink colour of something called hard gel varnish. I didn't know the difference, but to my side, I heard an employee telling the woman that the gel ones don't harden without a UV nail lamp. I was about to put it back, when I saw that the lamps were right there and were dirt cheap, so grabbed one.

	As I passed the make-up, I quickly grabbed foundation, powder, lipstick, mascara, eye-liner, and blush. I didn't even properly check tones or anything like that, I just grabbed what I could and left, using the self-checkouts to avoid a cashier seeing.

	The one thing I hadn't counted for was Jack helping me unpack. When I arrived home, I desperately needed to pee, so I left the bags there and ran. When I came out of the toilet, he was already unpacking the bags, and there, lying to one side, was all my make-up.

	"l, er..." I said, picking it up.

	"No worries." He muttered back, not wanting to drag it up.

	I grabbed the stuff and ran to my room, putting it on the sideboard, then running out to help unpack the rest. We were both silent as we worked, neither saying a thing. Then, he grabbed a mineral water and said he needed to finish something for work on Monday.

	In turn, I returned to my room and shut the door, locking it. I stripped down to my lingerie and just like the night, I got out my dildo, vibrator, tablet and poppers, and rewatched the hypnosis again. This time though, once I was at my height of susceptibility, I stopped fucking myself, took the varnish and UV lamp, and painted all my nails in the hot-pink, drying them with the lamp. Once happy, I went back to fucking myself and getting high on the poppers.

	Eventually, I came to a video telling me to seduce all men and let them fuck me. Telling me to out myself, to ruin myself. Then decided to take the varnish off before going back into the living room. To my horror, the nail-polish remover didn't work.

	Try as I might, the cover wasn't going anywhere.

	I searched the net finding that gel varnish could only be removed by grinding off the coloured layer, there was no way for me to remove it.

	To make matters worse, Jack knocked on my door and asked if I was up for a game on the PlayStation. I came very close to telling him no, but eventually, he'd see my nails anyway. There was no getting out of this.

	I threw on some clothes over my lingerie and joined him in the living room where we drank some beer, talked about some movie he wanted to see, and played NHL. It was whilst we were part way through the second period that he noticed my nails, but instead of asking why I'd painted my nails, he simply said, "Cute nails." There was no sarcasm to his voice, now menace, just a public reflection on what he thought of my nails.

	"Thanks." I replied.

	We continued playing in silence, until he broke it again. "So, are you a crossdresser or what?" He asked.

	I gulped, this was it, the conversation I'd been dreading. "l don't know. Tamara and Janet call me a sissy."

	He nodded. "So that was your sissy porn on the television the other night?"

	Another gulp. "Yeah."

	"Cool." He shrugged, and that was that for now. No further questions, but he did have ammunition for his trash talk during the game now. "The pink sissy panties are appropriate given the thrashing I'm giving you." Or; "Girlie bra for the sissy getting his arse handed to him."

	My mind was everywhere and I ended up losing five-nil. I needed to stop letting the conversation get to me. He almost never beat me, so for this to happen, I had to have been all over the place, mentally.

	"Another game then. I'll beat you this time." I told him with confidence. "Ha!" He said, laughing, "what makes you think you'll suddenly improve?"

	"Come on!" I whined.

	"Okay, okay. But let's make this interesting, now that you're earning. Next game for a thousand."

	"No way!" I cried. "l maybe earning, but that money is going straight into paying off my credit card debt. No."

	He nodded thoughtfully. "Fine. Then you need to spend the rest of the weekend in your sissy stuff."

	I licked my lips, feeling my dick twitch in my cage, a cage Jack didn't know about.

	"Fine." I said softly. "But if I win?"

	The smirk on his face told me that he knew I wasn't going to win, but then he simply smiled and said, "I'll give you that thousand."

	One, it was very hard to turn down that much money, and two, whilst I didn't want to expose myself as a sissy, I also really, really wanted to. I know, conflicting emotions are difficult, but worse so when you are mega-horny, and I was constantly horny lately.

	There was only one possible answer. "You have a deal." I said.

	He grinned and the grin told me he was enjoying this, but in a different way than I had initially thought. I already knew that he had a thing for cuckold porn, pretending to be the bull, but logically, it made sense he also had a thing for sissies. If that was truly the case, he wanted me to parade myself in sissy clothes because it fuelled his cuckold bull fantasies.

	By the end of the first period, it was level at one-one. I was playing far better, focusing on the game. But by the end of the second period, I was losing two-one. I was angry at myself, determined to earn that much-needed cash. And yet, as I equalised in the third-period, I felt a twinge of regret that I really could win. Winning the game didn't feel like winning in real-life, as I kind of wanted to lose.

	Then I noticed Jack's face, the determination written all over it. He was buttonmashing, trying whatever he could to win. This was a desperation I'd never seen on him before. Did he honestly want me to parade myself in lingerie for the weekend? I began to try less, tried to let him take the advantage, but try as he might, he couldn't get past my goalie. The game ended in a draw and Jack looked a little dejected. I wondered why but before my brain could reach a conclusion, Jack answered for me.

	"Well, we didn't bet on a draw." He said.

	I shrugged. "So we play till we have a winner." I replied.

	He visibly perked up. "Really?"

	"Yep."

	There would be no shootout. Jack scored an overtime goal in a few seconds, sealing his victory. He wasted no time at all. "Go on then, go get changed."

	I didn't even need to leave the room. My eyes on his, I stood and began to peel off my clothes, beginning with my socks to reveal the silky pink stockings, then moving on to my t-shirt, revealing the pink satin bralette, trimmed with purple lace. And finally, the sweatpants, to reveal the matching ruffled panties and thick suspender-belt.

	Jack gulped. "Okay..."

	"I'll be right back. It's cold, so I'll put on a nightie." I said.

	The nightie I selected was bright pink and trimmed with white lace, and was multi-layered to puff it out. Whilst too short to cover my backside, it was surprisingly warm. The babydoll felt great on me, but better yet was Jack's reaction when he saw me.

	We continued to play, but without any further bets, and that was probably good for Jack, because now he was the one very distracted. I could see his eyes wondering back to me, looking me over, and whilst he tried hard to conceal it, he had a staunching erection.

	Before dinner, Jack disappeared to his room whilst I watched a television show. He appeared a half-hour later looking a little flushed. "Hey, if you don't feel comfortable being out here dressed like that, I shouldn't have forced you. You can change back...erm...if you like?"

	I knew what this was. I'd experienced this prior to the cage. He was having post climactic remorse, and I knew he didn't really mean any of what he was saying.

	"No, it's fine." I said with a smile.

	He looked a little relieved, but also confused. Eventually though, the confusion passed and once more, he was looking at me with obsessed eyes. This was going to be a long, but fun weekend for us both.

	 

	 

	 


Five

	It would be another week without Tamara for me, but doubly-so because she had the week off to spend with her kid. Thankfully, Janet made good use of me, and more than once Kathleen called me up to use me too. I was told there were only two keys for the cage, but it seemed Kathleen had made a copy too.

	Now, I knew very little about Kathleen, other than the fact that she too was married, but in a very dull relationship. After sex, Kathleen liked to talk and she told me something about her life. Apparently, she had distanced herself from sex because for women, the less you have it, the more their libidos adjust to the lack of it. As such, she never really considered sex important because with her husband, they hardly had it.

	"Then Janet introduced me to her lifestyle, and well, I always wondered." She explained. "I'm not naturally dominant though."

	"You do pretty well." I said.

	She grinned sheepishly. "Thanks, but I think I'll leave the BDSM stuff to Janet and Tamara. "That said, Janet wants to change the uniforms a bit, so expect some new types coming in soon."

	That either sounded bad, or great, depending on how you looked at it, but I had a feeling she wanted to lean on the sissy side of things a bit.

	Sure enough, by Friday, the new uniforms arrived. They were still pink, but were now trimmed with lace, and were a shiny satin material. The ladies loved them, especially how they cinched in waist to give a figure-8 figure, but on me, they made me look especially like a sissy. With the painted nails, prancing around in lingerie and a shiny pink satin with white lace trim dress, there was no denying it, I was a sissy.

	Of course, when I sat down with Janet that Friday afternoon, she told me how lovely I looked, but the masculinity in my brain was beginning to fight back, and I was wondering just where all this was leading. I told Janet that I got the feeling that this was her plan from the beginning.

	"Firstly, I think you need to calm down and take a look how you got here." Janet said. "We got you the overalls, you wanted to wear the dress. You were the one who started taking the sissy lingerie. You started a relationship with Tamara. It was you that wanted this, I just encourage your happiness. As to you, yes, I fancy you, have done for ages, and yes, I am in a female-led relationship with my husband, but he is not into feminisation, at least, not of him. Is it a turn-on to see you embracing sissification? Absolutely it is, I fucking love it, so yeah, you turn me on. Should you be concerned about your increasing feminisation? No, definitely not."

	She paused, smiled, then held my hands. "Jason, you have proved to me how dedicated you are, and if anything you have proven me right to hire you. When the new department starts, you will work there if you still want to. If not, then you will be welcome anywhere in the company, even as my sissy assistant. You being a sissy will not hinder you in my company, I promise you that, if anything it is an advantage. So, my advice to you is, enjoy yourself, embrace it, and be glad I love the way you are."

	Her words calmed me tremendously. For the first time, I did feel like I could have my cake and eat it, enjoying the feeling of being a sissy. But to truly enjoy the feeling, I needed to go through acceptance of my new self, and I still wasn't quite there. I didn't have many friends, so knowing Jack accepted me was a good thing, but what about others? I lived in a country which had gone through years of hell because of the right-wing government, a place where the idea of woke was punished, trans-people targeted in order to cover up the fraud and corruption by the government, make the people look one way whilst they did another. Yes, the country was changing, but that would still take time.

	"l think you're worrying over nothing." Janet said when I told her my worries. "In the past year, some of the most vocal anti-trans and anti-gay people have come out as gay, hiding in the closet in the most obvious way possible. Remember, it was so bad here that everyone is questioning everything they thought about woke and trans. Perhaps us going through all this was the best thing that could happen, because it really couldn't get worse than what it was."

	"True." I admitted. The country seemed to be vastly more accepting of different people than it once was. It was a course correction which was already paying off, with the investment finally returning in the form of new jobs and manufacturing opportunities.

	Janet leaned over me and pushed up my dress. She pulled off here necklace, revealing several keys, each marked with a different coloured dot; mine was pink.

	She then undid my cage, and then leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth.

	As I looked down at the stunning raven beauty, I felt so lucky, so blessed. I hadn't had this much sex in all my life, and here I was, being shared by three gorgeous women; and all I needed to do was dress in sissy clothes. Honestly, people could make fun of the way I dressed all they liked, but I bet I had a way better sex life than them!

	When I left Janet's office, the cage was back on but a load of cum was being held in her pussy by her silk black panties. On my way out, she made a statement I hadn't been expecting. "You should come over to our place for dinner one night." She said. "When the kids aren't home. My husband would love to play with a sissy like you."

	So, I'd been watching gay porn a lot, and I had been masturbating to sissy hypnosis which told me to be gay, but in my gut, I wasn't gay. And yet, I wasn't afraid that I might be gay, but rather, I was afraid that I might do something wrong, or find that I really hated it. I certainly didn't feel like I wanted Janet's husband to be my first experience, if I was to give up my anal virginity, I kind of wanted it to be special.

	I turned around and knocked on her door again, and when I heard her voice, I stepped inside. "l need your help with something." I said.

	She looked at me with curiosity. "Sure, anything."

	"Can you help me pick out a dress or combination of clothes which could work as a sissy outfit?" I asked.

	The smile grew on her face. "It will be my pleasure. Shut the door and come sit next to me, we'll go through the catalogue."

	We ended up picking out a puffy hot-pink cottagecore tulle mini-dress, which kind of looked like a bride's maid's dress, with puffed up short sleeves, tight waist, and then petticoated short skirt, the hem of which was lined with black lace. She also picked out a pink satin and white lace slip pencil skirt, and matching camisole top. Around that, she found a matching pink pull-over top, complete with lacy ruffles, which covered my shoulders only.

	I wanted to scan the clothes out myself, but she warned I'd be charged a percentage of the cost, so instead, she scanned them out for me in return for a long passionate kiss.

	When I arrived home, Jack was still in his room, working. I changed into the set rather than the dress, then sat down and opened a YouTube channel to see how to do my make-up. It was only then that I realised I missed certain items, and hadn't really given much thought to my complexion. Luckily, the colours I'd chosen weren't too bad, and once I was done, I looked like an inexperienced tranny or drag queen, rather than a clown. In fact, because of how slutty it looked, it turned me on a little.

	I paraded myself around the apartment, preparing dinner. Then when Jack stepped out from his room, he froze in place and stared. There was no hiding the huge erection pushing out his black shiny tracksuit bottoms, and weirdly, I found my eyes locked on it, chewing on my bottom lip in thought.

	"You look...amazing." He gasped, his voice raspy with excitement.

	"Thanks." I replied, my thought tight, yearning in my voice. If I was to be with a man, I'd want it to be with Jack.

	And yet neither of us made the first move. We ate and talked about our days, and whilst I had hidden a lot about my sex life at work, this time, I decided to tell him the truth. His eyes widened as he realised I was getting more sex than he could dream of, jealousy and pride at what I was going through. He'd been with girls recently, but struggled to find anything permanent.

	Finally, he asked the question which I had been waiting for. "So you're just into girls then?" He asked.

	I paused, looking down, scared of my answer, scared to admit the truth. Eventually though, I found internal strength to say what was in my heart. "l don't know, but I don't think so anymore. l...l've been watching sissy hypnosis, gay stuff, and it turns me on."

	He nodded, not daring to look me in the eyes, then he said softly, "It's so hot you're into sissy hypnosis. I love the fact you're trying to turn yourself gay."

	I looked up and smiled a little. "You like forced homosexuality?"

	"Yeah." He said immediately, so quickly that it felt like he just wanted to get it out before his brain stopped him. "Are you sniffing poppers whilst you are doing it?"

	"Yes." My voice was barely a whisper. Still, he wasn't looking at me, just pushing food around on a plate.

	"Fucking yourself with a dildo?" He asked.

	"Yes."

	Again, a nod of understanding. Then he looked up and smirked. "Have they caged you?"

	I smirked back at him, though mine was coy, inviting. "Yes, they have."

	This time he licked his lips. "Show me."

	I stood and walked around to him, pushing down the skirt and lifting the cami to reveal my panties, but I used both hands to hold up the soft top and let him do the rest. With contemplative hands, he slowly slid his warm fingers into the hem of the knickers and pulled them down a little to reveal my caged cock. Then, slowly, he used two fingers to check it, lifting, before pulling them out, and carefully pulling up the panties. He then ran his left hand along the gusset of the soft material and cupped my balls a little, before pulling up the skirt.

	"Very good." He said.

	"Thank you." I replied submissively.

	I was about to reach down to pull up the skirt, but he bent over and did it for me.

	When I returned to my seat, I shivered a little. The air was as thick as the tension, but neither of us went further than that, not yet. Instead, we continued to eat, in silence, each of us wishing one of us would offer something more, not neither strong enough to take it.

	Normally, when one of us finished eating, we would take our own things to wash up, but not tonight. Tonight, as I wash my dishes, Jack walked over and placed the dish next to the sink. "Wash the dishes, then clean the table." He said, his voice soft, nervous, but trying to sound authoritative.

	"Yes." I replied, the sir was implied.

	Jack's sudden dominance excited me. I wanted him to take charge, to own me, but I knew I couldn't rush him. Clearly, he was trying to come to terms with new feelings, feelings had hadn't ever expected to put to action. Years of watching cuckold porn, fantasising about being a dominant bull, hadn't prepared him for actually having a sissy in his home, he still worried. Perhaps his concern was around losing his best friend, or it was the fear that others around him, especially in the gym, would see him as gay; whatever it was, I could see that the wall was crumbling, and soon, I would come to know what he needed.

	We watched a TV show that night, but neither of us was concentrating, both wanted more, but neither willing to start it.

	My level of horniness was too far gone, I needed to fuck myself, so I wished Jack a good night and headed to my room, shutting the door. Normally, I turned the lock too, but this time, I just stared at it, sighed and did nothing.

	After stripping to my lingerie, I prepared my tablet with my favourite sissy porn, the poppers, the mini-vibrator, lubricant, and the dildo. Then, I pressed play, turned on the vibrator under my cage, then placed a lot of lubricant on my anus. Finally, after huffing the poppers, I pushed the dildo inside of myself, the pain of previously now mostly gone as my sphincter muscles adapted.

	It was as the video was telling me to never say no to raw cock ever, that the door to my room creaked open and Jack stood there, watching me. I was moaning, staring at the screen, not daring to remove my eyes from the hypnosis, as I fucked myself with the dildo. He didn't move, and I didn't acknowledge his presence, not wanting to scare him off.

	I huffed more poppers in time with the video, and as I did so, he pulled his cock out and wanked it. For the first time, I turned and looked. It was huge; bigger than I had expected, and wide. It was like a salami, and it made me gasp. I couldn't take my eyes off it.

	"Focus on the hypnosis, sissy." He said firmly.

	"Yes sir." I replied, turning back.

	"Make sure you continue to watch it. Every night, every chance you get." He told me.

	"l will, sir."

	"Make yourself gay. Make it so you don't want pussy anymore. Make it so you can't get hard for those girls at work." He said, his voice rising in confidence.

	"l will...master."

	"Good girl. Good sissy." He panted, then in the corner of my eye, I saw rope after rope of cum land on the wood floor, and without another word, he left, closing the door behind him.

	I continued to fuck myself, but I was curious. The puddles of creamy cum were just laying there on the floor, and I don't know why, but I crawled down from the bed and with the dildo buried in my arse, I licked it all up, tasting the salty fluid on my tongue.

	When I crawled back into bed, I felt less interested in the vibrator bringing me off, but rather I wanted to do as ordered and watch as much hypnosis as possible. I ended up huffing and staring at different forms of sissy hypnosis for another hour, before once again, the door opened and Jack stood there, this time completely naked, gently stroking himself as he watched me.

	I had stopped fucking myself with the dildo because my wrist hurt, so I simply kept it lodged in me as I huffed and watched the hypnosis. Jack stepped forward, grabbing the base of the dildo, and began to move it in and out of me, making me moan.

	The heat from the closeness of his body gave me a thrill, and I knew that all it took was to get on my hands and knees, turn my head and I would be aligned with his cock. I let him fuck me with the dildo for a minute before doing exactly that, getting on my hands and knees.

	In my brain, I heard two voices. One, saying stop, you aren't gay! The other, the voice of the hypnosis, you are not allowed to say no to gay sex. You are not allowed to say no to cock. You must seduce men.

	I turned to face his cock, erect, jutting in front of me. It moved a little forward and I knew what he wanted. I opened my mouth and he moved forward again, pushing inside.

	"Oh wow." He whispered as I sucked on the head, licking it, tasting his precum.

	He was too big to get in easily but I knew I had to try. Now, I shifted a little to focus, the dildo a passing thought as he let go, resting his hands on my scalp. As I pushed forward, so did he, until I found myself choking on him. He didn't offer advice on how to get more in, so I improvised, trying to breathe through my nose and swallow a little as he hit the back of my throat. Suddenly I didn't feel like I needed to throw-up, and I felt my throat open a little.

	"Oh fuck, yeah!" He moaned, as I sucked deeper, ran my tongue along his shaft.

	The feeling of a dick in my mouth should've turned me off, after-all, I'm not gay, and it felt like a part of me that had been missing for many years, something gave me relief, relaxation.

	As I began to move up and down the shaft in a more fluid manner, getting used to the feeling of huge hard cock in my mouth, I began to make noises that I recognised from women doing it to me; a glugging sound as my wet mouth and throat took him in; pops and slurps, and finally, the sound of his breathing, his moaning, as he enjoyed my play.

	"I'm gonna cum soon, and you're going to hold it in your mouth and show me, like a good sissy. Then, when I tell you, and only then, you will swallow for your master, understood?" He asked.

	"l blinked that I did as I stared into his eyes."

	"Good girl." He panted. "Such a good sissy for daddy, aren't you?"

	This talk was getting me off. Never had I felt so worked up as this. At that moment, I would've given anything to feel him take my arse, to fuck me, but I understood that he was not ready.

	It was quite interesting to feel a man ready himself to cum. The feeling of the underside of his cock swell, the movement of it pulsing through and then the feeling of it land on my tongue. I wanted to hate it, I wanted to tell myself that I wasn't enjoy any of this, but I knew that would be a horrible lie. I fucking loved every little second of this, and couldn't wait to do it again.

	As ordered, I stuck out my tongue and showed him the pool of cum. He told me to swallow, but he did so with trepidation. Clearly, his libido was telling him to get out of there, but he was doing a good job of fighting it. He watched me swallow, and I savoured the taste and feeling of it trickling down my neck.

	"G...good night." He said as he made his way to the door, his face red with embarrassment.

	"Good night, master." I smiled.

	 

	 

	 


Six

	I woke up Saturday morning with a headache. Like it or not, sniffing poppers was not good for you and did leave side effects, for me at least. And yet, I had no regrets. I remembered sucking my best friend's cock and rather than feel embarrassed or guilty, I felt good. I just had to hope he felt the same way.

	My answer came after I came out of the bathroom, having showed and dressed for the day in fresh pink and black lingerie, with the dress over it. I had done my make-up the best I could, and stepped out to prepare my breakfast, walking headfirst into Jack. He looked a little sheepish and I could tell it wasn't from embarrassment, but rather nervousness at how I might react in the cold light of day.

	"Hello Master." I grinned, and skipped girlishly to the kitchen. When I turned back to look at him, that knowing smirk was back.

	"l think I'd like a morning blowjob." He said, this time with far more confidence than the previous night.

	"Yes Master." I purred, skipping back over and then dropping to my knees. I pulled down his pyjama bottoms and immediately took his hardening cock into my mouth.

	"Oh yeah, I'm gonna get used to this." He said.

	Excellent, that meant this would be our new dynamic. Somehow, that didn't make me scared but rather incredibly hot and horny.

	As the night before, I sucked him, now knowing how he liked it. And as before, when he came, I showed him, then swallowed when he told me to. This time, there was less hesitation, less embarrassment after he came, and for that I was grateful.

	Whilst Jack showered, I prepared us both breakfast. When he came out we sat to eat, and after a bite, he looked up and said, "Are you happy with your new role?" I knew he meant between us. "l am, but are you okay with this?"

	"Definitely." He said, but then he paused, thought for a moment, and then said,

	"Hurry up and eat. I think we should fuck."

	"So do l." I admitted.

	"It's pointless to postpone it. I want it, you want it. Let's just get it over with and see how we feel."

	I nodded but my appetite was gone, I was shivering with nerves and excitement.

	This would be a huge change in my life, could I really just become gay like this?

	It seemed he felt the same way, because he downed the fork and then stood, grabbing my hand and pulling me to my bedroom. He threw me down on the bed face down and then stripped. Before I knew it, his cock was in front of my mouth and I was sucking him again, as I heard him crack open the poppers and sniff. Suddenly, they were under my nose and I was huffing, deep and long.

	Moments later, he was behind me, pushing up the skirt and petticoat, pulling down my panties. Lubricated fingers entered me as I purred in my popper high, begging for him to just fuck me already. No sooner had I asked, did I feel his huge dick try to force me open. Any pain that had gone from using the dildo, returned with a vengeance. It was too big, but rather than complain, I just huffed more poppers, deeper, longer, until I felt my anus open wide, swallowing his cock.

	"Fuck, you're tight." He gasped, pushing forward slowly. "Fuck, I'm gonna love fucking you."

	"God, please, Master, fuck me!" I begged, but I knew he had a lot more cock to get in me, but once he was, it felt like I had an arm in me.

	His rhythmic movements built, gained momentum, using me and turning me into his little gay slut. I fucking loved this feeling, it was like nothing I'd felt before, not even the dildo.

	"Take the tablet and watch sissy porn." He told me.

	The tablet was beneath me, so I picked it up, choosing one which told me to be abused and used by master. I watched it tell me to do everything master says, to be a good girl, to accept his piss, to accept that he needs to beat me.

	"Good choice, sissy." Jack said, spanking me hard on both cheeks. I yelped in pain, but purred for more. "Are you ready to give up girls for me?" He asked.

	"Yes Master."

	"Who owns you?"

	"You do! You can do whatever you want to me, whenever you want."

	"I'm gonna fuck you every day. Several times a day. You're going to sleep dreaming of me."

	"Yes! Yes!" I moaned, feeling the shockwaves of pleasure run through me. "So good! Your cock is perfect."

	"l know. And so are you, my sissy girl."

	Beneath me, I felt my cock dribble cum. He'd milked me, forced the cum out of my body, and yet, there wasn't an orgasm. The pleasure continued, waves and waves with each thrust. I was born for this, needed to be this. I had to have been a sissy my whole life, I just never knew it.

	His movements increased in pace until with one final slam, he let out a loud groan and I felt his cum pour into me. There was something so final, so special about that feeling, like a piece of his DNA had been injected into me.

	He held still and I wondered if he would run away, but instead, I felt his hand roam my body, holding me tight as I felt his cock lose just a little girth. His hand touched my stockings, rubbing as his left hand pulled me tighter, not allowing any room for his cock to come out. I said nothing, neither did he.

	We must've stayed like that for five minutes, just enjoying the feeling of his touches, until once again, I felt his dick grow inside me. He was working up to round two, and I was ready for it.

	The moment he began moving again, I let out a gasp and said, "Never stop doing this to me."

	"Never." He replied.

	A half-hour later, we were laying side by side in bed. His cum was threatening to leak, but I did what I could to keep it inside me. We hadn't said a word, but I had a feeling something was about to come. It did.

	"You realise, this changes everything." He told me.

	"We can still be friends." I told him.

	"No. You're my sissy, my fucktoy. I want that more." He told me. "l want to walk you on a leash. I want to train you. I want to turn you into a slut for me. I want to watch men use you."

	Fuck, his words were turning me on more than I should've allowed, but everything he said was true. I wanted that too. "What about Tamara?" I asked.

	"You said she was married."

	"She is."

	"Then you need to end it." He told me. "l can't tell you to stop seeing Janet, clearly she has a vested interest in you, but Tamara and the other woman, the HR one."

	"Kathleen." I said.

	"Yeah, her. They need to end. You're my girl now."

	I shuddered, realising that he wanted me as his gay little toy. But one thing confused me, I thought he was straight. "Are you gay?" I asked.

	"No!" He snapped. "Not as such anyway." He then sighed. "One day, I'll want a woman here, but then it has to be one who wants a sissy too. You're my girl. End of."

	"Will you want me to sleep with you?" I asked, unsure if I really wanted that. "Eventually. I don't want to rush you, and I suppose, I shouldn't rush myself either. I had some tough moments after, you know, I came."

	"l know. I went through it too."

	He turned on his side, so I did the same. We stared at each other for a moment, then he moved forward, just a bit, before finally making up his mind and placing his lips on mine. His tongue entered my mouth and I melted into the feeling, enjoying the roughness of his stubble as it lightly scratched me.

	"You are gay now, though." He told me.

	"Yes sir."

	"Say it." He grinned.

	"I'm gay." "Again."

	"I'm gay."

	Beneath the thick covers, I saw his hand move. Then he pulled me to him, pulling my legs around him and forcing his cock back into my arse. He then lay on his back and forced me to sit on him. "Keep saying it as you bounce on my cock. Say it girlie, like you're excited for it."

	I began to sing as I bounced up and down on his thick rod. "I'm gay, I'm gay, I'm gay, I'm gay, I'm gay..." Over and over, grinning excitedly, my pitch getting higher and then I began laughing, but not because it was funny, because I suddenly felt overjoyed to be gay for this big strong, beautiful man. My head swung and my back arched as I rode faster, sang faster and louder.

	"That's it baby, that's my good gay sissy girl, keep saying it, sing it, make the world know how you really feel!"

	"I'm so gay! I love cock! I'm so fucking gay!" I sang, giggling, enjoying the moment, relief lifting from my chest as my brain finally broke and told me that yes, yes I was definitely gay!

	We only left that bed that weekend, to eat or use the toilet. Otherwise, we kissed and fucked the whole weekend, barely sleeping, and when we did, it was in each other's arms. Any trepidation that I felt about my new identity disappeared sometime that Saturday. I was done, I was turned, I was gay. There was no changing this, no going back.

	When I arrived at work that Monday, I approached Tamara and smiled. I knew this would be a hard conversation, but she seemed ready for it.

	"You're breaking up with me." She said, though there was no malice to her words, rather, it was fun whilst it lasted.

	"I've started seeing Jack." I admitted.

	She began giggling. "Your flatmate? Well, that's so hot." Then she paused and looked at me with a smirk. "Isn't he into women?" "And sissies."

	"Yeah, but..." She paused. "Think he's into me?"

	A smiled formed on my mouth. This could indeed be an interesting little relationship.

	 

	 

	 


Seven

	Even though we had promised to give ourselves space at night to sleep in our own beds, neither of us wanted to. The moment we were home together, Jack and I made out like lovers, taking time to appreciate each other's bodies, and that ultimately ended up with us in bed together and him fucking me.

	He was not in possession of Kathleen's key, with Tamara and Janet holding onto theirs. And there was a reason for that. Tamara stated she wanted to remain part of my life by becoming Jack's lover. However, when I told Jack, he was a little standoffish.

	"It's not that I don't want to, I think she's gorgeous." He said. "But she's married, and honestly, I don't want to date a married chick. It will all eventually end. On top of that, she has a kid."

	I saw his point, and it was the same concern that I had when I was dating Tamara.

	However, that was all about to change.

	It seemed that not everything was so hunky-dory at home, and there was a reason why Tamara's daughter lived with her dad in Italy, rather than at home with her.

	Jack and I had just had another marathon fuck session on a Friday night, when the doorbell rang. As was usual, I was ordered to get up with cum running down my stockings, in my sissy lingerie, and open the door. I'd done that twice already, both times for the pizza guy who seemed confused by my attire. This time, however, I was opening the door for none other than Tamara, eyes puffy and red from crying.

	"Tony's divorcing me." She cried.

	"What? Why?" I told her to come in, whilst Jack rushed to put the kettle on.

	"He's fallen for a woman over there. Apparently they've moved in together." "Fuck!" I gasped. "What about Mia?"

	"Of course, that bastard waited until I sent Mia back to break the news. Mia wants to stay there, all her school friends are there."

	"And you? Will you move there?" Jack asked.

	She rolled her eyes, then shook her head. "l don't speak Italian. What would I do there? I could fight for custody, probably win, but then what? Mia would hate me."

	It was a horrible, no-win situation. We both held her tight for some minutes as she cried, but then I felt her head tilt towards Jack. Before I knew it, they were kissing, with his hands roaming over her body. Then Jack moved, leaning around Tamara and placing his lips on mine. Her mouth curled into a smile as she watched this blatant homosexual act before her eyes.

	Hands scrambled between them as they rushed to undress, with Jack just in a t shirt and boxers. Seconds later, Tamara was on the floor, on her knees, and I was joining her, watching whilst she sucked my boyfriend, my lover. She then pulled out and aimed his cock at me, and I wasted no time sucking it down, my eyes glued to her as she stared at me with glee.

	We passed the cock back and forth, each getting our turn to suck on it, before Jack pulled Tamara up. "Now you get to feel like a cuckold." Jack told me.

	Okay, I wasn't married to Tamara, but we had been dating and I had feelings for her. It was as close to the feeling of being a cuckold as I could get, given the circumstances, but what a good feeling it was.

	I aimed his cock at her pussy, holding it whilst she lowered herself on it, letting out a loud moan and a gasp, shouting expletives about how big it was. Her labia extended, wrapping around the shaft, glistening with moisture.

	As she rode him, I moved between his legs and pushed my tongue against his balls, licking for dear life, before moving down to his anus, pushing my tongue in. Jack let out a moan of delight. "Ah yeah, sissy, don't stop rimming me." A week ago the thought of pushing my tongue against my best friend's arsehole would've made me feel sick, but not today, today I just felt like a submissive cuckold sissy, lost in a new world.

	They shifted positions on the sofa so that he could be on top. I decided to just watch and he pummelled her pussy, sending her into rapturous ecstasy. Then she reached a hand down and with pleading eyes, she took my hand. "l love you, sissy."

	She panted. "l love you."

	"l love you too." I told her with a smile, and the moment I admitted it, I felt warm inside. I did love this woman, and yes, I wanted to be her cuckold. I felt sad that she was losing her daughter, but glad she was free from her husband.

	When Jack eventually came in her pussy, he pulled out and fed me his cock, making me clean it, before saying, "You know what to do." He then watched as I moved between her pussy and began licking, lapping up all of Jack's delicious cum. Eventually, we sat, drinking water to replace fluids lost, and just took in the moment. There was no embarrassment, no tension, this just all felt right.

	It was Tamara who broke the silence first. "l don't want to break up with Jason."

	She said to Jack. "l won't fuck him, but I want him to be my partner."

	"Agreed." Jack nodded. "But when you are here, you fuck me."

	"Of course!" She said. "And if we ever end up living together, I want us all to sleep together."

	"Definitely." Smiled Jack, looking at me to show how much he wanted to fuck me again. But then a thought occurred to him. "What about Janet? I get the feeling she has something in mind for Jason."

	The frown on Tamara's face showed that she too had reservations, but if Janet had plans for me on a personal level, she hadn't let on. Honestly, I thought they were wrong, that she just wanted to play with me sometimes, but other than that, had no plans for me other than work-related.

	Still, for now, there was no point thinking about what we didn't know, so instead, Tamara said she wanted to watch Jack and I make love. That was something we were only too happy to do, however, Jack had a comment. "I'm conditioning him, so whilst I fuck him, he needs to get high on poppers and watch hypnosis."

	"Oh!" Tamara cried out. "l heard about this. Sissy hypno, right?"

	"That's it."

	"Sexy! Let's do it!"

	So as Jack fucked my arse, I sniffed on the poppers and watched a video telling me to stay flaccid for pussy, telling me to only worship cock. As the images flashed on the screen, Tamara leaned close to my ear and began whispering into it.

	"You're a gay sissy now, only taking cock, never fucking again. You love panties, and bras, and satin and lace, and you love cock, any cock. You are desperate for cock. You'll never fuck my pussy or any pussy again. You're just a cock-hungry little slut, and we're going to torture you for the rest of your life, you stupid, sissy, bimbo! You're a gay sissy bimbo, aren't you? Say it! Say it!"

	"I'm a gay sissy bimbo." I moaned dreamily as she held the poppers under my nostrils, not allowing my escape.

	"Yes, you love cock. You love raw cock in your arse. You want cummies in your arse forever. Drink cum, drink piss, take both up your arsehole too!"

	It was a lot. My brain was in overdrive, and Tamara's sexy voice was pushing me over the edge. I'd cum from being fucked many times now, but never had I experienced a proper full-body orgasm, not until now. The missing piece was clearly

	Tamara. When my orgasm hit, my eyes widened and stared deep into Tamara's soul. She saw it, she knew right there and then, and her wide smile spoke volumes. We needed her, she was part of our lives.

	Immediately, her lips locked on mine, her tongue pushing into my mouth with violent desire. Another moan, another almost rolling orgasm from me, but a moan from her too because now she was frigging herself with a similar intensity to how Jack was fucking me. This was all so much but so perfect, so how I wanted my life to be. Gone was all trepidation, all fear, replaced by a feeling of contentment.

	She grabbed my right hand, pulling it down to her pussy and forcing three of my fingers inside, using me as a makeshift dildo, holding and controlling my hand, until she let out a mighty screaming and I felt fluids drizzle down.

	This was the best night of my life, and it only got better.

	Jack came spraying half his cum inside, and half outside on my anus. Without wasting a moment, Tamara ran behind me and began eating my arse, licking the cum. It was a disgusting act, but I loved it. Never did I imagine having such a dirty girl in my life, but this was the perfect woman for me; delightfully trashy, in a good way.

	The sex didn't end there. Nobody seemed interested in taking a break or stopping. After eating my arse, she spun me around and made me eat hers, moving up to her pussy, then as the cock appeared by my face, I focused on that, bringing it back to life. Then, arranged next to each other, our bums perched high in the air, Jack entered Tamara's anus and fucked her for a couple of minutes, before pulling out and moving into mine. Back and forth he went, as Tamara and I kissed, knowing that our new boyfriend was taking good care of us.

	We fucked well into the night and into the morning, with Jack telling Tamara that she wasn't going anywhere that weekend. "You're both going to be my sexy sluts this weekend." He grinned.

	"Gladly!" We both giggled.

	The following morning, whilst Jack slept in, Tamara explained how to use the make-up I'd bought, but did note that I'd not bought enough and also hadn't matched my skin-tone. Rather than wake Jack, we dressed up, with me putting on jeans and a t-shirt over my lingerie, and headed out to the shops where Tamara helped me choose what I needed.

	Back at home, we went through make-up styles and found the best for me was more drag-style, with bronzed skin, highlighted cheekbones, and vibrant colours around the eyes. One of the items she'd picked up from the store was a box of platinum blonde bleach for hair, and whilst I didn't think of it at the time, it was clearly meant for me.

	My hair wasn't long, but it also wasn't short. The problem was, I didn't have money for the barber for a long time, so sort of self-managed the front, whilst the back was kind of scruffy, almost ratty. So after bleaching my hair, Tamara sat me down and began styling it. What she came up with was not short, but very feminine. With the hair done, together with the make-up, and sat in the dress, I felt spectacular.

	"There are a couple of things missing." Tamara stated. "You need your ears piercing, and you don't have shoes."

	When Jack saw me, his mouth watered. I could tell he'd woken up horny, so I bent over in my pink dress and pulled up the petticoat, and Tamara watched as the man entered me in one go. She smiled, pride at how I was able to take his huge dick without a single hiss of pain or complaint. "l love it." She laughed. "Such a fucking slut."

	With my boy-pussy now full of cum again, Tamara told me to go back out to the shops with her, but this time, I was to go en-femme. Of course, I was nervous. Being seen in a dress amongst my work friends was one thing, but going out on the streets was another. In order to keep me calm, Jack decided to go with us, just in case someone said something.

	The first thing we did was to stop at a low-cost shoe store. There, we selected different types of shoe, settling on a three-inch heel hot-pink pump, a lacy black ankle boot with exposed toes and four-inch heal, and bright pink Mary-Jane flats, with huge white lace bows on each. Given that I would need to practice the heels, I walked out in the flats.

	Next, we found a market where cheap knock-off handbags were being sold. We found a pretty pink leatherette tote, and a black sling bag. Finally, one more thing from the market, a knock-off perfume, floral, breezy, and perfect for a sissy like me.

	People looked at me, but whereas in the past they might have said something, or given me a scowl, it was rather a look of interest. I looked hot, pretty, but I had features which made me identifiable as a man underneath, but somehow, I liked that. I didn't want to be a woman, I wanted to be a femboy, a sissy, and I wanted people to know that I was.

	We fucked the rest of the weekend, so much so, that both Tamara and I struggled to walk on Monday morning. But walk we did, and I did so in make-up, in a dress, and in heels with my handbag. When I arrived at work, the ladies all gasped and applauded me, rallying around to take a look at me and give me a big hug.

	They accepted me.

	Then at noon, I received a message. Janet wanted to see me, urgently.

	 

	 


Eight

	I arrived at Janet's office with no small amount of trepidation, especially given the weekend conversation about her real reasoning for wanting me in the company. I stepped inside wearing my new pink satin work-dress, and stood with my hands behind my back, submissively waiting for her to speak. She said nothing for a good five minutes, instead, just making me wait whilst she finished typing something.

	Then she looked up at me with a stern expression on her face and said, "Kneel."

	Without hesitation, I dropped to my knees, looking down at the floor until directed to do otherwise. Then she stood and walked around the desk to reveal she was in a short black leather skirt, and thigh-high lace up boots.

	"Kiss." She said, her voice breathy, soft, yet packed with authority. I leaned over and kissed each boot as they were presented to me, then sat back. "Tell me about your weekend. I noticed your new haircut and the make-up. Your new boyfriend has made an impression on you, it seems."

	"Yes Mistress." I said softly. "But it was Mistress Tamara who did this to me."

	"Very good work by her. I assume your boyfriend is sleeping with her?"

	"Yes Mistress."

	"Great. That's the way it should be." She walked back around her desk and sat down, then clicked her fingers and pointed to the floor beside her. I crawled over and she opened her legs, revealing her smooth pussy. "Lick." I set to work. "This weekend, you and your boyfriend are invited to our place for a party. Tamara is welcome too. On Thursday, my dressmaker will deliver a special dress for you, which you are to wear on Saturday. You will arrived washed, cleaned inside and out, because it is my expectation that you will be thoroughly used, is that understood?" "Yes Mistress!" I said, feeling confused yet excited at being the centre of attention at a party.

	"There will be several men there, lovers of my husband, who will be using you. As for women, it will just be me and Tamara, so I will look after her in my own special way."

	"Of course, Mistress."

	She paused, there was something more, something she didn't know how to say. "One of the gentlemen attending is a shareholder. In fact, he is the shareholder who is holding out on us regarding your new role. I am hoping that playing with you might open his eyes as to the advantages of having you around. His name is Niles and from next year, he will be moving his offices here. My hope is that you both strike up such a bond that he will have the pleasure of your...regular service, whilst he is based here."

	In order to be guaranteed the job, I'd need to become a sex slave to some post twat. I should've been disgusted, told her to stick the job, and if I wasn't a sexcrazed sissy slut, that would've been exactly what I'd do. But I was a sex-crazed sissy slut, and after watching hours of the gay sissy hypnosis, my brain was simply saying, 'You are a gay sissy slut, and you can never say no to cock! Never!' So, instead of getting angry, I just grinned and said, "I'm looking forward to it, Mistress!"

	"l bet you are, you fucking slut." She grinned.

	But now I finally understood what he plan was. Somehow, she saw something in me, back when I was her delivery driver, saw that I was a sissy in the making, and she needed me to help convince a shareholder to open up the inhouse marketing department. Something told me that the delay was artificial, that her plan was always to put me in the lingerie packing section, so close to the sissy lingerie.

	"You knew I'd go for the lingerie eventually, didn't you?" I asked.

	She smiled and nodded. "l know a sissy when I see one."

	"It was a risk." I said.

	"Not really. If it didn't work, then I'd still have a great person working for me. It was never about deceiving you, rather, about helping you find your own way, and at the same time, getting something from it too. We all win here, even Niles. I think, at the end of the day, I just wanted you to be happy, and I knew that wouldn't come from money. There are always ways to make money, but to make money and find happiness, that's very difficult. I hope I've given that to you."

	I nodded, not feeling any form of resentment towards her. "You have, Mistress. I love what you have done for me, and I wouldn't change a thing."

	"You are perfect, in every way, Jason." She smiled.

	I laughed when she said my name. "l guess I should change my name."

	Her head shook slowly. "No, keep Jason. You are not trans, you're a sissy, and I want the world to know you are a sissy. I want your cheeks to shine rosy pink when you are judged, when people just realise you are not a pretty transgirl, or a man, but a stupid, dumb, sissy bimbo, not deserving of real respect." I knew she wasn't being mean, but was saying all the right words to turn me on, to bathe me in humiliation, and it all just felt right for me.

	On Saturday, we arrived at Janet's house to find it buzzing with energy. I had the new dress on and honestly, I looked the finest version of my sissy self. It was pure silk, but styled as a traditional, short sissy maid dress. Pink, lined with soft silk white lace, a silky white pinny, a white lacy petticoat which forced the skirt up like a ballerina outfit, exposing the silky pink panties I had on, the rear of which open in the shape of a heart for easy penetration.

	The moment we stepped inside the building, I was ordered to the floor as men of various ages and statures, presented their cocks to me for service. Black, white, fat, thin, it didn't matter. I didn't get a word out, I was just set to work sucking. I didn't even know who Niles was, I just sucked.

	To my side, my eyes caught Janet leading Tamara upstairs, her hand gently squeezing Tamara's rump. I thought they would watch us, watch the men use me, but apparently not.

	Hands pulled at my hips, forcing my rectum into the air, and that was when I felt the first cock push inside. I was encircled now, all the men naked, Jack included, wanking slowly as I glugged on cock, rubbed others, moved between them, as someone violently fucked my arse. There was no pause for adjustment, no pause for my pleasure, and why would there be? I was there to be used and abused, and that was what I wanted, that was what I was studying the hypnosis videos to be.

	The cold floor hurt my knees, but that wasn't their concern. Poppers were presented to my nose and I moaned as the high hit me and the first cock unloaded in my arse. I didn't even have time to think as the next one pushed into me.

	If I thought Tamara had been led upstairs to fuck Janet, I soon found myself corrected. She appeared once again, this time with Janet in a latex corset, her pierced D-cup breasts hanging out from the open cups, her pussy on display between the latex straps holding up her latex stockings. Tamara was beside her, her arms bound behind her in a leather bag, a leather harness around her boobs and her body, a gag in her mouth. Her make-up was running from tears, and as she turned and knelt, I saw heavy welts on her backside from an obvious caning. The gag was removed and without a single word, Tamara dived between Janet's legs.

	The man fucking me began to spank me, tell me I was a disgusting slut. Hands pulled on my hair violently, as my throat was used as a sheath for someone's cock, choking me without a care in the world. God, I felt like such trash, such worthless garbage, and as a submissive sissy, it was the best feeling in the world.

	As the night progressed, I was fucked, I sucked, I drank piss, I was whipped, spanked and had my balls crushed, and yet, I had time to think, to reflect on who I was. I felt no regret for becoming this, but I had regret in my heart. I was in my twenties, and yet, I hadn't ever experienced such sexual bliss and happiness in my life. The regret I felt was the regret of time wasted leading up to this point. I would later tell this to Jack, who said that he felt the same way, that he wished he'd had the chance to seduce me sooner, but he admitted, without the guidance and without the support of Janet and Tamara, and the sissification, it would never have worked out. He was right.

	Regret is stupid. There is no way back, but plenty of ways forward. In the same way that my country spent years depressed and broken, we could only learn from that experience, learn and fix, and make a promise never to go back. So right then, as I took my twentieth cock of the night, I made a promise never to go back, never to be a man anymore. I was a sissy, I was happy as a sissy, and this was my world now.

	The following morning, I awoke lying in a large bed, and to my left side was Janet, to my right was Tamara. I wondered where Jack was but at that moment, I was happy to be in the arms of two beautiful women. However, my recollection of the end of the night was a little blurry. Alcohol flowed later in the evening, and then at some point, I complained I was feeling achy from the way I was being used. Janet's husband, Craig, said he had something for that, and poured some liquid on my tongue, and after that, things kind of faded.

	"What happened last night?" I asked Janet as we lay there.

	"We weren't ready for the night to end, so we gave you a drug which would dull the pain and so the men could continue to use you. You were conscious, just out of it."

	"Oh," I said, a little confused.

	"We told you what would happen." She smiled, and then I began to remember, and indeed she did. I had consented to the drug, knowing I would no longer have control over my body. It didn't matter, I would've enjoyed it anyway, but as I remembered being passed around like a ragdoll and used for hours after, I felt even better. God, I was such a fucking dirty slut.

	"Can we do this again sometime?" I asked.

	"Of course!" Janet laughed. "We have these little get-togethers quite often, usually at other places though, because of the kids. They're at their grandmother's this weekend."

	"So, was it a success?" I asked her, knowing that she had a reason for having me there that weekend.

	"Time will tell." She shrugged, then leaned in to kiss me. "By the way, your cock is free."

	I looked down and saw that indeed the cage was off but I was soft and small.

	"Did we fuck?"

	"No. You couldn't get hard for us last night, but I thought we could try today." Janet said, looking over me towards Tamara. I turned and found she was awake, watching us with a smile. Suddenly, both their hands were touching my crotch, rubbing, feeling, and then they slid down and I watched as they sucked and passed my soft, floppy dick between them. "Hmm, nothing." Said Janet.

	"No reaction at all." Agreed Tamara, but they were both smiling as they said it.

	"Let's see what happens when we call the boys in.

	Janet left the room, returning with Jack, Craig, and a pudgy man in round horn rimmed glasses who I now knew was Niles. They were naked, their large dicks hanging low ready for service. Instantly, my cock sprang to life, and Tamara leaned close and said, "How's it feel to know you are gay, not bi, gay?"

	"Wonderful." I admitted, crawling to the edge of the bed and doing what I loved most, sucking cock, whilst another got ready to take my sore backside.

	 

	 

	 


Epilogue

	The event was a huge success and finally, I felt like we were ready for fashion week. It was hard work, but the team did a fantastic job preparing everything. I could tell from the look on Janet's face, sat there next to the runway looking on, that she was proud of the work I'd put in. It was truly an amazing show.

	As the show ended and the audience made their way to the reception, I heard a knock on the stage wall as Niles walked in, his tailored suit tight on his body. "Great work, Jason." He smiled. "Amazing."

	"Thank you, Master." I said, leaning in to accept the kiss he was offering. I wrapped my arms around him and moaned as he reached under my skirt and pressed a fat finger inside me. "l want you." I breathed.

	"Not now baby, later." He chuckled.

	The internal marketing department had been operational for a year now, and as part of that, I ran the events part of it. Niles was sold the moment he found out that he would have me as a toy, but as part of that deal, I needed to commit to being his full-time gay slave, not just at work. That meant leaving Jack. It was a tough choice, but thankfully, Jack made it easier. "You and I may or may not work, but this role has been your dream."

	Being Niles' boyfriend and slave was easier than I thought it would be. He was domineering, sadistic, but also loving. He pampered me with gifts and for the most part, treated me like a princess. I discovered that being someone's slave didn't mean that I was to be treated like trash, but rather to be treated like prized property, to be cared for, nurtured. Niles was never afraid to introduce me as his boyfriend, and whilst at home he loved to see me in sissy clothes, outdoors, I wore very feminine, yet classy clothes.

	For this show, I wore a tight black dress which extended down to my ankles. It was completely sheer, yet adorned by lace. Underneath, I wore a lacy black bra that was thin enough to show the piercings in my nipples, and a black lace thong which did nothing to hide the little bulge of the tiny cage on my tiny cock.

	We talked about implants and hormones, but he said he didn't want a girl, he wanted a femboy, and a sissy. He liked flat chests in lace, round tight bottoms, adorned by silk and satin, and I liked that too. I didn't feel feminine, I felt like a failed male experiment.

	Tamara took my break-up a little harder. With the loss of her husband and daughter, losing me was one step too far. It wasn't that she was angry with me for it, she understood that I was gay and had no interest in women, but she was hurt all the same. Thankfully, Jack had taken a liking to her and immediately asked her to move in. They married six months later, and I was their bridesmaid.

	A short time after that, they set out looking for a sissy of their own, eventually meeting a man the same age as them on the internet. After a few trial months, Pravit moved in with them and they officially began his transformation. Pravit was a little different to me. He was Thai and wanted to become a ladyboy.

	As for Janet and Craig, they remained a far bigger element in my life. Janet because she was the owner of the company, and Craig, because he was essentially more into men than women and liked to spend a lot of time with Niles and l. That was fine for Janet, who preferred to watch gay sex and masturbate, than actually fuck men.

	So my first big event before fashion week was a huge success, and I knew it would propel me forward. When I saw Janet and Craig at the reception later, they both congratulated me, telling me how proud they were. Honestly, it had been hard work, probably made harder by the fact that every time I had a meeting with Niles, I had to suck his dick or take his cock, but honestly, I wouldn't change a thing.

	I saw my parents once after my change. The problem with them was, they were country people, stuck in the old ways, refusing to admit defeat. They voted for the party which destroyed the country and they would continue to vote for them no matter what. When the visited and saw what I had become, my dad simply turned and left, whilst my mother burst into tears. I should've been upset with them, angry, but I just shrugged. I didn't care anymore. I was happy being me. "Do you think you can replicate this for fashion week?" Asked Janet.

	"Yes Mistress, I am sure I can."

	"Good girl." She smiled back at me. "Play party at my place tonight? All Craig's friends will be there."

	A night getting railed by huge dick? Sign me up. "Yes Mistress, that sounds wonderful."

	After mingling for a bit, I moved to find Niles, who was chatting up some young model. I smiled, noting Niles' penchant for younger men, especially pretty ones who were barely old enough to drink. "Hello Sir." I said softly.

	"Hello darling. I was just talking to Christopher here. He wants to get into the modelling business in a big way, isn't that wonderful?" Niles beamed.

	"Yes Sir, lovely."

	"l told him we're having a little party at Craig's place, so he'll be joining us."

	I smiled at the nervous young man, clearly unsure of what he was getting himself into, but I knew to talk to him before we got there. The moment I could be alone with him, I let Christopher know that it was a gay orgy.

	"l thought as much." He said.

	"Are you gay?" I asked him.

	"No." He said immediately, shaking his head.

	"So, you're not going then?"

	He looked around nervously, and then shrugged. "There might be someone big in the industry there."

	I gave him a challenging look. "Are you seriously telling me you're willing to go gay for work?"

	Again, that shrug. Fine, he knew what he was getting himself into, his choice.

	Of course, the whole journey in the car, Niles was feeling Christopher's leg, rubbing it, making it clear that he wanted him. He kept telling him what a pretty young man he was, and how he really was going to make it big in the world. Niles was a slimy character, that sort of upper-class gay man who knew everyone and thought he could get away with anything. And yet, I found him desperately attractive. Perhaps that was the submissive part of me coming out, that I was punishing myself being with him, and yet whenever I wasn't with him, I found myself missing him dearly.

	That night, as I went through the usual chorus of men using me, I got to see the uninitiated Christopher take his first penis. He was visibly scared, visibly not turned on, and yet he just went with it. The men held him as Niles pushed his cock in, and Christopher hissed and cried, saying it hurt, that maybe it was a mistake, and yet he didn't say stop. Five minutes later, and I heard different cries from Christopher.

	"Yes! Deeper! More! Give me your cock! Oh, I fucking love this! Fuck me! FUCK ME!" Thirty men tonight. Thirty men used my anus, filling me with their lovely sperm, the same thirty men used Christopher. And by the morning, we were a tangled mess on the floor, sleeping together.

	After we awoke, I discovered the plan was for the fun to continue. That was fine by me, and throughout the day, more friends, more men arrived and I found myself a toy to be passed around; exactly the way I liked it. I drank gallons of piss, copious amounts of cum, but I hoped that it continued and never stopped.

	Eventually though, Christopher and I were given a break to clean up and eat, and he asked me for my story. I told him about who I was, and how I became a sissy. He listened intently, not questioning me, and then he slowly stepped forward and held my arms, then tilted his head and leaned in to kiss me. We made out passionately, and then he said, "Dress me. Make me a slut for them. Make me a sissy."

	I smiled. "Gladly."

	THE END
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