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All Tied Up

By Bea


I was in love with Miss Chalmers, but had absolutely no idea of how to profess it. She was so pure and sweet, like a breath of spring air. Always neat in colorful dresses and her hair bright and shining. Certainly not one to overuse makeup, she stood out amongst all the other ladies in the bank like a rose amongst thorns. 

She�d started as a lowly teller some months before and even though I�d no reason to go into the bank much, I started inventing needs to make transfers, write cashiers checks (which I cashed myself) and things like that so that I could get to talk to her. Naturally, 

as

the

bank

used

one

of

those

first-come-first-served policies and she was one of a half dozen tellers, I could never be sure that I�d get her
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to serve me, but I was always optimistic � and excited as well. Felt like a great white hunter stalking his prey. 

Then disaster struck! She was promoted to being a loan officer or something like that � and loans were something I most certainly did NOT need as Mother�s death had left me quite well to do. Finally, I took the bull by the horns and, waiting until she was free of cli-ents, went to her desk one day and asked if she was free to give me some advice. She smiled deferentially and motioned for me to sit down. �I�m only a junior loan officer Mr. Richards, but perhaps I can at least point you in the proper direction.� she said. �Now, if you�ll explain?�

I had invented a cock and bull story of a possible investment using a combination of my own money and a bank loan and was making enquiries as to how difficult it would be for me to qualify for such a loan. I gave her a list of the various accounts I had with the bank and the most recent statements from my broker. I saw her mouth form an instinctive �whew� as the amount of my wealth gradually became apparent. Inwardly I preened. She wore no wedding or engagement ring and, small and slight of build as I am, I knew that an imposing statement of liquid assets does no harm in presenting one�s self as a suitor. My heart melted as she turned her soft brown eyes on me and suggested that I fill out a form, requesting a loan � adding that she saw no problem in me being approved for such. 

�It looks very complicated, � I said helplessly. �I�m afraid that since mummy died, I�ve had to handle my own finances and I�m not very sure if I could handle things like this.�
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�Oh, you poor thing!� she said softly, coming around the desk and giving me a sympathetic hug. 

�Perhaps I could help you with filling it out?�

She was surprisingly strong in the arms � and her scent, now that she was close to me made me dizzy. 

�That would be wonderful!� I simpered. �You sure it would be okay?�

�Why of course, Mr. Richards. I�d be delighted!�

she said, giving my shoulders another squeeze, her soft womanly breasts now close to my ear. �Tell you what,� she added. �Ms. Dommer the manager won�t be in until later. Perhaps we could use her office? Give you some privacy?�

This was working out much better than I�d ever dreamed possible! I couldn�t believe my luck! �Oh yes!� I said, jumping at any opportunity to be alone with this young goddess. After she�d spoken to another lady, her immediate supervisor I think, she was closing the door of a private office behind us. 

I was breathless with excitement. There was something � I don�t know how to describe it, but my fantasies about being the great white hunter had disappeared somehow. I now felt that, soft and vulnerable, pretty and feminine as she was? It was now ME that was the prey. But this was probably nothing more than an overactive imagination on my part and on top of that, it was a heavenly feeling. One that made me feel all soft and squishy inside. 

The office had a large desk in it and she pulled up a chair for me to sit, but then to my delight, pulled up another so that she could sit beside, instead of sitting behind the desk across from me. Then, as we worked
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our way through the forms, I found her arm around me regularly and her hand brushing my thigh. It was the most heavenly episode of my life. Gradually, as small breaks from the monotony if form-filling, we talked of other things. Without much urging from her, I told of how mummy had brought me up � her claims of my delicate health, the long string of governesses and female tutors and the protected life I�d led. Then, how quickly she�d been taken away from me by an au-tomobile accident. 

�Oh, you poor darling!� Miss Chalmers said sympathetically, and instead of just embracing me this time, turned my face to look directly into her eyes �

and kissed me softly on the lips. 

I�d never kissed a girl in years and the sensation was incredible. I knew I wanted her to kiss me again, and suddenly decided on a new course of action that would bring us together for longer periods of time. 

�Miss Chalmers?� I croaked. 

�Please call me Linda,� she breathed softly and se-ductively at me. 

�I just got to thinking. I really have no idea of how to handle the money that mummy left behind for me.�

�Yes? I can see how that would be a crushing responsibility for someone like you. Did your mummy always handle all financial matters herself?�

�Yes. She handled everything. Everything. But what I just thought of? Would you care to be my financial advisor? I�d be delighted to pay you for your services of course.�
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She crushed my heart immediately by shaking her head. �I couldn�t do a proper job for you � and even if I could, I couldn�t charge you for it � wouldn�t be ethi-cal. That�s the kind of service our bank provides � free of charge.�

�But I�d really like you to help me Linda. Couldn�t you see your way to accepting my account and managing my portfolio for me?� I saw my chances of getting to know her better diminishing and even I could hear the pleading in my voice. 

�You�re SO sweet!� she purred. �I could just eat you all up! But if you were really determined to have me work with you, I suppose it could be managed.�

�Wonderful!� I sighed and turned my face towards her, not really expecting anything, but hoping for another kiss. 

She obliged by placing her hands on the side of my head and gently pulling me to her for just that. This time, to my wonderment, I suddenly felt the tip of her tongue press softly against my lips. I didn�t know what do so opened my mouth a little � and suffered the exquisite sensation of having her tongue slowly slide in between my lips and into my mouth. It was lovely. Harder than I�d ever thought a tongue could be

� dominating in a strange sort of way, but I certainly was not about to complain as she slowly worked it in and out. 

She eased back after a moment or so. �You�re such a little sweetie!� she said softly. �But I hope you don�t think too badly of me?�

�Whatever for?� I gasped. 
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�For being too forward. It�s not very professional �

nor ladylike. But I DO find you most attractive,� she cooed. 

I blushed. �Unladylike? You? That�s the craziest thing I ever heard!�

She fluttered her eyelashes. �Well, thank you kind sir. But remember, I just said I supposed that your idea could be managed. I have to check out my thinking with Ms. Dommer, the manager of this branch. She may not agree. You may have to wait for a day or so until I can meet with her. Would that be satisfactory?�

�Aw!� I said, disappointment practically oozing out of me. 

She smiled and patted my cheek with her soft hand. 

�MY! You are an impetuous little thing, aren�t you? 

Now, I don�t suppose you want to finish working on these forms. Do you? Frankly, you borrowing money for a project like you�re talking about might not be the wisest thing in the world for you to do right now.�

�Okay. Whatever you say,� I said, blushing again. 

�I�ll admit it. I�m not very good at managing money.�

A strange, sleepy look came into her eyes as she stared at me. �Well, I�m sure that between Ms. 

Dommer and myself we can guide you and make sure that you don�t do any silly little goose things. Think you�d like that?�

�Oh yes,� I breathed. 

�Of course you would!� she said lightly, then took my face in her hands and kissed me again. �Of course you would!�
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I left the bank, floating on air. I was surprised at how aggressive I�d been in getting close to Miss Chalmers � Linda now � and felt the testosterone surg-ing through my system for the first time in my life. 

�That�ll show YOU mummy!� I crowed to myself. 

�Who�s the sissy now?�

Linda called the very next day and asked me to have my broker fax my account history to her bank immediately. He didn�t sound too happy about it when I called and asked all sorts of questions but finally, re-luctant and angry, agreed to do it. A few hours later, Linda called me � very formal. �Mr. Richards? Ms. 

Dommer and myself have looked at what�s been going on in your brokerage account and we are sure that we can be of assistance to you. Would you like to come in at, say, ten o�clock tomorrow morning? We can discuss everything in detail then. Okay?�

I was thrilled to bits! Spent the rest of that day and a good chunk of the following morning swithering about what I should wear. Should I look like a venture capitalist in a dark suit and rep tie � or should I be the relaxed heir to my mother�s fortune � casual and cool? 

I opted for the casual look, which may have been a mistake, presenting myself at the bank in fawn slacks, a pale yellow sports shirt, bare feet in deck shoes. I felt somewhat intimidated when Linda appeared � not in one of her colorful dresses, but in a dark gray skirt suit softened only a little by a pristine white blouse, her hair swept back severely. 

�Would you like to follow me sir? Ms. Dommer is expecting us.�
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�Please Linda?� I gasped, amazed at my sudden te-merity. �Why don�t you call me Don? I�d take it as a great compliment. If we�re to have any kind of working relationship at all, I�d really much prefer it.�

The only way I can describe her smile is to say that it was motherly. �Of course Don. How sweet of you to ask me!� Then she linked her arm through mine. 

�Well, come along now. Don�t want Ms. Dommer getting mad at us, do we?�

�Oh no.� I said, allowing myself to be led back into the office where we had been working before. 

Ms. Dommer and I had met when she�d commiser-ated with me on my mother�s death, so introductions were not necessary. She was a rather tall, austere lady, wearing a plain wool dress, sensible shoes and very little jewelry. Understated makeup, although I noticed that she had very well manicured nails. Wore a pair of those old-fashioned half-moon glasses hanging just above her breasts, held there by one of those long gold chains. 

To my surprise, she had been sitting on a couch in her office, rather than at the desk. She rose to greet me, shook my hand, and then sat, patting the space beside her. �Why don�t you sit here beside me Mr. Richards? 

Linda tells me that you prefer the informal approach, and it will make showing you papers and suchlike much easier.�

�Why thank you Ms. Dommer,� I said, lowering myself to sit then � to my inexpressible delight � had Linda sit on the other side of me! 

[image: Image 3]
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There really wasn�t that much room, but my senses were assaulted immediately by the feels of the fabrics and the scents of the women sitting in such close proximity. Linda then disappointed me for a moment. She made a little tutting sound with her lips and stood up. 

�A little close quarters here, sir.� Then, to my delight, she took her jacket off, laid it carefully over a chair �

then sat down again and slipped an arm around my shoulders! �There!� she said happily. �That�s much better, isn�t it?�

Somehow now, there was much more room. It was undeniable. Ms. Dommer was able to slide around di-agonally on the couch now and face me. I couldn�t seem to resist it. Laid my head back so that it was comfortably supported by Linda�s lovely bosom. Nodded in agreement with Linda�s statement. 

�Well Mr. Richards,� Ms. Dommer started. �It looks as if you came to us just in time. We investigated your brokerage transactions and your representative has been very naughty.�

�Naughty?� I said. �You mean stealing?�

�In a way. He has been doing many transactions in your portfolio. It�s called churning. �She reached forward and gave my hand a slight slap. �You have also been naughty Mr. Richards in not catching him.�

I blushed a little at the reprimand. Linda�s arm tightened sympathetically around my shoulder. �Oh please, Ms. Dommer, don�t chastise Don. He�s never been trained to look after himself and I�m sure we can help him.�
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I was a little indignant, but my voice didn�t show it when I said, �But Ms. Dommer? I have looked at my brokerage account every month and I usually have more than I had the month before. So how . .?�

She smiled and reached over. Patted my hand again, but this time lovingly. �Please don�t be intimidated by me dear. It�s just that being in financial services all of my life, I tend to forget that everyone does not have the same reasoning powers as a trained banking representative like myself, or Linda here. If I sometimes speak sharply? It�s for your own good. You DO

understand, don�t you?�

�Of course he does!� Linda answered for me, squeezing my shoulders ever so nicely. Then she spoke to me directly. �You see Don, it�s like this. He buys or sells stocks in your name. He really doesn�t care if you make or lose money . . �

�He gets his commissions just the same?� I interjected. 

�YES!� She exclaimed. �See Ms. Dommer? I told you he would learn!� Then, to my amazement, she leaned around and kissed me full on the lips! 

Ms. Dommer didn�t seem too surprised at this. As a matter of fact, she pulled a tissue from a dispenser on the coffee table in front of us, leaned forward and gently wiped the lipstick from my lips. I would have objected if I hadn�t been so surprised by the turn of events � Linda�s lipstick tasting nice, sort of waxy and perfumy. Ms. Dommer gave me a gentle smile as she did this, but replied softly to Linda�s comment as she did so. �Oh I�m sure that he will. Just positive!�
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I�ll admit that I�m smaller and probably lighter than both of these ladies, but still can�t use those facts to explain why I felt like a little kid beside two grown up women. It wasn�t unpleasant, far from it. It reminded me a lot of how things were when mummy was alive. I snuggled in even closer to Linda and even pouted my lips to make it easier for Ms. Dommer to clean them. 

She finished cleaning off my lips. 

�Thank you� I said. �What should I do about the broker?�

�Fire him immediately,� Ms. Dommer said. 

�Oh, I don�t think I could do that,� I said nervously. 

�He�s a very big man, and has a bad temper I think. Is-n�t there some other way?�

�I could do it for you . .� Ms. Dommer started. 

�Oh! That would be wonderful. Thank you!� I said quickly. 

�But you�d have to sign papers giving me the Power of Attorney,� she added. 

�Isn�t that nice Don?� Linda squeezed me. �Just think, you won�t have to worry your pretty little head about money, ever again.� Then she gently pulled me backwards and gave me another kiss � a longer one this time. When she took her lips from mine, I saw that Ms. Dommer must have been at her desk, because she was coming back with some papers. 

�You young people!� she said fondly. �Linda? I�ll swear blind that your lipstick is more suited to his complexion than it is to yours.�

Think so?" Linda said, then took the tip of her finger and distributed the lipstick marks more evenly on my
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lips. Then she pulled me back so that my head was resting on her shoulders. �I think you�re right,� she said. �It looks quite pretty on him.�

I was in a daze. It went beyond anything I�d ever dreamed of as a banking transaction. I had the strang-est feeling that it WAS unusual, but given the rewards I was getting? I certainly wasn�t about to argue. I signed all of the papers that Ms. Dommer put in front of me, being hugged and kissed by Linda who kept as-suring me how clever I was being. Then, Ms. Dommer spoke firmly to me. �Now Mr. Richards. That con-cludes all of the paperwork necessary to transfer all necessary powers to me. But, may I suggest something?�

�Of course Ms. Dommer.� I said, struggling to appear rational. �Please do.�

�Well, as your financial advisor, I�d like to suggest a secondary designee for power of attorney � just in case anything should happen to me � as say happened to your dear mummy.�

�I certainly hope that nothing like that would happen Ms. Dommer, but do you have anyone in mind?� I asked. 

She smiled. �Of course! I was going to suggest Linda here. You and she seem to be so . . so . . compati-ble. If you agreed, it would mean that you and she could discuss financial matters in complete confidence, without me being present, and she�d be under the same fiduciary constraints as I am � bound to do nothing that would be against your interests.�

14 Bea

I saw the benefits of this immediately: the phone calls I could make for �advice�; the many reasons I could invent to contact her; maybe even take her out for business lunches or dinners! �I think that would be a great idea!� I said enthusiastically. �Where do I sign?�

She held up a cautionary hand. �This is a brand new idea to me sir so, let me give something a moment�s thought, before I ask you to sign anything.�

We all sat silent, although I could feel Linda�s breast heaving with repressed excitement and, accidentally of course, she pulled my head even further into its�

softness. Finally Ms. Dommer nodded her head as if coming to a decision. 

�Very well. Mr. Richards, would you be offended if I said that you must learn discipline if you are to deal with your own finances?�

�Not at all. Not at all!� I said fervently. 

�But will you take offense sir, if I say that you must be taught that discipline � starting at home?�

I started to answer, but she waved me to silence. 

�What I�m trying to say sir is that you are obviously not cut out for a career in any business I can think of. Is that true?�

I blushed and nodded, although nodding was somewhat difficult, my head firmly lodged against Linda�s breast. 

�Thank you,� she said. �I realize that admitting such a thing must be terribly hard on the ego, but my point is this. You should learn to crawl before you learn to walk. You should first of all learn the intrica-
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cies of managing a household. Then � and only then, should you take on the financial aspects. Does that make sense?�

�Oh yes!� I sighed. 

She turned her attention to Linda. �Now Linda. Do you agree that our young charge here needs discipline? Needs to be taught how to manage a house first? If you don�t, please say so, because you and I would be at odds immediately � and we couldn�t have that, could we?�

�Before I answer that question Ms. Dommer, may I say something?� Linda asked seriously. 

�Of course, dear girl. Pray do.�

�I just wanted to say thank you to both of you. You first of all Ms. Dommer, for having such confidence in me � and you Don, for being so sweet.!� She gazed at me, adoration gleaming in her eyes. I hoped she would kiss me again, but she didn�t. 

Then, she got more formal. �In answer to your question Ms. Dommer? I agree with you wholeheart-edly. I believe that Don here needs discipline. Needs a firm hand. Needs guidance. But that raises a question. 

I for one, would be glad to be so employed, but we can�t possibly ask him to come to the bank all the time, can we? And, no offense, but if I were to go and work with him at his home, my own career here at the bank would suffer. Is this not the case?�

Ms. Dommer grunted. �Good point Linda! We have a problem here, no doubt.�

While she pondered, I raised my hand. �Ms. 

Dommer?�
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She frowned at me. �Yes?�

�I was just thinking. To tell the truth, I�m a little scared of what will happen after you fire my broker?�

�If he�s as physical and bad tempered as you describe, I could understand that.� she said shortly. �But what does that have to do with what we were talking about?�

I blushed. �Well? If you had some guy that knew how to train me? He could come and live with me at my house � and sort of be my bodyguard? That�s what I was thinking,� I finished lamely. 

She looked at me with no little astonishment. �That is NOT a bad idea at all, young man. Unfortunately, all of the employees in this bank are female. Not only that? When I think on it, you and another young man �

living together? Him �disciplining� you? There might be some raised eyebrows around town.�

As the implications of her words got into my brain, I actually started to get angry! �What! What? What are you trying to . .� I started babbling. 

�Don � darling?� Linda whispered, putting a hand over my mouth. �Just hush! I think I have the perfect solution!�

Her use of the word �darling� defused me immediately. I just knew that she�d solved the problem and gazed up at her adoringly. She flickered a smile at me. 

�Ms Dommer?� she said. �I think I can PROVE how much I agree with your theory about the need for Don�s disciplining, by what I�m about to suggest.� She then beamed down at me. �Now hush dear! Just listen!�
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I nodded obediently. 

She continued. �My step sister Amy arrives tomorrow from Michigan. She was going to stay with me, but my apartment is small and it might prove awkward with the two of us living there, especially as she doesn�t have a job yet.�

�I don�t understand what you�re implying Linda,�

Ms. Dommer said. 

Linda smiled. �I�m sorry that I�m not explaining it too well. But she�s very bright. Has a degree in Accounting. On top of that, she�s an expert in Judo � has an advanced black belt. Second, or Third dan I think they call it, I don�t know. Something like that.�

�And?� Ms. Dommer asked. 

Linda beamed. �Don�t you see? SHE could be with Don. Once we explain about his need for discipline? 

His need to be trained in managing a household? 

She�d be perfect! And? If that nasty broker ever turned up? Believe me, he�d wish he hadn�t! Not only that? 

She and I are very close and I know that she�d just love to help with Don! � especially if it were me that asked her!�

�But? She�s a . . a stranger!� I faltered. 

�You silly little goose!� Linda said, giving the back of my hand a soft spank. �You just hired me and Ms. 

Dommer to look after your interests. Will you please let us do our job?�

Ms. Dommer beamed. �I can see that you DO share my theory about the need for firmness in handling Mr. 

Richards,� she said approvingly. �Very well done, Linda!� She gave me a rather distant frown. �And for
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you Mr. Richards? I think you can show your dedica-tion to our training program by being quiet when Linda and I are discussing your future.�

�I�m sorry, Ms. Dommer.� I said meekly. 

�Better! Much better!� she replied. �Now, let�s get the rest of these papers signed, shall we?�

I was starting to become a little nervous about what was transpiring. Had the feeling that I was letting my amorous feelings for Linda get me into an untenable position. It now seemed that I was under the full control of two women � and due to be put under the thumb of yet another, starting the following day. Yet, there was a nice feeling attached to this too � a sort of pleasant glow of, I don�t know. Being taken care of? 

Protected against making decisions? I hadn�t felt this good since mummy died. I signed all of the papers put in front of me without reading them at all. 

Ms. Dommer had a meeting to go to at another branch, but not before allowing Linda to drive me home in my car. I was flustered by this. �But why should you drive me home? How will you get back here?� I asked. 

�You�ll see darling,� she said. �Now come along. I don�t want to be gone from here too long.�

It felt strange to have her open the passenger door on my car so that I could enter, then come around to the driver�s side. I had given her the keys so she put them into the ignition, turned on the engine, then fastened her seat belt. She then adjusted the seat to suit her, then the rear view and side mirrors. �You fasten your seat belt?� she asked. 
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�Yes.� I replied. 

She put the car in motion and we headed for my house, me giving her directions as we went. We chatted about various things until we got to the house. She was quite impressed and asked for a small tour. I was embarrassed somehow by the fact that I had two maids � rather than men servants, but she seemed to be delighted. Had me introduce her to both of them �

Marjory and Matilda (The M and M�s as I laughingly described them). Both girls were obviously impressed by Linda, curtseying often as they spoke. (It dawned on me that they had treated my mother with that same respect � but had recently stopped doing it for me. I wondered why.)

Linda checked the garage and verified that I had no other car there. Then she returned to the house. There, she held her hand out. �May I have your wallet dear?�

she said. 

�Sure, �I replied, taking it from my hip pocket and giving it to her. She didn�t look at it, simply put it in her handbag. �Your drivers license and credit cards. 

All in here?�

�Yeah. And my money.�

�Can I have your check book please?�

�Of course. But what do you want it for?�

�Darling? You are going to have to curb your curi-osity. Demonstrate that you trust my judgment. You want Ms. Dommer and me to have control of your spending, don�t you?�

�Yes.�

�Well then?� She held her hand out. 
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�It�s in my desk drawer.�

She didn�t reply. Just kept her hand held out. I hurried and got it. Practically trotted back and gave it to her. She glanced through it. �When was the last time you balanced your check book Don?�

I blushed. 

She smiled faintly. �See what I mean?� Then put the checkbook in her handbag as well. �Call the maids, would you darling?�

I was about to ask why, then re-considered. Pulled the velvet pull cord twice � meaning that both girls were to report to me. They appeared moments later. 

They looked a little disgruntled until they saw Linda there. Curtsied to her most prettily. �Yes Ma�am?�

Matilda said. 

�Girls? I need your assistance. Do you mind?�

Linda asked softly. Both girls nodded enthusiastically. 

�It�s like this,� Linda explained. �Mr. Richards has requested that the bank where I work help him in getting his financial affairs in order. We have agreed to do this, but we feel that he must undergo some training. 

Our representative will be coming to stay here tomorrow. The training will commence at that time. Until then? We think that Mr. Richards should not be able to communicate with anyone in any way pertaining to financial matters. So, until the time that that lady arrives, I would like you to make sure that Mr. Richards makes NO financial transactions of any kind.�

�But how can we prevent him? He�s our boss.�

Marjory asked, obviously perplexed. 
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Linda thought for a moment. �Actually? He isn�t your boss any more. I am.� She smiled lovingly at me. 

�This is only for your own good darling. Bear with me,� then turned her attention back to the girls. �He�s not to make a phone call without your permission. 

He�s not to leave the house without your permission. 

If he does make a phone call? The second anything about money is mentioned, you will cut him off.�

�We�ve to listen to him while he�s talking?� Matilda asked, astounded. 

�Of course!� Linda replied. �He is not used to being controlled, so may object. If he does, please call me at this number.� She handed Matilda a card. �My step sister Amy will be arriving tomorrow morning. She will be responsible for his training, so do you think that you girls could prepare a room for her? Welcome her when she arrives?�

�Of course ma�am,� the girls chorused, curtseying deeply. 

�Thank you girls.� Linda said. �I�m sure that Don will be the soul of good behavior for you, and that you�ll just love working with Amy when she arrives.�

She glanced at her watch. �Heavens! I must be off!�

With that, she turned and embraced me and gave me a loving kiss. �Now behave for these young ladies sweetie! I�ll be most upset with you if you don�t!�

�But . . But . . How are you going to get back to the bank Linda?� I asked. 

�Why, drive, you silly little goose!�

�Can�t I come with you? I�ll be without a car!� I wailed. 
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�Oh stop your complaining! I don�t want you driv-ing for a little while. Just stay around here. I�ll give Amy your car tomorrow. That way she can drive here if I can�t find the time to bring her myself.�

�But what am I to do? There�s nothing to do around here!�

An aggravated look crossed her face. �Read a book. 

Watch TV. Or if you can�t come up with something? 

I�m sure that these young ladies would welcome a helping hand. Now, stop this moaning and walk me to the car!�

She put an arm around my waist and we walked out to the driveway. �Now Don? Please understand.,�

she started. This is a new program Ms. Dommer and I are trying and we will probably make some mistakes. 

I�ll apologize for any we make in advance, but please darling? Live with it for a while if you can. Give it a try?" 

She spoke so sweetly and, her words made sense. I blushed. �I�m sorry if I�ve been unreasonable Linda. 

I�ll try to be good.�

�Oh, you ARE a little darling!� She said this, and gave me an enthusiastic kiss. Then she got in the car and drove off � leaving me with the M & M�s. 

I felt a vague sense of disquiet as I entered the house again and found the two girls. They were sitting, chatting, in the living room. When I came in, they didn�t stand up, but both smiled at me. �That Linda? She your new girl friend Don?� Matilda said. 

�Yes � well at least I hope so,� I replied, blushing for some reason. 
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�She�s really nice,� Marjory said. �Kinda bossy though. Reminds me of your mother.�

I looked at my watch. It was after one in the afternoon. Suddenly realized I was hungry. �Any chance of getting some lunch rustled up?� I asked. 

�Great idea!� Matilda said. �I�m kinda peckish myself.�

�But Don? Would you mind eating with us?�

Marjory said. �It really is a pain, setting up a table just for you.�

She was smiling as she spoke and used a very reasonable tone, but I have to admit that I was confused. 

�Well, I�d much rather eat alone. Have a lot of things I want to think about.� I said, adding, �If you don�t mind, that is?�

They looked at each other. Shrugged. �Okay by us,�

Matilda said. �You�ll find all sorts of food in the fridge, and I�m sure you know where the cutlery and plates and stuff are kept. Help yourself.�

�But it�s your job to make my lunch,� I managed to get out. 

They looked at each other again, as if puzzled. �But isn�t Linda the boss here now? Isn�t that what she said?�

�No! Well maybe. When she�s here that is, I guess,�

I stammered. 

�A sort of temporary boss. Huh?�

�Yes. Exactly! When she�s here, she�s the boss. 

When she�s not, then I�m the boss!� I said cheerfully. 
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Matilda pulled out the business card that Linda had given her from her apron pocket. Got up from her chair. �I�ll just give Linda a call. Think she�ll be back at the bank by now?�

�What do you want to do that for?� I asked nervously. 

�Well Don, you seem to think differently from us here. I just want to talk to her and find out what she thinks. If she says that you�re the boss when she�s not here, that�s fine. If she doesn�t � then?� She shrugged

�you can make your own lunch. It�s that simple.�

�I don�t want you to call her. Disturb her with silly questions. She�s got better things to do!� I said, trying to be forceful, but not succeeding too well. 

�Don?� Marjory spoke up. �If I remember correctly, it�s you that�s supposed to get permission from us to make telephone calls. Or is it the other way around?�

�Yeah! And didn�t she tell you to give us a hand? 

Don�t think she meant for you to be telling us what to do. Telling us to make your lunch and all that non-sense!� Matilda interjected scornfully. 

�Well, maybe I misunderstood, � I conceded. 

�Then, want to have lunch with us after all?�

Marjory said. 

�Yes please, � I said abjectly surrendering. 

�You�re not our boss then. At any time?� Matilda was staring at me belligerently. 

�No. I guess not.�
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�Well then, come on down to the kitchen and we�ll have lunch. You can set the table,� she said, her face relaxing. 

�Yeah � and do the dishes afterwards for being so damn cheeky!� Marjory said, laughing. 

Actually, the lunch was rather entertaining. Both girls had humorous attitudes that I�d never been aware of before. � made me laugh quite often at their silliness. I�ll admit to being embarrassed when I was given one of my mother�s floral aprons to wear to set the table then � as had been indicated � to wash and dry the dishes while we all still chatted, the two of them sitting at the table while I did that particular kitchen chore. I then rejoined them at the table. It struck me as being somewhat strange that, though both of them wore full maid�s white aprons and matching caps that I, sitting between them in my filmy, gauzy, floral apron was the more effeminately dressed of the three. To tell the truth, with the hierarchy that had been established now removed, they made it obvious that they now considered me one of them � one of the girls so to speak � a junior girl at that.. 

I helped Matilda dust later that afternoon, then helped Marjory prepare dinner. In both of these tasks, I was given an apron and cap to wear, just like them. 

After dinner, it became apparent that now, as junior member of our new trinity, the clearing away of meal dishes � and washing of same � was my responsibility. 

I was most embarrassed when after dinner, Matilda called Linda at her home and reported how well I�d behaved. After some conversation I couldn�t hear, I was then given the phone being told that Linda
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wanted to talk to me. �Hello darling!� she cooed. �I hear that you have been behaving very, very, well? 

Helping the girls with the dusting and washing up? I just wanted to tell you how delighted I am with you!�

I blushed, well aware that there was a very good chance that Matilda and Marjory could hear what Linda was saying. �It really wasn�t much of anything,�

I answered as modestly as I could. 

�But you are obviously trying!� she said. �I�m SO

impressed at your maturity � putting on an apron to protect your clothes � and a dust cap to protect your hair. There�s not very many men would be so practical.� Then she giggled. �And I�ll just bet that you looked SO cute!�

She said goodbye, shortly after, promising me that she�d try and get out to see me the following day, but added that I should continue in my efforts to please Matilda and Marjory � and be just as ready to accom-modate my NEW trainer � Amy. 

I started to understand that the girls wanted to be friends with me the following morning. As they explained it, they weren�t trying to embarrass me by making me wear the apron and cap � it was just more like trying to get us all to the same level � and with a new mistress coming, they couldn�t be expected to walk around out of uniform so to speak, could they? 

Okay, the aprons and caps were ruffled and probably a bit feminine, but who saw them other than us? 

(Matilda did chastise me for leaving my bed undone, but Marjory intervened on my side, saying that they shouldn�t be expecting miracles out of me, should they

� then was nice enough to come and show me how to
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make a bed properly � then practice my new skill by overseeing me as I made both hers and Matilda�s). 

The three of us heard the car come into the driveway, and went and opened the door and stood outside in a line as a welcome to Amy. She looked nothing like Linda � smaller and dark skinned with lustrous sloe eyes and dark shoulder-length hair. Brilliant white teeth that she showed in a smile as my two compan-ions curtsied beside me. Turned a cool glance towards me as I stood there awkwardly for a few seconds, but beamed as I took the sides of my apron and made a passable attempt at my first ever curtsey. Nodded her head appreciatively. �Thank you girls,� she said. Then went and opened the trunk. �Could you take my luggage up to my room please?�

This lady was feminine � no two ways about it, very pretty, full dress in a shade of bronze, with understated makeup and tasteful jewelry. High heeled shoes and an erect carriage. At the same time, she had an air that clearly showed she was well used to directing servants. The three of us curtsied again (it felt more natural this time) and hurried to do as we were bid. 

After we had moved the luggage up, she had Matilda and I unpack for her while Marjory gave her a quick tour of the house. She had some lovely clothes that Matilda looked at jealously as we put them away. 

�These are almost as nice as your mothers,� she said. 

�Now there was a lady who knew how to dress!�

�Whatever happened to mummy�s clothes?� I asked. �She had quite a lot, didn�t she?�

Matilda nodded. �Damn right! Her dresses are all still hanging in the closets, and her lingerie still in the
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chest of drawers. Tell the truth? If they hadn�t been too small for me and Marjory? We�d have probably raided them a long time ago. Seems a bloody shame to give them away to the Goodwill or Red Cross.�

I was going to suggest that it was better to do �something� with them than nothing, when Amy returned. 

�Thank you Matilda. Now, if you don�t mind? I�d like a moment with Don.�

�Yes Ma�am� Matilda said obediently, bobbed a curtsey and left. 

Amy fixed her lustrous eyes on me as she sat down. 

�Come over here dear,� she said, pointing to an area of the carpet in front of her. 

�Yes ma�am� I said, and aped Matilda by bobbing a curtsey and going to stand in front of her. 

�You�re a man Don, are you not?� she asked, looking up at me. 

I blushed. �Yes ma�am� But confused, didn�t curtsey this time. She looked a little disappointed but smiled . �Yes. I can see how it would be awkward for you, curtseying and behaving like a ladies maid. But?�

�Yes ma�am�

Linda informed me all about the program that she and Ms. Dommer have in mind for you. How I�m to train you to be more practical in household matters." 

She paused. �But the fact that the two maids here � and yourself of course � have behaved as you have done has made me think that Linda and Ms. Dommer may want to re-think the strategy.�

�Re-think? Are they going to scrap the program?� I asked in a mix of disappointment and hope. 

[image: Image 4]
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She smiled and wagged a finger at me. �Scrap the program? After you have already exceeded their wild-est hopes? Heaven forbid!�

�I . . I . . don�t understand, � I faltered. 

She smiled at me, maternally. �Dear? I know you�re not a maid. But while you�re dressed the way you are? 

Please stand up straight � yes, that�s better and cross your hands over your lap in front of you. Yes! Much more professional! Now, as I was saying? The original idea of the program was to get you at least competent at managing a household. Right?�

�Yes Ma�am. I understood that much.� I said re-spectfully. 

�But neither Linda nor Ms. Dommer had considered the idea of you actually starting at the bottom, so to speak.. Doing the tasks associated with the running of a house. The cleaning, the laundry, the ironing � all of those mundane activities that actually determine the success of the house! But to all intents and pur-poses you have endeared yourself to the two girls who act as maids here and have actually � I mean ACTUALLY - participated willingly in learning their trade. A junior maid as it were.�

She saw me flush. �Please dear? Don�t be embarrassed. There is absolutely nothing for you to be ashamed of. What I�m saying is that, starting immediately, I shall be taking over your training. I want us all to be friends in this house. When I�m working directly with you? We shall maintain a certain rapport. I will be the teacher, you the student.� She paused, then continued. 
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�But trying to maintain a twenty-four hour relationship like that will be extremely difficult so, occasionally? I will have you join your friends and become directly acquainted with the actual running of the house.�

�You mean with Marjory and Matilda . .. . like a . . 

maid?�

�Exactly! My, Linda was not exaggerating when she said you were a clever little thing! Now take off your apron and cap and come and kiss me hello. Let us start off being friends, not lady and maid, shall we?�

Shyly, I took the apron and cap off then went and gave her a kiss � cheek to cheek of course. 

My education began. Circumscribed by female domination as it was, it really differed little from the life I�d lived under my mother�s control. There were just more mistresses perhaps. I learned the rudiments of keeping household accounts. How to keep an eye on incoming charges for food, utilities, and the other things associated with living. It wasn�t all �education�

of course. At times, I�d act as Amy�s maid, running her bath. Brushing her hair. Looking out the clothes she wished to wear for that particular day. Sometimes we had fun � all four of us together. Play Trivial Pursuit, Monopoly, Scrabble � some such entertainment. 

Linda visited a few times, just to check out my progress. She was delighted at my increasing level of obedience and just absolutely loved to have me curtsy to her. Started having me sit on her knee when she�d talk to Amy. I was ashamed of my spinelessness but it was delightful in a strange way. Once, after she�d left, I made a comment about Linda�s liking of me in a sub-
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servient position. Amy looked at me seriously. �Come and sit with me Don,� she said, and led me over to a sofa where she had me sit beside her, then turned so that we were half facing each other. 

�Frankly Don? I�m surprised that Linda likes you at all!�

�Huh? How come?� I asked innocently. 

�She�s frightened of men. We�re only step sisters, not blood related in any way. We grew up together and I probably know her better than anyone else in the world. Until now, I�ve never her seen her show the slightest interest in a male. Maybe it�s because you�re sweet and gentle and non-threatening � but you still are a man when all�s said and done, so I wouldn�t get my hopes up too far if I were you.�

�But she kisses me. Calls me darling.� I blushed furiously. �Has me sit on her knees. I don�t think she sees me as threatening.�

�That�s exactly what I�m saying dear. But to be quite honest with you? I think that�s about as intimate as she�s going to get.�

�You saying I should get more aggressive? Maybe try and force the issue?�

She looked at me � and laughed. �No offense dear, but if you tried to be aggressive with Linda? I�d imagine that she�d reject you forthwith. Furthermore? It�s not in character for you. I�d just wait and see how things work out if I were you.�

I was crushed by this talk. Started thinking that if I couldn�t have Linda, then the whole program was probably a waste of time. I can�t mention my broker�s
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name (he�s suing my estate) but he did turn up at the door one day, very threatening in manner. Matilda answered the door and led him into the sitting room. I was terrified and was spying through a door that was barely cracked open as Amy walked softly into the room. �Yes. May I be of assistance?� she said. 

�I don�t want to talk to you, whoever you are. Just that namby pamby son of a bitch Don,� he sneered truculently, �And don�t be giving me any horseshit about him not being here.�

She looked at him as if he had just crawled out of a swamp. �Sir, I don�t need to lie to the likes of you. I don�t like your language or your attitude. Please leave. 

You have no business here..�

His face flushed at her obvious contempt. �Listen bitch! I�ve . .�

My view was very limited, but I�m positive that all she did was walk to him and lay a hand on his arm! 

I�ve no idea what she did, but he stopped talking immediately, and his face turned white. He then stooped over as if in great pain, and she let go of his arm and took a hold of his neck � gently, as far as I could see �

but he let out a terrible groan and still being held by the neck, allowed her to lead him back to the front door. There, she opened it. �Sir? If you ever come back here again, for any reason, I shall seriously hurt you. 

Do you understand?�

His only answer was a groan, but she nodded her acceptance then, lifted her dainty foot and, pressing it against his rear end pushed, not kicked, him through the doorway! Closed the door quietly behind him. 
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I was in my �maid mode� at the time, giving Marjory a hand to polish the silver and in my apron and cap, knew better than to ask Mistress Amy (She liked me to call her that when I was dressed like that) what she had done. I think I was just as a-twitter as the other girls at her display of physical prowess. Frankly, I was astonished to hear the other two begin to talk half-ad-miringly of the visitor. �He was quite a hunk, don�t you think?� Matilda asked Marjory. 

�Oh yeah! I�ve been forgetting what a real man acts like, � Marjory responded, then patted me on the backside. �C�mon dearie! That silver isn�t gonna polish itself you know.� Then she saw something at my back. 

�That�s a terrible bow on your apron Don. What�s mistress Amy gonna think! Here, hold on.� With that, she re-tied my apron ties into a larger, flounced, bow. 

Well, between the talk that Amy had given me about Linda, and this incident, I was starting to wonder if I shouldn�t ask to halt the program. I don�t know if Amy read my mind or not, but the training was taken to a new level shortly thereafter. 

It was a wet miserable day and I think we were all a little restless. After lunch, we all sat down to a silly card game in front of a roaring fire. Over the next few hours, all of had a few glasses of wine and got a little giggly. 

�Listen girls? I feel a little horny,� Amy said. �Any of you fancy a game of Tie-Up?�

�What�s that?� I asked, intrigued by the title. 

Amy blushed. �It was a game Linda and I used to play when we were teenagers. Kinda fun.�
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�What�d you do?� asked Marjory with a suspicious giggle. �A little B& D?�

Amy blushed a deeper red. �Yeah. Kinda. You just couldn�t physically hurt the other, and we both took turns. Sometimes it got � well � kinda raunchy.�

�But you�re the mistress here. We�d probably get ourselves fired. � Matilda said. �But I�m game if the rest of you are.�

�Won�t get fired. Not for the game, I�m just the same as any of you. Promise, no repercussions.� Amy said. �Wanna try? I�m getting bored.�

�Sure. Why not? Marjory said. �How�d you want to do it. Pair up?" 

�Nah. One domme, three subs,� Amy answered after a moment. �Let�s deal the cards around. First to get a jack is the first domme. Marjory, why don�t you go and get some belts or robe cords, something we can use for ties? I�ll deal the cards.�

I hadn�t voted to play the game, but something inside me was getting titillated at the idea. It took Amy quite a few rounds of the cards to find a jack � dealing cards to each of us in turn, with Marjory having a designated space. Nevertheless, the first jack to show was dealt to me. Just then, Marjory returned with the ties used for robes and a few chiffon scarves. She looked a little flushed � as we all probably did. 

Amy grinned at me. �Know how to tie somebody up?�

�I think so. Don�t know for sure. Never done it. � I answered. 
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There�s a knack to doing it right. Let me show you." 

She picked up a cord. �Marjory? You first.�

She tied Marjory�s hands behind her then, laughing gave her a gentle shove. Marjory squealed as she fell backwards into a chair. We all laughed. �Okay Don. 

You do Matilda, and I�ll supervise,� Amy said. 

It wasn�t too difficult, but I was amazed at the body heat emanating from Matilda as I tied her hands in the same way that Amy had done Marjory�s. She didn�t need to be pushed, simply flopped back onto the couch, looking up at me with wet, serious looking eyes. Almost as if she was frightened! Of me? 

I then tied Amy�s hands together, feeling strangely embarrassed as I did so. She had a strange expression in her eyes also. Tried to laugh, but it had a lack of confidence in it. Almost as if she, too, was scared of me. 

�Please sir? Don�t beat me!� Marjory said softly. 

�Whack her sir!� Matilda giggled. �Put her over your knees. Give her a damn good spanking! That�s what she needs!�

And, all of a sudden it dawned on me. I�d absolutely NO idea of what to do! There was a strong odor of female sexuality in the air and the three women, even Amy, were looking at me in a very submissive fashion. But I was frozen. Had absolutely no idea of how to proceed. Disappointment was written all three faces as I stood there, dithering. It was Amy who got me out of my dilemma. �You know, it�s perfectly okay to pass your turn � if you want to?� she said sugges-tively. 

�Can I do that?� I asked. 
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�For Christ�s sake DO something!� Marjory said, obviously out of sorts. 

�Yes Don,� Amy said calmly. �Deal the cards again to the three of us. First to get a jack is the new domme.�

My hands were shaking as I did as she suggested and dealt the cards. Marjory was the winner. Had an evil smile on her face after I untied her, and she tied my hands in turn. NOW, I felt my sexuality kick in. Actually felt my own eyes widen as my helplessness became obvious � and Marjory was glaring at me! The first thing she did though was drag Matilda and Amy together and lay them face to face. �I want to see some serious necking going on here!� she ordered. �Don�t? 

I�ll put you in a 69! That might get you going!� Both women giggled as she tied them together loosely face to face. Then they started kissing and even I could see that their tongues were in active use. 

Marjory then focused on me. �Kinda useless bug-ger, eh? Not much of a man at all, are you? But I�ve been thinking. Remember that first night when we had you wear your mother�s apron? It fitted you, didn�t it? 

Matter of fact, you reminded me of her � though you don�t have the balls that she had, do you?�

I had no idea where her train of thought was taking her and was totally confused when she left the room altogether. Amy and Matilda stopped kissing each other and both looked at me. �I think Marjory has something in mind for him,� Amy said. 

�Bet your ass!� Matilda laughed, giving Amy another long, lingering, kiss. �I may be wrong but I tend to . . . . .?�
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I was never to find out what she was going to say as Marjory returned, holding a wealth of clothes in her arms. She laid them carefully down on a chair beside me, then knelt down and started removing my shoes and socks. 

I felt decidedly strange. Knew I had an erection, but with my hands tied behind me, had no way of hiding it. �What are you doing Marjory?� I asked nervously. 

What does it look like, silly?" she answered, then spoke to Matilda. �Hey Mattie. Remember that first time we met Linda, then had Don wear his mother�s apron?�

�That pretty floral one?�

�Yeah.� Marjory said, unbuckling my belt and un-zipping my pants. �That one.� Then she tugged my pants off, even as I squealed my protests. 

�Oh please Matilda, don�t do this,� I pleaded as she lifted my backside and pulled my underpants down and off, leaving me naked from the waist down, and my erection truly visible. 

�Kinda small prick,� Matilda said judiciously. 

Amy laughed. �You expected something bigger?�

�Well,� Marjory continued as if no one had said anything. �I got to thinking. He�s a bit of a sissy, you know? I got this idea . .� She was pulling some smooth fabric over one of my feet, then the other. 

I tried to pretend to myself that she couldn�t be doing what she was, but as I felt the elasticized leg open-ings close in on my legs and felt her pull the garment up my legs, then snap it into place around my waist, I knew she had put a pair of panties on me! 
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�That he might look quite nice in his mother�s clothes?� Matilda asked. 

�Exactly!� Marjory replied, now fumbling with something strange around my waist. Then she gave my erection a loving pat. �And to all intents and pur-poses? He likes it!� she laughed. 

Then, chatting to the two others as she did so, she finished fitting the garter belt (for that�s what it was) to me, then pulled a half slip up my legs. Next, she fitted a nylon stocking around one foot and slowly worked it up, fastening it in position using the three suspender straps hanging down from the garter belt � after she worked them under my panties and out of the panty leg of course. She put the other stocking on in exactly the same way. 

She spoke to the other two. �Couldn�t make up my mind what would look best on him,� she said. �This skirt and blouse outfit, or the dress. Any ideas?� She held the garments up for the other two to inspect, but I couldn�t see them too well as they were blocked by her body. 

Matilda smiled sleepily and gave Amy a lingering kiss. Finally broke the kiss and looked at Marjory. 

Whispered huskily. �Whatever. Why don�t you ask him?�

�Good idea!� my tormentor said, then spoke to me. 

�Which outfit do you fancy sweetie? The skirt is kinda plain, but the blouse is lovely and feminine. The dress is maybe a bit formal for sitting around in, but I think it would look good on you.�
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�Please Marjory. Don�t do this,� I whispered, very conscious now that the lower half of my body was squirming around in attempts to increase the delicious friction that the hem of the half slip was generating as it slid back and forth across my nylons and my erection. Not only that, I was horrified to discover that I couldn�t stop myself! The feeling was just so incredible. 

�Oh shush!� she said impatiently � then started to untie my hands! 

�What are you doing untying him?� Amy asked. 

�He�s gonna try and get away!�

�Hey! I gotta get his bra on! And his nice camisole! 

And his dress! He�s not gonna try and get away.� She turned her confident smile back onto me. �You�re not going to be naughty are you? Matter of fact, you�re gonna help Matilda put your pretty clothes on you, aren�t you?�

I shook my head. 

�You�re NOT going to help?� she asked slipping one of my hands through the loop created by the bra straps. 

�I meant I wasn�t going to be naughty,� I whispered as she fitted my other hand in through the other loop and then tugged the bra into place and fastened it at the back. 

�There!� she said with a satisfied grunt. �That�s a good girl Donna! Let�s get the rest of your clothes on!�

�Donna?� Amy asked with a smile. 

�Well, it just doesn�t seem right to be calling a guy wearing a bra by a man�s name, does it?� Matilda pat-
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ted my cheek. �You don�t mind being called Donna -

do you dear?�

�Please � no.� I whispered. 

�You�re starting to be a naughty girl Donna! Now put your hands together and let�s get your camisole on!�

A few seconds later, I was ensconced in what turned out to be a set of pale pink, matching, lingerie all lacy and satiny. 

�That�s a good girl,� she cooed as she adjusted the straps and filled the bra cups with tissues.. �Now why don�t you step into your dress!�

As I stepped into the opening of the dress, I saw Amy and Marjory had stopped necking and were watching Matilda�s mastery over me with amuse-ment. A few seconds later, she was fastening me into the dress � a sort of floral patterned print with a waist that was cinched by a gold belt, a full skirt, and puffed sleeves, trimmed with chiffon to match the décolletage. There seemed to be an awful lot of fasten-ers and as each individual one was fastened, I gradually became aware of a sensation � as if I were being encapsulated in a cocoon of femaleness. My breathing became restricted. I felt flushed and distraught. 

Finally she finished. Both Amy and Marjory ap-plauded when Matilda made me twirl in front of them. 

�Okay Donna! Time to get your hands tied again.� she said. 

�Why are you tying her back up again?� Marjory asked as I obediently reported back to Matilda. 
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�Simple! As long as she�s tied up, she�s helpless. Is-n�t that right Donna? Just a helpless girl at the mercy of whatever is going to happen to her. Isn�t that right?�

she repeated, carefully knotting the cord that bound my wrists again. 

I kept wanting to object to this sudden switch of my sexual identification, but stayed mute, thoroughly aware that any layer of masculine camouflage I�d ever had was now gone � and that her words carried a good percentage of truth. Actually, automatically, used my tied hands to smooth the skirts of my dress out when Matilda had me sit back down on the sofa again, then blushed furiously when I saw the grins that Amy and Marjory wore. 

It was Marjory�s turn next. The other two girls squealed and objected as, after removing their skirts, she pulled their panties down, then interlocked each pair of arms through the other�s thighs in a close ap-proximation of the time-honored sixty-nine position. 

It didn�t take long before the only noises emanating from them were muffled grunts of pleasure and lusty moans. She came and stood over me, an enigmatic smile playing around her mouth. 

�This was a great idea of Amy�s, don�t you think?�

she finally said as she untied my hands, then moved them behind me and re-tied them together again. 

I didn�t answer and she patted me on my cheek. �I really was looking forward to you being the domme, �

she said softly. �But then you just stood there like a helpless little sissy! I was really put out with you! Now I see how you look in a dress I can see why. Just a nice little submissive, huh? Not a domme bone in your

All Tied Up 43

body. I know what I want to do. Think you�re gonna love it. Just wait and see.�

It hurt when she plucked my eyebrows, but other than that, it was a most sensuous experience as she made my face up. For a while I kept on whispering

�Please?� as a muted objection, but she just ignored me and I finally stopped. I think she was just as amazed as I was as I gradually became a younger ver-sion of my mother as she applied each cosmetic . Then, she untied me again � and applied a bright red polish to my nails � a shade to match my lipstick. After that, she did a very quick job with a comb and a can of mousse to re-arrange my hair. 

�Let�s go and see about getting you some shoes�

she said, taking me by the hand. We stopped on our way out of the room to look down on Amy and Matilda. Because of their position, I couldn�t see too much of their faces, but their eyes were glazed and there was a strong odor of a very sexual nature rising from both of them. I don�t think that they were even aware of us being there. 

We tried mummy�s bedroom first and actually got a nice pair of shoes with a medium heel that went nicely with my dress. Funnily enough, I had absolutely no problem walking in them � and they actually felt quite comfortable. Marjory grinned. �Don�t know how come I�m surprised � of COURSE you�d have to be a natural in wearing high heels!� Then we looked through mummy�s jewelry box and I chose a pearl three strand necklace with matching clip on earrings and Marjory had me put on some nice costume jewelry rings and a chunky bracelet. I also stood by meekly as
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she applied some perfume to the back of my ears, the hollow at the base of my neck, then made me put some around my wrists. �Now you smell almost as pretty as you look,� she said slowly. Then she led me back to the room where the other two, were writhing together. 

�Oh you naughty girls!� she giggled. �But I guess it�s Amy�s turn!� Then she undid the ties that bound Amy. 

Amy got up, disheveled and wild eyed. She left the room for a minute, then came back, obviously having washed her face and fixed her makeup. She went over to Matilda�s bonds then handed both girls a vibrator! 

�Have at it girls, I may join you in a little while.� Then she put her skirt back on, all the time staring fixedly at me. �Why don�t you come and sit beside me on the couch Donna?�

I got up and went to the couch. She came and sat beside me, put an arm around my shoulder and pulled me into her embrace. Kissed me. �You�re very pretty Donna,� she whispered. Then she added �Lovely eyes! And those luscious red lips.� She kissed me again, her tongue entering my mouth in short spasms. 

I settled happily back into the strength of her arm, and her other hand was now gently fondling the hem of my skirt and then slowly, with feather light touch, working it�s way up my stocking leg. 

�It�s kinda funny, kissing another girl on the mouth, don�t you think?� she said �The lipsticks taste so funny together.�

I couldn�t speak, could only nod as she was now slowly pushing the hem of my dress and slip, slowly up my thighs. �Like being a girl � MY girl?� she whispered after a few seconds. 
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I emitted a sound � that�s about the only way I can describe it, because at the moment she asked, her hand gently wrapped itself around my penis, the feel of the panty fabric around it incredible. Then she giggled, 

�Though this isn�t very girlish, is it? Can�t have that, can we?�

�Unngghh� I think I said, as she let go of me and started pulling my panties down. 

�But that�s alright. I know a way to get rid of it,� she said softly, now pushing my dress and slip further up my thighs, to bunch up around my waist. �There�s my pretty girl,� she said and somehow I was now lying on my back on the couch, with my legs spread apart, and her kneeling in between them, lifting her own skirts and pulling her panties down and off. 

Now she was straddling me and looking down, a satisfied smile on her face as she rubbed her moist groin up against my prick. Took both of her hands and started lightly touching my breasts. 

Now, I know that this must sound silly. These breasts, after all were nothing but tissue paper contained by bra cups, but it was one of the most sensual things I have ever felt. I let out a gasp and raised my backside from the couch in order to feel her against me more. She didn�t say anything, just lay on top of me and I eased back down. 

Now she started rubbing up against me slowly. 

�Donna? Can you hear me?� she whispered. 

I nodded. 

�Okay. But are you listening?�
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I could only look up at her. Knew that My eyes were glazed with desire. Nodded again. 

�Okay. Listen up. I�m going to put you inside me in a few seconds. Now I know you�re excited, but try not to come. Think you can do that?�

I shook my head. 

She gave of a sound, somewhere between a laugh and a sigh, took a hold of my penis and gently centered herself onto me. I moaned with delight as she continued to sink until she had lowered herself completely. 

�That�s a girl! Doing just fine!� she whispered, then started rising again. 

I think I surprised us both by how long I lasted although it couldn�t have been that long, but I lay under that woman as she slowly made love to me and, as I lay there � submissive, I knew that I�d found my true position in life. Under a woman. It was at that exact point that I started to squeal and undulate and she, realizing what was going on, started to pump up and down on top of me until I ejaculated inside of her in a rush that felt as if my very life force was being sucked out of me. 

She herself went into a series of shuddering spasms, then lay flat down, her whole weight pressing me down. 

I must have fainted, or passed out, because the next thing I knew, Matilda and Marjory were standing there beside us, both smiling widely. Amy was still lying on top of me. I thought I heard her give a small snore. 

�Well, lookee here!� Matilda said. �You guys were SO noisy! And then SO quiet! Have a good time?�
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Amy made a gurgling sound, and then rolled off me. Hurriedly I pulled the hem of my dress down � an action that had the two girls grinning even more. Then I struggled to my feet while Amy did the same. She took my hand. Let�s go and get changed" she said to me. �You two lovebirds? Think you can rustle us all up some grub?� she asked the girls. They grumbled good-naturedly but then took off. 

I was quite frightened when Amy would only allow me to change my panties (which were sopping wet) for a fresh pair. �But I can�t be walking about in a dress all night!� I protested. 

�Yes you can � and you will!� she said evenly. �I won�t be as good with makeup as Marjory, but let�s get you freshened up a little bit.�

Her calm confidence over-rode my fears and a little while later we returned to the dining room. There I got another surprise. I had been embarrassed and somewhat afraid of meeting the two erstwhile maids again

� after all, I had been dressed up � but as a participant in a game. Now, I was re-joining them, wearing the same dress, the same shoes, jewelry and, of course, makeup: almost as if that was what I should be wearing. Naturally, I anticipated some heavy handed ridi-cule. 

This was not the case. They were busily engaged in setting the table and putting a meal together. Took my shy offer to give them a hand with smiles of apprecia-tion and didn�t make the slightest snide comment when I put an apron on over my dress. Then I discovered that my name now seemed to be Donna � something that caused me to blush the first few times I was
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called by it, but soon was the name I expected to be called by. 

The meal was over quickly and then I joined the two girls in clearing everything away and tidying up. They retired to their own rooms and Amy and I sat and watched a silly film on TV. I enjoyed our evening, lying there, my head in the crook of her arm. At times, I had flashes of embarrassment at sitting there complacent and docile in a dress and being treated like a girl, but it was relaxing � and I felt very tired after the emo-tional exercises of that afternoon, so didn�t feel like making any kind of fuss. Just laid there sleepy and contented. 

I wasn�t quite so complacent when I discovered that Amy and I were now sharing mummy�s bedroom �

something that seemed to have been accepted as a matter of fact by everyone but me when I noticed that the bed had been turned down. �But I�ll need my clothes.� I protested. 

�Here�s all the clothes you�ll need for the present,�

Amy said, lifting a long pale blue nightgown that was lying on top of the bed. I recognized one of mother�s. 

At that point I saw that a pair of silk pajamas, a dark blue in color, were also laid out on top of the bed on the other side. Blushed at the implication, now understanding that Amy and I were to share the same bed. 

�But what about tomorrow morning?� I asked, reasonably as I thought. 

Amy sighed. �Would you stop fussing please. Put your nightdress on and get into bed. When you get up, I�m sure you�ll find a selection of robes to choose from. 

You might even find one to match.�
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I giggled self consciously. �Silly! I�m talking about my real clothes!�

She didn�t answer me. Instead she walked to the sliding closet door and opened it to display a plethora of dresses, skirts, blouses. �These are your real clothes now Donna. They�re probably a little old for you, but once you�re made over properly, I�m sure we can fix you up with a nice wardrobe.�

�Made over?� I asked stupidly. 

�YES! For goodness sake! Made over! A proper hairdo, get your body hair removed. Ears pierced. 

That kind of thing. I�m sure that Linda will approve you spending some of your own money on necessities like that! Now, will you get into bed?�

�You�re going to tell Linda about . about . . me dressing up like this?� I stammered. 

�Of course! What did you expect? Starting tomorrow morning, you can start wearing your mother�s clothes. Linda�s due to come for a visit in the afternoon so . .� she grinned. �Won�t need to tell her. I�m pretty sure she�ll notice.�

I started to tremble. Felt the tears form in my eyes. 

�But she�ll laugh at me!�

�Don�t be so bloody silly! Why should she laugh at you? You�re her idea of a perfect boyfriend now. Just think. When you were going around, pretending to be a man? She could hardly keep her hands of you, right?�

I didn�t particularly care for the expression �pretending to be a man�, but the tone in her voice made
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me pause and think. She came and stood behind me and started unfastening my dress. Kept talking. 

�Sweetie? Think about it this way. One of the things we�ve been trying to teach you is how to manage a household. Now that�s usually the wife�s job, is it not?�

�I guess so� I agreed. 

�So she already sees you as doing something wom-anish, right?�

I nodded thoughtfully. 

�And remember I told you she was frightened of men, and that even though she seemed attracted to you, she wouldn�t take your relationship any further?�

�Yes. That really bothered me when you said that,�

I admitted. 

Amy smiled sympathetically. �Yeah, I thought so. 

But if she sees you in a dress, looking pretty? I think she�s gonna fall for you like a ton of bricks! I�ll even bet that she�ll want to marry you!�

I actually felt my stomach turn over, then remembered. �But I�m not a virgin any more!� I said, almost in tears. 

Amy shrugged. �Neither is she.�

�Do you know that for sure?� I asked, disbelieving. 

�Damn right! She and I have swapped girlfriends before and once, just once, we had a pretty little sissy boy to share � though he wasn�t as pretty as you.�

�But won�t she be jealous . . knowing it was you . 

that . . that . .?�
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�Screwed you? Nah. Once she marries you, she�ll expect you to be the loving, faithful, wife. Until then? 

She�ll figure you�re fair game. Matter of fact, she was laughing last week � thought that Matilda had an eye on you.�

I was shocked at this revelation, but had to say

�Wife? Don�t you mean husband?�

She tried to disguise her laugh by coughing into her hand, but her eyes watered with the effort. 

. . . 

Linda is standing beside me, looking into the full length mirror and making tiny adjustments to her veil. 

To conform to moral dictates, her wedding dress is in Ivory satin, rather than white, but it�s a perfect dupli-cate of mine � maybe a half size larger perhaps, but that�s all. It�s difficult to tell, but my veil seems to be hanging perfectly, so even though I�m nervous and want to do something, I leave it alone. 

My two bridesmaids, Matilda and Marjory are fussing about with our trains, while Amy � Linda�s best man � and Ms. Dommer, my Matron of Honor � are standing there, sipping on dry martinis and smiling at what is going on in front of them. 

Linda and I were actually married in Vegas last week and I�m now, officially, Mrs. Linda Chalmers. 

She had made no bones about the fact that she was jealous that I got to wear the wedding gown in Vegas so now, we were having our own private little cere-mony. From the other side of the door, came the sound of the wedding march. She linked her arm in mine, Matilda picked up my train, and Marjory did the same
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for Linda�s. Amy opened one half of the double door, Ms. Dommer the other and, side by side, our satin dresses rubbing together with a delightful susurrus we started down the aisle. I could feel the tears start to form � I was SO happy. 

##
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Cabin Fever

By Bea


�Have you ever heard me complain?� Jo said in the darkness of our room. 

This was so patently ridiculous that I had to snort. 

�Complain? What do you have to complain about? As far as I can see, it�s me that does all the work while you loll around either making yourself glamorous or mess-ing around with that computer.�

�But you agreed . .� she started amicably. 

I tried to inject a note of reason into our conversation. �Maybe we�re looking at it differently?� I suggested. �But I don�t remember agreeing to do ALL the housework here ..�

�But you�re SO good at it honey!� she whispered, her hand slowly stoking my thigh. 

54 Bea

�That�s not what I was talking about!� I tried to get back a semblance of order though twisting happily under her hand. �Okay, you want to write. But have you really written anything?� I couldn�t help the quaver that was entering my voice as her hand was straying close to my groin. 

�But baby? Everything � and I mean everything is grist to an authors mill, is it not? I�m just trying to get experience � don�t you see?� Her hand was on me now. 

Jo had been an employee of mine. Good looking! Oh my! On the rebound from marrying some guy, but working for me. She�s been SO grateful when I�d made a quiet play for her. SO pleased when I hadn�t tried to force any sex on her � I was SO different! Could not believe her luck when I�d proposed. Married me in a minute! Still remember my awe at such a beautiful girl marrying a nerd like me. Okay, I had my momma�s money and workplace to start me off. Sure I was small and lacked some confidence with women � but I was a pretty damn good catch! 

I mean, I couldn�t have her go to work now, could I? 

Like a common working place gal? No, I set her up in a nice house and we were happy for a while. But then, let�s face it, She started letting the house go a little and I must admit to being a little � what is it they call it � renal attentive? She was SO gorgeous that I felt all wrong in having her do housework. But I also discovered that with life dealing her some hard blows, she was really tight fisted � with me anyway. She really hated the idea of hiring a maid � after all, I was there, was I not? 

All Tied Up 55

�You telling me you can�t make a bed?� she�d ask me, her arms akimbo on her hips and at first in a bossy manner.. �After all, it�s YOU that wants them done all the time. Is it not? And, I�ve found that I break my fingernails now and then (A real tragedy) if I do that!�

As I said, it was a bossy manner at first, but it soon became a manner of absolute certainty that I�d do as she asked. Mind you, nothing was ever permanent. 

Gradually I got that I was doing a higher percentage of the work around the house but I could always still con-vince myself that I was just �helping� her. Then she got the idea that she was writing a novel. I never saw anything of course � and god help me if I asked � after all, an author never, ever, shows off anything but a completed work, does she not? Naturally, I was expected to �help� � and help I did. 

But she was so beautiful. So far above me that it was an honor to be in the same house as her. Always kept herself so clean. Demanded the same of me. Luckily, I was pretty hairless about the body and at first it wasn�t so bad using a depilatory but time passed, and even though I did complain, she pointed out how many women got themselves waxed on a regular basis � and it wasn�t THAT bad, was it? In actuality, it was but after a while I got somewhat used to it. The girls at the salon teased me a little but after meeting her, they understood me in a way. 

And, let�s face it. She was SO particular about herself. The epitome of femininity. Always gorgeous with exquisite finger and toe nails. Hardly ever a hair out of place, Yes, I got pretty damn good at doing her nails with the practice she gave me and she just LOVED me
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to brush out her hair, which became almost a nightly habit. Almost? Kidding myself � it WAS a nightly habit. But truthfully? I didn�t really mind it. Looked upon her as my queen with the right to ask � no. expect

� things of me. 

Work really wasn�t much of a problem. The place was self running almost and Jo turned out to have a very good head on her shoulders. Once the people there saw her in action as my wife, they fell under her spell too, so it wasn�t long before her �suggestions�

turned into damn good ideas. Yes, she didn�t seem to care that males didn�t always like her suggestions �but as she pointed out, they just weren�t used to working for cleverer minds (female that is) and it seemed like a short time before I looked around and saw that I was the only male there. Naturally, the ladies who were left understood my need to work short hours � after all Jo needed me at home, so it made sense that I didn�t need the best office and, as space was expensive, for me to share my office with other girls. 

I didn�t really complain when Jo decided that we should go up the mountains for a spell to let her have a chance away from all the distractions that surrounded her down below. Frankly I don�t remember agreeing to increase my housework but she said it had happened, and who was I to disagree? Also, as she pointed out, what was there for me to do anyway? 

So, there I was, dusting and cleaning � and taking care of Jo. I didn�t really ever see her doing what I would call �work� but she�d give me her calm look and ask if I�d any complaints. That night in bed was actually the first time that I�d raised the slightest complaint
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and it was soon forgotten as she simply took me in her arms and stroked me into cumming. I had noticed that our getting together for sex didn�t seem to happen much any more. I really couldn�t complain much as she didn�t ever let me get too frustrated. Occasionally she liked me to go down on her, but once I got up from that, she�d give me that lovely smile and take me in her arms. To be quite honest, she�d sometimes just beckon to me with her fingers, despite what I was doing, and I�d simper my way under her control. Often she�d have me mess myself then criticize me gently until I was cleaned up again. 

We�d been there about a week when she had me clean up the spare room for Lori. 

�I�ve only met her via the Internet,� she told me. 

�English, on a tour through the USA. I told her we�d put her up for a while. You don�t mind, do you?�

In all truth, I looked forward to our guest. Maybe take some of the housekeeping off my hands? At least provide a break? 

Lori arrived on schedule. A little on the heavy side, but attractive. Dark hair and nowhere near as fussy as Jo � for which I breathed a sigh of relief. Her accent was decidedly different than ours, a charming change from the usual and she and Jo got like a house on fire. 

This left me with even more housework but as Jo pointed out that night in bed, Lori was our guest and it was only fair to indulge her, for at least a few days. 

But then I got a surprise. Jo cooked lunch for us one day! I had to do the clean up of course, but it was such a nice change. That night in bed, she had me go down on her and there was something different when I got
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up. I actually thought she wanted me to make love to her. I was probably wrong though as I probably fumbled away the mood and she took me in her arms again. I didn�t complain, naturally, but she did seem a bit brusque with me that night. 

The next few days, Jo was different. I couldn�t put my finger on it but in bed she�d lie there and sigh dreamily. Finally I asked her what the matter was. She didn�t reply, but then added in a rush. �I don�t know!�

Then she tossed and turned a little. �Well? I just would like to DO things for her, you know what I mean?�

�Huh?� I said sleepily. 

�Oh, go to sleep!� she said. 

I�m not so obtuse that I didn�t see things that followed. Jo was even prettier, flitted around Lori like a moth to a flame. Hardly saw me. 

I got my courage up. �Jo? You got a crush on Lori?�

I asked her in bed that night. 

�Mmmm!� she giggled. �Isn�t she CUTE? I just love her to pieces!�

Her response puzzled me. �But she�s a gal Jo! You saying she�s a lesbian? That you are?�

�That�s the silliest thing I�ve ever heard!� she laughed, laying a soft hand on my erection. �And? 

Even if I am? I don�t see much negative reaction down here! So you really don�t expect me to believe that you�re complaining, do you? And anyway, I just love doing things for her! Little lovely things like you do for me!�

I was speechless. Then she added, �She�s so . . so . . 

so . . masculine. You know?�
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�Huh?� I responded. �But I�m masculine TOO

dear!�

She took a firmer hold of my erection. �Silly! You�re here to do what you�re told! She�s a blithe spirit. Free to do what she wants! Masculine!�

I wanted to argue, but she had a hold of me now and was stroking me intensely. �Please don�t!� I said. 

�I want to discuss this!�

�Oh, just shush, my little baby. Come to mommy and get relieved!�

I did try to break her hold on me, but couldn�t. Seconds later I was in her arms, helpless, and wet all down my front. 

�Goodness, that was quick!� she said sarcastically. 

�I hope you have clean pajamas after you wash yourself off. If you don�t, there�s a pair of baby dolls of mine in my lingerie drawer you can put on!�

�I�ve got a pair of pajamas!� I said defensively as I left the bed to clean up. 

�I�m sorry,� Jo said in a placating manner as I got back into bed and she put an arm around me. 

�About what?� I said. 

�That�s what I mean!� she said. �You say that you�re masculine � but then I threaten to put you in baby dolls

� and you don�t react! Not like a man should!�

�But I knew that I had a pair of clean pajamas,� I said as I cuddled in. 

�Oh, go to sleep.� She said. 

The next day, I started taking note and there was no doubt about it. Jo was making a play for Lori � and our
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English friend was accepting this as her due! Even took Jo in her arms one time and gave her a kiss! Mind you, it wasn�t for too long, but it was a bit over friendly if you catch my drift. Then there was the matter of the clothes. 

We had a fair amount with us, so I�d just let it accumulate then take a whole bunch down to the village and have them washed and dried. There was a washer at the cabin, but the drier had something wrong with it. So that particular morning I was collecting everyone�s dirty laundry when Lori discovered what I intended to do she spoke up. �Take them down to the village?� she rumbled. �But there�s a perfectly good washer here..�

Knowing her propensity for doing chores around the house was on a par with Jo�s I didn�t see any sense in asking her if she intended to do any. �I might, � I said. �But the dryer�s kaput. Doesn�t work.�

She gave me a direct look. �I don�t recall saying anything about a dryer. There�s a perfectly good line outside and there�s lots of clothes pins lying about. A lovely day for drying too � and I just love clothes that have dried on a line!�

�Me too!� Chimed in Jo, although she�d never complained before. Why don�t you do that darling? Then you can give everything a little touch up with an iron later!" 

The cheek of these two was unbelievable but, to tell the truth � it did save two trips to the village so, that making some sense, I got to work. 
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Later on, I had taken some of the cleaned laundry out and was hanging it up on the line. Lori approached me. I didn�t know where Jo was, Lori had a peculiar expression on her face, She pointed to the line where some lingerie already floated and to my basket where more awaited hanging up. �Don�t you feel just a little strange, doing that?� she asked. 

I looked at the lacy bra I held in my hands and the colored, nice fabrics, on the line. �To tell the truth? A little.� I responded. 

�You don�t mind? Hanging out women�s underwear?� she asked, a laugh in her voice. 

For some reason I was embarrassed and didn�t answer. Felt her come and put an arm around my shoulders. �In England? That�s considered a woman�s job. 

Very feminine! Don�t you mind doing a girl�s thing?�

�Want to do it?� I managed through a dry mouth. 

�Don�t be silly. That�s for girls or girly boys. But here, let me help you.� She reached into the laundry basket and pulled out a pair of panties. �Hang up that bra now, and here�s a nice pair of panties for you to hand next.� She looked at me kindly and just for a second I felt her grip tighten on my arm in warning. I pinned up the bra and then, as she made little compli-mentary noises, proceeded to hang up the rest. It got worse. 

�It�s not fair, is it?� she asked as I started to hang up a lacy slip. 

�What?� I said stupidly. 

�Jo getting all that time � and all those things to make her look pretty � while you do all the work and
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don�t get the benefit of nice clothes. I know you�re just a girly boy, what we call a �poof� back home. But I�ll bet that if you were dressed properly, you�d look great. 

Don�t you think so?�

�Aw c�mon Lori!� I said, close to humiliated tears. 

�I�m not joking!� she smiled. �Bet you�d look nice in that slip. Now why don�t you hold it up against yourself, huh? Come on now.�

I looked at her, horrified, but she wouldn�t be satisfied until I held the slip up against myself as if I were trying it on. Then made me twirl like a girl. 

�Hard to tell,� she admitted, �That slip being wet and all. But it�s obvious that you and Jo are about the same size. Think she�d object to making you pretty? 

Trying on her clothes? And while you�re at it? Please don�t cry. You�ll make me think that you�re more of a girl than you are! Why don�t you hang up that slip and finish your job. You can ask Jo if she�d mind helping you later on. Okay?�

It took me about five minutes to finish, then she came and put an arm around me. �You did that very well!� she said comfortingly and, as I blushed and simpered, she led me down into the cabin. Jo had been taking a bath and came out all pink and perfumed in a flower colored lounge wear set and matching robe. I was hoping that Lori had been joking or had forgotten our chat but she hadn�t. She pointed at me. �Priscilla here and I were . .�

�Priscilla?� Jo laughed. 
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�Don�t interrupt dear! Or I may give you another spanking. That what you want?� Lori spoke to her jokingly. 

Jo looked immediately contrite and spoke in a little girl voice. �I�m sorry Lori,� she said. �I was just so surprised to hear you call him Priscilla. That�s all.�

I was still amazed. For one thing, Lori had called me by a girl�s name. For another, she had spoken to my strong, lovely, confident wife as if she was some kind of inferior � and my wife had responded as if she was a little girl! 

�Well, he�s been acting like such a little poof. And then a little while ago � hanging up clothes? Pretty little girly boy? I thought to myself. Lori? I just bet he�d make another sweet little girly out of him. Why don�t we do that and then you can take some of the weight off Jo. Think you�d mind?�

Jo looked at me appraisingly. �Mind? Don�t think so. And now that you mention it, I think he�d look nice as Priscilla. He�s been hogging all the nice woman things I�d like to do for you. Now that you mention it? I think we can make him look just as you like, and he and I can be your girls. Sound okay?�

I tried to complain but once I came out of my perfumed bath and found a floral lounge set and robe to match Jo�s I wore it. Then as Lori watched, Jo spent an hour using her skills to make me up. �She doesn�t like girls in rollers,� Jo explained to me, �So I�ll do you tonight before we go to bed. We�ll brush it out tomorrow and you�ll look ever so pretty! Won�t that be nice?�
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The new hierarchy wasn�t explained to me and it took a while to sink in. Jo was kindness herself trying to make us dress as alike as possible. Spent as much time as possible in teaching me to walk and sit properly. �Lori wants you to act properly, she told me. 

�Not like some little swishy fairy. Where makeup is concerned, pretty much the same thing. She wants us to be NICE. That�s the main thing,. Got it?" 

And one afternoon, it got through to me. I was wearing a nice little bouffant polka dot dress and a sparkling white frilled petticoat. Was sitting shyly on Lori�s knees, her hand up my skirts � and doing naughty things, while Jo flitted around us, happily serving us both drinks and suchlike. It was such a change having my wife serve ME. I settled back happily in Lori�s strong arms and pouted my lips for a kiss. As her mouth came down on mine, it suddenly dawned on me. Jo and I were Lori�s GIRLS! At night time, Jo and I would retire to our bedroom where we�d make ourselves pretty and perfumed for Lori. Up until now, it had always been Jo that had been called to the other room. But what was I to do when it was MY

turn? I squirmed under Lori�s hand. Was it my imagination, or was her hand usually finding it�s way to my back passage? 

That night, in bed beside Jo, I whispered my fears to her. She hadn�t relieved me in some time and I was getting quite randy. She sat up in the darkness and quickly straddled me. 

�Priscilla darling?� she said. 

I had quite a time concentrating, the soft chiffon of her nightwear merging sweetly with my own, and the
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masculinity of her approach reminding me of the old days, but managed. �Yes Jo?�

�You know that Lori likes sissy boys and real girls. 

Don�t you?�

�I guess.� I whispered. 

Her hand cupped the embroidery about my breast and caressed the lace of the sleeping bra I used at night. I could feel the smile on her face as she kissed me. �But Lori hasn�t made you hers yet, has she?�

I knew what she meant. �No Jo. Not at all.�

�Well then? When she does, you are going to enjoy it. Aren�t you?�

�I don�t know!� I said. 

�Well? Let�s try a little preview, shall we?� she said. 

She leaned over in the dark and then I heard a buzzing noise. �Let�s see, shall we?� she said. �Open up for mummy!�

I�ve been taught to do as I�m told when it�s a woman doing the telling. Obediently, I opened up my legs. 

Felt the tip of the vibrator against my anus. �Open up! 

There�s a girl!� my wife said. �That�s it! Get all ready for Lori!�

Lori smiled when she came in a little later and turned on a small bedroom light. There I am, lying in bed, my wife slowly running a vibrator up and down inside me, cooing softly as my made up eyes look softly and helplessly upward and my scarlet lips pout for a kiss and I make submissive noises as Lori leans forward my arms reaching for her. 

##
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$90,000

By Bea

I was so close. I had $82,675.49. 

Naturally, I had stolen it � there was no way I had come by it honestly - but, in some ways I had earned it. 

Humiliation, regardless of whether you like it or not, can make a lot of withdrawals on your ego bank. 

I first met Pat and Dorothy when they came into the piano bar, one night that I was filling in for Edna, the regular pianist. I�m not in her league as a piano player, the owners knew it, I knew it - but they were willing to pay me, and it was a way of making a buck. Also, I needed all the bucks I could get as I hadn�t had a winner in quite some time, and my bookie friends were starting to make some very unpleasant noises. 
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I had seeded the tip glass with a couple of dollars, but was barely getting by. A loudmouth broad kept stretching my memory with old tunes. I don�t mind that, but she kept calling out �Hey Edna give us ...such and such a tune�. In loud asides to her friends she�d confide �Edna�s not up to her usual standard tonight�. 

I felt like slapping her one, but the way the manager and everyone else was kissing her ass, I knew that it would probably be my last gig in that place if I did. 

She finally left, but did pay her way, lurching over to me and stuffing a fifty down the front of my shirt

�Thanks honey� she gurgled �But try and look prettier next time�. 

What can you do? I smiled a big smile and said a not-very sincere �Thanks�, then settled down to close out a quiet evening. About then, I noticed Pat for the first time - a small, burnished red head, with a money-glow about her. Her companion, Dorothy, as it turned out, was gorgeous, very feminine and beautifully dressed. 

Pat hardly talked to her, however, her attention on me. 

I was flattered at first, but gradually got very un-easy. There was something predatory about her, and I started making some really bad errors on the key-board. I finally finished the set, jumped off of the stool, and headed outside for a smoke. When I got back, they were the only two customers left, so it was real difficult to ignore them, especially as they�d moved right up close to the piano. Dorothy started yakking to me, and she was hard to avoid. Friendly, chatty, and didn�t
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seem to notice my mistakes. Gradually, I started relaxing. 

They invited me to join them for a drink when I finished. I was still nervous of Pat, but accepted. I hadn�t been sitting two minutes when she transfixed me with an enigmatic smile �Back home in Texas,� she drawled �A woman calls a man Edna better look out for her life. How much she give you to make up for it?�

I smiled weakly. �Go�s with the job, I�m afraid. Fifty bucks.�

�Must be a great job.� she said softly �You get told to pretty yourself up, and get called by a woman�s name for fifty bucks. Suppose I give you a hundred, would you put a dress on?�

Dorothy spoke up �Oh, c�mon Pat, you�re making the poor guy blush. We�re not all as rich as you. Fifty bucks means something to a lot of people, you know�. 

Pat spoke to her, out of the corner of her mouth. 

�I�m serious. I�m not used to men like this.� She turned her attention back to me. �I�m very rich. Are you married?" 

I looked at her in astonishment, then tried to laugh it off. �No. Don�t know anyone crazy enough.�

�I�m not crazy� she said calmly �but, for reasons of my own, I want to get married. You�re available, and look interesting, so let�s do it�. 

There�s no sense in going into details. I was like a rabbit in front of a snake. She�s small and slightly built, but carries herself with the
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confidence of a Mike Tyson. Within three weeks, I was ensconced as her husband in her luxury condo. 

All of a sudden, I was in the money. 

At least, that was the way it seemed. She made no attempt to keep her business conversations private. 

What I heard made me blink a couple of times. This woman was rich - VERY. Properties spread all over the United States. A stock portfolio that sounded as if it was more than a couple of million, more jewelry than she could wear. I soon found that I had access to a lot of dough, but only for housekeeping expenses and the like. According to her, she didn�t agree with the concept of having servants - except, of course, her husband. Quickly, I found myself in the position of being totally subservient to her - a house husband. 

She didn�t, however, give me even that honorific for long. After a period of doing the dishes and cooking the meals, I accumulated more chores - like hand-washing (and giving a �light� touch-up with an iron) to her undies. At her urging, Dorothy coached me in some of the finer points of sewing repairs - and somehow it just seemed natural for her to start teaching me how to crochet. 

In bed, all activities were initiated by Pat. She started to refer to me, laughingly, as her �squaw man�, that became �squaw� in a fairly short time. She had a manicurist, Lisa, come up every week to do her nails. 

Then one time Pat bitched that my fingernails had snagged one of her favorite blouses while I was ironing it. From that point on, I became one of Lisa�s regulars too. I didn�t mind too much, it was a break in the housework. Lisa wasn�t too used to doing men�s nails
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though and, after a while, my hands started taking on a rather feminine appearance. I was also sure that the

�clear� varnish she said she was putting on had more than a touch of pink in it, but thought better of commenting on that.. 

I had a terrible shock one day. In an apartment walkway I saw two of the bookies I had been dodging. 

Luckily, they didn�t see me. If they had, I could have suffered a couple of broken legs. It dawned on me that they probably lived there, and that it wasn�t too smart for me to wander around the complex. I became even more of a stay-at-home. About this time, I started stealing from the housekeeping. I wasn�t too proud of myself, but there was tons of money around and Pat didn�t appear to take too much notice. I snuck out one day and set up a personal account at a local bank. At first, I just stole with no objective in mind. As I saw the balance rise, however, it dawned on me that I could pay off my debts, run away from Pat, and start a new life. All I needed was $90,000. 

Months went by and, as I got closer and closer to this amount, I guess that I got carried away with myself. 

Keep in mind that apart from Pat and Lisa, the only person I saw on a regular basis was Dorothy. She was, and is, one of the most feminine people that I have ever met. Constantly well groomed, a charming self-effacing personality, and totally immersed in fashion and make-up. 

One time Pat took me over to her flat to help clean it for a party she was throwing and I happened to see the fantastic quantity of clothes hanging in her closets. I
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was also astounded at the obvious quality. She had to have a fortune hanging there I thought. She and I gradually became good friends over this period. 

Believe it or not, I had never came close to guessing the real relationship between the two of them. It never dawned on me then, when I was making comments about Dorothy�s feminine traits or how nice she was, that Pat could have read meanings into what I said that didn�t exist. 

Then I got the new bank balance - eighty two thou-sand and change. A month at the most, and I was gone. 

I guess that I started feeling macho, or something. That day, I made a mild pass at Dorothy - put my arm around her shoulder and tried to kiss her. 

To tell the truth, I had never been that aggressive as far as women were concerned. In fact, with Pat I had become totally submissive in our lovemaking. It had actually got to the stage that I was given a series of girls names while she was on top of me - Pamela, Geraldine, Christine, were some of her favorites. Just the month before, I had been introduced to the joys of wearing baby dolls - fluffy, frilly, berib-boned ones. 

�If you�re gonna act like pussy in bed, you may as well dress the part.� was Pat�s reasoning. �These�ll maybe remind you of how you�re not supposed to act. When you begin to behave like a man, maybe I�ll let you dress like one." 

Needless to say, this progression into feminine nightwear and more passive behaviour in my relation-
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ship with her did little to increase either my aggressiveness or masculinity. 

Maybe with Dorothy, her obvious femininity - and my increasing acceleration into the same state, jolted my remaining ego into, at least, a pretence that I still thought of myself as a man. 

She pulled back from me, and sort of shook her head. 

�What are you doing?� She asked, with a sort of be-wildered expression on her face. 

Red faced at the rebuff, I tried to talk myself out of it. �Well... You really are a most attractive woman..�

�I didn�t know you liked women.� She said. 

It was my turn to be puzzled. �Well.. I married Pat, didn�t I?�

She put her hand to her mouth, giggled. �You better not let her hear you say that...� Then a dismayed expression crossed her face. �Oooh! I�m sorry! I thought...� Her voice tailed off. 

�Thought what?� I asked, astounded by the way the conversation was going. What are saying? What are you talking about?" 

She sighed. �I�m sorry - but I don�t really think of you as Pat�s husband..� She sighed again. �More like her.. her.. wife.�

My mouth dropped open, and she hurriedly started talking again. �Well, you�re so sweet - and nice - and you do the things that wives do for their husbands -

look after the house - and you�re friends with me, for goodness sake .. I sort of look on you as my ...my..�
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�Oh God!� I wailed. �You think of me as your GIRLFRIEND?�

She looked down at her feet. Nodded. �I�m sorry. 

Really sorry. But Pat talks about you as if you were a girl - calls you by girl�s names sometimes. She�s even had me buying nighties for you. Do you like them? 

I�ve been dying to ask.� She looked up at me again. 

Shrugged. �Can you blame me for thinking you�re .. 

kinda girlish?�

Totally destroyed by these revelations, I mumbled something. I truthfully don�t remember very much of what followed, except that she put her arm around me and comforted me. When she left, we were almost back to a normal footing. 

The following day, Lisa appeared out of the blue. 

Pat wasn�t there but I didn�t mind - gave me a chance for a little chat. Lisa seemed more pre-occupied than usual while working on my manicure , but I didn�t pay any attention until she re-leased the hand she�d been working on. I saw the false nails, long and scarlet, that now graced my hand. 

�What.. what are you doing?� I stuttered. 

�What Pat told me.� she answered, picking up my other hand. �It�s a new shade �Crimson Tide�. She wants you to wear it for tonight.�

�What�s tonight?� I asked, too stunned to pull my hand away. 

�Don�t know.� she answered laconically. �After I finish with you, you gotta read this.� touching an envelope that was sticking out of her smock pocket. 
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�You�ve made a mistake � I laughed, reaching for it. 

She put her hand over her pocket, and looked at me coolly. �Just settle down, squaw. I�m going to finish your nails then, per Pat�s instructions I�ve to make sure that you put some Chanel #5 on your wrists and behind your ears. Then you get to read it.�

I could only look at her in astonishment. She was too large for me to argue with. Some thirty minutes later she left me, scarlet nailed, and smelling discreetly of that well-known perfume. 

She had stood by, with a slight grin, watching me touch the perfume behind my ears and circle my wrists the way I�d seen Dorothy apply perfume. She blew me a mocking kiss as she left. 

I opened the envelope. 

Squaw:

You are in shit up to your ears. You have two op-tions:

1. Run away, and make sure I never find you. 

2. Go to the back bedroom. There are clothes on the bed that I want you to wear. 

Put all of these clothes on. 

If you have any sense, you�ll pick option number 2. 

I�ll be home at seven thirty, with Dorothy. I want you to answer the door when I

ring. Plan to have dinner ready for eight-thirty. 

I think I knew what awaited me in that spare room, but pretended to consider running away. That was a totally ludicrous concept though. I had practically no cash on hand, and couldn�t see how get to the safety
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deposit box for my bank book - not with my nails being the way they were. Even if I could get rid of the nail polish, I knew I was going to have a helluva job disguising the perfume. I looked at the clock � no way! 

In the bedroom, it turned out to be even worse than I could possibly have imagined. A puffy, frilly, white organdy dress, multi layered, laid on the bed. On one side of it lay a full set of shocking pink satin lingerie, on the other, a frilled apron. A pair of white pumps were at the bottom of the bed with a pair of nylons. �No way� I thought. �No way I�m gonna put that on!� But then I thought I�d better reconsider. I mean, what else was there? Maybe it wouldn�t be too bad? I needed time desperately. 

I think there was a sense of relief as well. All of the snide remarks and innuendo were over. Everything was out in the open. Pat had now made it perfectly clear what she thought I was. Along with the relief was a curious feeling of excitement. I thought I might have a problem with the underwear but, after stripping down to the nude, slipped into the satin lingerie with a feeling of ease, liking the way the fabric clung to my body as I did so. 

Fastening the dress at the back was a little more difficult, but I finally made it. The shoes were a perfect fit, and not high enough in the heel to give me any great difficulty in walking. There wasn�t any indication that I had to use the lipstick or the dark wig on the dresser, but I did. The wig had a pretty pink bow tied in to it, that matched the frilly apron that I put on over my dress. In an almost dream-like state I saw the almost-pretty girl in the mirror. 
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In the same state, I went into the kitchen and threw a salad together with a side buffet of cold cuts. Just in time. 

I answered the doorbell about three minutes later. 

Pat and Dorothy came in. Both were carrying large parcels which they carried through to the bedroom, then immediately returned to the dining room. 

From the tone of Pat�s note I wasn�t sure as to how she was going to act. She was kinda cold, but not overly threatening. Nodded her head approvingly at my appearance. 

When I helped Dorothy take her coat off, I discovered that she was wearing an outfit identical to mine. 

She grinned. �Like gorgeous twins - right?�

I was flattered at her compliment and afterwards, to tell the truth, quite enjoyed the meal. Now that I had been firmly moved to the feminine role, Pat seemed genuinely nicer to me. I did manage to get a chance to talk to Dorothy while we were doing the clearing up, as Pat had gone through to the bedroom. 

�I�m sorry� she whispered. �Maybe I should have known, but I really didn�t think that Pat would take it this way.�

�Take what?� I whispered back. Then it struck me. 

�Did you tell her about me trying to ... Oh god! Was she mad at me?�

�I think so� Dorothy replied. �Told you. She thinks of you as her wife. Not only were you unfaithful to her

- but you tried to get off with her girlfriend - me. She thought she was getting rid of your male tendencies, now she�s not so sure.�
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�So that�s the reason for making me wear this dress?� I asked. �Does she have anything else in mind?�

She grimaced, and started to say something, but Pat had returned, and called me to take her a drink and we never had a chance to finish the conversation. 

Pat had been surprisingly pleasant, but finally made her intentions known to me after everything had been cleared away. 

�You seem to have got the idea that you were some kind of a man. Now, I�ve known better ever since we met and I think I�ve been proven right tonight - there are not a lot of men waltzing around in pretty dresses like the one you�ve got on. The big question for me though isn�t how much of a man you are. I�m really curious to find out just how much of a woman you are�. 

I looked at her, puzzled. 

�Well,� she said. �I want you to listen, real close. 

You�re always on about how feminine Dorothy is. I�ve come to think that she�s more masculine than you, and I�ve got a little contest in mind to prove it. Now, Priscilla, - that�ll be your name for the contest. You�ll go into our bedroom with Dorothy and you can both change into the contest uniforms I�ve laid out for you there. As I�m going to be photographing this event and need a little color difference, I�d like Dorothy in blue and you in pink - you don�t mind, do you? When you get back, I�ll explain the contest rules and so on. O.k?�

She wasn�t really asking for my opinion, so I just nodded, wondering if the �uniform� was going to be more masculine than my dress. A surprise was in store
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once Dorothy and I got there. I had thought the organdy dress was feminine, but it was like blue jeans compared to the contest �uniforms,� both identical except for the color. 

Basically, each was comprised of a satin harem set of lacy bra and baggy pantaloons that cuffed at the ankles. Over that went something like a multi-layered chiffon mini-dress. Over that went another multi-layer peignoir type coat that fastened with wide satin ties at the neck and waistlines as well as the wrists, forearms and biceps. Dorothy helped me tie all the ribbons into big extravagant bows, then I helped her with hers. I tried to pump her about the contest, but she just giggled, and wouldn�t say anything about it. 

Returning to the other bedroom where Pat had set up the cameras, I felt like that I was moving in a sensuous cloud of sweet smelling fabric. Dorothy linked her arm with mine, so that we made our entrance in swirl-ing chiffon. I noticed that Pat had set up some cam-corders and they were all running. At first I was still in the dream state that I�d been in all night but, as Pat explained the rules of the contest, horror started entering the scenario. 

The rules were quite simple. I was either going to make love to Dorothy (man to woman, me on top) or she was going to make love to me (man to woman, her on top). The winner would be the first one to �penetrate� the other. My puzzled look was answered by Pat ceremonially presenting Dorothy with a kind of strap-on penis. 
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Pat explained. �Dorothy�s never played the man at all, so you have a little advantage there - just a little, since you haven�t been playing it much recently yourself - but you�ll have some. We�ll be having three minute rounds, with each of you wrestling to overcome the other. You say that she�s too feminine so, in a fight you might have the advantage there as well. There will be three minute breaks so that you girls can get your breath back and repair your make-up. Before the start of each round, I�ll tell you who�s ahead on points so that you know where you stand. Not that points make much difference as it�s a fight to the finish. Now, Priscilla, it�s obvious that the deck�s stacked in your favor. I�ve balanced that by giving Dorothy a special inducement, so you might have a real struggle to defend your honor. O.K. Girls, I want you to start the fight by giving each other a kiss. Any questions before we start? 

�What inducement do I have?� I quavered. 

�Silly!� Pat said, �You keep your cherry - and, if you win easily, I might let you back into dressing like a man again. Understood?�

Her tone of voice left me no option. I nodded. 

�O.K girls, on your marks and go! Come out kissing!�

Dorothy advanced on me, her eyes laughing, her lips pouted for a kiss. We met in the only available open space, and gave each other a girlish peck. 

She started after me immediately, and I backed away. 
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�This is fun� she tittered. �Come to Dorothy, Priscilla�. 

I really wanted to escape, but Pat was between me and the door so I had to close with her. Weakly, I advanced and tried to push her away. Still giggling, she brushed my reaching arms away, then got hold of my waist and forced me back on to the bed. I felt so wrapped in fabric that I could hardly move. 

I didn�t expect her next move - a strong kiss on the lips. There was something very erotic about two sets of heavily lipsticked mouths meeting. 

I felt an erection start in my groin, and a feeling like a heavy lethargy come over me. I started to sink into the softness of her embrace then, horrified at my own weakness, got enough strength to squirm out from under her and took a couple of quick steps away. But she immediately came after me again, now stalking me in an exaggerated fashion, arms wide apart with hands well above her head, fingers spread widely - speaking out of the side of her mouth to Pat �How�m I doing judge?�. 

Pat answered her by pretending she was talking into a microphone. 

�Well folks, the challenger doesn�t lack confidence. 

From the opening bell, she�s been stalking her opponent. Cissy, who was the opening favorite seems to be living up to her name, refusing to mix it up and back-ing away. Maybe she hopes to tire Dorothy out- but somehow, I don�t think.. Wait folks!, Dorothy�s on the attack again!�
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Dorothy had rushed me, hands still uplifted. I met her with my own then found myself being forced back, down on to the bed again. �Please Dorothy..� I started, then started to cry. Blinded by the tears, I was too late to stop her from straddling me. This time though, I did put up a better struggle, and managed to roll her off me. As we thrashed around on the bed, I could hear Pat�s mocking commentary. 

�Look at these two dolls slug it out. Have you ever seen such a titanic struggle? Who will win this epic contest? Who will be the �man" of the evening? Right now folks, I don�t think it�s going to be Priscilla." 

She paused: �Ding-ding girls. End of round one.�

Dorothy helped me up from the bed, and then linked her arm through mine. Her tone was friendly

�Whew!.. that�s warm work, isn�t it? Want a hand with your lipstick? It�s kinda messed up�

I shot an enquiring look at Pat. She responded with a phony commentary

�Howzabout that! The contender has offered to help her opponent fix her makeup. Well, I�M the judge, and I don�t see anything wrong with it - so ok Priscilla, you can let her help you.�

So we went to the dressing table together. She repaired my lipstick, and I returned the favor by brushing her hair a little. 

Pat interviewed us while we were thus engaged. 

�Well girls. It hasn�t been that great a contest so far. 

The contender�s pretty well ahead on points. Has definitely played the more masculine

84 Bea

role here tonight. Any comments for the crowd Dorothy?" 

Dorothy smiled shyly, but followed Pat�s lead. �I know that Priscilla was the favorite to begin with, and I was kinda scared, but I got her in a clinch there at the beginning of the round, and I definitely felt her weaken. I got some real confidence now. I just gotta keep pounding away�. 

Pat turned to me �Well Priscilla, you heard her. Do you think you can win this contest now?. It looks as if she has all the momentum. Can you get back into your form, and pull this championship off?�

I couldn�t answer. What Dorothy had said was true. 

She had kissed me and I�d started to melt. If I couldn�t stop her from getting me like that again I was coming to the conclusion that I was done for. Couldn�t speak. 

I heard Pat say loudly. �No comments from the favorite. Saving her energy maybe. O.K. Girls. Ding ding

- round two. 

I tried to work up my confidence by taking the initiative and grappling with Dorothy, but she reacted quickly, surprising me again with her strength. Again I heard Pat�s taunting commentary as we thrashed around in a haze of gauzy fabrics. This time it was a more even contest, though I could feel myself weakening every time she managed to brush my face or lips with hers. As the round wore on though, she continued to press and I found myself retreating before her onslaught again. Constantly, I found myself on my back, her on top, with it becoming more and more difficult for me to fend her off. 
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One thing puzzled me. At every opportunity as she straddled me, I felt a rather peculiar sensation coming from various parts of my body. Still struggling against her, I paid no attention at first, too concerned about defeat at her hands to think about much else. Then I saw what had been going on. She had been busily engaged in untying the proliferation of satin ribbon bows that bedecked my arms. 

I didn�t understand what she was doing but had to smile a little to myself. What an indication of feminine idiocy! Fighting a battle, and being so concerned about your opponents appearance that your strategy was to make her look bad. (With an internal shock, I realized that even in my own mind, I had now started identify-ing myself as a �she�- as evidenced by thinking of myself as a �her� in defining Barbara�s opponent.) But my grin widened. Surely she didn�t really think that I was SO feminine that I cared if some of my pretty ribbons were untied? 

But, as the round went on, I discovered what her strategy had been. Still thrashing around in a haze of chiffon, silks and lace, I started to feel a decided loss of mobility. Then it dawned on me. She had started rety-ing the ribbons, but with one major difference - she was tying the ends of different ribbons together. I was now wriggling futilely inside my clothes more than fighting her. The end of the round saved me for a little while. 

I was now so enmeshed by the ribbons to the extent that I could only move my arms enough to untie one or two knots. Barbara leisurely tidied herself up a little, applied some new makeup, then came over to me. 
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This time, she freshened my lipstick without asking. 

As she finished she took my face in her hands and kissed me firmly on the mouth again. Helplessly, I sank into the firmness of her embrace. 

Pat was yelling in the background. � A major pen-alty here folks. Dorothy just lost that round on that foul kiss.� She came to stand beside us, Dorothy still kissing me, and spoke in Dorothy�s ear. � Will the loss of that round have any effect on the outcome, challenger?�

Dorothy took her lips from mine and pulled back to reply. 

�Not a hope.� she said, smiling. 

Pat turned to me, grinning, as I wiggled my arms in a futile fashion, to get free of the ribbons that bound me. �You�re starting to look like a birthday present for Dorothy, all pretty and pink, and tied up in satin bows. 

Do you think that she�ll maybe open you up this round? Catch the double entendre folks? - Open her up?�

I looked at her, and I could feel my eyes filling. 

Blindly, I continued to pluck at the knots. I heard her say. �Looks like the contender has the favorite all psyched out and practically immobilized. That foul kiss obviously weakened Priscilla a great deal, and she deserved to have the round awarded to her on that basis. The big question is - can she regain her mobility and fighting spirit? Ding, ding, round three!�

I hadn�t managed to get all of the knots untied, and Dorothy, now totally ignoring my weakening struggles and mewling for mercy, just went right back to
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where she had been before the end of the previous round, tying and tightening, tying and tightening, only in a much more leisurely fashion. She even started to untie some of the ribbons that were not exactly to her satisfaction and re-tie them more to her liking. She started holding a conversation with Pat, but interrupted it by kissing me gently, on a regular basis. 

What resistance I had started to show began to disappear entirely. I was soon immobilized, flat on my back on top of the bed. 

�Now lie still there!� She commanded me. Ex-hausted, I complied as she collected a series of pillows and cushions and put them on the bed behind me. 

Then she pulled and tugged at me until I was sitting semi-upright, supported by the pillows. 

�Gonna make you real pretty now Priscilla. Blush, and eye shadow I think. Then I�ll pluck your eyebrows a little. Mascara. You�ll be gorgeous!�

Pat was standing beside us again. �Well folks� she intoned �don�t see much chance of Priscilla recovering now - but you never can tell, so we�ll keep the contest in effect, though I think we�ll just dispense with the rounds now, as the ex-favorite has obviously been immobilized. What d�you think, Priscilla?�

�I don�t think that Priscilla�s opinion counts for too much right now,� Dorothy said briskly, advancing on me, carrying small cosmetic jars and a white wand-like thing in her hands. 

�Isn�t that right, Priscilla? We�ve got to make you pretty, don�t we? And we don�t have time for all of these interruptions, do we?�
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I just looked at her helplessly. 

�Answer me, please.� She said firmly. �You want to be pretty for Dorothy now, don�t you?�

Shamefaced, I nodded. 

�Say �Yes please Dorothy�� she chided. 

�Yes please, Dorothy� I responded. 

Pat laughed softly. �Well, Dorothy. Doesn�t look like too much is going to be happening for a while, so I�ll go and pour myself a drink, maybe watch a little TV. Just make sure that Priscilla smiles nicely into the cameras now and then - want her to see what a great time she�s having when she sees the video later on.�

With that, she walked out of the room. 

And Dorothy plucked my eyebrows into fine, arched, semi-circles over my eyes. Next, true to her word, she applied various types of eye make up, showing me my advancing levels in a hand mirror on a regular basis. She also made sure that I �smiled prettily� for the cameras, as Pat had requested. 

She disappeared from my line of sight for a little while, then re-appeared, wearing only a pair of blue baby-doll pajamas. She walked in front of me a few times. �This outfit hides it pretty well, don�t you think?�

I didn�t know what she was talking about, until she flipped the front up, and I saw the bulge under her panties. As she let them back down, Pat came back into the room. �Moment of truth coming up?�

Dorothy had a peculiar glint in her eye when she nodded. �You know, I never thought I�d like doing
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this - but I�m starting to see how it feels to have .. 

power? I guess. I really think I�m getting turned ON!�

Then she lay down beside me. Grinning widely, she placed one arm under my neck, kissed me firmly, and started pulling me towards her. I slid into her arms. 

Then, she started to caress me, just as a man would a woman. My breasts, my tummy, my thighs. She kept asking me if I was her girl. I did try to resist her, but found it impossible. My back started arching towards her in entreaty, and I verbally agreed that she was my man, and would she please make love to me. 

A few minutes later I felt her hand at the fastening of my pants. I squirmed, but she held me tighter until she had unfastened the waistband. 

As she slowly worked them down to my ankles, I tried to take solace in the fact that even though I was defeated I still had the consolation of a healthy bank account. At the first opportunity I was going to escape

- I was close enough to my target now. While I was dreaming, Dorothy was still at work. I started to feel the peignoir layers being pulled up over my head. I thought she was going to remove it altogether but she loosened some of the ties instead, then used them to tie the hem above my head, so that I was effectively cocooned in layers and layers of the material. Next, I felt my panties being worked down. I felt her pause, then she slipped an arm under my thighs, and lifted them just clear of the bed. She put some lubricant on the fingers of her other hand, and started working it around, and in the entry to my anus. Her fingers worked their way gradually inside me. It was a strange but not altogether unpleasant sensation. 
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Pat�s voice came through the haze � All over but the shouting folks. Priscilla has been prettified - and parceled in pink- and is about to get poked�. 

At this point I think that I finally realized what was happening. I woke up to the fact that I had been in-volved in a trial of strength with Dorothy for Christ�s sake!. I could have won it � maybe could even win it yet? 

Really terrified of my own weakness now, I tried to escape but was totally imprisoned within the peignoir. 

I became very conscious of my soft, smooth, woman-ish arms waving weakly in front of me. The smell of my perfume and cosmetics filling the enclosed area, and my voice softly weeping for mercy. 

There was nothing masculine left in my world - except for the two women who had both demonstrated that they were more manly than myself. I could see, hear, smell, nothing but my own femininity while, at the same time, feel the oncoming masculinity of someone I�d considered extremely feminine. 

My arms were totally useless, wrapped in the di-aphanous material, as well as being tied with the pink ribbons. Even my leg movement was restricted by my harem pants and panties being down around my ankles. I could breathe all right, could even make out vague shapes through the fabric, and could hear perfectly well. Well enough to hear the sounds of Dorothy�s laughing comments on the feel of the dildo and how �the girl� was really acting up. 

For a second or two, I re-doubled my frantic efforts to escape, and got a firm command to �Stop it!� Un-wisely, I ignored her command. Quickly, I was turned
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over, the chiffon layers got pulled up and I was over her knee, being spanked soundly. I surrendered, lying prone, and starting to cry again. 

�Look� she said tenderly �Be a good girl and relax. 

It won�t hurt so much that way�. She lifted me from her knees and maneuvered me until my legs were over the edge of the bed. Then, she was straddling me, her hand inside me again and working her legs in between mine. She used her feet to kick off my pants and panties, then pulled my legs apart. 

�Keep them like that� she warned me. 

�Please don�t do this to me Dorothy� I cried softly. 

�Do what?� She asked. 

�Put that thing in me.� I pleaded. 

�But weren�t you going to put �your� thing in me the other day?� She asked. 

I didn�t know what to say. 

�Legs up! There�s a good girl!� She said, and I complied. 

I felt something poking at me. Just as it started to enter, I tried to think of something - anything - to take my mind off of what was happening. 

�What are you getting out of this ?� I asked. 

�Oh,� she said. �A brand new, total wardrobe. Pat�s giving me a fantastic price for all of my clothes.�

�Eh?� I said, my back passage opening to something that was growing inside me. �They won�t fit her.�

She giggled as she came even further inside me

�Course not, silly! They�re all for YOU!. It�s a real
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strange price too..� She paused, entering me some more. �How could she possibly have come up with a price of $82,674.49, Eh?�

I bucked as she pushed further inside me, horrified at what I was hearing. 

She continued. �Isn�t that great? Now you can dress up in all of my pretty clothes, and be a real girl-friend to Pat and me all the time!�

Another thrust, and the �thing� was all the way inside me now. She lifted away from me, then came back in, harder now. 

�I�m not hurting you too much, am I baby?�

I couldn�t help it. I raised my body in response.. But I knew where the �strange� price had come from, and was pretty sure it wasn�t coming from Pat�s bank account. 

I really cried then. - And my new life started
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