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  Office Sissy:


  The Form


   


   


  In twenty minutes I’d be able to shut my system down and escape for the weekend. It wasn’t that I was clock-watching you understand. It was because of the pink satin panties that my wife made me wear today as punishment. Every time I’d gone to the toilet I was in a state of fear that one of my colleagues would catch a glimpse of white lace, or shiny pink satin. I kept trying to tell my bladder that it wasn’t full, but there’s only so much coffee you can drink before angry instructions are sent back to your brain to ‘Shut up and do the walk’. Even after I’d finished it must have looked like some comedy sketch where I’d obsessively make sure my zip was all the way up and I wasn’t showing anything considered feminine.


  I suppose it was my fault to begin with – I shouldn’t have noticed the short skirt and sheer tights on that girl yesterday. I could tell something was wrong by the molasses-like silence from my wife sitting next to me in the car.


  Nineteen minutes. Nearly there.


  “You out anywhere tonight?” Chris asked from a few desks over. He was the office Romeo - always had a different girl on his arm each time I saw him. Although I suppose he did look a bit like one of those actors who’s always in a romantic comedy movie.


  “Nah, got a quiet night in planned.”


  Do whatever it took so that my wife wouldn’t make me wear satin panties to work. That’s what I had planned. Who knew maybe we’d both enjoy it.


  Eighteen minutes.


  Some of the more eager employees started shutting their systems down. I couldn’t. Although I suppose I could, but that meant I’d have to answer to my wife’s sister, Mandy. Guess what position in the company Mandy had? Yeah, my boss. Shutting down and leaving early? No chance, although she did bring me a nice coffee about half an hour ago. Possibly one of those exotic ones with the strange aftertaste.


  Seventeen minutes.


  Time to tidy the papers on my desk - make it look like I’ve just fortuitously finished a piece of work, and then ‘hey! It’s nearly time to go! Would you look at that. Gosh darn! What a stroke of luck!’


  Sixteen minutes.


  My email pinged. Fuck. I looked to see if I could ignore it. Nope, it was from Mandy. I opened it up.


   


  I need to see you. Now.


   


  What brilliant fucking timing she had.


  I left my system on in case I needed to use it later, but locked it so that no jokers could use it to send emails and get me fired.


  “Gotta go see her. See you Monday,” I said to the office.


  A variety of condolence calls came back to me as I walked to her office.


  “Yeah. Hope it’s OK.”


  “Make sure you get overtime!”


  “Yo Steve, she wants a piece of your ass!”


  Through the glass door I saw she had her glasses on and was typing away as if she didn’t know I was there. Bitch. Her desk was at an angle to the door, not directly facing it. Maybe some sort of ‘being more open and approachable’ thing?


  I knocked on the door and she waved a hand in my direction. I took it to mean that I could come in, although she might have just been drying her crimson nail varnish.


  I’ve got to admit she was one good looking woman. If I wasn’t already with her sister she’d have definitely been on my shortlist. Short dark hair styled around her heart-shaped face, good tits, nice figure. She also knew how to dress to make the most of her body. I guess that’s why she kept getting the contracts to keep us in work.


  Today a red satin blouse peeked out from under a dark blue business skirt suit. The skirt had a small slit in the side and I could see sheer dark nylons on her crossed legs. Her feet were under the desk but I knew she normally wore shiny court heels.


  I pushed the door open and walked into her alluring perfume. I considered asking her what it was so I could get it for my wife but she may think something was up if I wanted my wife to smell like her.


  I stuck a smile on my face and said, “Hi, er you wanted to see me?”


  “Just a sec, Steven.”


  Her fingers were a blur as I wondered if I should sit down. She’d not told me to so I decided to stay standing up. It also meant that I could maybe get out of the door faster.


  A few clicks of the mouse and she was finished. She turned her chair to face me and smiled.


  “I had an interesting text today.”


  “Oh?”


  “Would you like to see it?”


  What?


  Utterly confused I agreed.


  She reached down for her bag which was by her feet and I saw right down her blouse. Was that on purpose or accident? I guessed by accident. I now also knew she wore a black lace bra.


  As if nothing untoward had just happened she straightened up and smiled at me swiping the phone’s screen. Her black lashes seemed to be magnified by her stylish glasses.


  “It’s from my sister. Here.”


  She held the phone up to me and I read


   


  He’s wearing pink satin panties.


   


  A heavy weight dropped into my stomach. Why would she do such a thing? I glanced behind me in case someone with superhuman eyesight was reading the text over my shoulder.


  “So, are you?”


  I turned back to her.


  “What?”


  “Are you wearing pink satin panties?”


  “No. Of course not!”


  “Show me.”


  “What?”


  “As your manager I need to know if you’re gay so I can inform the Human Resources equality director.”


  WHAT?


  “I’m not gay!”


  She calmly got up and walked by me to the door.


  “No one’s looking. Just do it quickly.”


  “No. I’m not gay and I’m not showing you what underwear I’m wearing.”


  “Would it be easier if I close the blinds?”


  “Look, I’m not gay and–”


  She interrupted me with, “Calm down Steve! It’s OK. Lots of the staff are gay. I just need to know for HR. You know what HR are like.” She looked at me apologetically.


  She twisted something to the side of the door and grey blinds covered my view of the office.


  Walking back to her chair she brushed by me, then sat back facing me with her legs crossed, a questioning look on her face.


  “No one can see us, Steve.”


  “But–”


  “Do you want me to order you to?”


  “No, but–”


  “Do it!”


  I knew I had no choice – my job was in her hands.


  “I just want you to know that I’m not gay, OK?”


  She waved a ‘get on with it’ hand.


  Butterflies sprang to life in my stomach as I slowly unzipped and glanced back quickly to make sure no one saw what I was doing. I flashed the pink satin at her and quickly zipped up again.


  “Do you like them?”


  “What?”


  “Do you like wearing them?”


  “No, it’s just something with my wife.”


  I made to turn round hoping that was the end of it.


  “Do you wear them often?”


  “No. It’s just this once and I hope to never again. Unless there’s anything else?” I indicated the blind-covered door and escape.


  “I just need to fill this form in for HR then you can go.”


  She turned back to her computer and moved the mouse around. Mumbling to herself she started typing.


  “Name, Steve… occupa… status…”


  She stopped and looked at me.


  “Hmm, are you sure you aren’t gay? It’s just that there aren’t many options for me to choose.”


  Controlling my anger I said stiffly, “No, I am not gay.”


  “Bisexual maybe? Or want to be transgender?”


  “No, I’m not bi or trans-whatever-the-fuck-that-is! I like women.”


  “Is that why you’re wearing lingerie?”


  “No, this is to do with my wife.”


  “Oh, does she like to see you in lingerie?”


  “Look, I did something wrong and she made me wear them, ok?”


  She smiled at me. It wasn’t one I liked.


  “She likes to punish you in satin panties? Well, well, well. I’d never have guessed, sis.”


  Turning back to the screen she read what was next.


  “Hmm, you ever worn a dress?”


  “No.”


  “A skirt?”


  “No.”


  “A blouse?”


  “No. Look I’ve never worn female clothes before. This,” I indicated my crotch “is a one-off.”


  She turned and smiled apologetically at me again. “I’m really sorry, Steve. It’ll be both our heads if I don’t fill this form in and send it off tonight.”


  I sighed. Who knew what went on in the Human Resources mind?


  “Can I at least sit down?”


  She turned and scanned the screen. “Hmm. No, not yet.” She chewed her lower lip in thought. “I think… Yes. I’ve got everything.”


  “Great!” I made to move towards the door.


  She laughed. “Oh, no. I’m sorry. I just meant that I’ve got all the stuff here.” She reached round the side of the desk I couldn’t see and brought out one of those bags from a clothes shop with a funny name.


  What the hell was going on?


  Glancing at the screen she said, “Shoes, socks, and trousers off please.”


  “What?”


  As if in surprise she looked at me. “Shoes, socks and trousers off. Is there a problem?”


  This was like no form I’d ever heard of and I was getting suspicious. I walked up to the desk and looked at the screen. There was an official looking form with a header and number, there were spaces for answers, there were multiple choice sections, there were comments boxes. It looked kosher. Bloody hell. My mind seemed to swim for a moment.


  “If you have a problem being alone with me then I can get one of your male colleagues in?”


  I quickly pulled myself together and said, “Um, er. Er, no, that’ll be ok.”


  “Shoes, socks, and trousers?” she reminded me.


  I walked back to where I was before and made sure the door blinds showed nothing. In a sort of haze I slid my shoes off, then undid my belt and unzipped my trousers. I felt a cool breeze around my legs as I let them fall to the ground, the pink satin panties were now only partly hidden by my shirt.


  Sliding my shoes to one side I stepped out of my trousers and alternated feet while taking my socks off.


  “Thank you. I’m sure we’ll soon be finished.”


  I unsuccessfully tried to pull my shirt lower.


  “Put these on.”


  She handed me a packet of stockings.


  “Eh?”


  “Oh, sorry! I forgot you’ve never worn female clothes before. Do you want me to put them on you?”


  “Er, no thanks. I’m sure they wont be too difficult.”


  “Good. Oh, you might want to use the chair.” She indicated one of the two desk chairs on the other side of her desk.


  I mumbled my thanks and headed to the closest while opening the packet. How difficult could this be? I mean lots of women wore them. I pulled the nylon wrapped cardboard out and unrolled them. They were black and had a wide lace top. I recognised them as hold-ups.


  “Quicker you do this the quicker we’ll finish.”


  “Yeah.”


  I separated them out and fed one up my left arm then scrunched it down so I could hold it with both hands. With my left foot on the chair I fed it over my toes and foot making sure the nylon’s darker toe area was in the right place (no one could ever say I wasn’t a diligent worker). Then, balancing on my toes I gently pulled it up my leg. Thrills went through me as the nylon caressed my leg higher and higher until the rubbery wide lace top gently hugged my thigh.


  “Other one please.”


  I repeated the process with my right leg and stood before Mandy wondering what was next on the form.


  She reached into the bag and brought out a black lace garter belt.


  “I know they’re hold-ups but it says here,” indicating the screen “that it’s best to combine them with this.”


  I took the belt from her and, remembering how my wife did it, fastened it round my front then slid it round so the clip was at the back, with the straps hanging down my legs.


  “Best put them under the panties, Steve.”


  “Oh, right.”


  I tried to hold my shirt up while feeding the straps under my panties but was making a mess of it.


  “Why not take your shirt off first?”


  “Yeah, sorry.”


  I unbuttoned my shirt and took it off, letting it fall onto my trousers on the floor.


  “Easier?”


  This time I had no trouble feeding the straps under my pink satin panties and attaching the front ones to my black hold up stockings.


  “Yes, thanks.”


  “Soon be through this. The rear ones can always be a bit of a pain. Would you like me to help?”


  I tried to do them up but each time the clip didn’t do what I wanted.


  “Sorry,” I said apologetically.


  “Not to worry. I’m feeling a bit warm in here. Is it ok if I take my jacket off?”


  “Yeah, sure.”


  She stood up and turned her back to me, then slid the dark blue jacket off her shoulders to reveal her red satin blouse. I could see the outline of her black lace bra under it and felt an answering twitch in my cock. As she hung her jacket up on a stand the shiny red material stretched across her breasts. I quickly looked away not wanting to get excited at the sight of her sexy body. For all I knew having an erection while dressed in lingerie probably negated the results and I’d have to do it all over again!


  She smoothly moved behind me and crouched down. I felt the tugs on the garter belt straps as she fastened them to the stocking tops.


  “There.”


  As she got up she managed to brush her breasts against my ass cheeks and I felt an even bigger cock response.


  “Sorry,” I mumbled.


  “Oh, don’t worry. Let’s see what’s next.”


  She walked over to the screen. Was she swaying her hips more than normal?


  “Looks like just a few more steps.”


  With one knee on her chair she bent down for something in the bag. Her slit skirt rode up her legs and I saw she was also wearing stockings. Blood rushed to my cock and I felt it stretch the pink satin of my panties.
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