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I GLANCED UP FROM MY monitor and looked at the clock on the wall. Nearly finish time. I could’ve just checked the clock in the bottom right-hand corner of my screen, but where’d the fun be in that? 

My eyes swept around the room seeing who was getting ready to leave. There was that one with the shiny black satin blouse and the pert tits, the other one with those sexy red strappy heels she liked to wear. But where was the other one? The one wearing the short black dress that hugged her figure? She had curves in all the right places. Movement from behind one of the building’s supporting pillars caught my eye. There. There she was. Nice legs as well. It looked like she was the winner tonight.

I quickly looked back down at my monitor hoping no-one saw me eyeing up the office talent. Although I was pretty sure that focusing on various distances was meant to be a good thing to prevent eye strain, could I help it if women wearing sexy clothes got in the way?

Movement from my left caught my eye. Holy fuck that was a short skirt! Was it yellow leather? Yeah, I think it was.

“Hey, Josh. Night.”

My head jerked to my right so fast I thought I’d got whiplash. “Um, night, Stan,” I said to the smiling guy as he walked by carrying his rucksack. We were almost the only men working in the place. Did he keep an eye on the talent like I did? I didn’t think he was gay, so he must do.

As soon as he was out of sight I looked for miniskirt again. But she was nowhere to be seen. Shit. Who was she? I thought I’d memorised all the hot females in the office.

The little app I’d installed on my system that looked like a waggy-tailed dog emerged from behind the date and time in the bottom right-hand corner and told me in a text bubble: ‘Time to fuck off home’. How could I not agree with such a comment, especially since the dog was so cute?

Now if I could time it just right...

I sat back and stretched, letting my eyes change from the distance, to middle-distance, to short black dress, to bend over and open my bottom drawer just as sexy red strappy heels walked by.

“’Night, Josh.”

“’Night, Kylie,” I replied. Hope to see you again, I mentally added to her strappy red leather stiletto heels.

Her shiny red toenails matched the red leather exactly. Yeah, that’d be something to wank over tonight.

Ok, she was gone. I needed to time this just right so I could get in the elevator with short black dress. But what about the new girl? My dick gave a twitch at the thought of seeing the yellow leather miniskirt again. Maybe I could try a double in the elevator? Squeeze my erection against both of them. Bonus points if their hands accidentally touched it. That’d certainly be something to try!

I pulled my rucksack out from the drawer and stuck it one top of my desk just as the waggy dog crouched over in the centre of the screen and did a poo. My eyes flicked around the office, not seeing them. Could I have missed them? Maybe they were having a chat somewhere as they got their coats? I quickly shut the programs down before the dog began a never-ending stream of diarrhoea that I knew would eventually fill the whole screen up. That was certainly one way to make sure I finished work and went home on time.

“Hey, you Josh?”

What?

My eyes flicked up and saw a face I didn’t recognise. I’m pretty sure I’d remember the fierce black eyeliner, and especially the spiked-metal choker she wore.

“Sorry?”

“You’re Josh, right?”

It was miniskirt.

Mentally I fought to keep my eyes on her face and not stray down to where her yellow leather miniskirt met her smooth legs. 

“Yeah, have we met?” 

Without answering she popped her tassly yellow bag on my desk and followed it with her skirt and then crossed her legs. But her knees pointed towards me. My eyes couldn’t help but be drawn into the darkness between her thighs and under her leather skirt. 

“I’m meeting some friends here. They’ve told me about you, and I thought I’d say hi. Hi.”

Shit. If we got talking there’d be no chance of me masturbating against her. What about short black dress? Was she still available?

“Hi,” I smiled back. “Sorry, gotta be going. Got some stuff to do. Nice meeting you.”

I caught a smell of her scent and then noticed two little round points on top of her breasts in her black long-sleeved top. She wasn’t wearing a bra? Did that mean she wasn’t wearing any panties either? Fuck! My dick jerked and I’m sure I felt some precum leak out of the tip.

As if noticing I’d seen her nipples she smiled and leant over towards me. “Wouldn’t you like to know what they’ve said about you?”

I looked at her, confused. “What?”

Movement caught my eye on the black mirror of my monitor, and I felt my arms being gripped and held down, keeping me in my chair.

What the fuck?!

I quickly looked round and saw Sara and Gill, aka short dress and shiny blouse.

“What’s going on?!” I asked, struggling to get my arms away from them. “What the fuck are you doing?”

Frantically I looked round the office for dome help, but it was empty. Only us.

“Thing is, Josh. I didn’t like what they told me about you.”

“Look, fuck off and let me go and I won’t say anything.”

“And watching you eye me up and the girls here I knew we needed to do something about it.”

What the fuck was she talking about?

I took a deep breath and was going to yell for security when she kicked me in the gut. I coughed the shout away and then felt something being tied around my mouth. I quickly threw my head back to try and stop it from happening but saw Kylie, aka strappy read heels, looking down at me. Hadn’t she gone home? What was she doing back?

She pushed my head forwards and continued tying some sort of fabric around my mouth and head.

I looked back at yellow leather miniskirt. What the fuck was she planning?

“Got your attention?” She slid her skirt off the desk and stood to my left.

She could fuck right off.

“The girls and I don’t like the way you look at us like we’re sex objects. And then rub your dick against them in the elevator, like a sick perv.”

You’re women, you wear short dresses, sexy blouses, strappy heels. What the fuck else are you?

“So we’re going to give you a taste of what it’s like to be a sex object.

What? What the fuck was the crazy bitch going on about?

I was jerked to my feet and then a woof! of air was forced from my lungs as my chest was slammed down onto the desk. The keyboard legs broke under me.

Before I knew what was happening my slacks were yanked down and someone sat on top of my back, keeping me in position. Shit, whoever it was was heavy.

“I bet you like stockings. I bet you wish I’d worn stockings as well as this hot miniskirt.”

Someone held my right leg while someone else removed my left shoe and sock and pulled my slacks over my left foot.

“Sheer black stockings, Josh. Sexy black stockings. Just like you want your sex objects to wear.”

Something was being pulled over my left foot. What the fuck was it? Tingles ran up my leg and into my crotch as it was slowly pulled further and further up. Yellow miniskirt’s words suddenly made sense - they were putting stockings on me? But I wasn’t one of those sick fucks that liked to wear women’s clothes!

“They’re lace-tops, Josh. Look really sexy. You feel sexy, Josh? Feel like a sex object?”

Someone pulled the stocking up my thigh and made sure it was in position.

“What would your dick do if I said I took them off just before coming in here? They feel warm, Josh? That’s me.”

The image hit me and my dick eagerly responded. Lace top stockings with a short leather miniskirt. Oh, boy.

“He’s going to have to lose the underwear, girls.”

What?

My black jersey boxers were yanked down and the strong hands now held my stockinged left leg.

They could see my dick? Could they see it getting erect?

“Bet there’s a load of precum stains on those, eh Josh? Looking at girls all day, getting all excited about what you were going to do later?”

Now she mentioned it, with all the attention I was getting from these women wearing sexy clothes, and sheer stockings being slid up my legs, my dick seemed to have a mind of its own.

With the other stocking now on my right leg I felt hands lifting up my shirt, and then something was put around my waist.

“Can’t wear stockings without a garter belt, Josh.”

My dick grew heavier, hanging down between my stocked legs. 

“Shit, look at that. He’s getting off on it!”

I didn’t know if that was Kylie or Sara or Gill.

“Is it photo time, girls?”

Photo? Fuck!

“Yeah,” said Gill. “Just attach the straps to his stockings and do it.”

I felt the garter belt around my waist tighten and then the straps pulled down and attached to the lace stocking tops.

My dick felt heavier and heavier, like it did when I rubbed it against a cute ass in the elevator.

The hands left my legs and grabbed my arms again.

“Ready.” A voice said.

Yellow leather miniskirt slid off my back just as my arms were re-grabbed and I was yanked upright. I stood catching my breath, feeling the pain from the keyboard imprint on my chest and heard several clicks. What?

My stomach dropped as I saw Kylie and miniskirt holding up their phones to me. I looked down and saw my semi-rigid erection and the black stockings and shiny black garter belt I now wore. Shit.

Miniskirt waved her phone at me. “Do anything stupid and these get uploaded. Understand?”

They’d not done that yet? Maybe I could still get out of this?

“I can guess your thoughts, Josh. But what would your friends or family say seeing you wearing stockings with a hard-on? Massive elephant in the room at family get-togethers.”

Yeah.

She saw the understanding in my eyes.

“Good. But we’re not finished yet.” She reached into her yellow tasselled bag and brought out what looked to be a piece of see-through fabric. “You’re not wearing panties, or a bra.”

Wasn’t this stuff enough?

“You’re the type of shit that needs the full lesson, Josh. And the way you’re cock’s getting excited I just know you won’t be satisfied before you’re wearing a sexy blouse, a short skirt, and heels. Because you know what you are, Josh?”

What?

“You’re a fucking sissy.”

A what? I’m not a fucking sissy! Seeing those pervs on the internet made me sick!

She walked up to me and let the feather-light black see-through panties rest on top of my semi-erect dick. Thrills ran through it and it twitched in response.

“You’re a sick fuck male that likes to wear female clothes.”

No! I emphatically shook my head.

“No? Your precum tells me otherwise.”

We both looked down as she slowly lift the sheer panties up and saw a thin shiny line attaching them to my cock tip.

“Disgusting. And you know what else?”

There was more to this fucking nightmare?

“You need a sissy name.”

What?

“Anyone think of what to call Josh’s sissy side?”

“Rupaul?”

“No, he’s great. Not like this fuck.”

“Something really feminine, like Chantelle?”

“No, I’ve got an aunt called that.”

“What about a play on his name?”

“Josh? Er... Jane?

“No. Sister.”

“Josephine? Jessica?”

“Too long.”

“Jess? Jessy?”

“Rhymes with Sissy,” suggested Kylie.

They were silent, mulling over the name.

“No relatives or anyone called Jessy?” asked miniskirt, looking round at the others.

A chorus of shaken heads answered her question.

“Done. Jessy it is. Let’s get this moving on girls. Sissy Jessy needs to understand what the humiliation of being treated like a sex object feels like.”

With renewed vigour and laughs at what they were doing to ‘Jessy’ the girls took my jacket and shirt off.

“Sissies like you love having big tits, Jessy,” advised miniskirt as a black see-though bra with two large fake breasts was fastened around my chest.

“We’ve forgotten something, girls!” miniskirt said in a fake shocked voice.

“What’s that?” asked Gill.”

She held the panties up. “Sissy Jessy’s panties!” She indicated my erection. “Can’t let that disgusting thing drip all over the floor anymore.”

The pair of sheer see-through black panties were slid up my stockinged legs and between my thighs. They didn’t help very much with the precum already dripping from my dick as the front of them soon got wet. 

With each item of lingerie put on me even more photos were taken and laughed over.

“Girls, you know what colour sissies love most of all?” asked miniskirt.

They shook their heads.

She pulled a powder-pink shiny satin blouse from her bag and they all erupted with laughter.

It was only when all four of them stood taking pictures of me in the satin blouse that I realised that my arms were released. But by then I knew it was over for me. My erection was hard, straining against the sheer see-through panty material, and pulling the ruched back of it between my ass cheeks. Why would my dick be so hard when I wore lingerie? Was I really a sick fuck sissy?

Miniskirt walked up to me and looked me in the eye. I flinched back as she reached for my head. But she just gave a short laugh. “No-one’s going to come and help you, sissy Jessy. But why would you dare make a sound when all we have to do is tap an icon to upload pictures of you really enjoying yourself in lingerie?”

I stayed silent as she undid the gag and put the strip of damp material on my desk.

She reached into her bag and brought out a blond wavy wig, then placed it on my head. “Sissies love pretty, girly wavy hair. Here’s your hair, sissy Jessy.”

“Please stop this,” I whispered.

“Would you have stopped ogling us girls?”

I stayed silent. 

“Would you have stopped rubbing your erection against my friends in the elevator?”

We both knew the answer.

She turned her back to me and said, “Who wants to make sissy Jessy up?”

I swayed back at the onslaught of screamed Me’s!

All except miniskirt crowded round me excitedly putting things on my face, like they were making over a new girl. Which, I suppose they sort of were.

After what felt like an eternity they stepped back to examine their work. I felt strange things on my skin and lips, and when I blinked long, dark lashes rose and fell. I could only imagine the horror they’d created.

“I saw how much you loved my miniskirt, Jessy, so here’s one of your very own.” With that she pulled a shiny white leather miniskirt out of her bag and held it up so all of us could see it.

“Sara, would you do the honours?” she added.

Sara took the miniskirt from her hand, crouched down and opened it out so I could step into it. 

I had no resolve left. Countless pictures had been taken of me in my forced transformation from Josh to Jessy. I just wanted this evening to end.

I stepped into the
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