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My wife lay in bed behind me. Even though I couldn’t see her I could tell she had an evil smile on her face. She normally did these days. Desperately I searched through my wardrobe for a large dark shirt and some baggy pants. Maybe they were hiding at the back? I was already going to be late for work and now this!

“Have you seen them?” I asked over my shoulder.

“Seen what?”

I could hear the sadistic humour in her voice.

“My large shirt and pants.”

“Nope. I don’t go hunting in your wardrobe for clothes. Unlike...”

She left the sentence hanging like a noose ready for me to stick my head into. But I kept quiet. Yes, I had borrowed some of her clothes, a dress actually, and she knew, and I knew she knew. It was an emergency though – Mandy (my boss, her sister) wanted me to wear something special for one of her clients. As well as working normally at the office, I was also Stevie – a slut Mandy used to get her clients to sign contracts, normally when I was wearing a short, sexy dress, or a sexy satin blouse and short skirt, but always when I was on my knees with their cock in my mouth. She’d found out that a client would sign anything if they were getting their rocks off, and I was far cheaper than her having to hire a hooker. Something she took great joy in telling me every day. Hence my ‘second’ job – being my boss’s whore.

Somehow Mandy had found out that this particular client had a thing for proms, so, quite naturally she wanted me to wear a prom dress. I had short skirts, and dresses, but a prom dress? So I wore the wife’s. Why she still had it after all these years was a mystery. Luckily it fit. That evening with Mandy’s client I could’ve done without the slow dance he insisted we have beforehand while he groped my big tits through the tight satin bodice and my ass through the long chiffon skirt. Not to mention as well as trying to get rid of the all too familiar taste of cum from my mouth, as well as without Mandy somehow ‘accidentally’ filming it with her mobile, as well as Mandy not sending the video to my wife who fell about laughing while watching it later.

But enough nasty reminisces, I had this new situation to worry about - why the hell would my boss text me and her sister that I had to wear lingerie to work? Normally she’d text that I had to wear a short sexy dress, or a short skirt and blouse and be ready to suck cock. Why? Maybe it was something to do with Bob, the manager who was supposedly taking ‘Stevie’ under his wing (and cock in mouth, inevitably) to train her up. Thanks to Mandy, and a hands-on demonstration, he already knew ‘Stevie’ was the best cocksucker in the company. 

But I’d heard nothing from him since the Sunday appraisal. Also, he knew nothing about Steve, my normal self. What was going on?

I didn’t want the office to know I was wearing female lingerie, hence my search for large, baggy, dark clothes. The pants didn’t have to be dark, but the shirt did – even a small, white bra might show through a white shirt. Not that I had any white bra’s, or even small ones, they were mainly bright red ones, big bright red satin and lace ones that my large false tits could barely fit into.

But time was against me. I yanked the largest, darkest shirt I could find off its hanger and put it on and hoped no-one would notice or guess that I wore a bra underneath. The clips on the garter belt could probably be hidden by me keeping my wallet and keys in my pockets.

Thankfully I didn’t have to put make up or a wig on, or I may just as well forget the morning and turn up during lunch.

The nylon stockings sent shivers up my legs and into my red satin covered balls as I hurriedly pulled my pants up over them. I hoped I wouldn’t get an erection at work. It was bad enough the first time when my wife punished me by forcing me to wear pink satin panties to work and sent a text to Mandy to tell her.

That was a dark day for me – when all of this began and Mandy, with the threat of blackmail, made me her whore.

I was late to work and had to drive around the car park looking for a space. I’d been careful though – not going over the speed limit and possibly being pulled over by a cop. I could just see it now - ‘What’s this strange lump on your leg, then? And there’s one on the other side, in exactly the same position? That’s it, pants down... Normally wear stockings do you?’

Or possibly even worse - being in an accident and having to be cut free from the wreckage, because I’d got my bra twisted up.

Stepping out of the car I realised there must be some muscle memory to do with pretending to be a female and wearing lingerie - it felt strange wearing flat shoes but knowing I wore sexy lingerie underneath, as I normally wore shiny high heels with stockings. I hoped I’d I stopped rolling my hips and trying to walk as sexily as possible before anyone saw me and entered the building.

What was going on with me? It was like Stevie, my alter-ego, was trying to take over because I was wearing satin lingerie underneath my male clothes. Would anyone notice? Maybe I should accidentally bash my leg against a desk? Or kicked myself in the shin, so I could legitimately walk funny?

I absently nodded to the security guys at their desk, one of whom I hadn’t seen before, on my way to the elevator.

My floor arrived and I prayed no-one would loudly comment on my lateness.

“Hey, Steve!” called a friend on my walk to my desk.

“Hi.”

“Sex before work is always gonna make you late, dude.”

If only, I snidely thought.

I got to my desk relieved that everyone else was hard at work and only a few people seemed to notice.

My PC had finished booting up and I’d logged in when my phone rang. This wasn’t one of the ringtones used for clients, this was an internal call. I glanced around at the faces looking in my direction. They knew I was late, and they all knew that it wasn’t a good thing to be late and immediately have an internal call. I was in the brown smelly stuff.

I glanced over at Mandy’s office and saw her through the glass and open blinds looking at me with a phone next to her ear. I should have guessed.

Perhaps it wasn’t her? a small, naïve voice suggested. 

I picked the handset up before the whole office knew I was in trouble, “Hello?”

“Glad to see you’re in,” Mandy’s voice said, coolly.

“Yeah, traffic was nasty. Probably roadworks and an accident. You know how it is.”

I was trying, I really was. 

Why hadn’t she just sent me an email? Glancing round the faces looking in my direction, I knew – she wanted to make my life even more hellish than it was now.

“How’ve you got on with the Craig file?”

Craig file?

“Er, fine. Fine.” 

What the fuck was she on about?

“So you’ve sorted out the differences between the three distributors?” 

Now her voice was getting a cat-like sinuousness, like I was a mouse she was enjoying playing with.

“Close to it, almost there. Shouldn’t be long now.”

“Excellent, I’ll let the exec know. They do so like to hear about multi-million dollar deals.”

I closed my eyes. I had no hope of gaining any advantage in this situation and she knew full well.

Resignedly I said, “Shall I come over?”

“Good idea.”

The connection clicked closed and the annoying buzzing began.

I avoided looking at my workmates as I got up from my desk. The grey vertical blinds in Mandy’s office closed as I walked towards it.

“Good luck, man,” someone whispered.

“Thanks,” I whispered back.

Gently I knocked on the closed glass door facing the closed blinds behind it, feeling the looks of everyone in the office on my back.

Just as I knew she would she let me stand there, waiting.

Did I have to put up with this shit?

Yes, yes I did. Or my life would be over.

I took some deep breaths to try and calm myself but they only made me more aware of the bra I wore.

I knocked again.

“Come.”

She liked using that word around me. Bitch.

Turning the handle I opened the door and walked in.

~~

She’d changed her perfume. This one had a spicy note to it underneath the musk. My whoring for her must be raking the commission in.

Her short, dark hair looked particularly glossy this morning. Her pale coral lipstick matched the scarf she wore over her white blouse, and I couldn’t help noticing the sheer black tights and black pencil skirt. She knew she was beautiful and knew how to use it. 

Seemingly engrossed in the screen in front of her she still managed to say, “Close the door.”

I did so, and felt like I was trapped in a grey box with one of those spiders that eats the male of the species.

I knew better than to head for a chair and sit down. Mandy liked to take full advantage of her power over me.

She finished tapping something and turned to smile dazzlingly at me. Her eyes roved up and down my clothes as if looking for something.

“Show me.”

There was only one thing she wanted to see – if I’d obeyed her instructions.

I unbuttoned my dark shirt and pulled it open to show the red satin and lace bra underneath.

“Good.” She waved an expensive-looking pen at my pants, “And the rest?”

I rebuttoned my shirt, undid my
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