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	Chapter 1: “Unexpected Opportunities”

	 

	Victoria Martin smiled at her daughter Sarah. She had grown up so nicely. She was tall and beautiful like her mother, with a striking sense of style. She was sharp too, being near the top of her college class and widely respected by her professors. Victoria looked forward to the day when Sarah would follow in her own high-heeled footsteps and take over the empire Victoria had built. That was actually the reason for their meeting today; Victoria wanted to give Sarah a little push in the direction she envisioned for her daughter’s future.

	“Darling! I'm so glad you could make it,” said Victoria. She rose to her feet and walked over to her daughter as quickly as she could on her towering heels and in her tight skirt. She hugged her daughter and kissed her on the cheek.

	“Your message sounded urgent,” said Sarah.

	“It is, it is,” said her mother. She took Sarah's hand and led Sarah to the small sofa by the window which spanned her office and looked out over the city. They both sat down.

	“So what’s going on?” asked Sarah.

	Victoria smiled. “I have a surprise for you, but first tell me how you've been! I don't see you much these days.”

	“I'm good. I've been busy with school.”

	“And when do I get to meet this mystery boyfriend?” asked Victoria and she brushed back a few errant strands of Sarah’s wavy, chestnut hair.

	Sarah blushed. “Soon.” “How soon?”

	“Just soon. Rick just graduated and he's in the middle of interviewing. He needs to focus on that and then get settled before he has time to do anything else,” said Sarah. In truth. Sarah had delayed introducing her mother to Rick because her mother had made a habit of driving away her prior boyfriends, and she didn’t want Rick driven away. To the contrary, she really liked Rick. She liked him enough that she had even began to discuss marriage; something she couldn’t tell her mother.

	Victoria gave an exaggerated sigh. “I'm not going to whisk him away for a year, Darling, or put him in my dungeon. I just want to meet him. Why don't you bring him by for dinner? That would only be one night out of his schedule. I'm sure he could afford to fit that into his busy calendar.”

	“You'll get to meet him soon enough, mom. I promise.” “But-”

	“Mom!” exclaimed Sarah in frustration.

	Victoria sighed again. “I'm sorry, dear,” she said softly. “I just worry. I want to be sure that whoever you date treats you right.”

	“I'm a grown woman,” said Sarah with a hint of annoyance. “I can take care of myself.”

	“I know. I know. I just worry. I'm your mother. Mothers do that.”

	Sarah gave a noncommittal nod. She had no intention of letting her mother control her relationship with Rick as she had done with prior boyfriends. She decided to change the topic. “So what’s this surprise, mom?”

	“Yes, the surprise,” said Victoria and she smiled. In fact, she smiled from ear to ear because she was extremely excited about what she'd done. She knew people all over the world and they all owed her more favors than they could ever repay. Through one of these favors, she had arranged a spot for Sarah in a very prestigious and exclusive business school in Switzerland and she wanted Sarah to finish her degree there. “You have one semester left in school and then you graduate, correct?”

	“Right.”

	“And you've told me before that you aren't taking anything particularly challenging this semester. correct?”

	Sarah couldn’t deny this. She had taken everything she needed except a couple minor requirements which weren't going to take much effort. Still, she knew enough not to let her mother control the flow of the conversation. 'What do you have in mind, mom?” asked Sarah cautiously.

	“A client of mine runs a rather exclusive school in Switzerland,” said Victoria. “This school offers an intensive and highly renowned program in business management. The waiting list to get into this school is years long, and they don't just take anyone either.” Victoria paused for effect. 'Well, they just happen to have an opening this upcoming semester and I had mentioned that your semester would be a waste and... Well-”

	“Yes?” asked Sarah. Her curiosity had been piqued.

	'Well, how would you feel about finishing your degree there instead?” “Where?”

	“At Albondore.”

	Sarah 's face lit up. “Are you kidding? Spend three months in Switzerland! At Albondore! Absolutely! I would love that!”

	Victoria's smile widened, if that was possible. This really was one of the best programs in the world and she wanted her daughter to take this training. It would more than prepare her for the challenges she would face at Victoria's firm. In fact, this fit perfectly with her plan for her daughter's future. She hugged her daughter again. “I’m so happy!”

	The two women looked at each other and smiled. Both were happy. Then Sarah suddenly frowned. “Wait! What about Rick?” asked Sarah.

	Victoria furrowed her brow. “What about him?” she asked harshly.

	“I need to ask him. He might not like me leaving for three months.”

	Victoria scowled. She had clawed her way to the top of her profession by putting her professional needs first. She put work ahead of everything else because that is what it takes to be the best, and she expected similar dedication from Sarah. She did not like hearing her daughter suggest that the desires of some mystery boyfriend Victoria had never even met might trump Victoria's desire that Sarah attend this prestigious school. She was not going to stand for that. “I'm sure Rick will be thrilled for you,” said Victoria coldly.

	Sarah hesitated. “I don't know-”

	“What else would he be, dear? After all, what kind of boyfriend would stand in the way of the opportunity of a lifetime? That's hardly fitting behavior for a decent boyfriend, now is it?” asked Victoria. She almost snarled when she said this, except she was trying her best not to reveal her growing anger.

	Sarah bit her lip. “I don't know,” she said earnestly. “I need to ask him. We've been talking about moving in together and everything.” She didn’t mention that they had been discussing marriage.

	Victoria froze. All of her muscles clenched. “Move in together!” she screamed inside her head. This relationship was clearly much further along than Sarah had led her to believe, and that disturbed Victoria greatly. She had a plan for Sarah 's future and no pointless boyfriend was going to upset that plan. She needed to find out more about this mystery boyfriend immediately. She needed to be careful how she did it though, as she couldn’t let on that she was trying to control Sarah, because she knew Sarah disliked that. She decided to play hurt.

	“You're moving in together and you haven't even introduced him to me?” asked Victoria in a well-practiced hurt tone.

	Sarah blushed. When her mother put it that way, it did sound rather unfair, but how do you tell your own mother that you avoid letting her meet your boyfriends because you're afraid she'll chase them away? “I will introduce you, mom. I promise. You’ll meet him soon. I swear.”

	“When? After you're married? I don't even know what this Rick looks like. I'll be the only mother of the bride in history who needs to ask who the groom is at the wedding.”

	Sarah rolled her eyes. Her mother could get so melodramatic at times. “If you want to know what he looks like, then fine. I have a picture of him on my phone.” Sarah pulled her phone from her purse. She clicked to the photo gallery and found a photo she had taken just the other day. “Here's his picture,” she said and she handed the phone to her mother.

	Victoria took the phone. She glanced at it. Then she held it out at arm’s length and squinted at it. “There's too much light,” she said, referencing the bright sunlight coming in through the window next to them, and she rose and walked over to a darker corner of the room to see the image better.

	Sarah remained seated.

	“You say he just graduated?” asked Victoria.

	“Yes.”

	“So he doesn't have a job yet?”

	“No, mom,” said Sarah and she rolled her eyes again. “What was his major?” asked Victoria.

	“Mom!”

	“You can tell me that at least,” said Victoria. “It’s not like I asked the size of his penis.”

	Sarah rolled her eyes again. “Fine, but I'm not answering any more questions. He majored in management.”

	“Management? Was he at least near the top of his class?” asked Victoria.

	Sarah sighed. “Look, mom, I appreciate that you want to take care of me, but I'm a big girl. I can take care of myself. I really am thrilled about this opportunity in Switzerland and I'm almost totally sure I'll accept, but I just need to run this by Rick first.” She walked over to her mother and kissed her on the cheek “That's how it needs to be.”

	Victoria nodded her head. “I understand, dear,” she said, and she handed the phone back to Sarah. The two women then kissed and Sarah promised to call her mother later that day with an answer.

	Sarah left her mother's office.

	What Sarah never realized was that when her mother said she needed to move to the darker part of the room to see her phone, she was actually buying herself time to text the image of Rick to her own phone and then delete the text. She also located Rick's contact information and texted that to herself as well. She now had what she needed, and Sarah had no idea she'd gotten it.

	“No boyfriend is going to stand in the way of my daughter's success!” said Victoria.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Later that evening, Sarah sat on the couch in her apartment. She was curled up in Rick's arms. She had just told Rick about the opportunity, though she said it came from a professor rather than telling him it came through her mother - she found it easier not to tell her boyfriends who her mother was until she was ready for them to meet. Rick agreed she should take it.

	They kissed.

	“Are you sure you don't mind?” asked Sarah.

	Rick nodded his head. “Yes, I'm sure. I don't mind.”

	“But I'll be gone for months,” said Sarah cautiously.

	“I know, but we can deal with it. I mean, I'll miss you, but it’s something you want and I won't stand in the way,” said Rick, just as Sarah knew he would. Rick was a nice guy who always let her have her way. That's something she liked about him, that he wasn't as aggressive as other boys she had dated - against her better judgment, she always seemed drawn to the jerks.

	She kissed him again. “Thank you, honey.”

	“Besides,” he added, “I have my hands full with interviews at the moment and then it will take me some time to settle into whatever job I get and to make a good impression. So I won't have a lot of time for the next couple months. And by the time everything calms down, you'll be back”

	Sarah smiled at her boyfriend. “You're so amazing!” she said, and kissed him.

	“If l'm so amazing, then tell me you'll marry me,” said Rick

	Sarah blushed. Rick had asked her to marry him the week before and she had so far refused to give him an answer. She wanted to marry him, but she wasn't sure that right now was the best time to commit, not with him just starting out and her needing one more semester in school. She did love him, but the timing wasn't right, especially if she was going away to Switzerland for a few months.

	“Let me answer that when I come back from Switzerland. It wouldn’t feel right to answer it now and then run off on you,” said Sarah.

	Rick pouted. “Ok, I'll wait.” he said softly. She kissed him again. “Soon, baby.”

	“So, when do I get to get to meet your mother?” asked Rick, changing the subject, as he stroked her hair. Sarah laughed. “Interestingly, she wants to meet you to.”

	“Then you should introduce us.”

	“Not yet. I'll introduce you to my mother when I get back from Switzerland... and then we can do the engagement thing right.”

	Rick smiled. In fact. he beamed. Clearly, the answer to his marriage proposal would be “yes.” He felt a warm glow all over his body. “I can't wait!”

	Five days later, Sarah boarded a plan for Switzerland. She would be gone for the entire semester. While she was gone, Rick would settle into his new job. Then she would come back and they would move in together with an eye toward marriage... or at least that was the plan.

	Things wouldn't quite work out that way.

	
 

	Chapter 2: “Into Her Web”

	 

	An hour after Sarah left for Switzerland, Rick sat at his desk in his tiny apartment. He was trying to figure out where else to apply for jobs: he wasn't having as much luck finding a job as he had hoped. The economy was bad, and he wasn't the best student. Suddenly, his phone rang. He didn’t recognize the number, but he recognized the name on the Caller ID. This number belonged to the most prestigious firm in town: The Martin Firm.

	“What do they want with me?” he asked himself and he scratched his head. “One way to find out.” He picked up the phone. “Hello.”

	“Is this Rick Baldwin?” asked a woman on the other end. “Yes, it is,” he said cautiously.

	“Rick I'd like to interview you-” “Me?!” he blurted out.

	The woman paused before answering. “Yes.”

	“You want to interview me?” he asked. He sounded shocked. “For a job?”

	“Yes.”

	“A real job?”

	“Yes,” said the woman calmly.

	Rick scratched his head again. This made no sense. He hadn’t applied to them and his grades certainly didn’t merit consideration by THIS firm- they took only the best from the best schools, and that wasn't him. “Wow. Don't get me wrong, I'm thrilled that you want to interview me, but how do you even know who I run? I never even sent you a resume or anything.”

	“One of your professors recommended you to us, and that got us interested,” said the woman. “After that we contacted your school's placement office to find you.” She paused. “I can assure you that our interest is legitimate.”

	Rick's jaw dropped. This was for real, it had to be because of the caller ID. This was no prank. He was stunned. The Martin Firm was run by a woman named Victoria Martin, and this was the Holy Grail of jobs. Not only was this supposed to be a great place to work but having The Martin Firm on your resume guaranteed a career path like none other. Rick never expected to have an opportunity like this. Not only was this great for his career, but Sarah would be really impressed. Maybe things were looking up for him after all!

	“Do you have time today to set up an interview at my office?” asked the woman.

	“Absolutely!” said Rick “When do you want me to come by?”
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	The next few days were a whirlwind for Rick He interviewed that same day and they made him a surprise offer on the spot. He wasn't given time to consider it either, but since he knew this was a once-in-a-lifetime offer, he took it. He started two days later, and it was overwhelming. He was whisked all over the firm to fill out paperwork, to meet more people than he could possibly remember, and to be handed numerous employee manuals. He was given far too much information to process. Then he was placed at a desk in an office opposite a woman who was supposed to train him, except she didn’t have the time. So he sat at the desk waiting, doing nothing, wondering how he had gotten there and if he wasn't in over his head.

	Then things got worse when he started being handed assignments.

	“I'll get with you in a minute,” said the woman between phone calls.

	“No problem,” he said and he continued to wait.

	A few minutes later, the woman hung up the phone and placed some files in a cabinet next to her desk. She then brought an armful of files to Rick and placed them on his desk

	“Start with these,” she said.

	“What do I do with them?” he asked.

	“You don't know? Haven't you been trained?” she asked incredulously. Rick shook his head.

	The woman exhaled her frustration. Just then, her phone rang. She pointed at the files. “Just look through the files for problems with the marketing plans. If something strikes you as wrong, then put a note on it to have it fixed. When you're done, take the files down to marketing. Got it?” she asked, though she didn’t wait for the answer. She returned to her desk and picked up her phone. “This is Kristin Pike,” she said and her attention again vanished into her phone.

	Rick looked at the stack of files. He hoped this would be self-explanatory because had no idea what to do. It wasn't. And while he was sure he was supposed to be making changes, he couldn’t find anything that struck him as wrong. This worried him. It worried him, because he knew he was expected to make some changes, but he couldn’t find any to make. So he decided to make a couple adjustments just so there was proof he had done something. He took those down to marketing. Then he returned to his desk

	A few minutes later, the woman’s phone rang again. As she spoke into the phone, she glared at Rick “Yes, I'll take care of it,” she said and she hung up. She looked at Rick

	“Do you know who that was?”

	Rick shook his head.

	“That was Vince Dine from Marketing. The changes you suggested were garbage. He's really upset that you wasted his department's time,” said the woman coldly.

	Rick blushed. He didn't know what to say. “I’m sorry.” Kristin rolled her eyes.

	The rest of his day went the same way. He kept being handed assignments by various people, but he wasn't sure how to do them and no one bothered to explain the assignments to him. When he turned in those assignments, he received heavy criticism from everyone, from his boss to the head of marketing to the accounting department. By the time the day ended, he was certain he would be fired.

	Strangely, however, he wasn't.

	The next day went the same. Again, everything he did was wrong and he was sure he would be fired, but he wasn't. The day after that was the same exact thing again, as was the next. It seemed he could do no right. But somehow they hadn't fired him yet. Still, he felt nervous... he felt lost. Even worse, he felt stuck He'd applied to a lot of jobs but had only gotten a couple of callbacks. And when he took this job, he told the people who were interested in him that he was withdrawing his resume because he had accepted employment here, as the firm recommended. He now saw that as a mistake because it ruined his chances of finding another job if he left this one; none of those people would hire him now if he suddenly told them that he lasted only a few days here. Essentially, his current job was it. It was this or nothing for him.

	'What have I done?” he asked and he laid his head on his desk

	His phone rang. It was Victoria Martin's secretary.

	“This is it. They're firing me,” he said. He picked up the phone, “Hello?” “Ms. Martin would like to see you immediately.”
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	“Come in, Rick, It is Rick isn't it?” asked the stunning woman in the tight black skirt suit and burgundy stilettos. She was standing by the window, bathed in golden light. This was Victoria Martin, the owner of the firm. She had an intimidating presence.

	“Yes, ma’am,” said Rick. He was nervous. He was sure he was about to be fired, and that would be a disaster.

	“Have a seat.” she said and she pointed across the room to the chair that stood before her desk.

	Rick walked over and sat down.

	“You've had a rough couple of days, haven't you?” she asked as she continued to stare out the window.

	Rick blushed. “Yes, ma’am. it’s been an adjustment.”

	Victoria raised an eyebrow mid looked at him coldly. “Unfortunately, it hasn't, has it? I mean, if you were adjusting then everything would be fine. In a couple days, you would be adjusted and you'd be a productive, useful member of the team, and then we wouldn't be having this discussion. But you aren't adjusting... are you?” After saying this, she returned to her own chair behind her large desk

	Rick Swallowed hard. “Here it comes,” he told himself, “Now she fires me.” Victoria took a deep breath and leaned back in her chair. She crossed her legs and Rick could hear her foot tapping rhythmically off the plastic mat beneath her chair, like an ominous heartbeat. “What am I going to do with you, Rick? It’s clear you're not cut out for management, not at this point... there's no way I can make you a manager. I can't just send you back to your desk either and hope that someday you grow into the job,” she said. She exhaled loudly. She wanted him to feel intensely nervous.

	It was working.

	Rick wiped at his lip, which felt sweaty. His hand shook

	“I suppose the smart thing to do would be to fire you... to cut my losses,” she continued. She let those last words hang in the air for an unnatural length of time. The tension was building incredibly. Rick felt his entire body trembling. “But that isn't something I want to do, Rick”

	“Thank you,” croaked Rick involuntarily.

	Victoria ignored him. “If I fire you, it would ruin you - I mean, how would you explain being fired within a week of starting here; no one would hire you.” She sighed and paused again to let this sink in. “I don't want to ruin you though, Rick I also don't want this to reflect poorly on my firm with people thinking we made such a colossal mistake in hiring you.”

	“I'm thankful you don't want to fire me,” said Rick nervously.

	“I'm sure,” said Victoria coldly.

	“I'll do my best to improve,” he said. His mouth was dry.

	Victoria pursed her lips. Her eyes became stone cold. “Therein lies the problem, I'm afraid. You haven't shown any improvement and your best is clearly not good enough.”

	Rick bit his lip. He was visibly sweating now.

	“You see the problem, don't you?” she asked. “If I don't fire you, then I need to do something else with you because you're clearly not suited for your current position. So if I keep you, I need to find some way to make you useful to us so I can justify keeping you... but what? What exactly can you do Rick, or are you totally, utterly, and completely useless?”

	Rick was stunned at this outburst. “I'll do whatever you want.” he suddenly blurted out.

	Victoria stared at him for an uncomfortably long time, then snickered. “Oh, I'm sure of that. You don't really have any choice, do you?”

	He didn't respond.

	Victoria raised an eyebrow. “I asked you a question. I expect verbal responses when I ask questions.”

	Rick blushed. “I'm sorry, Ms. Martin. Yes, you are correct.”

	“I take it you mean that I am correct that you have no alternatives?”

	“Yes, ma’am.”

	“Good. I'm glad we understand each other,” she said. Victoria rose from her chair. She walked around her desk so that she was standing directly before Rick and she leaned her rear against the desk. She folded her arms and crossed her legs at the ankle. Her black pencil skirt ended around her calves and she wiggled one of her black stiletto pumps back and forth. She looked Rick directly into the eyes; she had a powerful gaze which Rick could only meet with great difficulty. “Let us speak freely,” she suggested.

	Rick nodded his agreement. He wasn't going to say no.

	“I have an idea in mind,” she said. “Sadly, I'm sure you won’t like it. But it’s the only thing I can think of and as I see it, neither of us really has any choice.”

	Rick didn't like the sound of this, but as she said, he had no choice. He would agree to whatever it was. “What is it, ma’am?”

	Victoria reached out and brushed his hair with her fingers. “You're such a polite boy. I like that.”

	Rick blushed again.

	“What I'm proposing is simple. You will work your way up through the ranks. You will start from the bottom and as you move up from position to position, you will learn what each job entails and that way you will learn what my company does. Hopefully, that will prepare you for management.”

	Rick cringed. He'd just spend four years in college learning to be a manager. Starting in the mailroom would be humiliating. “At the bottom?” he asked. His tone all but pleaded that he start somewhat higher at least.

	“At the bottom,” she said firmly.

	“How long would I need to work each job?”

	Victoria shrugged her shoulders. “Until you prove that you've mastered the job. As your ability to handle tasks grows, I'll promote you. Eventually, you'll return to management. Who knows; someday you might even run the firm!” she said, though she laughed at the idea in her head; “Little Ricky's days as a manager are over,” she thought to herself

	The idea of working his way up from the bottom tweaked his ego and he would never want anyone to know what he had to do, but if it meant that he would eventually end up in management and that he wouldn’t be fired, then this was acceptable... it was more than acceptable actually, it was a career-saver. Rick took a deep breath. He felt immensely relieved that he hadn’t been ruined. He nodded his head. “Yes, ma'am,” he said. “I would like to do that.”

	Victoria stroked his cheek with the backs of her fingers. “There is a catch, however.”

	“What catch?” asked Rick cautiously.

	“We don't employ men for the position you'll be starting at. So if we’re going to do this, then you need to... Well you'll need to disguise yourself as a woman,” she said as casually as she could.

	Rick's jaw dropped. He couldn’t believe his ears. Had she really suggested that he disguise himself as a woman? A woman?!

	Victoria instantly sensed his hesitation. She knew he would resist, and she was prepared for this. “Of course, that's only at first. But it is necessary. If you can't handle the idea, then I guess we won’t have any choice but to proceed with termination,” she said in the saddest tone she could manage while keeping a straight face. Inside she was laughing. She was laughing because manipulating Rick was proving so much easier than expected. She had been right. This “man” clearly wasn't worthy of her daughter, and she was going to prove it to her!

	“Termination,” repeated Rick nervously.

	“Termination,” she said, and she stood up straight again. She slowly started making her way back around her desk to her chair. She dragged her finger along the desk as she went, moving it ever closer to her phone.

	Meanwhile, Rick's head was spinning. A moment before, he was sure he was ruined. All of his college had been wasted. He would be fired and he would never find a good job. He would end up bagging groceries and he would probably even lose Sarah as he could no longer afford to marry her. Then, just as he felt his deepest despair, Victoria seemed to throw him a lifeline. Sure, it would tweak his ego a bit to start at the bottom, but no one would ever know what he had done and it would save him. Now she dropped the other shoe and launched him into some surreal world. She actually wanted him to dress like a woman! The idea seemed preposterous! It sounded like nonsense. Could she even be serious? Maybe this was just a test?

	“You're not serious, are you?” he asked as he watched her finger get closer and closer to the phone. “This isn’t some sort of joke or test or something?”

	“Of course, I'm serious. It’s the only way.”

	“But-”

	“Trust me, I don't like it any better than you do.”

	His mind struggled to process this. “Couldn’t I just skip ahead to a job for which you do hire men?”

	Victoria shook her head. “No. You'll be managing these women someday and it’s vital that you understand them and their jobs. That's the problem, Rick, you lack empathy and understanding. Management is about more than facts and figures.”

	“But this can't work”

	“Why not?”

	“Because I don't look anything like a woman!”

	Victoria smirked. “You will when I get done with you,” she said to herself. She cleared her throat to give herself a moment to suppress her smirk and to get her tone right. “True. You don't look like a woman, but you’d be surprised what a little makeup and a change of wardrobe can do,” she said to Rick.

	He shook his head. “Even if l could be made to look like a woman, I still don't think I could pull it off. I don't know the first thing about being a woman. I would stand out like a sore thumb. Isn't there some other way?” he pleaded.

	Victoria stopped her finger just short of her telephone. She paused for dramatic effect, as if she had to think this through. She raised her hand from her desk, moved it toward her phone and then pulled it away. She sat down again. She crossed her legs. Then she put her elbows on her desk and folded her arms before her, a posture she often used in negotiations when the time to strike finally arrived.

	She took a deep breath.

	“I'll tell you what I'm willing to do,” said Victoria. She locked her eyes on Rick's eyes; he was frozen in her gaze. “Because I like you and I want you to succeed, I'll help prepare you. I have an excellent tailor who can provide you with a wardrobe that will make you look the part and I know a woman who teaches comportment to some of my management recruits. I can have her train you as well.”

	“I can't afford that,” said Rick He didn’t mention that he also hated the idea.

	Victoria raised her hand to silence him. “As long as you continue in good faith and you pass the various tests I give you, then I will pay the bills for you out of my own pocket.” She was careful not to point out that he would be stuck with the bills if he failed or tried to quit because she didn’t want to say anything that might discourage him.

	“You would?”

	“Yes, because I want you to succeed,” she said as earnestly as she could manage. Rick felt sweat dripping down his body. He really didn’t want to do this, but he didn’t have a choice. Moreover, he was starting to feel a strange sense of obligation to Victoria. She didn’t have to do any of this for him. She could have just fired him. But she hadn’t. To the contrary, she was ready to give him another chance to prove he could be a manager and she had even offered a training program of sorts to help him succeed. Now she was offering to pay the bill for the things he would need, a bill that could be quite substantial. Again, she didn’t need to do this, and the fact she was going so far out of her way for him made him feel like he owed it to her to try. Still, he wasn't sure he could actually do this. Could he put on a dress? Could he put on a bra? Could he wear panties and introduce himself as a woman? He didn’t know. At least if it was kept a secret just between them, then maybe he could do it, he thought.

	“Who would know about this?” he asked nervously.

	“It would be our secret. I can't very well have word of this leak out, can I?”

	“No, I guess not.”

	A moment of silence passed as Rick struggled with this decision. He didn’t want to dress like a woman and he didn’t see how it would help. The whole thing sounded silly to him. But what alternative did he have other than to agree? And silly or not, this was the only way he could see of saving his career.

	“Heck, maybe this is all just a test anyway,” he thought. “Maybe she just wants to see that I'm dedicated enough to be worthy of training. If l accept and prove that I'm ready to go that extra mile, then maybe she'll tell me the whole thing was just a test. And even if that isn't the case, how long will it take before I rise above the bottom level? A day... two... a week tops? I can pretend to be anything for a day. I’ll just treat it like a costume.”

	Victoria looked at her watch.

	Rick took a deep breath. He wasn't sure what to make of any of this, but he knew what he needed to do. By accepting her offer, he gave himself a chance at a better future. If he refused, then he was finished. Turning this down would be foolish.

	“So, what’s it going to be, Rick?” asked Victoria.

	Rick snapped out of his thoughts and looked at the chic older woman.

	“Will you man up to the challenge and work your way up to management or do I call my HR people, and have you fired?” she asked. As she did, her fingers drifted over her phone.

	Rick nodded his head. “Yes, ma’am,” was all he said.

	Victoria smiled. She had a great many plans for her new reluctant protege.

	
 

	Chapter 3: “Remade In Her Image”

	 

	The following morning, Rick reported to Victoria Martin's mansion rather than the office. It was a beautiful house in a country estate located northwest of the city. He absolutely did not want to be here, nor did he want to pretend to be a woman, but he truly believed he had no choice, so here he was.

	“I can do this,” he told himself and he stepped out of the car Victoria had sent for him. He straightened his tie. “It will only be for a couple weeks until I prove I can be a receptionist or secretary or whatever the job is. How hard can it be if they're hiring entry level women for it?”

	He took a deep breath and walked up to the front door. He felt nervous as he stood before the giant house.

	“Here goes,” he said to himself and rang the bell.

	A moment later. the door opened and two women appeared. The first was older and wore a body-hugging dark-red dress and towering black pumps. Her style was similar to Victoria's. Standing slightly behind her was a younger woman in her early twenties with jet black hair and soft lips. She wore a black shift dress and black high-heeled sandals.

	“You must be Rick, Victoria's project,” said the older woman in the red dress. “I'm Eva Jordall, it's nice to meet you.” She held out her hand.

	“Hello,” croaked Rick his mouth was dry. He shook her hand.

	“This is Rachel,” said Eva and she motioned toward the younger woman. “She'll be assisting me and she’ll be training you in your mannerisms.”

	Rick tried to smile but couldn’t. He was amazed how humiliated he suddenly felt.

	Nothing had happened yet, but the mere fact these two women knew he was to be dressed and taught to act like a woman made him feel weak and shamed. He could barely look them in the eyes as his face burned red. Oddly, he also found himself becoming erect, something he couldn’t explain and never would have guessed.

	“Hi,” Rick finally managed with considerable difficulty.

	The younger woman smirked. She could read the shame on his face and it seemed to give her a glow. “Hello. That’s a very pretty blush.” she said in a sweetly condescending tone.

	“Why don't you come with us, and we'll get started?” said Eva and she led him through the house to a back room they had prepared for this. The spacious room was divided into three sections. In the first section, they had set up a salon chair complete with sink and moveable mirrors. In the second section stood a desk with a mirror on it. Makeup was spread out before the mirror. In the third section, in the back corner of the room, stood two large closets, which appeared to have been built into the wall. They were packed with clothing. Between those stood a full-length three-sided mirror. A raised platform stood before it. On one side of the closets was a door which led to a bathroom. On the other side was a door which led to a bedroom. Sofas and chairs were scattered all around the room.

	Rick didn't know what to say when he saw the room.

	“Here we are,” said Eva and she walked into the room and went straight to the area with the standalone closets.

	Rick and Rachel followed her.

	“Normally, I run a high-end clothing store in one of the more exclusive areas of town. We sell women's clothing only, you understand. When Victoria told me what she wanted, I laughed at first because it all seemed so ridiculous. But then I found myself intrigued by the opportunity,” said Eva. She looked Rick up and down once more. “I think we can make this work.”

	“I hope so,” said Rick nervously.

	“Trust me, young man. You're in good hands.”

	Rick nodded his head. “Please just make sure I'm passable as a woman. I don't want anyone knowing that I'm really a man.” The words made his penis tingle.

	Eva smiled. “I can imagine. It would be humiliating, wouldn't it, if people discovered what you really were... What secret you were hiding beneath your skirt.” She almost giggled as she said this. Then she pointed toward the raised platform surrounded by mirrors. Why don't you strip naked and then stand on the platform? We'll take your measurements.”

	Rick blushed. “Naked?”

	“Of course,” said Eva and she walked over to a desk that was covered in design books, swatches of cloth, and pages of notes. She rifled through the papers looking for her tape measure.

	“But... naked-”

	“You'll need to get used to being naked if I'm going to dress you properly. This is no time to be shy,” said Eva. She had her back to Rick, and she waved her hand dismissively over her shoulder in his direction as she spoke.

	Rick twisted his lip. Was he really going to do this? He didn't want to do this. In fact, words couldn’t express how much he disliked the idea, but he had made the decision. He felt he had no choice. That was why he was here, and the quicker he accepted this fact, the easier this would be. Still, it wasn't easy. He took a deep breath to calm himself Then he slowly reached down and unbuttoned his shirt. He removed everything but his underwear.

	“Those too,” said Rachel who was watching him.

	Rick bit his tongue. This would be difficult. Not only was he uncomfortable exposing himself to these two women in a general sense, but he was hard as a rock at the moment, and he definitely didn't want them seeing that. Unfortunately, his condition wasn't likely to change anytime soon. He looked at Eva as if to appeal, but her back remained turned. He then looked at Rachel again, hoping she would change her mind, but he saw a malicious, expectant smile creeping across her face. That wasn’t a good sign.

	“Come on,” said Rachel and she pointed her red-painted fingernail at his crotch and motioned him to lower his underwear. “Now!”

	Rick nodded his head reluctantly. He then gritted his teeth, closed his eyes, and lowered his briefs. As he did, his penis sprang into view. It was hard as a rock

	“Whoa!” exclaimed Rachel and she giggled.

	“Rachel, behave,” said Eva.

	“I'm sorry, Eva,” said Rachel. “I just don't Normally encounter those when I've helped dress and train young women.” This caused Eva to look up from her notes. She put her glasses into place and squinted at Rick's crotch.

	“Oh my,” said Eva. She walked over to Rick and bent down to look at his penis. Rick had never felt more exposed than he had at that moment. He blushed.

	“Does that happen often?” asked Eva, and she pointed at his erection.

	“Uh... it’s the situation,” said Rick. He blushed even more.

	Eva pursed her lips. “Young man, this could be a significant problem if it happens when you're wearing a skirt. I hadn't thought about that.” she said aloud to herself She sighed. “'we 'll need to find a way to hide it and keep it from making an unwanted appearance.”

	Rick instinctively tried to hide his erection with his hand.

	“Perhaps a strong girdle,” said Eva. She returned to her search for a tape measure.

	When she turned her back Rachel smirked at Rick which made him uneasy. Finally, she found the tape measure and she handed it to Rachel. “Why don't you start, and I’ll record the numbers as you call them out?”

	“Sure,” said Rachel with a snicker. She then walked over to Rick and placed her hand on his thigh. At first, Rick thought she was going to rub his thigh, as her hand lingered. This made his penis even harder. But then she let the tape measure fall down his leg and she slowly slid her hand across his thigh between his legs so she could measure his inseam. Her fingers his approached penis, inch by inch.

	Rick jumped.

	“Hold still,” she commanded.

	“Yes, please hold still,” said Eva, who again had her back to Rick as she worked at the desk

	Rick clenched his muscles and stood still. As he did, Rachel's fingers finished their journey and slid between his legs with the tape measure. His testicles now rested on the back of her hand. This made his whole body tingle. He closed his eyes and tried to think of anything that would turn him off. Then her other hand came up and suddenly latched onto his penis and held it firmly.

	'Whoa!” he exclaimed, and he jumped again.

	“I said to hold still” said Rachel even more firmly.

	“Do you have to hold me there?” he asked. His heart was pounding. Her touch was making his penis tingle and throb in her hand. He'd never felt more embarrassed. This was humiliating.

	“Hold still and let me do my job,” she said.

	Rick closed his eyes and bit his tongue to calm himself He again tried to think of anything that would turn him off, but it wasn’t working. Having her grab his penis was just too exciting. Moreover, she wasn’t just holding his penis; she was massaging it, squeezing it and releasing it with different fingers at different times, and gently stroking it surreptitiously. After a few seconds of this, he felt his penis develop a rhythm as it throbbed. “Oh no, please not now... don't do this... don't do this,” he said to himself as visions of his penis shooting cum all over the shocked Rachel filled his mind. He needed to stop her.

	“Could you please not do that?” he said.

	“Be quiet. I'm taking your measurements,” she responded.

	“Stop that!” insisted Rick in an aggressive whisper so Eva didn't heat but so that his desire that she stop was absolutely clear to Rachel.

	“Make me!” she whispered back in the same tone.

	Rick bit his tongue. “Seriously, please stop.” he whispered.

	“Shhh!” she said harshly, then she called out his inseam. As she did, she stroked his penis openly several times with an evil grin on her face. That grin told Rick that she knew what she was doing. This was bad news.

	“Please stop,” he whispered. He could feel the rhythm growing beyond his ability to control. Soon it would take on a life of its own. He really needed her to stop immediately. “I'm serious. There's going to be a, uh, a problem.”

	She ignored him and kept stroking. She could see his body getting tense and hear his breathing speeding up. She liked this. She liked being in control and, since she literally had him by the balls, she intended to have her fun. “Hold still” she admonished him. Then she measured the other side of his inseam, and again stroked his penis and tickled the underside of his testicles. As she did, she saw his eyes close and felt his penis throbbing in her hand.

	Suddenly, she let go of his penis. It stopped throbbing.

	Slowly, Rick caught his breath and his body returned to normal. She smirked at him. Then she measured his thighs, his waist and his hips, though she didn’t call out those numbers. When she finished, she grabbed his penis again and again started stroking him. Once again, the throbbing started.

	Rick bit his lip and pleaded with her with his eyes. “Please stop,” said his eyes.

	She just smirked back Then she called out his thigh measurement. She kept stroking. A minute or so later, she called out his waist measurement. Again, she kept stroking.

	Rick began to breathe hard again. He felt all the excitement return to his body. It was humiliating that this young woman he didn’t even know could do this to him, but it was also very, very exciting. After a few seconds, Rick was near cumming. Part of him wanted this so badly, but part of him felt this would be too humiliating. In either event though, there was nothing he could do about it; this was all within Rachel's control, not his, and she could make it happen or she could stop it cold. She seemed to want it though, so he braced himself for what seemed to be inevitable as Rachel increased the speed and strength of her strokes.

	“Oh God!” he thought to himself “This feels amazing!”

	Then she stopped... again. She let go of his penis. She called out his hip measurement.

	All the tension she had built up with her hand vanished instantly. This felt jarring to Rick. It felt like hitting a brick wall head on. Strangely, he had wanted her to stop only a moment ago, or at least part of him had. It was humiliating that she could do this to him and that bothered him. Yet, now that she had stopped, he suddenly wanted her to finish the job. In fact, he felt almost desperate for her to finish the job, so desperate that he debated doing it himself

	“Now let's measure your upper body,” said Rachel. She rose to her feet.

	He looked down at his penis. It stood there, rock hard and bobbing. He debated if he could get away with masturbating. There was no way he could do it without getting caught. that he knew, but maybe they wouldn’t object. “No, of course, they'll object. and that will ruin everything. This whole thing will end and I'll be fired and ruined,” he told himself. So he refrained, and that was the smart thing to do, though it didn’t relieve the itch he felt... he needed to cum.

	Meanwhile, Rachel checked his chest, his neck and his arms. Again, she didn’t call out any of these measurements. Instead, she walked around in front of him again. This time she stood face to face with him. She looked deeply into his eyes. Her eyes held his in place as if he were entranced. Then she grabbed his penis and started stroking it softly.

	Rick actually felt happy about this, though it simultaneously shamed him as well, and it really shamed him that she was watching every part of his face as she did this. This conflicted him. On the one hand, it felt like an incredible invasion of his privacy, as if she were looking right into his mind. On the other hand, he needed to cum. In the end, he tried only to put up token resistance. “Wa-” he started to say, but Rachel put her hand over his mouth.

	“Shhh,” she said, and she stroked his penis even faster... even harder.

	Rick nodded his assent.

	Rachel called out his chest measurement to Eva, who had her back to them as she wrote notes and flipped through a collection of swatches. She then stroked him even faster than before. He began to breathe even harder. She then put her finger to her lips to tell him to be more quiet. “Shhh!”

	He nodded his head and tried to hold his breath. His chest heaved, however, and his blood raced throughout his body. He was going to cum bigger than he had ever cum in his life.

	Rachel called out his neck measurement and then stroked faster yet.

	Rick tensed his muscles. He stopped breathing. It was coming. It was almost inevitable... just... a... few... strokes. “Oh yes!” he exclaimed to himself

	She called out his shoulders. She saw his shoulder twitch. His whole body trembled. He bit his lip and closed his eyes. He was about to cum, there was no doubt about that. She called out his arm measurements... and then she let go of his penis.

	Again, everything stopped.

	The tension drained away immediately. The rhythm died. The tingles and thrills vanished. All of it was replaced with instant frustration.

	Rick shot her a pleading look His eyes screamed, “Please, finish!” She just smirked at him and shook her head.

	Rick felt himself wither. His entire body had prepared for this explosion that was building up. It was like a coil that had been pushed as far down as possible. He was ready to ejaculate. He needed to ejaculate. His muscles were jerking in rhythm. His breathing fit the rhythm. The rest of his systems shut down and prepared for what was to come... and now it wasn't coming. The coil just unfolded rather than sprang. It was incredibly frustrating.

	“These measurements are better than expected,” said Eva. She flipped through her notepad and then turned to face Rick and Rachel. “I think we can make them even better with a corset too. Let me look in the back and see what I can find.” with that, she disappeared into a backroom.

	“How could you-” growled Rick the moment Eva left the room.

	She cut him off “Get used to it, sissy boy,” she said with a laugh. “Eva 's going to design your wardrobe, but I'll be in charge of dressing you every day and training you, and I've been given total authority over you.” She slapped his left butt cheek for emphasis. SLAP I

	Rick furrowed his brow. “Don't do that. And who gave you this supposed 'total authority’? I certainly didn-”

	“Don't do what?” she asked and she slapped his rear again. SLAP I

	“That!”

	Eva reappeared. She was carrying an armload of lingerie.

	'What should I do next, Eva?” asked Rachel innocently. She winked at Rick “Let's start with some panties,” said Eva. She took a pair of pink panties from the pile and turned to face Rick. That’s when she saw his erection bobbing before him at maximum tension. Its tip was even wet with precum. She frowned. “Young man, is this going to be a problem.”

	“No ma’am,” said Rick He burned with shame. He felt like a schoolboy who had been caught doing something naughty.

	Eva shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Men,” she said under her breath. She took another look at his erection. “If you can't control it. then I will find some girdles which can, whether they are comfortable or not.” She then handed Rachel one end of a heavy pink satin corset. “Rachel pull this around behind him,” she said, trying to ignore his erection.

	Rachel and Eva took the corset and wrapped it around Rick's torso. They held it together in the back as best they could while Eva yanked on the laces. Little by little, the corset became tighter and tighter.

	'Wow!” exclaimed Rick “That s tight!”

	“Hold still!” said Eva and she tugged even harder. She actually placed her knee into the small of his back to give her leverage to pull the laces even tighter. When they got it as tight as they could, Rachel reached up and latched the main hook.

	CLICK!

	She then latched another half dozen smaller hooks. “There! That should hold you,” she said. Eva then tied the laces closed.

	Rick could barely breathe. He had limited range of motion too. It felt like his ribs were being crushed, “I can't breathe,” he complained.

	“You'll get used to it. Take smaller breaths,” said Eva. “I can't wear this!” he gasped. “Please, take it off!”

	Eva let out a cynical laugh. “Nonsense. Some of the most beautiful women in the world wear these. This will give you the perfect hour glass shape, it will help to form breasts, and it will keep you from moving like a man.”

	“But I can't breathe!”

	“You will adjust. Now stop complaining,” she said. She turned to Rachel. “Make sure he stays in a corset except when he's bathing. It will help reshape his body and give him the proper form. I'm also going to tailor all of his clothing with him in a corset, so he needs to wear one whenever he's dressed as a woman.”

	“Understood,” said Rachel.

	“This is very important.”

	“Yes, ma’am,” said Rachel. She smirked at Rick “You hear that. Ricky boy? You're going to be wearing one of these all the time.” As she said this, she slapped his butt cheek again! SLAP!

	Rick didn't know what to say. What could he say?

	 

	-0-

	 

	With Rick laced into the corset, Eva decided they should send him to have his body hair removed before they did too much more. That meant handing him over to Ginger, so he was taken to the salon chair and told to sit. Meanwhile, Rachel called Ginger. Ginger was a pleasant young woman, a girl really, in a pink smock and pink sandals, and her job was to remove his body hair and take care of the hair on his head. He assumed she would be using a razor, but instead, she used some sort of electrical probe.

	“Why are you doing that?” he asked.

	“Because Ms. Martin asked me too,” she replied kindly.

	“But why not just shave me?”

	She smiled at him. “This is better,” she said with a sort of giggle.

	“Why?”

	“It will last longer. Now hold still.”

	For the next twenty minutes, she removed a section of his body hair. She told him that they would be repeating this every day on other parts of his body until she had done his entire body. She left it rather vague when he asked her how soon the hair would grow back

	When they finished that. Ginger washed the hair on his head and put some sort of cream on it. His hair wasn't very long, but it did hang to his collar. She then covered it and made him lie there as the cream set. As he waited, she painted his fingernails and toenails dark pink. When those were dry, she removed the wrapping and washed his hair.

	“Much nicer,” she said.

	“What’s nicer?”

	“You'll see,” she said and she did some trimming and she placed his hair in curlers.

	She took that opportunity to clean up his eyebrows.

	“Ouch!” he exclaimed.

	“Oh, don’t be such a sissy,” she said with her usual quasi-giggle.

	“Those grow back, right?” he asked.

	She smiled at him. “Yes, they grow back”

	“Good, because I don't want to do anything permanent.”

	She just smiled at him. When she finished, she took out the curlers and brushed his hair. Then she sat him up and handed him a mirror so he could see his new hair. He was shocked.

	“What have you done?” he asked.

	“I've given you a pixie cut. It’s cute and easy to maintain, at least until it gets longer and we can do more with it.”

	“But the color!” He sounded somewhat shocked. He knew he was going to be made to look like a woman, but knowing it and experiencing it are very different things, and this was the first thing that had actually happened that changed him. Indeed, this wasn't just a corset or some panties he could remove, this would take work to undo. Hence, he felt rather uneasy as he examined his platinum blonde, feminine hair in the mirror. He was also shocked to see that his eyebrows were now thin and highly arched. He looked a lot more feminine than he had expected, though he was still obviously a man.

	“Very nice,” said Rachel. Who watched all of this with a smirk.

	Rick tried to smile but couldn't. This whole experience was making him pensive. He wanted to run for the door, but he didn't. He had agreed to this, and he needed to see it through.

	“Follow me,” said Ginger.

	“Where?”

	“This way,” she said and she led him over to the desk with all the makeup. “I'm going to apply your makeup. You should pay attention because you'll need to learn to do all of this for yourself but for now, I'll be doing it for you.”

	“Ok,” was all Rick said. His voice was barely a squeak.

	For the next hour, Ginger worked on Rick's face. She applied powder, cremes, and paints. She used sticks, brushes and her fingers, and at each step she explained to Rick why they were doing this and what they were doing. It was a lot to take in.

	“Don't worry, you'll learn this little by little. Most women have their whole lives to learn this stuff,” said Ginger.

	“And the faster you learn, the faster you can start the program,” added Rachel.

	Rick pursed his lips. He wanted to get started so he could get this over with, he didn't want to wait to start. He vowed to learn this as quickly as possible.

	When Ginger finished, he looked a lot like a woman, especially with his shape being constrained by the corset and his new feminine hair. Indeed, except for his erection, there was nothing about him that screamed “man.” Little screamed “woman” yet, but he had made tremendous progress. Strangely, Rick found himself getting excited looking at his feminized form. He wasn't sure why, but it definitely seemed to be happening. Still, any excitement he felt was outweighed by the shame of being seen like this and the fear of being spotted the moment anyone saw him. This was not making him happy.

	 

	-0-

	 

	With Rick's hair and makeup finished, it was time to get him dressed. He felt nervous. This was the big moment for him. Yes, his hair had been changed and he was wearing makeup, but this felt like the moment he would surrender his manhood in exchange for not getting fired. He trembled a little.

	“Where do we start?” asked Rachel.

	“Let's start with stockings and lingerie,” said Eva.

	“I'll get the stockings,” said Rachel and she walked over to a chest of drawers.

	“Let's get you back on the platform,” said Eva Jordan. She pointed to the platform that stood between the triple mirrors.

	Rick walked over to the platform. Seeing his feminine shape approaching in the mirror, he embarrassingly found himself getting erect again. He instinctively dropped his hands to cover his penis.

	Eva pursed her lips. “I see that's still a problem,” she said icily

	“We have some good girdles,” suggested Rachel.

	Eva nodded her head. “Get one of the black, support girdles.” Rachel pulled a girdle from the drawer as well as some stockings.

	“We're going to put you into a girdle so your thing doesn't keep popping up and distracting everyone,” said Eva. “I think we'll need to make this a permanent part of your wardrobe because the last thing we want is that coming up and then someone seeing a bulge in your skirt that shouldn't be there.”

	“I understand,” said Rick He didn't want that either... not at all.

	A moment later, Rachel appeared behind him with the girdle. She ran it up his legs and yanked it into place. She needed to use a great deal of force to do so. When she did, Rick almost doubled over because his testicles felt crushed.

	“Oh my God!” he wheezed. “I can't wear this!”

	“You'll get used to it,” said Rachel and she reached down inside the girdle, which was rather difficult to do, and arranged his penis so that it pointed down between his legs. This was incredibly uncomfortable.

	“I can’t wear this,” he repeated.

	She and Eva ignored him. They both rolled up black stockings.

	“I can't wear this girdle,” repeated Rick.

	“Yes, I heard you,” said Eva, “but you will wear it. You have no choice because we can't have you showing off your penis when you're supposed to be a woman. That won't work. It would expose you and embarrass all of us. And since you can't control it. I will. Now stop complaining.”

	As Eva said this, Rachel lifted Rick's foot off the floor and slipped a stocking over his foot. She pulled it up his legs and attached the garter straps from the girdle to the stocking to hold it up. She then took the other stocking from Eva and ran that stocking up his other leg. After she attached that one to the girdle as well, she slid her hand over his penis, which was pressed flat against body, to torment him.

	“Stop that,” he said.

	“Make me,” she responded.

	Eva ignored them. “We'll need to teach you to dress yourself at some point,” she said, “but for now, Rachel and I will do it for you because this is all new to you. Of course, some of what you will wear will always require assistance because it’s simply too tight for one person to put on themselves.”

	Rick bit his lip. It made him nervous that he would be bound so tightly in clothes that someone else was needed to dress him.

	Eva continued. “Make sure you pay attention to everything. You must learn the basics. For example, notice that we rolled up the stockings before we slid them over your feet rather than trying to pull them over your feet. If you try to pull them over your foot, you will ruin them. Get his shoes,” she said to Rachel.

	Rachel went to the closet and returned with a pair of black high-heeled sandals. These shoes startled Rick. For one thing, they didn't seem formal enough for the office. Indeed, he couldn't recall any woman at the office wearing sandals, much less sexy sandals like these. Why weren't they putting him into more professional shoes? But that was only a minor concern at this point. His real concern was that these sandals had massive heels! These shoes had four and a half inch heels. Granted they had a nearly one inch platform, which meant the effective heel was lower. but it was still a massive heel for someone to wear who had never worn heels before in his life. He Swallowed hard. “You want me to wear those?”

	“Of course.”

	“I've never worn heels. I'm not sure I can walk in those,” he said.

	“We're here to train you, remember?” asked Eva. She then cocked her head to one side. “In fact, that's a good point. Rachel why don't you train Rick how to walk in heels now, while I work out more details of his wardrobe.” Rachel smirked.

	Rick bit his lip. “Couldn't I wear something with a lower heel? Maybe some flats.”

	“You will wear what we tell you,” said Eva.

	“I-” he started to protest.

	“Forget it,” said Rachel. She yanked him down to a sitting position and then strapped the sandals to his feet. They felt very strange. He had never worn heels before, and his feet had never been held at this angle before. Rachel then grabbed his hand and pulled him to his feet. He was very unsteady.

	“I'm not sure about this,” he said.

	“Come on girl,” said Rachel and she took Rick's hand and pulled him across the room. He was very unsteady in the heels and he almost turned his ankle on the initial step. She then carefully led him to the far corner of the room, which was empty. Part of it was carpeted and part had hardwood floors.

	“I don't think I can do this,” he repeated as he stumbled along.

	“You can.”

	“I... I don't know,” he said.

	“I want you to walk back and forth,” said Rachel, ignoring his concerns. “On the first couple of passes, stay on the carpet. I'll let you move onto the hardwood floor when I think you're ready for the slicker surface.”

	Rick looked down at his feet. His toes were already beginning to hurt. They felt like they were under a tremendous amount of pressure. His ankles felt sore as well as he was using a lot of muscles he didn't normally use to keep his ankles from slipping out from beneath him. His calves felt stretched too.

	“When you walk place one foot directly before the next. Come down heel first, then follow up with the ball of your foot. Make sure your foot is down before you lift the next. To do that, you will need to take short, girly steps. Don't try to take big macho, boy steps. You aren't a boy anymore. Got it?”

	“Yes.”

	“Let’s see it.”

	He was horrible. He had no balance. He even fell down once. Starting with four and a half inch heels was clearly a mistake, but Victoria had insisted, so this was how they would do it. And thus, for the next forty minutes, Rachel made him walk, turn, pivot, stand, until he reached a point where he walked somewhat like a woman, but more importantly, where he wouldn't fall down. She then returned him to the mirror.

	“Can I take these shoes off? My feet are killing me,” he said.

	“No, you need to wear those all the time until you get used to them,” said Eva.

	“All the time?”

	“Yes, you're going to live in heels until you're a natural.”

	“I'm never going to get used to these,” he said hopelessly.

	“You will. It will just take time. Then you'll wonder how you ever lived without them. Now let's get this dress on you,” said Eva and she held up a little black dress. The material was gorgeous. It was smooth and black, but also shimmered in the light. He couldn’t see the whole dress to make out any more of the details, but it looked beautiful.

	“I guess we should,” said Rick

	Rachel and Eva both climbed up onto the platform and told Rick to hold his arms over his head. He did and they slipped the dress over his head and pulled it down his torso. It was a tight fit, even with the corset holding his shape. It hugged his body.

	Rick immediately furrowed his brow. “'Wait a minute!” he exclaimed. Eva stepped back as Rachel did up the zipper in the back “What?”

	“What kind of dress is this?” asked Rick angrily.

	“Well, that should be obvious.”

	It was. And that was the problem. Rick understood that the arrangement involved him disguising himself as a woman so he could handle some job at the office for which the firm hired only women. He believed that might have been a receptionist position, as he'd never seen a male receptionist. It also could have been a secretarial position, as he couldn’t recall seeing any male secretaries either. In either event, however, what he expected was that when Eva and Rachel dressed him, he would end up wearing some sort of professional looking skirt suit. probably with a jacket and simple pumps with low heels. What he did not expect... What he never would have expected, was what they had just slipped over his head.

	“This is a maid's uniform!” exclaimed Rick

	“Exactly,” said Eva.

	Rick examined the dress in the mirror. It was made of black silk with puffy short sleeves. It had a sweet-heart neckline that showed off the tiny cleavage of the small breasts he had as a result of the corset. Around his waist, the dress had a narrow white belt which formed a sort of pinafore apron that draped down over the front of the skirt, tied off in the back with a large, fussy bow. The skirt of the dress was flared, and stopped well before mid-thigh, allowing his garter tabs and stocking tops to be shown. This was unacceptable.

	“You don't understand,” said Rick

	“Oh?”

	“Yes. I'm supposed to be posing as a female employee,” he said. “That means I'm supposed to be wearing a professional suit or maybe a dress, worthy of the office. This... this is like some kinky costume for a stripper. No, woman would wear this at an office.”

	“These were my instructions,” said Eva simply.

	“Who gave you those instructions?” demanded Rick

	“Ms. Martin.”

	Rick flared his nostrils. “I need to speak with Ms. Martin.”

	
 

	Chapter 4: “Different Expectations”

	 

	Victoria Martin sat in a soft leather chair in her private study. Before her stood a coffee table. On the table sat a leather case. Within that case were a series of syringes. Victoria picked one up.

	“This is the first one?” asked Victoria.

	The woman sitting across from Victoria nodded her head. This was Doctor Karen Waid, a doctor with a peculiar specialty. “Yes, that's the first. It will be good for about six months. Then he would need the second and a month later the third as a booster. That would last through the year and then we would need to re-examine him.”

	Victoria held the syringe up so she could examine it in the light. “It's a very pretty color,” she said of the mixture within the syringe.

	“Yes, it is. I've often thought that myself” “And what will this do again?”

	Dr. Waid leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs. She popped her stiletto pump off her heel and let it dangle from her toes. “The first one starts everything. it’s like a huge shock to the system. It will suppress the male hormones, which will leave the subject body more malleable. Then it causes a massive rush of female hormones. The effect is essentially to cause the male to enter puberty as a teenage girl.”

	“Will that stop him from getting hard?”

	Dr. Waid shook her head. “For the first few days it might. It will also make it more difficult for the male to become hard and his erections likely won't be as large as before. But it doesn't stop erections, nor does it make the male impotent. His testicles will shrink however.”

	“What about his penis?”

	“It will get softer and somewhat smaller when it's erect. but again, it won't shrink”

	Just then, there was a commotion in the hallway. The sound of several pairs of high heels coming down the hallway filled the air, along with multiple voices arguing as they approached.

	CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK!I

	CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK!I

	“You shouldn’t do this!” “I need to speak to her.”

	“Ms. Martin won’t like this.”

	CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK!I

	CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK!I

	“This is a mistake!”

	“I'm not changing my mind.”

	“I wouldn’t do this.”

	“You shouldn’t disturb her.”

	CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK!I

	CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK!I

	Victoria closed the leather case. “Here he comes now,” she said to Waid, grinning. Waid nodded her head.

	A moment later, the entourage appeared at the doorway to the study. Rick burst into the room wearing the black maid's dress and the black high-heeled sandals, which he seemed to be handling better than Victoria would have expected at this point. With his new hair, his new feminine shape, his makeup, and his clothing, he actually did present an image of someone who was quite feminine. He wasn't passable yet, but he had definite potential.

	“Oh Rick you are so feminine already,” Victoria said to herself and she chuckled. “If only Sarah could see you right now, she would be finished with you. But alas, she cannot see you yet.”

	Rick spotted Victoria and started toward her. As he did, Eva, Rachel and Ginger raced into the room behind Rick and moved between Victoria and Rick as if to protect Victoria from Rick, though Victoria clearly needed no protection from the likes of the feminized Rick.

	“I'm sorry, Victoria,” said Eva. “He just shot out of the room. He kept insisting he wanted to speak to you and he wouldn’t listen to us when we told him you wouldn’t want to see him yet.”

	“I need to talk to you,” said Rick as Eva spoke.

	“We tried to stop him,” interjected Rachel.

	They all started talking at once and pointing fingers at each other.

	Victoria stood up and raised her hand to silence them all. “It’s all right, ladies. If Rick wants to speak to me, then I'm more than happy to hear what he has to say. Come in, Rick. Have a seat,” she said, and she motioned for Rick to sit in the chair before her desk.

	She then turned to Dr. Waid. “Doctor, I'm sure we'll be ready for you in a few minutes.”

	“Very well,” said Waid and she packed up her things.

	“I would appreciate it if all of you could please give Rick and me some privacy now,” said Victoria by way of dismissing the group of women. They reluctantly left the room. Victoria then turned her attention to Rick. “So, what can I do to… for you, young man?”

	Rick carefully lowered himself into the chair. It wasn't easy moving in these heels and this restrictive corset. When he was seated he looked up at her face. He needed to talk to her about the wardrobe choices, which he felt were entirely unreasonable. He also intended to talk about the liberties Rachel had been taking with him. He didn't like that either and he didn't see how any of this would help him become a better manager.

	“Ms. Martin, I'm sorry to trouble you about this-” he started.

	“Get to the point, Ricky. I'm a very busy woman,” she said politely but firmly.

	Rick immediately felt disquieted. Indeed, he suddenly felt strangely intimidated. He had stormed down here determined to readjust the program, but now that he was in Victoria's presence, he was losing his nerve fast. “Well, it’s just that... Well-”

	“To the point, Ricky, now,” she said assertively.

	“Well, it’s this,” he said and he Swallowed hard. “I appreciate what you're doing for me, but I think these women you've hired have misunderstood your instructions. I get that they're supposed to teach me to look and act like a woman, but they're taking a lot of liberties.”

	Victoria folded her arms and looked down doubtfully into his face. “What kind of liberties?”

	It made Rick nervous that she stood over him, so he tried to stand up, but she had blocked his way by standing right before him. Thus, he continued from his chair. “' well,” he said nervously, “things like touching my penis or spanking my rear.”

	Victoria's eyebrow shot up. She didn't know they had spanked him. She hadn't heard that yet, but the idea made her positively laugh out loud... at least on the inside. On the outside, she maintained her poker face. “Spanking your rear?” she asked in an incredible tone.

	“Yes.”

	“Did you do something to earn the spanking?”

	Rick bit his lip. He didn't know how to respond to that. He assumed she would be outraged at the sexual liberties being taken with him, but clearly she had not been. He didn't know what to say now. “I…” he said and then he ran out of words.

	She placed her hands on her hips. “Young man, do you understand the risk I'm taking in even trying to train you? Under normal circumstances, I would have just fired you, but I like you.”

	“I appreciate that, Ms. Martin-”

	She cut him off without a second thought. His words didn't matter to her in the least. “But Ricky, you need to understand that to train you involves more than just handing you a dress and saying, 'There, go be a woman.' You need to be trained to look, to act, and to think like a woman. It needs to become natural to you, or you will be discovered. It’s that simple. Do you want to be discovered?”

	“Well no-”

	“Of course, you don't. I don't want that either. In fact, that's the last thing I want. And to get to the point that these things are natural for you requires a certain type of training to strip away your male ego, which objects to feminine things, so we can replace it with something softer, more feminine... more accepting. Something that won't panic in a dress. Do you understand?”

	Rick wasn't sure. What Eva and Rachel had done to him wasn’t anything he expected. He thought they were taking liberties with him, but Victoria didn't seem to think so. Was this all part of the training after all. He didn't know how to respond.

	Victoria continued. “So the short answer is that I gave them permission to do whatever they felt needed to be done to turn you into a woman. If you aren't willing to go through with our deal, then let me know so I don't waste these women’s time or any more of your money.”

	Rick furrowed his brow. “My money?”

	“Yes. Your money. As you know, our deal was that I would pay for this so long as you were giving a good faith effort and making progress. If you fail to do that, then I won’t pay the bills you've incurred. So in addition to being fired, you would need to pay back those bills. Quitting is not a good faith effort. Now tell me, Rick Is that what you want? Do you want to quit?”

	Rick hung his head. “No, ma’am.”

	“Then-”

	“It’s just that-”

	“Don't interrupt me,” growled Victoria.

	Rick winced; he felt even smaller, more controlled. He had lost their argument, that was clear, and that meant she had even more power over him than before. “I'm sorry, ma’am.”

	“As I was saying, I've given these women total control over you because it is necessary. You will do what they say. You will let them do what they feel is needed to teach you how to be a worthwhile, feminine employee. You will learn to walk, talk, think and act like a submissive female employee who does what she is ordered no matter how unpleasant she may find it. Do you understand?”

	Rick took a deep breath. “Yes, ma’am.”

	“Then show me, Rick. Prove to me that you understand what you are here to learn.” Rick looked up at Victoria. “How do I do that, ma’am?”

	Victoria marched over to a cabinet and picked up a ruler. She returned to Rick. “Stand up and raise your skirt.”

	“Do what?”

	Victoria glared at Rick “Obey me, Rick”

	Rick bit his lip. This wasn't something he ever could have imagined allowing a week ago, but now he didn't see that he had any choice. “Yes, ma’am,” he said meekly. He stood up, which wasn't easy in the unfamiliar heels, and he raised his skirt a few inches up his thighs, exposing more of his stocking tops.

	“All the way to your waist,” said Victoria coldly.

	Rick reluctantly pulled his skirt even higher. As he did, his erect penis came into view - it had worked its way around in the other direction and now pointed straight up toward his face beneath the girdle.

	“Turn around and bend over. Grab your ankles,” said Victoria.

	Rick took a deep breath. Then he turned around and bent over very slowly, balancing as best he could in the unstable heels. He wobbled a bit. Then he slid his hands down his legs until they came to his ankles. He wrapped his fingers tightly around his ankles. From this angle, he could see his red-painted toenails sticking out the front of his high-heeled sandals.

	“Now stand still,” said Victoria. “This is for your own good.”

	A moment later, Rick heard the ruler cutting through the air. Whoosh!

	SLAP!

	The ruler struck his rear hard and fast. It stung.

	SLAP!

	SLAP!

	Two more blows landed. These caught Rick off guard and he almost fell forward.

	It took him a moment to steady himself, but the blows didn't stop coming.

	SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

	By this point, Rick's rear was burning red. It was hot and it stung. This was deeply unpleasant... though, oddly, the idea of being spanked by this attractive, dominant woman was turning him on. He couldn't explain this and he never would have guessed it in a million years, but it was true, and with each blow his penis throbbed more. In fact, it throbbed enough that it was starting to eject precum and could soon ejaculate fully. That would be humiliating, and just the thought sent waves of shame racing down his spine.

	SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

	Suddenly, Victoria stopped. She ran her finger over Rick's rear and snickered to herself “When I'm done with you, there is no way Sarah will ever want you,” she thought to herself She tossed the ruler onto the sofa and addressed Rick. “I hope you understand now.”

	Rick who still grabbed his ankles, nodded his head. “Yes, ma’am.”

	Victoria slapped his butt cheeks, which almost caused him to fall over. “I hope so. Remember, you have a lot to lose if you fail.”

	With that, she walked out of the room. It took Rick a few seconds to build the courage to stand up straight again. When he did, he pulled his skirt back down over his sore rear and his moist erection as he listened to Victoria's heels marching away down the hallway. A moment later, he heard Eva and Rachel's footsteps as they came down the hallway. He knew they were coming to take him back to his lessons. There was nothing he could do about it except do as he was told and hope he completed this phase of his training quickly. He needed to see this through.

	Eva and Rachel drew closer.

	As he waited for them to arrive, he ran his fingers over his still-burning rear and he thought about how he had been spanked. It was humiliating. It was emasculating. It was thrilling. He would think about it as he masturbated that night... and then again.

	“What have I gotten myself into?” he asked.

	 

	-0-

	 

	As they neared the end of the day, Rick assumed the women would help him undress so he could return to his apartment in town. But that didn’t happen. And as it became later and later, he began to wonder when they would finally stop for the night so he could go home. He decided it was time to ask.

	“Shouldn’t we be stopping for the evening?” he asked.

	Eva looked at her watch. “Yes, I suppose we should stop soon. You do need your beauty rest. Why don't you practice your walk while Rachel and I gather your night clothes.”

	“My what?”

	“Your night clothes,” said Eva. Rick stared at her with a confused look on his face, so she added, “What you will sleep in tonight.” She motioned toward the small bedroom that was attached to the room with the salon.

	Rick furrowed his brow. “Are you suggesting that I sleep here tonight?”

	“I'm not suggesting it. I'm telling you that until this experiment ends, you will sleep here. There's no other way to make this work”

	“I’d rather go back to my apartment.”

	“That's not possible.”

	“Why not?”

	“For one thing, we need to keep you in the corset. We need to make sure you stay on the diet we discussed earlier and that you take your vitamin pills to go with the shot you received from Dr. Waid. Moreover, you need to be up and ready before Ms. Martin rises each morning, and that will take Rachel and me some time to make sure you are properly dressed so you are ready to serve her. That means we cannot be waiting here for you to arrive from town. Also, the training requires us to monitor your progress continuously,” said Eva firmly. “What she didn’t make clear was that they didn’t want him going home and undoing what they were teaching him by relearning his masculine ways each night.

	Rick's mind zeroed in on one small part of what she said. “What do you mean 'serve her'?” he asked in an annoyed tone. He didn’t like the implication of that, just as he didn’t like the idea of living here for the moment.

	“You will serve her as her maid.”

	“You want me to be her maid?!” he exclaimed.

	“Of course. What did you think the maid uniform was for?”

	Rick furrowed his brow. This just kept getting worse all the time.

	Eva fluffed his skirt with her hand to remind him what he was wearing. “You will be assigned to work with the maids. You will clean the house, serve food, and do whatever other tasks Ms. Martin wants done,” said Eva.

	Rick was stunned. He didn’t know what to say. He never expected any of this. He was supposed to be learning how the company worked, not working as some kinky cross dressed maid for Ms. Martin. This was simply unacceptable, and he had had enough. Yes, he would be fired and ruined. Yes, she would try to charge him for whatever it cost do to all of this to him today. Yes, this would be unpleasant, but his ego could take no more. It was one thing to dress like a woman for a couple days to try to blend in at the office, but it was something else completely to be told he would be flitting around this mansion dressed like something out of a pornographic novel as he catered to this woman's whims. He wouldn’t do it.

	“Forget it. I'm leaving,” he said.

	Eva didn’t respond as Rick expected. He expected that she would be outraged and would threaten him. He expected she would talk about what this would cost or how it would ruin him. He was prepared for that as he had already decided he could bear the cost of those things. But she never said that. Instead, she simply snickered and then she said one word. “How?”

	This took Rick aback and he froze. ““What do you mean 'how'?”

	“I mean, how are you planning to leave?”

	“I'm going to walk out that door.”

	Eva calmly shrugged her shoulders. “Then what?”

	“What do you mean?” he asked. He was starting to feel a little nervous at her calm demeanor. Clearly, she knew something he didn’t.

	“It’s a simple question. Once you walk out the front door, how do you plan to get home? You have no car, as you were brought here by a driver. You have no identification, no money and no credit cards as you were told not to bring anything with you except a few clothes. Those clothes are gone, we've thrown them out, and you have no male clothing anymore. So if you do choose to leave, you'll be walking back thirty miles to town, through dark countryside and some sketchy areas, and you will do so on your high heels or in your bare feet, in your maid dress or naked, and in your corset, which you cannot remove without assistance.” She paused for dramatic effect and she actually sat down on the sofa and crossed her legs. She motioned toward the door. “So by all means, feel free to leave... if you wish”

	Rick Swallowed hard. The image of him hobbling along in these impossible heels along a dark country road as a car full of men pulled up to take a look at him scared him tremendously. He shuddered. and as he did, his mind took control again and told his ego to calm down. He had too much to lose on a point of useless pride, even without the fear of the walk home. “Besides,” his mind told the rest of him, “What’s really the difference between dressing like a maid and dressing like a secretary? It’s not like either one is masculine.” Moreover, as he kept needing to remind himself, it wasn’t like anyone would ever know about this. This was a secret that only he and this handful of women would ever find out about, so pride shouldn’t even be an issue. If his humiliations were public, that might be different, but they weren't. “Just embrace it and get it over with,” his mind told him.

	He closed his eyes and he reluctantly nodded his head. “Fine. I'll stay.”

	“I thought as much,” said Eva.

	He would sleep in the corset and a pink chiffon babydoll nightie. A pair of delicate high heeled mules stood at attention next to his bedside, and when he woke up, Rachel and Eva would put him through his paces.

	
 

	Chapter 5: “Day Becomes Days Becomes weeks”

	 

	The following morning started poorly. Long before Rick wanted to wake, Rachel, Eva and Ginger appeared at his bedside. They all but yanked him to his feet. As Eva gave instructions for his training, Rachel and Ginger led him to the shower. When he emerged, they dried him, put him back into the corset and Ginger worked on another section of his body hair. After that they applied his makeup. Then they dressed him. Again, he wore the same black sandals, stockings and the maid dress.

	For the next hour, they made Rick practice walking in heels once more. Rachel again made him walk up and down the hallway, taking delicate steps, putting one foot directly before the other, making his hips and his dress sway, whilst keeping one arm at his side and holding the other before him with a limp wrist. The whole time, his feet were screaming in pain. Not only did the heels hurt his feet but his feet were still sore from the prior day. His body was sore too from the corset.

	His ribs felt crushed and he was using new muscles to move his torso. His rear remained sore as well where he had been spanked so harshly the day before. Even his penis was sore because it had been hard the entire prior day and now it was hard again.

	His penis had been so consistently hard because everything was turning  him on... something he found shocking. In fact much to his chagrin, he had discovered that Rachel's condescending looks and her snide, emasculating comments made him tingle. The way these women cavalierly played with his penis sent shivers down his spine. There was something about feeling dominated which set his soul afire. He couldn’t explain any of it though, as he never thought of himself as being at all submissive.

	Dressing in women's clothing surprisingly turned out to be a huge-on as well. The feel of the silks and satins, the hug of his bra and the tug of his garters, even the constant struggle to balance in the heels... the heels. The very sound of his high heels was enough to make him hard. All of this was inexplicable to him, but it was true.

	“Follow me,” said Rachel after he finished practicing walking in heels. “Where are we going?” asked Rick.

	“You need to be trained in your duties.” “My duties? Like what?”

	“That's what you're about to find out,” said Rachel. She flipped up his skirt to check his penis, something she knew humiliated him. “Yep, hard as a rock.” Then she slowly ran her fingers over his butt cheek and she pinched it. She snickered. “Now let's go. You need to be trained.”

	Rick felt a sense of weakness run down his spine. “I take it this isn't going to be about office work?”

	Rachel let out a cynical laugh. “Not hardly.”

	Rick followed Rachel down the hallway in silence. Their high heels echoed throughout the hallway as they went. When they reached the end of the long hallway, Rachel turned down a smaller hallway which led to the kitchen. Waiting for them in the kitchen was another woman, similarly dressed to Rick albeit with a knee length skirt and round neckline. She introduced herself as Ms. Caroline. She was the head maid and she would be training Rick.

	“Ok,” said Rick.

	Caroline raised her eyebrow. “This is not an appropriate response.” “Why not?” asked Rick.

	“For one thing, I am your superior. You work for me. When I address you, you must acknowledge me with 'Yes, ma’am.' Further, when I give an order, you are required to curtsey.”

	“Curtsey?!” blurted out Rick.

	Caroline glared at him. “Yes, curtsey. Now address me properly.”

	Rick furrowed his brow. “Don't you think this is getting to be a bit ridiculous?” 

	With one fluid motion, Caroline reached for the countertop, grabbed a riding crop, swung it with the flick of a wrist, and slapped it hard against the exposed instep of Rick's foot. THWACK! I It stung and Rick immediately jumped back and grabbed his foot.

	“Ow!! My foot!” he squealed.

	“Address me properly or I will do it again!” growled Caroline. “You're crazy-”

	THWACK!

	She struck his other foot, which cost Rick his balance and he fell against the counter to support himself

	“Address me properly!” she exclaimed.

	“Stop hitting me!”

	THWACK

	This time, she slapped his exposed heel. This stung many times worse than the prior two blows. The pain was intense, and it overwhelmed Rick for a few seconds. When the pain cleared, he realized that he had been defeated.

	“Yes, ma’am! Yes, ma’am!” he squealed. “I'm sorry! Please don't hit me again, Ms. Caroline!”

	“Today, I will teach you about the kitchen,” said Caroline as if nothing had happened. “Tomorrow, I will show you how to clean other rooms of the house. The following day, you will learn to take care of laundry and how meals are handled. Then, assuming you have learned each lesson properly, I will teach you to take care of Ms. Martin's needs personally as her maid. Do you understand?”

	By this point, Rick had stood up straight again. His feet still stung where they had been struck, so he wasn't going to smart off. In fact, the pain in his feet would serve as an effective reminder for the rest of the day of his new position. “Yes, Ms. Caroline,” he said.

	“Do you have any questions?”

	He wanted to ask just how long he was expected to do this. She made it sound like it would be several days before he was even allowed to prove he had mastered this job. He also wanted to ask what she meant by “personally,” as that sounded rather servile. He didn't like the sound of that... but he wasn't going to say anything right now, so he nodded his head. “No, ma’am, no questions,” he said.

	“Good. Now let's start by teaching you to curtsey,” said Caroline.

	As she said this, Rachel giggled. She then pulled out a chair from the kitchen table and she sat down. She crossed her legs and shook her leg excitedly. She was clearly enjoying this. This made Rick blush with shame, and it made him even harder. Fortunately, the skirts of his maid uniform hid his erection.

	“Move away from the counter so you have space. Now grab the sides of your skirt,” said Caroline. “Then slide your right foot behind your left, like so.” She demonstrated. “Go on, do as I showed you.”

	Rick bit his lip. He didn’t want to do this, but he also didn’t want to be struck again with the vicious riding crop, so he took his skirt in his hands.

	“No!” growled Caroline immediately. “Delicately! Don't grab your skirt like you're picking up a blanket. Slide your fingers beneath it delicately. Then raise it delicately, don't pull it. You should barely be pinching it between your fingers. Try again.”

	Rick did as he was commanded, but he felt like a fool. He barely touched his skirt as he pulled it up his thighs.

	“Better. Now slowly slide your foot back,” she said.

	Rick started to slide his foot back but it was awkward.

	“No! Keep your heel on the ground as you slide it backwards,” she commanded.

	It was difficult to move his leg backwards and yet still keep his foot flat on the ground. This would take some practice, though he did it well enough this time. And as he did it, he found that he slowly began to sink downward.

	“Good, now bend your knee,” said Caroline. Rick did and he went even lower.

	“Now hold it. Count to three,” said Caroline and she paused to let him count. “Now slowly reverse what you've done.”

	Rick started to straighten his leg and bring his back leg forward again. As he did, he lifted his foot from the floor. Caroline tapped it with the riding crop. He immediately made sure it was flat on the ground and remained that way. A moment later he was standing again and he let his skirt back down.

	“Bravo! Well done, sissy!” said Rachel with a laugh.

	Rick pursed his lips. This had proved difficult and he did not look forward to doing this again, but from the sound of things, he would be doing it a lot. In fact, he did. For the next several hours, Caroline taught Rick many of the skills he would need to serve in the kitchen. In the process, she made him curtsey repeatedly. This was both difficult and humiliating, and by the time he finished for the day, his knees and feet were very sore and his ego was bruised. However, he had gotten much better at it.

	Rick would repeat this the next day and the next... and the next.

	 

	-0-

	 

	“I miss you so much,” said Sarah into her phone.

	“I miss you too,” said Rick

	“I can't wait to come home and to see you again.”

	Rick looked down at his body as he sat on the sofa next to his bed. ‘Seeing’ him might be a problem. In fact. the idea that Sarah might see’ him right now sent a shiver down his spine. It was eleven o'clock, which was his personal time, but he was still dressed as the women wanted. He wore a sheer pink organza babydoll over his corset and his matching panties did nothing to hide his erect penis, which was clearly visible through the sheer gauzelike fabric. On his feet, he wore white slippers with four and a half inch heels and a wide open toe. His hair was in curlers. His nails were painted a glittering pink and there was moisturizer on his face. No, he did not want Sarah 'seeing’ him at all. Still, he wanted to play it calm. This would all be over by the time she came back and she would never know what he had endured, so he needed to respond in kind. “I can't wait to see you too. How's the school going?” he asked.

	“Oh, it’s great. I'm learning a lot of things. They have a management clinic where we get to manage real employees and that's been a blast. I have a talent for it apparently. At least, that's what they keep telling me. But I'll bet its nothing compared to what you're doing at your new job.”

	Rick blushed, both at his own failure to have any managerial skills and at what he was enduring right now. If Sarah knew, she would laugh herself to death, he was sure of that. He tried to answer in a way that wouldn't result in him having to go into detail about what exactly he was doing during the days. “That's great honey. I'm glad you're learning so much. I am too.”

	“That's great, baby! what are you doing?” she asked. Rick cringed. “Just managerial stuff you know.”

	“Like what?”

	“Well, today, I managed to walk down a hundred-foot-long hallway in five-inch heels while carrying a drink on a silver tray without spilling a drop, even though my dick was hard as a rock and bouncing away beneath my petticoats,” he thought sarcastically. He didn't say that though. What he said instead was, “Just stuff. Getting assignments done, that sort of thing. All very mundane.”

	“Well, I'm proud of you, baby,” she said, which made Rick feel deeply ashamed. “I should let you go though. I know it’s late and you need your sleep so you can get up early and keep impressing your new boss! I'll call you again next week,” she said and she blew him a kiss through the phone.

	Rick did indeed need to rise early, but it wouldn't be to impress the boss. To the contrary, Rick arose early because his first duty in the morning was to serve Victoria breakfast in her bedroom. Thus, he got up well before dawn and he dressed with the help of Rachel and Ginger, after Ginger removed more hair - she had finished his face and legs and was working on his chest now; Rick was amazed how smooth his face felt and how long he had gone without stubble. Once he was dressed in his sissy maid uniform and fully made-up, he reported to the kitchen and was given a tray of food to take to Victoria’s bedroom.

	“Don't spill a drop, or I'll punish you severely,” said Caroline and she swung the riding crop as a reminder. It sliced through the air. Whoosh!

	Rick Swallowed hard. “Yes, Ms. Caroline,” he said and he curtseyed.

	“Now go.”

	Rick felt like an idiot bringing food to Victoria, but this is what he needed to do right now. Hopefully, soon she would let him move on to other jobs so he could finally learn what he needed to learn to become a manager. On that point, however, he was starting to wonder. None of this felt like it was preparing him to be a manager or even teaching him how the corporation worked. To the contrary, this all felt like some sort of kinky sex game and he was starting to think that maybe something was wrong here. Unfortunately, he wasn't sure what to do about it.

	“Your breakfast, ma'am,” he said and he curtseyed.

	“Set it on my desk” said Victoria who was putting an earring in her ear. Her bedroom was large, at least as large as Rick's entire apartment in the city. In one corner was a four-poster bed. In another stood two small sofas and a television arranged around a small coffee table. The other half of the room was dominated by a large window that looked out over a beautiful field. Standing before the window was a desk with three chairs. Rick placed the tray onto the desk.

	“Will there be anything else?” he asked.

	“Yes,” said Victoria. “I trust that we understand each other now?”

	“In what way, ma’am?” asked Rick suspiciously.

	Victoria watched him in the mirror as she adjusted her other earring. “In the sense that you need to give yourself completely to this endeavor.”

	“I don't follow you, ma’am.”

	She turned to face him. “Rick, I thought you were a potential star as a manager. I still do. But you have some serious problems you need to overcome. You are rude, arrogant and incapable of the kind of subtle projection of respect that is needed to be a quality manager. What I'm trying to teach you now is respect. Do you understand me?” she asked. She seemed honest, even as she laughed inside; she had made all of that up on the spot. She actually saw him as weak and incapable of leadership.

	Rick bit his lip. “May I speak freely?”

	“Of course.”

	“I'm not sure I understand this,” he said cautiously. “I thought you wanted to teach me how to be an employee so I would learn what the company does from the bottom up. I understand that. But I don't see how any of this,” he said and he flipped up his skirt and stuck out his foot in its high-heeled prison, “really helps me understand anything about the corporation.”

	Victoria smirked. “Well he's not as completely stupid as he seemed,” she said to herself. To him, however, she said, “That’s a very good question, dear. The answer is, as I just said, about respect. What you are learning now is to respect those you look past in life. This will help you deal with underlings, with staff, with maintenance people... to deal with people poor managers dismiss. What you need to do right now is to surrender yourself to the program. Embrace it. Do everything we tell you as if your very being depended upon it. It will help you learn how underlings see the world so you will know how to motivate them.”

	“But this is really humiliating-”

	She snickered. “Of course it is! It needs to be. We need to break through this ego defense mechanism you have which tells you that you are something special and superior to those around you.”

	Rick furrowed his brow. He didn't think he ever felt that way.

	Victoria saw this in his face. “Trust me, dear, you have it. Most people do. And only by breaking that, by embracing things you find humiliating simply because you've been ordered to do them, will you finally gain the strength to empathize with others completely. and that is what will make you a great manager.” She walked over and sat down at the desk.

	“But-”

	Victoria raised her hand. “No, the conversation is over. Think about what I said and embrace it. The more you fight, the more humiliating we will need to make this. it’s up to you how simple and easy this will be. Now scurry back to your duties.”

	Rick bit his lip. She was essentially telling him to embrace the humiliation or she would make it worse. That was a threat, even if she did say it very pleasantly and even if it was meant to sound like advice. Still, maybe she had a point. Maybe this was teaching him skills. He certainly never had an appreciation before for what women go through to maintain their shapes, to dress, or even just to walk around in heels, but he got it now. Did that make him a better manager? Perhaps. He wasn't sure. But since Victoria had proven her skill as a manager and he hadn't, he decided that it was best to follow her orders and trust to her program... it wasn't like he really had any choice anyway.

	So he did as he was told, like the good little maid he was.
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	The days passed quickly, and then they turned into weeks.

	The women kept Rick so busy that he hardly noticed his time flying by. It all seemed like one long nightmare, and to help keep him in the dark, they even removed all the calendars and clocks from the house so Rick had no way to judge time. This worked surprisingly well. What he assumed had been only four or five days was really a week. Then what he assumed was a week was two, and what he thought was two was in fact closer to four. Dr. Waid helped this too by telling Rick she would come by every week for another injection of what she described as a “Vitamin and supplement shot,” even as she really came by every twelve days.

	Today was one of those days.

	“Are you noticing any problems with the shots?” asked Waid.

	Rick rubbed his rear where she had just poked him with the needle. “No, ma’am,” he said. Calling everyone “ma’am” was becoming a habit for Rick and he actually had to watch himself when he spoke to Sarah on the phone or he would let a “ma’am” slip out. That would be embarrassing and hard to explain.

	“Let me know if you feel anything. Some people do report allergic reactions.”

	Rick nodded his head. In truth, he had run into some things lately, but he was pretty sure he knew the causes of those. For example, he noticed that his chest was tender and kind of flabby, and sometimes his nipples would pop up and would stay up for hours. They were sensitive too. He put that off to the effects of the bras and the corset constantly rubbing him. Plus, Rachel had brought these horrible fake boobs which she made him wear sometimes. He assumed those could be the real culprit. At the same time, he had noticed that he felt moody lately, but he put that off to the situation, which was less than ideal. He was also getting soft all around, but he assumed that was because he hadn’t been working out. The women noticed that one as well and they put him on a diet to control his weight. Then there was the other thing, the thing he couldn’t explain. For some reason, he was finding it harder to get an erection. In some ways, he was happy about this because it reduced the amount he needed to worry about his penis exposing itself beneath his skirt. But on the other hand, this did worry him. Unfortunately, it also embarrassed him a lot. Should he mention it, he wondered. Perhaps he should.

	“Ma'am, there is one thing,” he said and he paused. He bit his lip.

	“What is it?”

	Rick looked down at his skirt. He struggled to say what was on his mind. He blushed. “I can wait to see if it fixes itself,” he told himself.

	“Well?” she asked.

	“Uh, it’s nothing.”

	“Very well. I'll see you in a week” said Dr. Waid, though she marked her calendar for twelve days.

	As he watched Dr. Waid leave, Rick hoped that none of these changes were real and that whatever they were would go away soon, but they were just the beginning. Indeed, as the days passed, other changes started occurring which Rick didn’t even notice. The corset was changing his shape, but since he never saw himself in a mirror when he was out of it, he couldn’t really tell. Rachel could however; she measured him every couple days.

	“Hold still,” said Rachel.

	“Yes, ma’am,” responded Rick and he did his best to stand still. Unfortunately, it wasn't easy in the heels he wore today. Victoria had demanded that another half-inch be added to his heels because he seemed to have mastered the shoes he had been wearing. She wanted him to remain off balance for some time yet because that would keep him from stopping to think about anything else. Thus, he now wore five-inch heels exclusively.

	Rachel pulled the tape measure tightly. He was down another half-inch in the last week but she didn’t tell him this. “Same as always,” she said. She then noticed that his chest was very flabby and even tiny mounds were forming just beneath his nipples. She didn’t tell him that either. Instead, she and Ginger put the corset back on him. They managed to tighten it another notch.

	“That’s always so tight,” he complained. “Shouldn’t I be getting used to it?”

	“You will eventually. Losing a few pounds will help. Let's see if we can't improve your diet a bit.”

	Rick cringed. He wasn't getting enough to eat as it was. The last thing he wanted was to “improve” his diet again. He was just about to protest, but Rachel cut him off with her hand.

	“Let's get you dressed so we can get you to Caroline. I believe she has new duties for you today.”

	Rick hung his head. “Yes, ma'am.”

	Caroline did indeed have new duties for Rick For the next few days, Rick was trained to act as a personal servant to Victoria herself He was taught how to do manicures and pedicures. He was taught how to provide a massage and how to rub her feet. He was shown how to polish her shoes, how she liked her clothes hung up or laid out, and how to attend to her various needs throughout the day. He found all of this a bit more challenging now that he was wearing five-inch heels, but he learned fast. Hence, he soon joined Caroline in her duties as an understudy, with the warning that any mistake would be dealt with harshly.
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	Rick sat on his bed rubbing his instep. Caroline had whacked him really hard several times when he moved his foot in a manner she didn’t consider feminine while he was curtseying to Victoria. He would not repeat that mistake. As he rubbed his feet, he spoke with Sarah on the phone. She called about once a week at this point. She had originally called every couple of days, but with her getting busier and with Rick not bringing as much to the conversation as he used to - in part because he wanted to avoid talking about anything that was really happening to him - she called less frequently.

	“So what are they having you do?” asked Sarah.

	Rick blushed. He had no idea how to answer that. He certainly couldn’t tell her the truth. That would be too humiliating if she ever found that out. He wrapped a finger around his curly blonde hair and pulled it to his lips. “Stuff”

	Sarah laughed. “Well, obviously. What kind of stuff?”

	“Just a lot of different things, why?”

	'Why?! For one thing, I'm curious what they've got my baby doing. I am interested in you, in case you forgot. For another maybe I can give you some pointers. They taught us a lot about how the kinds of work you hand out to employees says a lot about what you think of them and how it can determine their futures.”

	“I see,” said Rick nervously.

	“So what are some of the things they have you doing?”

	There was a moment of silence. Rick looked down at his hairless legs, his pink toenails which were visible beneath his white silk stockings, and the lilac silk and tulle nightgown he wore, and he cringed. What could he tell her? He couldn't tell her about polishing Victoria's massive shoe collection today. He couldn’t tell her about the massage he gave Victoria when she returned from the office. He couldn’t tell her about fluttering around the house in his maid costume and his high heels dusting and sweeping and polishing and curtseying constantly. But beyond that, there was nothing.

	He lied.

	“They have me working on a secret project right now,” he said.

	“Oooh, exciting. What kind of secret project?”

	His mouth went dry. “Uh, it’s about asset management. Making sure property is well maintained and in prime condition.” Images of himself dusting the room ran through his brain.

	“Great! That sounds like an important project. Are they giving you a lot of responsibility on the project too?”

	Rick cringed. If by ‘a lot of responsibility’ she meant his role was to do completely menial tasks while his every move was monitored and any failure on his part to exercise the mannerisms and movements they wanted was punished with the swift application of a riding crop, then yes, he had a lot of responsibility. But she probably didn’t mean that.

	He lied again. “Yeah, tons.”

	“I’m so proud of you! I was a little worried how you would adapt, but it sounds like you're doing really well. I can't wait to see you soon!” said Sarah. It was obvious from her voice that she was beaming.

	Rick turned bright red. “I miss you too,” he said softly.

	“You know I'll be home in a month,” she purred into the phone.

	Rick's jaw dropped. He felt panic rising from deep within himself “A month! Oh my God! How can that be?! How can I only have a month?!” he screamed inside his head. Without thinking, he hung up the phone without responding. “What am I going to do?!”

	
 

	Chapter 6: “One Month And Counting”

	 

	Victoria had called a meeting in her study. Eva, Rachel Ginger, Caroline, and Dr. Waid were there. They were discussing the progress they had made on Rick. Rick of course, was not invited to this meeting. Also invited was Kristin Pike, Victoria's personal assistant. Rick hadn’t seen her yet at the house, but he had seen her at the firm, she was the woman who sat across from him and made sure his first few days were so difficult.

	“So how is he doing?” asked Victoria.

	“He's coming along nicely,” said Eva. “We needed to change his wardrobe recently because of changes in his body.” She looking over some notes she had made. “He lost around twenty-five pounds. Along with that. he's lost three inches on his waist from the corset. His hips are two inches larger and his rear is slightly larger. His chest is growing as well. I would say he is somewhere between an A-cup and a B-cup at this point. I assume that's because of the hormones.”

	“Yes, that's the result of the hormones,” said Waid.

	“How large will he get?” asked Victoria and she mimicked growing breasts with her hands.

	“It depends on his body chemistry and his genes,” said Waid. “He could stop where he is right now or he could become much larger. Without knowing more about the women in his family, I couldn’t hazard a guess. But based on the growth so far, it’s likely that he's headed for a significantly larger pair.”

	Each of the women giggled at the thought of Rick having large breasts. “And will those go away if he stops the hormone treatments?”

	“No. They would likely shrink somewhat. And of course, it would depend on what else he did. But generally speaking, no, he'll be stuck with them,” said Waid.

	Another round of giggling happened. “Ladies, please,” said Victoria to quiet them.

	“His hair growth is excellent,” stated Ginger. “It’s very easy to style him now in it’s already shoulder-length at this point. If we need something really long, I could add extensions, but he's only a few months away from having truly gorgeous hair to about the center of his back”

	“His hair is beautiful,” agreed Victoria. “I love the color, but I think that it’s just missing something.” “Thank you,” said Ginger. “I think it brings out his eyes. How about if I add some pink highlights, nothing too loud, just subtle.” The other women nodded. Ginger continued. “His nails are his own at this point. I'm keeping them about a centimeter past his fingertips so he can still carry out his duties. I've also finally removed all the hair from his body. I'm still doing a few touchups to make sure it’s all gone, but for all practical purposes, he's hairless.”

	“Even his groin?” “That too.”

	“Will it grow back?” asked Victoria.

	“It shouldn't. I've repeated the procedure on the ones that were missed. Unlike IPL, the new diode laser system actually kills the hair follicles.” The women giggled again.

	“He's going to have a really hard time looking like a man again,” said Rachel. She smirked.

	Victoria glared at her. She wanted the group to stay focused on the mission, and she didn't want Rachel steering them off course. “Yes, well,” she said and she left it at that.

	“There is an issue that has come up lately, however,” said Eva.

	“What is that?” asked Victoria.

	“Clearly, he can pass as a woman now. He looks the part. We have designed an excellent wardrobe to make sure nothing masculine appears. He also has learned to act the part. In fact, I must commend Rachel and Caroline for their efforts in modifying his behavior. His walk is entirely feminine. He moves his arms and hands and body in completely feminine ways. He sits like a woman. He even speaks enough like a woman that no one will suspect otherwise once they see his clothing.”

	“But?”

	“But I am concerned about the degree of submissiveness.”

	“In what way?”

	Eva furrowed her brow. “I understand that we needed to change him from acting naturally as a man to acting naturally as a woman and this was the best way, but if your goal is to train him to be able to handle various jobs at your firm as a woman. Well, then we need to reduce the submissiveness a great deal. Honestly, I can't see him functioning in a corporate environment at all at this point.”

	Victoria raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean, 'if my goal is'? Do you think I have some other goal in mind?” In truth, Victoria's goal was different than what she had told these women, except Waid and Rachel. She had simply told them that the goal was to make Rick passable as a secretary in her firm. She did not tell them that her real purpose was to remake Rick into a submissive feminine creature that her daughter would never marry. Rachel and Waid knew that by necessity, but the others didn't.

	Eva immediately shook her head. “Oh no, I didn't mean that at all,” she said in a tone which made it clear she had meant no hidden meaning. “It was a figure of speech. My point is that he's so submissive at this point that I doubt he could handle any job at your firm. We will need to teach him some assertiveness before we can turn him loose in a work environment.”

	Victoria nodded her head. “I see your point. I'll tell you what. We're going to start training him to interact in the corporate world next month. Let's stay the course until then.”

	Each of the women nodded.

	Meanwhile, across the house, Rick stared into a mirror. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. He still wore the corset, so he couldn't see the full extent of the changes (indeed, he couldn't remove the corset without help), but it was obvious that his chest had become really flabby and it almost looked like breasts to him. Besides that, every part of him looked like a woman. It made him nervous. When he had agreed to do this, he thought Victoria would dress him up, give him a quick crash course in how to act like a woman, and then send him in. He hadn't expected this lengthy process and he wasn't at all thrilled to see these changes.

	“It’s not so bad,” he told himself.

	“Yeah, right,” he responded.

	He ran his fingers over his smooth, hairless legs. They looked very feminine without the hair and in the heels he still wore. Still, he told himself, he could take off the heels and the hair would grow back. The hair on his chest and his eyebrows was the same. It would grow back, or so he thought. And he could cut the long, blonde curly hair from his head. What worried him, though were these breasts. This had to be fat pushed up by the corset, but how long would it take to go back to normal. If he stopped wearing the corset, would he look like a normal man again in a day? a week? a month? Also, would these enlarged nipples shrink back down as well? He didn't know and that troubled him. Moreover, his body looked so soft and out of shape.

	“It could take months to get back into shape,” he said in a depressed tone. He sighed.

	“Then there's this,” he said and he stroked his hairless flaccid penis.

	For several days now, he noticed that he had stopped getting erections. He wasn't sure why. When this all started, he had been hard as a rock day in and day out. He'd actually wished it away it had become so inconvenient. Now it was soft and he couldn't understand why. That scared him. He seriously debated telling Dr. Waid about it. “Maybe it’s time to put an end to this,” he said.

	He decided he needed to speak to Victoria about their arrangement.
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	Rick didn't see Victoria again for five days. She was away on a business trip, so he continued his duties and his lessons as he waited. He was becoming antsy. With Sarah returning soon, he needed to get this program over with as quickly as possible. It had to stop. And with his body apparently taking on some feminine attributes from being forced to wear these clothes all the time, he needed the program to end even quicker. Hence, he was relieved when he heard that Victoria had returned. Now he could speak to her. He saw her the following morning, a Saturday, when she was taking her bath. He was sent by Caroline to attend her.

	Rick stood behind Victoria and pulled off her robe. She stood naked before him, though only from the rear. She was an amazingly beautiful woman for her age and Rick felt himself getting “hard” instantly, though “hard” these days meant not much longer than his little finger and not much more firm than half-full balloon. Still, he tingled and he knew what that was supposed to mean.

	“How was your trip, ma’am?” asked Rick

	“It was productive,” said Victoria. She walked over to the steaming tub and tested the water with her hand. As she walked, the sharp heels on her slippers echoed off the tiles, just as Rick's heels had done. CLICK.. CLICK.. CLICK... CLICK She pulled her hand from the water and it was covered in soap bubbles. She then slipped her feet from her slippers and stepped into the water.

	Rick hung her robe on the door behind him. Then he walked over and picked up her slippers. They were still warm and somewhat moist from her sweat. He set those on the small table next to the robe. He then grabbed a white cotton towel and held it in his arms as he stood across the room from the bath.

	“May I ask a question, ma’am?” asked Rick

	“Certainly, Ricky, certainly,” said Victoria and she raised her leg out of the water and rubbed her calf “‘What’s on your mind?”

	“It’s my duties.”

	“Your duties? Well, you'll be happy to know that Caroline reports that you're doing quite well, and I expect to move you on to the next phase soon.”

	Rick bit his lip. “It’s the timing I'm worried about, ma’am.”

	“Oh, don't worry, Ricky. I'm not worried that it’s taken you so long. Some people are just slower learners than others. I don't hold it against you. You're doing the best you can and I'm sure you'll get there soon enough,” she said pleasantly, even though both realized this was an insult.

	Rick furrowed his brow. “That's not what’s worrying me, ma'am.”

	“Oh?” said Victoria. She knew what he wanted, but she wasn't going to make this easy on him.

	“Yes, ma’am.”

	“What is worrying you then?” asked Victoria.

	“It’s-” Rick started to say, but Victoria interrupted him.

	“Where is my brush? Have you seen my brush?” she blurted out.

	Victoria had a wooden branch she liked to use on her back in the bath. Rick looked around to the room. He saw it sitting on a rack of towels. He walked over and grabbed it. CLICK, CLICK, CLICK Then he took it Victoria. CLICK, CLICK, CLICK

	“Your brush, ma’am,” he said, and he handed it to her.

	“Thank you, dear. This brush came from my grandmother. it’s a family heirloom. I should tell you about my grandmother sometime. She was a fascinating woman,” said Victoria. She then set the brush down and closed her eyes as she sank deeper into the tub. His complaint was ignored.

	Rick wasn't sure if he was allowed to proceed or not, but he was determined to try. “As I was saying, ma'am-”

	“Do you know what I'd like?” asked Victoria suddenly.

	“No ma’am.”

	“I'd like a glass of wine. Be a dear and race down to the kitchen and get me a glass, will you?” asked Victoria, though this clearly was not a request.

	Rick pursed his lips in frustration. Not only was he annoyed that she wasn't going to let him address his concerns, but now she was ordering him to go all the way down to the kitchen to get her a glass of wine, which he was sure she wouldn’t drink. In these heels, that was quite a journey to make for no purpose. Still, it was his duty until he found a way out of this. “Yes, ma’am,” he said and he tottered downstairs.

	Rick returned about five minutes later with the wine on a silver tray. He wanted to continue the conversation, but she obviously did not.

	“Oh, thank you, dear,” said Victoria. “Set it down for now. I'll drink it later.”

	“Yes, ma’am.”

	“I think I'm done with my bath tonight,” she said and she stood up.

	Rick set down the wine and picked up the thick white towel. He wrapped the towel around her shoulders and then grabbed her slippers. He set those on the floor before the tub. Then he used the towel to dry Victoria and to massage her. She then slipped into the slippers and wrapped the towel around her.

	“Ma’am, I need to talk to you,” Rick suddenly blurted out.

	Victoria raised an eyebrow. “All right, go ahead,” she said somewhat coldly.

	“Ma’am, my fiancée is coming home soon from school and I need to see her. I can't be dressed like this when I see her.”

	Victoria chuckled. “I would think not.”

	“But there's more, ma’am,” he said cautiously.

	“Yes?”

	He bit his lip.

	“Spit it out. You're wasting my time.”

	“It’s just that. my body seems to be changing. The longer I wear these clothes, the more it’s starting to shape itself like a woman. I... Well, uh. This is a problem. What I mean is-”

	“How is it shaping itself?”

	Rick blushed. He didn't want to say, but the look on Victoria's face told him that if he didn’t, then he could forget her being the least bit sympathetic to speeding up the program. He looked down at his feet. His painted toenails stuck out of his sandals. He sighed. “Well, I seem to be losing weight-”

	“You are on a diet. aren't you? So that you will fit into all the clothes I've bought for you, correct?” As she asked this, Victoria walked off to her bedroom. Rick followed her.

	“Yes, ma’am.”

	“Then losing weight is good.”

	“But I'm also looking very soft all around. it’s like my muscles are vanishing and I'm getting fat.”

	Victoria rolled her eyes. “Everyone thinks they're getting fat dear. That's how humans are. Eva and Rachel monitor your shape and they tell me that nothing has changed.”

	“But I've also grown... um, I'm... uh, I'm growing breasts.” Victoria raised her eyebrow, “Breasts? Let me see these breasts.” Rick blushed.

	“Now,” she insisted.

	“Yes, ma’am,” said Rick softly. He turned around so Victoria could unzip his uniform, and then he pulled it over his head. He laid the uniform over the back of a nearby chair. Then he reached around behind himself and undid his bra. It was a black satin bra with lace trim along the cups. When he did, he breasts tumbled out into view, spilling over the top of the corset.

	They were clearly breasts.

	“They've been growing a lot lately, ma’am,” he said.

	Victoria folded her arms to hide her growing nipples. The sight of Rick with breasts made her very wet. She didn’t want him knowing this however, so she maintained her scowl as she examined them. They were between A and B-cup in size, with fairly large areolas and over-sized nipples, which were hard. They were very pretty, and the fact that Victoria had forced these upon this man just thrilled her to no end. Still, she needed to remain calm and careful about what she said so he wouldn't realize what was going on and undo her efforts.

	She pinched his breast, which sent a shock racing through his chest.

	“This is just fat that’s been redistributed from the corset,” said Victoria dismissively.

	Rick shook his head. “I don't think so, ma’am.”

	“Why not?”

	“Because there's something else too.” “And what is that?”

	Rick turned bright red. He bit his lip and visibly cringed. “My uh... it’s well, uh... it’s not working.”

	Victoria smirked. She knew what he was talking about but she wanted him to say it. “Your what isn't working?”

	Rick took a deep breath. He'd gone this far, he thought to himself Besides, he needed to tell her so she would help him solve the problem by letting him change back into being a man. He couldn't keep this to himself He took a deep breath. “My penis isn't working,” he said.

	Victoria almost giggled, but she didn't. She did, however, smirk. She was getting very, very wet as she savored her moment of triumph. “Your penis? What do you mean it’s not working?” she asked innocently.

	“I can't get hard,” he said softly.

	“Nonsense,” said Victoria. “Wearing women's clothes won’t cause that. Let me see it.”

	Rick's jaw dropped. Was she serious? Did she really intend to examine his penis to see if he got hard or not? Apparently, she did, because before he could even respond, she was disconnecting his garter straps and yanking his girdle down to his knees. She then pulled his panties down with no resistance from Rick

	His tiny, flaccid penis hung there.

	“Well, it does look small,” said Victoria.

	“It won’t get hard,” repeated Rick

	Victoria grabbed it and started yanking on it. She squeezed it. It didn't grow. She tried tickling it and stroking it. but it still didn't grow. “It looks like you're right, it’s useless,” she finally said.

	Rick felt the hot sting of humiliation burn throughout his body. Having this woman touch his penis so freely and then declare it useless felt utterly emasculating. He wanted to scream and to prove her wrong, but he couldn't... because she was right.

	“Interestingly, your nipples are hard. I wonder,” said Victoria suddenly. She moved her hand up to his breast. She grabbed his nipple between her fingertips and she squeezed and pulled.

	Rick felt an amazingly strong blast of pain and pleasure shoot through his body. It

	felt incredible and completely unexpected. It overwhelmed him and he actually stumbled back against Victoria’s nightstand. She followed him, holding his nipple tightly between her fingers. She pressed him against the nightstand and used her other hand to squeeze his testicles. His penis still didn't rise, so she moved both hands up to his chest and grabbed both nipples.

	“I... uh... Wow,” said Rick. He felt completely overwhelmed and couldn't resist

	Victoria, even if he wanted to, which he really didn't.

	“Does Sissy like that?” asked Victoria snidely and she pinched his nipples even harder. She felt his body go limp and she pushed him harder against the wall to hold him in place. As she did, she squeezed his breasts and dropped her lips to his right nipple. She bit the nipple and then sucked on it, pulling it with her teeth.

	“Ahhhh!” gasped Rick and he moaned.

	“Come on, Sissy. Cum. Be a good girl!” Victoria goaded him.

	Rick felt total shame at being called “Sissy” and that Victoria was doing this to him at all, but it felt too amazing for him to object. He wanted her to continue. He needed her to continue. He wanted to cum so badly suddenly.

	“Tell me you want more!” growled Victoria. Rick cringed. “Yes! I want more, ma’am!”

	“Tell me you're my Sissy!” she exclaimed and she pinched harder with her teeth.

	“I'm your Sissy!” he called out.

	As he did, Victoria yanked on both nipples and twisted them. As she did, cum shot from Rick's flaccid penis. It shot all over Victoria's leg and the floor. She looked down and she laughed... she laughed cruelly.

	Rick felt himself shrink.

	It took a moment for Rick to regain his composure. He was intensely embarrassed at what had just happened, but his embarrassment was far from over. “I'm sorry, ma’am,” he said seeing his cum dripping down her leg.

	Victoria pointed at her leg. “Lick it up, Sissy.”

	A few months ago, Rick would have told, “No.” Not only that, he would have told her, “Hell no!” But after all these weeks of learning to follow all orders without question, weeks of learning to submit all the time, he was no longer prepared to resist such a direct command from Victoria. He immediately dropped to his knees and licked her leg clean.

	His cum tasted salty and gooey.

	“All right, enough,” said Victoria when he had licked away all of the traces. She walked over to her bed and pulled back the cover. She picked up her nightgown and turned to face Rick, who still kneeled on the floor, trying to understand what had just happened. “As for your problem, I will talk to Dr. Waid and see if there’s anything that can be done for you.”

	Rick looked down at his tiny penis and his growing breasts. “Thank you.”

	“Now, I'm tired. So return to your other duties,” she said.

	Rick rose to his feet. He took his uniform and shakily tottered to the door on his heels. He felt like he was in a daze. As he opened the door, Victoria called out once more. “By the way, we're having a party next week. We’ll talk about your status after that, Sissy.”

	As the door closed behind the feminized, effete, little sissy, Victoria smirked. She paused, then opened her nightstand and took out her vibrator. She was really going to enjoy this …
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	Rick lay in bed. He wasn’t happy that he had been unable to get Victoria to agree to let him change back to being a man. In fact. he couldn't even get her to listen to the idea. He didn’t like being used like a toy by her either. and he certainly didn’t like the shame he felt from having her cause him to orgasm from... well, un-masculine means. Even worse, he had enjoyed it. there was no denying that, and that made him feel utterly humiliated somehow.

	“What now?” he asked himself

	His best option was probably to wait as Victoria had told him until after this party she was having. Then they could discuss it again and he would have a couple weeks to get back into shape before Sarah returned.

	“Oh God, the party!” he thought and he shuddered.

	Victoria had had parties before, but he had never attended one, so he knew little about them or what he would be doing. That worried him a bit. What worried him more was the simple fact that he would be seen. Was he ready to be seen by people without them figuring out what he really was? Would they recognize him as a man? He shuddered at the image of a group of people pointing their fingers at him mid laughing. That scared him.

	What worried him more, though, was Sarah. Being embarrassed at the party was one thing, but not being male again before Sarah returned was another. So what would happen after the party, he wondered. Would Victoria finally let him return to the office and work his way up the ladder? Could he do that quickly enough to get back to being a man before Sarah returned? Alternatively, would she perhaps let him return to being a man right away? Or could it be something not as pleasant? He didn’t want to think of that possibility, so he told himself that she would release him after the party.

	“I've proven I can be her maid,” he told himself “I've done my job well. it’s time she let me move on to the next job, and I can't think of any other job at the firm for which they only hire women. So she must be planning to release me. 'Job well done, Rick You passed the test,' that's what she'll say.”

	He nodded his head.

	“Yes, that's it.” he told himself

	Although he said this, Rick knew in the back of his mind that it wouldn't be that easy, but he needed to believe it would be because he didn't know how else to extricate himself from this situation. He had no way back to town except to walk and there was no way he was walking however many dozens of miles through dangerous country roads in heels and a dress, and even if he got back what awaited him? He had no other job. He had no money. He didn’t even know if he still had his apartment. Victoria had supposedly been paying the rent on his apartment, but he didn’t know if that was true. What if she hadn’t done that? For all he knew, the skimpy little maid’s dress on his back was his only possession in the world at the moment. That thought sent an icy shiver racing down his spine.

	“How did I let this happen?” he asked. “How did I let myself become her prisoner? Her guinea pig. They must really be right that I'm not management material if l let this happen to me.”

	Rick's phone rang. It was Sarah.

	“Oh, not now,” he said to himself He had ignored her last two calls. Somehow, he couldn’t bring himself to speak to her. not when he felt this emasculated. He let it ring this time as well.

	
 

	Chapter 7: “Getting Ready For The Party”

	 

	As the days ticked down to Sarah's return, Rick became increasingly nervous. It was bad enough the way he was dressed and the things they made him do, but now he faced the clock and Victoria seemed entirely indifferent to his problem. He needed to get this part of his training over with so he could return to male clothing and get his body back into shape before Sarah came home. Unfortunately, Victoria seemed determined to slow things down at every juncture, though she had promised that things would finally begin moving forward after this party.

	“What kind of party is it ma'am?” Rick asked Rachel.

	Despite the fact everyone was talking about the party, they told Rick surprisingly little. All he had been able to glean from speaking with them was that this would be a large party with many people, including clients, a few politicians, and many of the people who worked at Victoria's firm. That was really all he knew, but he was about to find out more... and it wouldn’t make him happy.

	“It's a party. Victoria throws these all the time,” said Rachel.

	“I know, ma’am, but what kind of party. This is the first one I've been invited to,” he said.

	“It's just a ‘party party' she responded and she tugged on his corset. His waist was down another half-inch and that made her happy. He could probably go without the corset now and he would still have a feminine shape, but they weren't finished remaking him yet.

	“Ooof!” exclaimed Rick as Rachel tugged the corset tighter. “Be still.”

	“Yes, ma’am,” he said. He took several shallow breaths. “What I mean is, what will happen at this party?”

	Rachel shrugged her shoulders as she tied the corset tightly. “The usual things you get at parties, lots of people standing around talking, drinking, probably making business deals.”

	“And I'm going this time?”

	Rachel smirked. “Of course you'll be going. We told you that.”

	“I'll be happy to get to do something new,” he said, “but I don't have any clothes I can wear anymore, not really. I mean, the suit I wore when I first came here probably won't fit me anymore and I dou-”

	“Suit?! what are you talking about?”

	“The suit I wore when I first came to the mansion. I doubt that will fit me anymore,

	not after the diet you've had me on, but maybe we can tailor it.” As he said this, his mind flashed to the other changes he worried about, but he said nothing about those.

	“I wouldn't worry about that suit. We got rid of that cheap thing long ago,” she said as she pulled one of the stockings up his leg.

	Rick furrowed his brow. He hadn’t seen his suit since he took it off that first day, but he didn’t like the idea that they would throw it away. It was his after all, and not theirs. Still, that wasn't the issue at the moment. The issue right now was what he would wear to the party. He had nothing but sissy uniforms and high heels. Where would he get male clothing he could wear? Perhaps his apartment. “Well, if my suit's gone, then I'll need to go back into town to my apartment-”

	“What? why?”

	“To get more clothes... clothes for the party.”

	Rachel stopped rolling up the other stocking and looked at Rick with an annoyed look on her face. “What are you talking about?”

	“I'm talking about what I'm going to wear to the party. I don't have any men's clothes here.”

	“Men 's clothing?” asked Rachel and she laughed out loud.

	“Yes.”

	Rachel chuckled as she couldn’t imagine him trying to dress like a man anymore. He would look ridiculous! “And what makes you think you're going to be wearing men's clothing to the party?”

	“Well, you said I would be going to the party-”

	“Yes, I did, but you're not a guest... and you're not going as a man. Did you think we would throw out all this training just for one night? Hardly. You're going as a woman. Besides, you have a special role,” said Rachel. She pushed Rick down onto the bed, so he was seated on the edge of it. and she kneeled down before him. She strapped a pair of high heeled sandals onto his feet.

	“What special role?” asked Rick suspiciously. He watched her buckle his shoes.

	“You're the maid, girlfriend. You work it out.”

	“I'm the maid,” he repeated. He sounded confused.

	“Yeah. You're our servant. Your role will be to make sure that everyone has drinks and food,” said Rachel.

	Rick cringed. The last thing he wanted was to go to this party as a servant. In fact, he didn’t want to go at all but if he had to go, then he at least wanted to go as a guest. preferably a male guest. But that clearly wasn’t going to happen.

	“In the meantime,” continued Rachel “we need to teach you to dance.”

	“Dance?!” exclaimed Rick.

	“Yes, dance.”

	“Why do I need to know how to dance?”

	“Because someone may ask you to dance,” said Rachel.

	“But if I'm going as the maid-”

	“Don't give me any problems, Ricky, or I'll paddle you and then you can learn to dance with a sore rear end. This is how it’s going to be. We're going to teach you. That's what these new shoes are for. Now stand up and let me see how you walk in them.”

	Rick knew better than to fight. He stood up as ordered and immediately felt intense pressure on his toes. He hadn't been paying attention to the fact she was putting new shoes on his feet as she often strapped shoes onto his feet. If he had, he would have noticed right away that these had a six-inch heel. That was on a one-inch platform, so the effective heel was five inches, but that was still almost an inch higher than anything he Normally wore.

	“These are really high,” complained Rick.

	“I'm sure,” said Rachel who looked down at her own four-inch heels, the highest in her wardrobe, and she snickered. She would never wear six-inch heels, not on a bet. But then, she wouldn't let anyone do to her what she was doing to Rick either.

	“I'm not sure I can walk in these,” he said doubtfully.

	“You'll learn,” she said. “Now it’s time to teach you to dance.”

	Rachel took his hand and led him across the hallway; it took some concentration on his part to balance in these new heels and not to fall down. He struggled to keep up with her.

	When they entered the room, Rick noticed that they had cleared a large open space in the middle of the room so they could dance.

	“I'm going to teach you to dance over the next several days. Today, we'll start with

	some of the basics,” said Rachel.

	Ginger stood nearby and gave additional pointers.

	For the next hour, Rick learned various basics of dancing. This included simple things like how to hold his hands, how to move his feet, or more accurately his toes, and how to execute various changes of direction gracefully. When he mastered those, Rachel taught him how to slow dance as a woman. This made him nervous because he had no intention of dancing with a man, but he accepted it... after all. What choice did he have?

	The next day went the same, as did the day after. Interestingly, in many ways, he found this all rather easy. All he needed to concentrate on was balancing in his heels and following wherever his partner led him. Simple enough.

	The third day, they added some elements of flirting. Not all of these were related to dancing, but some were. The overall idea was to teach Rick to be a good host at the party.

	These lessons in particular bothered him because they involved things like how to touch a man or woman when flirting, how to drop his eyes demurely, how to giggle in such a way as to come across as if he were interested in the person, and so on. These weren't things men did, and that made Rick uneasy.

	By the fourth day, Rick had learned more than enough to handle himself quite nicely at the dance. Again, he had no desire to dance with a man, but he would be ready in the event it somehow happened, and the way things had gone lately, he suspected that it might. That thought made him shudder, but he was sure he could handle a dance or two with a man if he absolutely needed to.

	The fifth day brought an audience, Eva, Rachel Ginger, Caroline, Victoria's personal assistant Kristen Pike, and Dr. Waid all were in attendance to watch him dance. Naturally, so was Victoria. Kristen Pike seemed familiar to Rick though he couldn't quite place her.

	“You're doing very nicely,” said Victoria when the music stopped.

	“Thank you, ma’am,” said Rick before adding, “I’m sure I'll get better.”

	“I'm sure. In the meantime, Dr. Waid is here to speak with you.”

	Rick perked up. “Finally!” he said to himself Here was his chance to discuss the changes he had noticed in his body and, hopefully, to start reversing them. He curtseyed to Waid.

	She didn't rise from her chair. Instead, she crossed her legs casually. “I understand you think you're experiencing changes to your body-”

	“Yes, Dr. Waid,” said Rick

	Waid raised her hand to silence him. Her nails were long, sharp and dark red. “Please let me finish my questions before you answer.”

	Rick blushed. “Yes, ma’am.”

	Waid rose from her seat and walked over to the large wooden table which had been pushed aside to create the dance floor. This room may have been used before as a second dining room or perhaps a conference room. She tapped the tabletop with her nail. “Climb up onto the table,” she said.

	Rick looked around at all the assembled women. The last thing he wanted was to be examined in front of all of them. He stepped closer to Waid and whispered, “Could we do this somewhere more private?”

	“Get onto the table,” she replied firmly.

	Rick ran his tongue over his teeth, but didn’t move.

	“If you want me to examine you, then climb onto the table,” said Waid coldly. “Otherwise, I have more important things to do.”

	“Now, now, Ricky, don’t be shy,” said Victoria.

	Rick looked over his shoulder and saw each of the women watching him excitedly. He turned back to face Waid, but he could still feel the mocking glares of the women burning into his back He didn't want to do this, but he had no choice, he needed the doctor to see him. He took a deep breath and reluctantly lifted himself up onto the table. And as he climbed up onto the table, Waid pulled up his dress, exposing his pink panties. She then pulled the dress over his head and undid his bra. This caused his breasts to tumble into view. They jiggled. Rick reached up and cupped his breasts.

	One of the women giggled behind him.

	This caused Rick's face to burn red with shame. His whole body tingled.

	Waid then pushed Rick down onto his back. As she did, she pulled his panties down to his knees.

	“I've been-” started Rick

	Waid put her fingers on his lips to silence him. “I'll conduct the investigation,” she said. “You remain quiet, and I'll ask you questions if I need information from you. Now put your hands at your sides.”

	Rick felt shamed somehow that this woman was telling him to remain silent as she examined his body, as if he had no say in how his body was used. Nevertheless, he slid his hands to his sides. This left his breasts unprotected and Waid moved right in with her hands. She circled his nipple with her nail.

	“Does this excite you?” she asked.

	Rick didn't want to answer this, not with the women in the room, but he knew he needed to if he wanted to know what was going on. “Yes,” he whispered.

	“Yes, I thought it might,” said Waid loudly enough that the women could hear it plainly. She then squeezed his breast and scraped her fingernail in a large circle around his nipple.

	It sprang up immediately... and that was just the start.

	Rick gasped. He shuddered and a tremor ran through his body. His penis jumped and struggled to get hard. He tried to grab the table with his hands, but couldn't, so he clenched his fists as Waid manipulated his nipple, circling it, scraping it. squeezing it, pinching it and pulling on it. Each motion sent more electricity racing throughout his body, and he found himself squirming on the table beneath her touch. His heels found no traction on the table.

	“Notice that his breast tissue is enlarged,” said Waid.

	The other women rose from their chairs and crowded around the table as Waid conducted her investigation. Rick lay before them on the table. He felt utterly humiliated by this. He wanted to run from the room, but he couldn't.

	“So, this is breast tissue?” asked Victoria.

	Waid shook her head. “No, this is simply redistributed fat. Feel it,” she said. Victoria reached out and pinched his entire left breast between her fingers. Both women were now playing with his breasts, and it was overwhelming him. “It does feel really soft.”

	“Yes, there's little structure,” responded Waid. “It’s most likely from wearing the corset combined with overeating. If he had not been wearing the corset, this fat would be around his waist.”

	Victoria moved her hand down to his penis, which remained flaccid even as she fondled it between her fingers. “His penis is clearly suffering dysfunction. I understand it can't get hard and that seems to be the case right now,” she said, and she squeezed it and pulled on it.

	“Clearly, he's impotent,” said Waid and she squeezed his smallish testicles.

	The other women giggled in the background.

	Their giggling sent a strange feeling down Rick's spine which simultaneously turned him on and scared him. But before he could figure out what this meant, Victoria returned her hand to his breast and scraped her long, sharp nail across his nipple before pinching it and pulling it. Waid did the same with the other nipple. This again made Rick gasp and writhe on the table.

	“So, is he turning into a woman?” asked Victoria.

	“No, he's not.”

	Rick heard this and wanted to inject himself into the conversation, but Waid pinched him particularly hard at this point and that kept him from doing anything other than shuddering and waiting for his body to calm down again.

	“What would cause this?” asked Victoria.

	“Based on his condition, I would say that it’s psychological. He's struggling to accept the femininity placed upon him and his mind is responding by trying to make his body more feminine. If he would simply accept the situation, then the process should reverse itself”

	By this point, Rick found himself breathing heavily. With both Waid and Victoria working his nipples, the feelings were overwhelming and highly sexual. This was made all the more intense by having the women gathered around the table to examine his naked, feminized form as he lay writhing on the table. All of this was turning him on. In fact, it was turning him on so much that his penis was starting to throb, something it hadn't done in weeks, even as it remained somewhat flaccid.

	“Look his penis is moving,” said one of the women.

	The others moved closer, and a murmur arose in the crowd. Rick felt several women touch his penis.

	“Clearly, he has been excited by the nipple play,” said Waid and she pulled strongly on his nipple. “Does that excite you?”

	Rick tried not to answer because he didn’t want to give them the satisfaction of knowing this, but he couldn’t stop himself. It just felt too good and he hadn’t cum in so long. “Yes!” he squealed.

	The women, except for Victoria and Waid, immediately burst into giggles. and as they did, Rick suddenly felt a jerking deep within his crotch. This led to a surge in the muscles around his penis. A moment later, white hot fluid squirted out of his soft penis up into the air. It went about an inch into the air and then crashed back down, coating his penis.

	“So much for self-control.” said Victoria.

	He had never felt more humiliated in his entire life than he did at that moment.

	
 

	Chapter 8: “The Party”

	 

	Rick examined himself in the mirror. He bit his lip. He didn’t want to wear this, not at all. He shuddered.

	“I'm not sure this is appropriate,” he said nervously to Rachel.

	“Nonsense, this is perfect,” she replied as she checked his hair. “But ma’am, this is... Well, it's slutty.”

	Rachel laughed. Everything they had him wear was slutty, but he never seemed to notice that before. Apparently, the party was making him nervous. She stepped back and examined his uniform. At first glance, it appeared to be similar to the uniform he normally wore, only this one was skimpier and more decorative. Rather than the normal bodice which zipped up, this one laced up in the back like a corset. The satin skirt was shorter too. His normal skirt stopped midway down his thighs, but this one lay on top of a crinoline, and the whole thing was so short that if his penis hadn’t been trapped in its girdle, and frankly if it hadn’t been so flaccid these days, it would be poking straight out beneath the crinoline. Below that. he wore black stockings and the six-inch high-heeled sandals he had been trained to dance in. The stocking tops showed beneath the short skirt.

	“Your legs are very sexy,” said Rachel. She wore a black gown made of sequins. He blushed.

	The top of the uniform ended in short puffy sleeves and a low-cut rounded collar·which showed off a good deal of his cleavage, cleavage he now had in abundance. On top of his head, he wore a small maid cap made of lace. Naturally, his makeup, his nails and his hair were perfect. All told, the uniform was overly sexy and was designed to be seen that way. It felt more like a stripper costume than a uniform.

	“Why can't I just wear my regular uniform?” asked Rick

	“Because this is what Victoria wants. She wants you to wow the guests.”

	Rick blushed again. He did not want to “Wow” the guests. To the contrary, he would rather have just disappeared into the scenery and been forgotten. This was going to be a difficult night.

	“You look fabulous,” added Rachel as she adjusted his skirt.

	At this point. Victoria walked into the room. She wore a flowing red gown, which showed off her amazing figure, and silver spike-heeled sandals which peeked out from beneath her gown as she walked.

	“How's our girl?” asked Victoria as she walked right up to Rick

	“She's ready,” said Rachel proudly.

	Victoria grabbed Rick's crotch. “Everything hidden?” she asked as she squeezed his penis, which was held tightly against his body by the girdle he wore. She then flipped up his skirt and leaned over to make sure nothing was visible.

	“Yes, ma'am,” responded Rachel.

	“Good. We wouldn't want any unplanned surprises, would we?”

	“No, ma’am, we wouldn’t want that. Everything is well-hidden,” said Rachel.

	“Nice work” said Victoria and she pinched Rick's nipple and winked at him. This sent a blast of pleasure racing through Rick's body and made him shudder. He took a deep breath to recover himself.

	“Send him out to Caroline in about twenty minutes so he can start serving.”

	“Yes, ma’am,” said Rachel.

	“Uh, ma’am, can I ask a question?” asked Rick

	Victoria smiled at him. “No, dear, I need to run.” with that. she turned and left.

	Rick heard her walking off down the hallway.

	“Come on, Cinderella,” said Rachel and she took his hand and led him to the kitchen. There would be no escaping his destiny tonight.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Rick's heels rang throughout the long hallway as he and Caroline made their way to the party. They sounded much louder than normal in this narrow hallway. CLICK, CLICK, CLICK, CLICK! Caroline, like Rick wore a maid uniform, only her uniform was more conservative. Rick asked why their uniforms differed and she said that she was the head maid and, therefore, needed to appear more conservative, particularly as she was managing the three male servers they had hired. They wore tuxedoes.

	As Rick neared the main hallway, he heard the low mumble of voices. It sounded a bit like a distant river. And he got closer, the voices grew louder, and individual voices began to separate from the mumble. Soon, it sounded like a hundred different conversations rather than one loud wave of sound.

	“That's a lot of people,” said Rick under his breath.

	They had reached the doorway to the main hallway. They stopped and Caroline looked his uniform over one more time. “All right. remember to be jovial and servile. Your job is to make everyone feel welcome.”

	“Yes, ma’am,” replied Rick His mouth was dry.

	A moment later. Caroline turned and she and Rick stepped out into the mam

	hallway. The sight was amazing. The room was packed with guests. Rick estimated there must have been close to two hundred people. All the men wore tuxedos and all the women

	wore flowing gowns in any number of colors. Interestingly, they also each wore a mask or held one before their faces. Rick suddenly felt extremely intimidated, he didn't like being one of the few people whose face was exposed.

	“Welcome to the party,” said Rachel who appeared next to Rick She wore a long black gown and black sandals. Rick caught a glimpse of her red-painted toenails poking out beneath her gown.

	Rick responded on instinct alone as he was too stunned by being surrounded by people to respond consciously. “Thank you, ma 'am.”

	“The drinks are this way,” said Caroline and she led Rick through the crowd to a table where a bartender was busy filling glasses with champagne. “Take a tray and walk around with five or six glasses until people take them. Then come back and get more. Remember, be pleasant, be courteous, chat with anyone who wants to chat. But do your duty tonight.”

	“Yes, ma’am,” said Rick and he curtsey ed. He felt stupid doing that.

	Rick took some drinks, and he dove out into the crowd. It was a terrifying feeling being among these people, especially with each of them wearing a mask and him not. He felt very exposed, even though he knew the odds of anyone spotting him were almost zero... or

	were they? He actually didn’t know; he could only take on faith what the women had assured him.

	“Oh good, thank you,” said a young man and he took a drink from Rick's tray.

	Rick curtsey ed and the man smiled at him. This made Rick feel weak. Then the young man looked him up and down but didn’t proclaim him to be a male. Rick felt relieved. Then the young man smiled again, and Rick saw his penis grow hard beneath his suit pants. This was going to be a difficult, humiliating night.

	For the next thirty minutes, Rick cautiously moved around the room on his heels serving drinks. As he handed out drinks, he noticed an amazing number of stares from men and glares from women. He had his rear pinched twice and his breasts “accidentally” squeezed once. He curtseyed constantly, as he had been ordered.

	After a while, Rick needed a break because his feet and knees were killing him. He

	wouldn’t get it, however.

	“Ms. Martin would like to see you,” said Caroline.

	“Yes, ma’am,” replied Rick His sighed and followed Caroline.

	“She's over there,” said Caroline and she pointed to the base of giant staircase. Rick tottered over to Victoria, who took him by the arm and walked him to a corner.

	“Now Rick, I know you don’t want to fail me, especially not tonight,” said Victoria,

	which caused Rick to bite his lip. He definitely didn’t want that, not with promises of his finally graduating from this humiliation being made before the party. Victoria of course reminded him of this. “Don't forget, if you pass tonight's test, then we’ll be talking about moving you to a new position.”

	“Yes, ma’am,” said Rick anxiously. He curtseyed.

	“Unfortunately, you're not smiling. You're not happy. You're not making people happy. You need to smile as you move around the room. Be happy. Flirt. I want everyone to love you tonight, do you understand?”

	Rick Swallowed hard. “Yes, ma’am.”

	“Good, now show me what you can do,” said Victoria and she all but pushed him out into the crowd.

	Rick took a deep breath. He could do this. He needed to do this. He Swallowed hard. Then he forced a smile onto his face. He tried to blank his mind. He told himself that he

	was a flirty young woman and this was the greatest experience of his life... then he went for it.

	For the next forty minutes, Rick flittered around the room. He smiled, he laughed, he flirted. He touched men on their arms, he winked at them, and he blew them kisses from across the room, just as he had been taught. He even subtly offered up his rear at times so it could be pinched. With regard to the women, he tossed out amazing compliments about their hair, their shoes and their clothes. Anything anyone wanted, he got for them with a smile. Everyone was talking about the wonderfully friendly, charming, and sexy maid Victoria had hired.

	Ironically, the more he got into the role, the more turned on he became. He even felt the stirring of an erection at one point when a hand slowly ran over his rear. He almost reached a point where he was genuinely having fun.

	Then Victoria motioned him to return to her side.

	Rick crossed the room and stood next to her. His feet were amazingly sore.

	“Stand here,” she said.

	“Yes, ma’am,” he replied.

	Victoria walked three steps up her winding staircase and then held up her champagne glass. She struck the glass with a spoon, which caused it to ring out like a bell. “Everyone... everyone... if I could have your attention, please.”

	The room grew silent.

	“As with all of my patties, there is always a mystery guest of honor. To keep things lively, not even the guest knows they will be the guest of honor when they arrive; I like to surprise people. Tonight, I'm going to name a man and a woman as my guests of honor and I

	would like them to lead us in a dance.”

	Rick suddenly felt very ill. Could she be talking about him? was this why she had insisted that he learn to dance? Was she about to expose him? Even worse was she going to nominate him as the female guest of honor or the male? His knees began to shake and his mouth

	went dry.

	Victoria continued. “I'll even save the introductions until after the dance.” The room erupted in laughter. This was an interesting twist to most of them.

	“Our first guest is the tall, handsome gentleman in the black tux standing right over there,” said Victoria and she pointed to a tall man with black hair and an excellent physique. He wore a Lone-Ranger style mask “Sir, would you please join me up front here.”

	The man laughed. “I'd be delighted!” he said, and he set down his champagne. Slowly, he walked over and stood at the base of the stairs next to Rick Even in his heels, Rick needed to look up to see the man's face. He was an impressively handsome man.

	“You may not recognize our guest of honor, but he's the most eligible bachelor in town, ladies,” said Victoria.

	The room erupted in applause again. It was clear she knew her audience and she had them in the palm of her hand.

	“Now we need another guest,” said Victoria as she pretended to look around the

	room. 'Who shall be our other guest of honor?”

	Rick began to tremble. “Please, not me,” he repeated over and over to himself He saw himself dancing with this man before everyone and that terrified him; though strangely, it also seemed to excite him somehow, in a way he couldn't explain.

	“Ah hah!” exclaimed Victoria. “There she is!”

	Rick cringed. He turned to look at Victoria. He was certain she was pointing at him... only, she wasn't. She pointed to a woman in a shimmering silver-red dress made of sequins.

	“There’s our other guest of honor,” said Victoria.

	The room again erupted in applause. The woman, however, seemed to hesitate. “Come, my dear. Don't leave our eligible bachelor stranded,” said Victoria.

	“Come to the front!”

	Everyone began to cheer. The woman shook her head.

	“Oh, don't be shy,” implored Victoria.

	The cheering increased and became more like chanting. The crowd urged her

	forward.

	Finally, the woman relented, and she came forward. When she did, Victoria took her

	hand and placed it into the hand of the male guest of honor. Then she signaled to start the

	music. Everyone backed up and let the couple move to the center of the room, where they could dance.

	They began.

	Rick stood there partially relieved, but also partially feeling jealous. He had trained to dance, and he almost wished it had been he who had been selected so he could be out there right now putting his training to use. Still, he knew it was better that it wasn't him. He breathed a sigh of relief

	It was too soon to feel relieved.

	Without warning, Rick felt a hand thrust him out into the empty middle of the room. He almost stumbled on his heels. Everyone started pointing and laughing. Rick froze. He didn't know how he had gotten to this point or what to do next. All he knew was that people

	 were talking about him.

	He turned to flee.

	Suddenly, he felt a man's hand take his. One of the men from the crowd had stepped forward and taken Rick in his arms. He spun Rick around the room. It felt amazing. Rick had danced with Rachel or Caroline so much that he had become accustomed to the way they moved, but neither had the raw strength of a man or the ability to make him feel like he was being thrown around the room in circle after circle. Rick loved it. It felt like being lost in raging river of dominance and that. apparently, thrilled him.. though he never would have guessed that before.

	“You dance divinely,” said the man.

	Rick blushed. “Thank you.” He placed his head on the man's shoulder.

	As quickly as it began, it all stopped when the music ended a few moments later.

	The man bowed to Rick and Rick curtseyed. The man then took Rick in his arms, bent his head slightly and placed his lips right on Rick's lips.

	They kissed.

	The room erupted in applause.

	Rick felt his nipples tingle and become erect. His penis leaked cum.

	Victoria let out a deep laugh. “Let's all give a big round of applause to our little, Sissy, who was accidentally thrust into the limelight,” said Victoria and she clapped her hands.

	Everyone applauded again.

	“Now why don't the four of you join me here on the stairs,” said Victoria.

	Rick and the three masked dancers walked over to Victoria, hand in hand, and stood before her on the steps.

	“Our guests of honor tonight. apparently including Sissy, who most of you have already met, should be known to each of you. Sissy's lovely dance panner was Jake Morgan

	who heads my marketing department,” said Victoria. “Jake, remove your mask!” Jake removed his mask revealing his face.

	There was more applause.

	Rick looked the man over. He pursed his lips. He recognized him right away as one of his bosses during his brief stint at Victoria's firm. He prayed the man didn't recognize him. Victoria continued. “Then we have William Caner. Many of you will recognize

	William as a candidate for Mayor in the fall. William is a long-time friend of the family and

	will make an even better mayor.”

	The tall, fit man removed his mask and took a bow. As he did, he kissed the hand of the young woman he had been dancing with she seemed to giggle. Another round of applause followed.

	Victoria smiled. “Finally, we have our special guest of honor tonight. Allow me to introduce my lovely daughter, Sarah, who is back from college in Switzerland this week. I am so very proud of her said Victoria and she held up her glass and drank a toast to her daughter.

	.. Rick's fiancée.

	The room erupted in applause once more and everyone drank... everyone except Rick, that is. Rick's jaw dropped. He couldn't believe any of this. It was like he had entered some drunken world where nothing made sense. Standing less than three feet from him was his fiancée, his fiancée who was supposed to be in Switzerland for another couple weeks, his fiancée who he absolutely could not allow to see him dressed up this way.

	“Oh my God!” he screamed to himself

	As Victoria continued her speech, image after image flashed through his mind of himself fluttering around the room, serving drinks, dancing with this man who still held his hand, and being kissed by that man as everyone applauded. Sarah must have seen that all!

	“If she recognizes me, I'm finished!” he squealed inside his head.

	Rick almost passed out.

	Meanwhile, Victoria continued her speech. “Mother’s privilege, dear·!” said Victoria, in response to some comment by Sarah that Rick had missed, and the room burst out into laughter. “And here’s one more privilege of motherhood. Why don't you and William lead the room in a dance?”

	As she said this, the music began. Everyone again cleared the middle of the room, and it again became a dance floor. Several people were obviously ready to jump right in as soon as it was appropriate. But first, William took Sarah 's hand and pulled her to the middle of the floor. They danced.

	“Aren't they a beautiful couple?” asked a woman near Rick

	Rick bit his tongue. He was too stunned to respond. All he could do was stare.

	'·What if she recognizes me?!” he squealed again to himself He began to tremble all over. None of this was making sense to him!

	As Rick struggled to grasp what was happening, Victoria leaned over the stair rail behind him and whispered into his ear, ‘I’ll bet this is quite a surprise for you, isn't it, Rick?” “I don't understand,” he said in a daze. He didn't turn around, but he spoke quietly

	so no one but Victoria could hear him.

	“what’s to understand?” she asked almost gleefully.

	“How can Sarah be your daughter? How can she be here? why isn't she in Switzerland?”

	“How do you think? I arranged it!”

	Rick's face turned bright red, and he furrowed his brow. “You?! You arranged this?! Why?!”

	Victoria chuckled. “You really don't get it, do you?” “Get what?” he asked angrily.

	“why do you think you were chosen, Rick?” “Chosen?! Chosen for what?”

	“For this. Why do you think I hired you in the first place? It certainly wasn't for your grades,” said Victoria with a cold laugh, which belied the red-hot feeling of triumph coursing through her veins. “I chose you, Sissy, because my daughter is making a horrible mistake in choosing you and I want her to understand that. I chose you because I want to prove to her that you're no man at all.”

	Rick gritted his teeth. So much suddenly became clear to him, why he got the interview he never expected, why things went so poorly with the job, why she made him dress like a woman and why she never let him complete this supposed training and move on to the job. This whole thing had been a set up to keep him from being able to marry Sarah!

	Victoria continued. “And now, now that you've let me turn you into a woman... something no real man would ever allow, I can guarantee you that she will want nothing to do with you.”

	“But she loves me.”

	“Ha! Really? She's dancing with another man,” said Victoria coldly. “That’s because you set that up,” he protested.

	“Hardly.”

	“You're wrong, she loves me,” insisted Rick

	“She's chosen William and she will stay with William.” “She hasn’t, and she won’t!”

	Victoria folded her arms and tapped her foot angrily against the floor. “All right, Rick, why don't you prove it. Sissy dear? Why don't you walk over there and tell her who you are? Go ask her to dance. Then we’ll see which of us is right.”

	Images of Sarah freaking out when he revealed who he really was passed before Rick's eyes: exposing himself was not an option. Rick shook his head. “That's not a fair test. It would shock her. I need time to explain to her what happened. I can't just tell her in the middle of a room full of people.”

	Victoria chuckled. “Face it, I'm right.”

	Rick bit his lip. He needed to buy himself time to fix things. He also needed to keep Victoria from doing anything else to make this problem worse. But how? Then it hit him, he could play off her competitiveness. He would challenge her with a bet. He turned around to look Victoria in the eyes. “All right. if you think you're right, then put your money where your mouth is... let's make a bet.”

	“What kind of bet?”

	“How long will Sarah be here before she returns to Switzerland?”

	“Three weeks.”

	Rick cringed. Three weeks was not a lot of time. Rick thought about his breasts and how weak and soft he had become. He figured it would take at least a couple months to restore his body. Still, if three weeks was all he had, then he would need to make do. “All right,” said Rick in his most determined tone. “I'll bet you that at the end of those three weeks she chooses me over William.”

	“Three weeks?”

	“Right. and you can't tell her who I am. You need to let me move at my own pace,” said Rick

	“You're not serious?” asked Victoria doubtfully.

	“Of course, I am. Are you? Or are you afraid to give me a fair shot at winning your daughter? Don't you trust her judgment?” he asked condescendingly.

	Victoria raised her eyebrow. She felt something burning deep inside her. She wasn’t one to pass up a challenge, especially when she was right. “All right. Rick” she growled. “Here are my terms, take them or leave them. You have three weeks to win Sarah back I'll leave the timing to you. If she still wants to marry you, then I'll not only give you a job as a manager at my firm, but I'll give you a sizeable amount of money, I'll help you turn yourself back into a man, and I'll be happy for you. You will have proved me wrong, and I'll admit my mistake and I’ll be nothing but supportive of you as my daughter's husband.”

	Rick nodded his head. “Fin-”

	She cut him off and continued: “But if you fail, then you will continue to work here as my feminized personal maid until I release you... no matter how many years that may be.”

	Rick swallowed hard. Those were very difficult terms, especially as he had no idea how he could even approach Sarah at this point. To win, he would need to expose himself to Sarah while he was still at least somewhat feminine. That would be difficult to explain. And if he lost, then he would need to remain Victoria's maid even as Sarah humiliatingly knew exactly who he was and what he had become. Maybe this bet was too risky, he told himself

	“What if I refuse?” he asked.

	“Then I'll give you cab fare back to the city right now and you can get on with your life, such as it is. You can even keep the maid costume... You'll probably need it.”

	Rick winced. He had no life anymore. He had no job and no job prospects. He had no apartment as far as he knew. He had no clothes, not that he could fit into them even if he did. Here, at least, he had a chance to turn things around, and Victoria did say she would help turn him back into a man if he won. But most importantly, here he had the chance to win back Sarah, which is what he really wanted.

	“Three weeks?” asked Rick

	“Three weeks. Three weeks to prove that love conquers all.” Rick nodded his head. “Fine, you're on.”

	Victoria held out her hand and Rick shook it. “Let the better woman win,” she said with a laugh. As she did, the music changed, and Sarah and William stopped dancing. they returned to Victoria. Victoria smiled and hugged her daughter. “That was lovely, dear... both of you. By the way, there's someone I'd like you both to meet.” Victoria put her hand on Rick's shoulder and pushed him toward his fiancée. “Sarah, this is Sissy. She's my new maid.”

	All the color left Rick's face. His mouth went dry. Instinctively, he curtseyed.

	“Nice to meet you, Sissy,” said Sarah and she held out her hand. Rick took it and they shook hands. When he felt the warmth of her hand his penis grew hard as rock, for the first time in weeks.

	“Sissy will be your personal maid while you're home,” added Victoria.

	Rick's jaw dropped. He hadn't expected that. He had expected to be released from all of this so he could focus on restoring his masculinity and winning back his fiancée. Now, not only would he not have that time, but he couldn't turn himself back into a man either while he acted as her maid, or she would know who he was!

	“This is impossible!” he screamed to himself He glared at Victoria. She smirked back.

	“What have I got myself into?” he asked himself

	 

	The End
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