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A causal remark in the office was the start of his humiliation, everything that he had ever wanted, lusted for, masturbated about.

The usual office banter was prolific and in the heat of the sexual innuendo that was being thrown about, “I like fully fashioned seamed stockings but the suspender clips do cut rather”. Passed over without another thought the remark that was to be his downfall fell mostly on deaf ears, mostly apart from Steph who heard it, considered it and filed it away to be used in the not too distant future. 

Two weeks later, beside the coffee percolator Steph asked him, quite outright, quite blatantly, “so you’ve tried stockings have you, and you don’t like the way suspender clips cut in to your legs ?” Steph had planned this communication, this encounter, she knew she would have the bastard one way or another. “Sorry Steph where did you get that impression from”, “a remark you made the other day, well have you ever tried stockings ? Would you like to?” A reply was not going to be easy, whilst off the cuff remarks always had an element of truth this one that had been picked up by Steph and offered back to him was based upon a dream, a fantasy, long harboured and one that would have to be exorcised eventually. 

“Actually I have, at a fancy dress party whilst I was at University, you know how it is everybody has to dress up”, “dress up they might” Steph replied, “but as a clown, a tramp, a doctor, what exactly did you dress up as then”, knowing his wildest fears and dreams would be, could be, dragged from him he offered, “as a tart actually”, “a tart” Steph exclaimed, “and what else other than fully fashioned seamed stockings and suspender clips did you have on?” “Well, heels not high about 4”, a dress that came down to just above my knees, a bra stuffed with old tights and stockings and a blonde wig”, “and were you made up, lipstick and the like”, “well yes of course, you would have to be wouldn’t you?” Steph, hearing the opportunity for further investigation and power, “and where did you get the old tights and stocking for you breasts from”, “I borrowed then from some of the girls, I had girlfriends you know, I’m not gay”, “you may well have but to me you seem very genned up on the ins and outs of dressing in women clothes” and then the bomb shell, the one that Steph had been planning, the one that he had been fearing, wanting, “Tomorrow after work we’ll go back to my flat and you can show me just how good you are at dressing up, I may even give you a few pointers if you behave. Bring all your gear to work with you and don’t make any plans for the evening ”. Steph walked off, she had what she wanted, a taped conversation, his voice was unmistakable, add to that tomorrow nights video and she would have him just where she wanted, her fuck toy, her lesbian lover with a cock.    

Arriving at work next day was a traumatic one for him, laden with suitcase containing most of the feminine clothing and items needed to transform him was a trial, the train had been packed, as usual, and he he’d become quite concerned that the case may burst open and spill its contents at the feet of the other passengers. Steph watched him arrive and followed him into his office. “Put the case on your desk and open it, I want to see what you’ve been playing with”, the case on the desk and open in front of Steph she dug around and found amongst other things, fully fashion seamed stocking, new in a Grosvenor packet, tan with a Cuban heel, panties assorted colours and styles, two corsets, two pairs of shoes, one pair black, one white with peep hole toes, bras, tights various colours, more stockings and makeup. “What a marvellous collection”, Steph exclaimed, “now just hold up a pair of panties so I can see how they look on you”, “no not in the office, anybody may come in”, “just do it, were here early and you know you want to”, selecting a bright red highcut panties, he flick them out of the case and held them in front of his chest, Steph seizing to opportunity to exploit sat in his chair and with her handbag on her lap parted her knees slightly, his attention was taken, he could see just past her knees, to a blackness that held all he wanted, Steph parted her legs even more revealing her nylon covered thighs, “hold your panties in front of you like a good girl” and he did, and whilst his attention was taken Steph took the picture with the palm camera that had been hidden in her handbag. Steph quickly jumped up and out of his office, “time for work girlie”; she taunted and was off. He spent the day in quite anguish, he knew the picture Steph had taken couldn’t be mistaken fir him, in his office, with panties on show, what he fuck was he suppose to do now?

17:00 and Steph arrived at his office door, “the picture came out well, if you piss me about from now on I’ll ruin you and your career, my car in 10 minutes and bring your case”. 10 minutes later he saw Steph in her red Porsche 911, she opened the door for him, “get in and put you case on the backrest”. He did as he was told and they drove off to Steph’s house. 30 minutes into the drive and his confidence had returned somewhat, he looked at her legs, knees apart now so she could drive, Jesus he’d liked to lick those legs, toss himself off on them, spurt his cum over them. Steph perhaps reading his mind hitched up her skirt at the traffic lights, not far but far enough to tantalise him further, “like what you see girlie” she chided, “yes, yes I do, you really are very attractive”, “well get your clit out and wank grille”, he was taken aback at her manor and attitude he hadn’t expected this kind of authority, “just do it girdle or that picture goes on the notice boards as soon as I make a call, make a call that implied someone else knew at the office, had the picture, knew of his secret. He unzipped his fly and fumbled about inside his trousers, “push you trousers sand pants to you ankles and lift you shirt up” Steph demanded, doing as he was told he sat beside Steph with a huge erection, trousers and pants around his ankles and shirt tucked up. Steph reached over to the glove compartment and produced a small bottle of massage oil and generously squirted his cock and balls, “that should help, start waking” he did, thumb and index finger wrapped around his cock he wanked up and down the length of his shaft. “Don’t you dare fucking cum”, Steph shouted at him, “you just bring yourself to precum stage and tell me”. Of course it didn’t take him long, the situation, the attractive women at his side, the heat of the car all contributed to a drop of precum appearing on the end of his cock, “if a wank anymore I’ll cum” he said mildly, “Steph wiped the drop of precum off with her finger and offered it to him to suck, “I’m not gay you know” “I know you not fucking gay, but you’d expect me to taste your juices, swallow you load, you try it”, he sucked her finger, the salty taste unusual but not unpleasant, “good girlie” Steph spoke softly. His cock had softened to some extent and Steph squirted more massage oil on him, “off you want again, girlie, get it hard again and prepare to taste more precum,” this time he wanked more conservatively, long strokes, timed to perfection, Steph with an eye to torment produced a nylon stocking from the compartment beside her, “put this over your cock and wank girlie, he did, he’d done this before and the ease at which he fitted the stocking over his cock was not lost on Steph. They continued the drive, he didn’t think any passing or passed drive shad noticed but then he had been preoccupied. 

A few minutes before they arrived at Steph’s house she told him to make himself presentable and apart from a flush look on his face when he emerge for the car he could just have been another boyfriend. The house large detached and setback from the road in a quiet part of Lincoln was ideal for the games Steph had in mind. 

Steph lead him to the front door, carrying his case he was surprised at the decor inside, red and green colours were everywhere, tastefully decorated it was neither feminine or butch. 

“Lets get you ready, follow me, “Steph lead the way upstairs and he followed, into a large bedroom obviously with en-suite. “Put your case on the bed and strip” taken back again, the case on the bed was no [problem but he was reluctant to strip, “look girlie you just sat for half an hour wanking and tasting precum so stripping isn’t really that bad is it? he couldn’t argue, and stripped himself quickly, his cock at half mast she lead him to the shower, “get in, paste yourself all over with this cream and amuse yourself for 30 minuets, he did and when finished was completely white with depilatory cream, “you’ve done your arse, your cock, your balls ?”, Steph asked, he had and whilst he stood there contemplating the situation he found himself in she passed him a magazine containing pictures and stories of men being feminism and tormented by attractive women.

He was……… 

