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	Chapter 1 “In The Service of His Fiancée”

	 

	Rick slept poorly that night. For the longest time, he lay in bed awake as he couldn't get the image out of his mind of Sarah removing her mask at the dance and revealing her identity. That was truly a shocking moment, seeing as how Rick was dressed as a woman and standing right in front of her. He could still feel his heart racing in terror that she would see right through the clothes he wore and the makeup and would identify him. She hadn't, but he felt shaken by the whole thing. In fact, he felt so shaken that when he did finally fall asleep, he dreamed of Sarah pointing at him and laughing at his emasculation as he was exposed on the dance floor for all to see. The dream reached its worst point as the men at the dance spun him round the dance floor as he wore only high heels, stockings, and a bra to cover his massive breasts. His erection bounced along before him. Everyone was laughing.

	He awoke in a cold sweat.

	“What am I going to do?” he asked into the darkness.

	Rick lay there and struggled with his feelings. He had wanted to impress Sarah so much, but things had gone so very wrong. He’d hoped that while she was in Switzerland, he could find a great job and start working his way up the management track. Then they could marry and he could support her, as a man should. He always felt uneasy that she was smarter than he was and had more money. He wanted to support her, not be supported by her.

	But he’d made the mistake of letting Victoria trap him and trick him into thinking he needed her help to save his budding career which suddenly appeared in ruins. He had no idea what she was really up to, but he felt he should have known. Everything she did seemed wrong to him at the time and set off bells and whistles in his head. Why didn't he listen to those warnings? Why did he trust her? Was he really that insecure? And he absolutely couldn't believe he had actually felt a sense of obligation to her. There was no way he would make that mistake again. No way.

	“My days of trusting Victoria Martin are over!”

	Rick rolled onto his side and felt his breasts slide together. The thought that he now had breasts made him shudder. Though, in all odd sort of way, he found the experience very erotic. Still, a man shouldn't have breasts.

	“No. men don't have breasts.” He paused. “But apparently, I do.” He sighed.

	“How could I let this happen?” he asked, and he touched his right breast, which made his nipple stand up.

	How indeed? When Victoria told him he would need to dress as a woman as part of his management training, he trusted her. He didn't like the idea, but he thought she had a point. Besides, he thought at the time, this was supposed to be a quick and private thing... a few days of training, a quick disguise more like a costume, and finished. He never expected she would push him further and further and let the whole thing drag on for months. And he really never expected that she would start giving him hormones or whatever these were that were causing his breasts to grow.

	“Breasts. I've got breasts,” he said wistfully and a tear ran down his face. Simultaneously though, he felt his penis stiffening.

	He thought about his penis… the turn on. That made all of this worse. In fact, that was the dirty secret he tried to deny even to himself despite all the evidence. No matter how much he hated the idea, he had actually began to find himself turned on by dressing as a woman. He couldn't understand it and he refused to admit it was true, but there it was. Still, whether or not it was true, he needed to put an end to it. He needed to transform himself back into a man so he could reveal himself to Sarah and win her back before her three weeks were up. He needed to do that to win the bet because winning the bet was essential. If he won the bet, then his whole life would work out. If he didn't, then his life would be ruined. So yes, he needed to win the bet. And to do that he needed to turn himself back into a man. Only, there was no way he could do that, and he was starting to realize it.

	“This bet was a huge mistake,” he said and he bit his lip.

	Indeed, it was. Three weeks was not enough time to get the female hormones out of his system and to get his chest and muscles to return to their normal male state. How could he win Sarah back if he still had breasts and the general shape of a pubescent girl? Even worse, his mannerisms had all become very feminine and very submissive and those would take much longer to fix.

	“How can I win her back if I can't be a man?”

	Rick took a deep breath and rubbed his eyes. He was careful not to poke his eyes with his long nails. They were painted a bright shimmering pink.

	“Maybe I can wear some sort of costume when I approach her,” he thought.

	He twisted his lip.

	“No, that doesn't make any sense. What kind of costume wouldn't raise more questions and why would I be wearing a costume at all?” He shook his head. “A costume. Yeah, right. What’s she going to say when I show up dressed in a costume?” He tapped his forehead with his fist. “Think, Rick, think. How can I woo her back without letting her see me like this?”

	He fell asleep again without answering his question. He dreamed of Sarah mocking him as he got dressed in a tight red silk dress and brown high-heeled sandals. He felt utterly humiliated as she mocked him, but he felt even worse that his sole concern throughout the dream was that his shoes didn't match his dress.

	-0-

	Despite the nature of the bet, Victoria still expected Rick to continue his duties until he won... or lost. That had been the deal as she saw it. Rick however, thought that part of the arrangement remained more ambiguous and he thought he was entitled to time off to do what he need to do. He was about to find out differently. In fact, he was about to find out that his duties were going to become a much bigger problem for him than he expected.

	Rachel awoke Rick early the next morning. She was now aware of the bet, and she wasn't going to make this easy on him. In fact, she was going to make this as difficult as possible for him, and in that, she had Victoria's unofficial blessing.

	“Come on Sissy, get out of bed, said Rachel. “Rise and shine!”

	“What time it is?” mumbled Rick who had only started sleeping well moments before.

	“It's time to get up and act like the sissy maid you are.”

	“I can't, I'm too tired.”

	“Get up,” said Rachel and she pulled back the sheet, exposing Rick in his frilly sheer pink chiffon babydoll nightie and matching chiffon panties to the cold air. There was a large, sticky, wet patch in the front of the panties, leaving nothing hidden from her view. His naked, hairless little excuse for a cock was clearly visible through the sheer, cum soaked material of his panties. “Aw, did Sissy have all accident or did she play with herself? I'll bet you played with yourself didn't you? I'll bet you were so excited that your fiancée got to see the real you that you couldn't help yourself.”

	Rick gritted his teeth. “I did not play with myself”

	“Whatever. Now get up! You need to serve breakfast.”

	“I can't.”

	“What do you mean you can't? You have duties to perform, sissy.”

	Rick rolled over and sat up; he felt his breasts tug down on his chest. “But I can't! I can't keep working as a maid. I need time to... Well- I have something I need to do.”

	“I'm aware of your bet, if that’s what you're talking about,” said Rachel coldly.

	Rick furrowed his brow. He didn't know that Rachel knew, and it made him uncomfortable that she did. He worried that she would try to sabotage him now that she knew. “The bet-”

	“The bet doesn’t mean you get to stop working your way through Ms. Martin’s program. She was very clear about that Sissy keeps working until she wins the bet or finishes the program...’”

	“But I need time to get myself back into shape!”

	“Then you should have demanded different terms for your bet.”

	“But this is unfair!”

	“Take it up with Ms. Martin.”

	“But-”

	Rachel lifted Rick's breast with her riding crop. “Get moving or I'll teach you a lesson about obeying me. Maybe I'll even spank you in the dining room so your fiancée can watch.”

	Rick sighed. He wasn't going to win with Rachel. “Yes, ma’am.” he said. realizing he had no choice. He would need to perform his duties until he got the chance to talk to Victoria and clarify their relationship. Thus. Slowly, reluctantly, he climbed out of bed and slid his feet into his high-heeled slippers. It was time to get dressed. This was going to be a horrible day.

	Rachel grinned. “Oh, sissy,” she called, “don’t forget to clean your panties.”

	Rick sighed, picked them up, and headed for the bathroom.

	“Where do you think you’re going?” Rachel asked.

	“Uhn..to the bathroom. To clean them-“

	“No. You can clean them here”

	Rick was confused.

	“Open your mouth, and suck them like the sissy bitch you are.”

	 

	-0-

	 

	Rick smoothed out the apron on his black uniform. This one was black satin with a scooped collar and frilly white trim at the hem and on the sleeves. With it he wore strappy black heels. This wasn't what real maids wear, but then Victoria wasn't looking for a real maid. She was looking to emasculate him.

	“What a thing to wear before Sarah! Thank God she doesn't know who I am,” thought Rick.

	Rick checked his earrings and his makeup in the mirror and then made his way to the dining room. Victoria would be coming down for breakfast any moment and he needed to be there to attend to her needs. That was his role. Sarah would be with her most likely, and that made him nervous. In fact he'd felt nervous all morning about seeing her again and, as he dressed, all he could think of was how terrifying and humiliating it would be to have Sarah see him dressed as he was. That was the last thing he wanted, but it was unavoidable. At least she didn't know who he was; that would be unbearable. His heels echoed his emasculation off the tiled floor as he walked down the main hallway to the dining room.

	CLICK…CLICK...CLICK...CLICK...CLICK...CLICK

	As he walked, he ran into Victoria's personal secretary Kristen Pike. She wore a conservative charcoal gray skirt suit and black pumps, and she too was headed to the dining room.

	“Good morning, ma’am,” said Rick

	“Good morning,” she responded. “You look nice. I love your heels. You wear them well too, for a boy.”

	Rick could never tell whether or not Ms. Pike was mocking him because her tone was always somewhat insulting, but never obviously so. Still, it wasn't like he could do anything about it if she was, so he smiled and thanked her as was expected. The two of them then walked together to the dining room, with Rick trailing slightly behind her as he had been taught. When they reached the dining room, Rick took his place by the sideboard as Kristen took a seat at the table. She opened a folder and started flipping through it. After a minute or so, she tapped the glass before her with her pen. This was a signal to Rick.

	Rick picked up the pitcher of orange juice from the sideboard and filled her glass.

	“Thank you, Sissy,” said Kristen and she returned to her folder.

	Rick curtseyed, as he had been taught. Then he returned to his place. He stood there in silence for nearly ten minutes before he heard Victoria coming down the hallway. By this point his feet were becoming sore - although he wore high heels exclusively now, they still hurt his feet.

	Victoria wasn't alone.

	“Good morning, Dear,” said Victoria to Kristen as she entered.

	Kristen stood up and gave a sort of bow. “Good morning, Ms. Martin.”

	“You've met my daughter, haven't you?” asked Victoria. As she said this, she turned and waved her hand toward Sarah, who followed her into the room. Sarah wore a tight tan skirt that hung to her calves, a wide black belt, a white sweater, and black mid-heeled pumps. Victoria wore a sharp black pantsuit. Today she wore sandals, which was rare, which showed off her perfectly painted nails; nails Rick was responsible for.

	“Of course we've met,” said Kristen and she shook Sarah's hand. They each sat down.

	Rick watched Sarah sit down directly across from where he was standing. She would be looking at him the entire time. That scared him. What if she spotted him now that she had more time to examine him? He debated running for his life, but he had nowhere to go. He had no male clothing here to change into and he had no money and no car to get himself back to his apartment... assuming he still had one. No, he needed to see this through and hope Sarah never figured out who he was.

	“You'll have to tell me all about Switzerland,” said Kristen. “Oh, it was amazing,” replied Sarah. “I had such a lovely time.”

	“Did you learn anything useful?” asked Victoria.

	“Loads.”

	“I'm glad. Hopefully, you learned enough to take over the firm when the time comes. I expect big things from you at the firm one day!” said Victoria.

	Sarah blushed. “I haven't decided what I want to do with my life yet, mother.”

	“Nonsense. There's no reason you can't work at the firm.”

	“Mom.”

	Victoria looked at her daughter. She wasn't going to accept “no” for answer, but she decided not to push things at the moment - there would be time. The two women looked at each other, but said nothing for several seconds. Then Victoria spoke.

	“So what are your plans for today?” she asked.

	“Well, I have some shopping to do and I'd like to relax a bit. It was a long flight and I'm still very tired. I also want to go into the city. I'd like to see Rick, he doesn't know I’m back and I thought it would be fun to show up at his apartment.”

	As she said this, Victoria glanced at Rick by the sideboard. Half a smirk appeared on her face. “I'm sure that would be a lovely surprise for him,” she said with a snicker.

	Rick, meanwhile, began to tremble. “Oh God! She wants to see me,” he thought to himself.

	“Sissy,” said Victoria and she tapped the side of her glass.

	Rick froze. “Yes, ma’am he said cautiously and he curtseyed. 

	“I'd like more juice.”

	“Yes, ma’am.” 

	Rick picked up the pitcher of juice and filled Victoria's glass. He felt Sarah's eyes on him the entire time and that made him nervous. He was sure she’d spot him at any second, but she didn't.

	When Rick finished pouring the juice, Victoria took a sip and set the glass back down. She looked at her daughter. “You remember Sissy from last night, don't you? I hired her after you left.”

	Sarah nodded to Rick. “Hello,” she said.

	This made Rick wither. His knees shook. He was certain she could look right through the uniform and see him beneath it. It was only a matter of seconds before her eyebrow rose, before all accusatory finger pointed his way, and before she screamed his name. “Oh my God! It’s Rick! What a sissy!” This image terrified Rick, and it was purely on instinct that he grabbed the hem of his dress and curtseyed to his own fiancée. As he did, his penis actually ejaculated inside his panties.

	“Hello, Miss,” said Rick in a shaky voice as he curtseyed. 

	“I'll have Sissy help you unpack,” said Victoria.

	“That’s fine,” said Sarah and she turned her attention back to her mother. “Anyway, I'm thinking of going into town today.”

	“But Dear, I promised William that he could take you out to lunch today.”

	Sarah's face turned bright red and she clenched her teeth. “I don't need anyone setting up dates for me, mother.”

	Victoria did her best to look hurt. “I'm sorry, Dear. I shouldn't have tried to do something nice for you. I'll can call William and tell him that I was wasting his time and wrongly getting his hopes up.”

	“Don't be so melodramatic, mother.”

	“Me? Melodramatic? All I tried to do was arrange a nice date for you with a very nice man... someone to have lunch with.”

	“I told you Mom, I have a boyfriend,” said Sarah in all exasperated tone. “A boyfriend who wouldn't even take your calls,” said Victoria sharply.

	There was a moment of silence. Then Sarah’s strong facade displayed a small, but noticeable crack. There was pain there. Suddenly, Rick felt like a fool for not answering her calls. He had clearly upset her deeply by ignoring her... but he couldn't stand talking to her, not the way he was dressed, not the way he was acting. He just felt too emasculated to speak to this young woman who was always so strong and so confident he felt like a lie or a fake or a fraud just talking to her. Now he regretted his decision.

	Victoria pushed her advantage. “Just go out with William. Have a good time with no pressure. Maybe you'll like him better, maybe you won't. And if you don't then you can go search for this Dick or whatever his name was.”

	“Rick.”

	“Rick, Dick, same thing. Is it a deal?”

	Sarah took a deep breath. “Fine, I'll go out with William. But I'm not promising anything, and you better not try to make anything happen.”

	Victoria smiled. “You have my word. I'll stay out of this. Your boyfriends are your affair.” She cleared her throat.” Changing the topic, “I've decided to lend Sissy to you while you're here. Sissy is all excellent personal maid. She's very skilled in all her duties. I think you'II find her useful.”

	Rick's jaw dropped. Had he really heard what he just heard? Was Victoria seriously assigning him to serve his own fiancée? Yes, she was, and he couldn't believe it. How in the world could he return himself to being a man and then win her back if he was to act as her personal maid? There was no way to do both together. This would be a disaster! This felt like the dirtiest of dirty tricks.

	He glared at Victoria, but she just chuckled at him.

	 

	-0-

	 

	“What do you mean I need to serve her?” demanded Rick after breakfast when Victoria granted him a quick audience in her study. She was busy packing her briefcase for the office. She was going to examine some property that William tipped her off about. He said it was the deal of the century, but she wasn't so sure yet.

	“Which part of serve do you not understand?” asked Victoria sarcastically.

	“But I need time to prepare myself”

	“I thought we‘d gone over this?”

	“When?”

	Victoria rolled her eyes. “When we discussed the bet... When we made the bet. You agreed that until and unless you won the bet, you would continue with our arrangement. And that means that until you show me that you can function satisfactorily in all office environment then you will continue your training. That means. you will continue to act as a maid and personal servant in this house until you show that you have mastered that role.”

	“I never agreed to that.”

	“Yes, you did. Those are the terms. If you don't like them, then quit and walk away.”

	Rick knew he couldn't do that. He knew he had no choice but to accept the terms she offered. Whether they were the real terms or not. Still, there was one thing he definitely didn't agree to do “You never said anything about serving Sarah when we made the bet.”

	“You never put any limits on the type of service I could require either, did you?”

	Rick furrowed his brow. “Well. no. But how am I supposed to prepare myself to win back Sarah if I’m forced to act as her maid? If she finds out who I am and that I've spent the past couple weeks pretending to be a maid named Sissy who answered to her at her whim, she's never going to accept me.”

	“That's your problem.”

	“That isn't fair!”

	“Life's not fair. Those are the terms of our bet. If you don't like them, perhaps you shouldn't have agreed; said Victoria firmly.

	Rick glared at Victoria, which made Victoria laugh.

	“I guess true love isn't as strong as you claimed, is it?” asked Victoria condescendingly. “Or maybe you realize now that my daughter's not in love with you like you thought.”

	Rick bit his tongue.

	“I’ll tell you what. I’ll give you a chance to back out of this bet right now, to take the coward's way out. I'll pay you five thousand dollars and put you up in a hotel for a month until you're back on your feet. if you agree to walk out that door and never speak to my daughter again.” She pulled a stack of money from her desk drawer and set it before Rick

	Rick's heart fluttered.

	“Of course, to prevent you from taking my money and breaking our deal, I'll want a video confession to Sarah in which you, as Sissy, reveal yourself to her. I'll keep that as insurance, but otherwise no strings attached. You get five thousand and a hotel room and you can leave all of this right now. What do you say?”

	Rick ground his teeth. He had to admit that he was tempted to take the offer, except that he really did want Sarah back and he thought he could get that. Also, he no longer trusted Victoria enough to accept any deals with her. A sour expression came over his face and he refused.

	“Suit yourself,” said Victoria. She put the money back into the drawer and locked it. “You know, it's funny. I would have thought you would have been more upset that I arranged a date between William and Sarah, but I guess that doesn't bother you. That would have been the first thing to anger most men, but you're not really a man, are you, Sissy?”

	As Victoria said this, she moved over to where Rick was standing, and she thrust her hand into his panties. He had become submissive enough from his training that he didn't resist. She wrapped her hand around his shaft. It was hard, or at least as hard as it got under the hormone treatments. She then slid her thumb onto the head of his penis and rubbed it in a circular motion with her thumb. This sent a mixture of intense needle-like pain and even more intense pleasure racing through his body. He shuddered.

	She laughed.

	A moment later, he leaked a good deal of precum into his panties. Victoria felt this and pulled her hand from his panties. She wiped her hand against his apron.

	“No, you're not really a man at all” she said.

	“May I please be excused to tend to my duties?” asked Rick harshly.

	Victoria chuckled. “Yes, Rick go and tend to your duties... as my daughter's sissy maid.”

	
 

	Chapter 2 “Rick Makes A Major Mistake”

	 

	Rick felt sheer terror as he entered Sarah's room. In fact, he stood before her door for a full minute before he could get up the courage just to knock, but knock he did and she had bade him enter and now he had done that. His knees were shaking. Would she spot him? Would he panic and reveal himself? He didn't know but he was scared.

	“Good morning, Miss,” said Rick and he curtseyed. His mouth was dry.

	“What was your name again?” asked Sarah. Rick cringed. “Sissy, ma’am.”

	For the briefest of moments, Rick thought he saw Sarah smirk, but then she smiled. “How long have you worked for my mother, Sissy?” asked Sarah.

	“About three months.”

	Sarah nodded her head. “She’s hard, but usually fair.”

	“…Yes…ma’am.” that certainly wasn’t the impression he had of Victoria.

	“I'm not as demanding as my mother, so things will probably be a little easier for you while I'm here.” That sounded like the Sarah that Rick knew. The Sarah he knew didn't like ordering people around and felt guilty when others did things for her. She was meek and shy and kind and selfless. At least, that's how he thought of her. “Hopefully, we’ll get along well,” she added.

	“Thank you, ma’am. I appreciate that,” said Rick

	“Why don’t you unpack my suitcase while I can this “William”and see what time my ”date” is with him today,” she said sourly and she left the room with her cell phone. She stopped at the door, however. “Oh, and feel free to take off those silly heels. I don't know what my mother was thinking with these costumes. She must be getting weird as she gets older.”

	“Thank you. ma’am,” said Rick. Sarah then left.

	Rick crashed down onto the bed and breathed a sigh of relief. Not only did Sarah not seem to realize who he was, but it sounded like his life was about to become a good deal easier. It felt like he had been saved. It also made him happy that he had been right about her. That meant, he believed, that he had a really good shot of winning her back and winning this bet.

	“Oh thank God!” he exclaimed. This was the best he'd felt in weeks. After a moment's rest to let some of the stress out of his body. Rick got to work. He placed Sarah's suitcase on the bed and opened it. Inside he found a collection of clean lingerie, skirts, blouses and shoes, as well as a laundry bag full of things that needed cleaning. As he pulled this out of the suitcase he could smell Sarah’s personal intimate scent. Opening it, he pulled out a pair of her soiled panties. He started getting a really strong erection, much stronger than he had been getting lately. Somehow, touching his fiancée's used underwear was turning him on enough to overcome the effects of the hormones.

	“Wow,” he said and he giggled.

	He liked being hard. He apparently also liked the idea that he could touch her under things right under her nose, dressed like a sissy maid, without her knowing who he was. This made him feel naughty and it made his penis tingle... it turned him on, of that there was no doubt. Still, whatever it took he didn't mind he reveled in having a hard-on again.

	“I've missed you so much,” he said and he rubbed his penis through his panties. He then happily buried his face in the crotch of Sarah’s dirty panties, rubbing them against his nose and lips as he stroked himself.

	Finally, he stopped.

	“I need to get back to work. Sarah’s going to wonder what I've been doing if l don't get something done;' he told himself

	Rick let go of his erection and started folding Sarah’s lingerie. His erection didn't subside. At first, this made him happy because he felt like a man again... a man dressed like a sissy maid, but still a man. But after a few minutes, he began to worry. Specifically, he worried that his erection was visible beneath the skirt of his maid costume. He didn't know for sure, so he turned to the mirror and saw to his horror that his erection did in fact show slightly in the folds of the skirt if someone knew what to look for!

	“What's Sarah going to do if she see this?” he exclaimed in a panicky voice.

	He bit his lip. Rick was now completely unnerved. He needed a solution. He needed to find a way to hide his erection. But how? There was nothing he could use to cover it or contain it. He needed to find a way to make it go flaccid again. Then it struck him.

	“There’s only one way I can think of,” said Rick

	Rick tottered over the door and stuck his head out into the hallway. He saw no sign of Sarah in the hallway, nor did he hear her nearby. So he closed the door and returned to the side of the bed. Once there, he pulled his penis out of his panties and from beneath his skirt.

	“The best way to make it soft again is to release the pressure.” He grabbed it and started stroking it hard and fast.

	It had been more than a couple weeks at least since his penis was this hard and Rick thoroughly enjoyed the sensation. It felt amazing to rub his hand up and down his shaft. It felt even more amazing that he was doing it in Sarah’s bedroom - there was something very naughty about that. And the fact she might catch him was like the exploding cherry on top of the cake, adding all impossible amount of erotic thrill to what would normally just be Rick jerking himself off. The whole experience was like nothing he'd ever felt before, and he loved it. He loved it so much that he lost track of time. And rather than going for speed, he started going for pleasure.

	That was a mistake.

	“What the hell is going on here'? !” screamed Sarah to herself when she returned to her room. She couldn't believe the image that greeted her. Standing by her bed, sniffing her panties, was this person she knew as Sissy, a woman hired by her mother to act as her personal maid. But she certainly wasn't acting like a maid right now, and she definitely wasn't a woman either. Indeed, as Sarah watched in utter amazement, she saw Sissy push Sarah's panties harder against her nose and then wrap her free hand around “her” semi-erect penis and stroke it hard and fast. Sarah was stunned.

	Sissy moaned.

	Sarah cringed at this. This made her angry. It made her so angry that she began to shake. This was a betrayal and a total violation and she wanted to rush into the room and rip her panties out of this pervert’s hands and kick her... him, out of her mother's house. She placed her hand on the door to push it aside. She was going to give this Sissy more than just a piece of her mind. This was going to be a moment “Sissy” would never forget for the rest of her life.

	But then something odd struck Sarah... something clicked. There was something strangely familiar here, familiar but very, very out of place. “It can't be,” she said and she instantly felt a cold chill race down her spine and freeze her to the core. She squinted her eyes to get a better look at Sissy. “No! It can't be!”

	It was.

	“Oh my God! It’s Rick!!” she screamed inside her head. Sarah almost collapsed to the floor.

	“It’s Rick,” she repeated and she almost vomited.

	A great anger arose inside her. She didn't understand any of this. Blowing off her attempts to contact him was bad enough, but now this. What the hell was this? Sarah absolutely could not imagine why Rick would be dressed the way he was or how he had gotten here. And now to see him sniffing her panties just filled her with rage. She wanted to hurt him as badly as he had hurt her, if not more so. She started to push her way through the door. She intended to get into her room and rip Rick's penis off his body with her bare hands and shove it down his throat. She was furious.

	Then she stopped.

	In a split second, Sarah saw another way to handle this, a better way. “If he wants to be a maid called Sissy, then so be it. I'll make his life a feminized hell. He messed with the wrong woman!”

	Without a word, she stepped away from the door and back down the hallway. At the end of the hallway, she slipped her feet back into her heels. Which she had removed for comfort earlier. and she started down the hallway as loudly as she could.

	CLICK.. CLICK... CLICK.. CLICK... CLICK.. CLICK.

	Rick, who had continued masturbating without noticing that Sarah had observed him, heard Sarah’s heels announcing that she was coming down the hallway. He knew that meant he needed to stop immediately, as difficult as that may be. He took a deep breath and stopped squeezing his penis. It called to him to continue, but he refrained. Instead, he shoved his penis back into the panties, doing his best to force it close to his body so as to keep it from pushing out his skirt. Then he smoothed the front of his skirt, hoping to hide his erection.

	He started unpacking again, trying to look natural.

	Sarah appeared at the door. She folded her ruins and watched him, but said nothing. meanwhile, Rick picked up a skirt of hers from the suitcase and walked over to the closet, where he put it onto a hanger. He hung it in the closet.

	“So my mother hired you as a personal maid, did she?” asked Sarah. She gave no indication she knew who Rick really was.

	“Yes, ma’am.”

	“What exactly does that entail?”

	Rick blushed, recalling all the humiliating duties he had performed. “It involves taking care of Ms. Martin.”

	“In what way?” Sarah's tone had become impatient.

	“In many ways.”

	“Don't be evasive, Sissy,” Sarah said sharply.

	Rick bit his lip. “I do whatever Ms. Martin needs. I cook. I clean. I fetch items she desires. I help her with her wardrobe. I've helped her with her grooming when she requests it.”

	Sarah raised all eyebrow. “Her grooming? Like what?”

	“I'm sure Ms. Martin could-”

	“Answer me,” growled Sarah.

	“Yes. ma’am. I've given her pedicures and manicures. I've helped shave her legs. I've taken care of her hair.”

	Sarah smirked. “So this is what my fiancé has been doing that's been such a big important project he couldn't tell me about it... he's been painting my mother's toenails. Pathetic,” she said to herself To Rick she said ”I see.”

	Rick breathed a sigh of relief that this particular part of their conversation

	was apparently over and he returned to her suitcase to get another skirt to hang in the closet. He felt uncomfortable enough in her presence but carrying on a conversation was even worse. The fact her tone seemed angry, or tense compared to before only made this worse yet.

	“Well, I want the same thing,” said Sarah suddenly. Rick raised all eyebrow. “Pardon me, ma’am?”

	“I want the same thing. If you've been waiting on my mother hand and foot, then I want the exact same thing. That is what my mother instructed, is that not correct? She told you to provide me with all the same services you provide her.”

	Rick couldn't believe his ears. What was going on? Here was his Sweet sensitive, unassuming fiancée, a woman who told him repeatedly that she despised the trappings of wealth and wanted to live anormal average life without servants, a woman who always got embarrassed when people did things for her... and now, suddenly, she was telling him she wanted a personal maid to wait on her hand and foot! How could this be? Had he been that wrong about her? “Um.. I'm not-”

	“No, don't try to debate it said Sarah in all uncharacteristically cold tone. “All I want to hear out of your mouth is all acknowledgement of my order and a confirmation that you will do as you've been commanded, Sissy.”

	Rick shuddered. Her tone intimidated him. It boded poorly too. “Well?” she demanded.

	Rick swallowed hard. “Yes, ma’am,” he said reflexively. “I will do as you command.”

	
 

	Chapter 3 “Putting Sissy To The Test”

	 

	Rick was stunned when Sarah told him she wanted him to serve as her personal maid. That was completely unlike her. But that was nothing compared to what was to come. He had always viewed her as meek and unassuming, but she was anything but that now. And with Sarah viewing this as a chance to inflict a little punishment and retribution, as well as test what exactly Rick was up to coming here and pretending to be her maid, she intended to make this as difficult as possible for him. That meant getting more and more demanding and aggressive. The first real instance of this occurred later that afternoon when Sarah told Rick to rearrange her closet. After making him organize her clothes, she made him iron all of her blouses, but it wasn't just the work that was ominous for Rick, it was her attitude.

	“I have one more blouse to go,” announced Rick and he pulled the blouse into place on the ironing board. Sarah, who sat in a chair in the corner of her room reading a magazine wearing gray slacks and a pink sweater, looked up at him. She furrowed her brow.

	“Ma'am,” said Sarah sharply. Rick looked at her. “Excuse me?”

	“Ma'am. ·You address me as ma'am. ·Get it right. From now on, when you address me, you will always call me ma’am. And when you mention me to anyone else, you will call meMiss Sarah. Do you understand me?”

	Rick blushed. ”Yes, ma’am.”

	“Honestly, you do this for others. What makes you think you can just skip it for me?”

	“I'm sorry, ma’am. you are correct. will address you appropriately.”

	“And another thing. Don't think you can stop curtseying just because I'm not my mother. you are to curtsey when I give you commands as well. Do you understand me, Sissy?”

	Rick blushed even further. “Why is she suddenly humiliating me like this? She wasn't acting this way earlier,” he told himself. This worried him. Nevertheless, he curtseyed as instructed. “Sorry, ma’am.”

	“That's better. When you're done with my blouses, do my skirts next.”

	Rick groaned beneath his breath. He wanted to stop. His feet were killing him in these heels. Normally when he worked, Rachel or Caroline would leave him alone at points and he could slide his feet out of his heels and give them a rest. At the very least, he could sit at times and he could move around to keep the muscles in his feet from straining by being stuck in one place and one position for too long. He could do none of that now. Now he needed to stand at virtual attention in his painful heels before this ironing board for nearly two hours straight as he worked without rest.

	“Yes, ma’am,” he said. and for the next hour, Rick continued ironing. Finally, he finished.

	“That's the last skirt. ma’am,” he said and he curtseyed. His feet were so sore.

	Sarah looked up from her book. “Good.” She rose from her seat and walked over to her closet. She crouched down and grabbed two pair of high-heeled pumps. “Now shine my shoes,” she said and she tossed the shoes onto the bed and then crouched down and grabbed more.

	Rick sighed. Sarah was working him harder than Caroline and Rachel ever had. But there was nothing he could do about it not unless he was willing to walk away without any clothes or money or job or place to stay, and not unless he was willing to let Victoria expose him to Sarah as well. No, he couldn't have that he had no choice but to continue. So he picked up Sarah's high-heeled shoes and he staired to leave.

	“Where are you going?” asked Sarah.

	“I'm going to shine these shoes, ma’am, as you instructed.”

	“Why can’t you do it here?”

	“Because my kit is in my room.”

	Sarah shook her head. “No, I want to watch you to make sure you do them all correctly. You can do them here. Go get your kit. You can polish them here, on the ironing board.”

	Rick grimaced. Not only was it humiliating that his fiancée planned to watch him work because she didn't trust him to polish her shoes correctly - that made him feel small and submissive somehow -but it was even worse that he would need to stand to polish these shoes at the ironing board. In his room, he could have sat down. Here, he couldn't. That meant his toes and arches would be killing him by the time he finally finished.

	And his day was only going to get worse.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Sarah looked at her watch. ·'Oh, it’s nearly time for William to arrive.”

	“William?” asked Rick under his breath.

	“I want you to help dress me,” said Sarah.

	“Yes, ma’am,” said Rick, though inwardly he was feeling the warm sting of humiliation. He couldn't believe he was about to help his fiancée get dressed for a date with another man.

	“Fetch the little black dress with the pearl buttons on the sleeve.”

	“Yes, ma’am.”

	“Also, grab some appropriate underwear and some tan stockings,” said Sarah and she stripped off her gray slacks and her pink sweater. Beneath, she wore a white bra and boy-cut panties, which she slipped off as well.

	“Yes, ma’am,” repeated Rick as she undressed, and he went to the closet to fetch the dress. It was silky and smooth in his hand. It was beautiful in fact, and luxurious to the touch. But it burned his mind to hold this dress. He wanted to be the one having a date with her. She should be wearing this for him! Not for some other man! But it was not to be.

	“Come on, Sissy. hurry up,”

	“Yes, ma’am,” said Rick again, and he grabbed a pink bra and panties from Sarah's lingerie drawer. He turned to face Sarah, who was a vision of loveliness at any time, but particularly so when she was naked. Indeed, she had all amazing shape and very firm breasts with pert nipples. Her golden-brown hair. dyed somewhat more blonde since the last time Rick saw her, cascaded down to her shoulders and her upper back. Rick so wanted to am his hands through it.

	“I said appropriate,”' said Sarah sharply, snapping him back to the Rick looked at the panties and bra in his hands. He wasn't sure what she meant.

	“I'm wearing a black dress, Sissy. Think about it.”

	“I'm sorry, ma’am,” said Rick.

	Rick still wasn't sure what she meant. but he assumed she wanted black so he returned the panties and bra to the drawer and retrieved black panties and a black bra instead. Sarah still didn't. look satisfied. In fact, she folded her arms and pursed her lips, which made Rick feel somewhat intimated.

	“It’s a little black dress. Also, this is a date. I want something appropriate. Find something more decorative and more delicate,” she said.

	“Yes, ma’am,” said Rick

	He returned to the underwear drawer again and searched until he found a lacy black bra that was almost so thin and small that it struck him it would be little more than decoration for her breasts; it could serve no functional purpose. Then he found a matching thong. He handed those to Sarah, who slipped into both. She then sat down and waited for Rick to roll up the stockings and am those up her legs.

	“There’s nothing like stockings to make your legs look sexy,” opined Sarah.

	“Yes, ma’am,” said Rick. He rolled up the first stocking and pulled it over her toes. He slid that up her leg. As he did, his penis became massively erect. It was so erect he feared it might suddenly become visible beneath his skirt. Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do about it if it had. He couldn't even check to see if it was visible because she would notice him checking. He just needed to hope Sarah didn't see it if it was visible.

	She saw it. In fact, it was impossible to miss. But Sarah wasn't going to mention his erection because she didn't want him knowing yet that she knew who he was. She wanted to push him as far as she could until he screamed stop and pleaded with her to free him. Still, that didn't stop her from mocking him in her head “You little pervert! So it turns you on to be a sissy and to help your fiancée get dressed for a date with another man? What kind of pathetic man are you! well, I'll tell you what, Rick... Sissy, I'm going to push you a lot further than this. I'm going to make you beg me to stop and then we'II see what the score is.”

	Rick, oblivious to what Sarah was thinking, rolled the other stocking up her other leg. his penis throbbed as he did. This was so tense and so thrilling for some reason that he was starting to feel intensely horny. He desperately wanted to masturbate, but there was no way he could.

	“Now get me the five-inch black sandals,” said Sarah with a snicker. “Yes, ma’am,” said Rick He rose and dropped his hands to cover his erection as he retreated across the room to grab the sandals. Sarah watched his erection bobbing beneath his skirt; it had escaped his panties and now moved around freely beneath the starched skirt. It was putting on a great show. And when he crouched down to pick up her shoes, Sarah could actually see his testicles hanging free beneath the skirt. They hung down all the way between his ankles as he crouched. This made her giggle. Indeed, the sight of her fiancé’s testicles hanging freely beneath this otherwise emasculated figure was one of the funniest sights she had seen in a long time.

	“Imagine if he clicked his heels together right now like Dorothy,” she said to herself with a laugh. Interestingly, the thought made her wet.

	“These, ma’am?” asked Rick as he held up the shoes for her to see. “Yes, those.”

	Rick rose and walked back over to Sarah. Again, he tried to hide his erection by holding his hands down before his crotch. When he reached the bed, he held out the sandals for Sarah.

	“What are those?” she asked.

	“Your shoes, ma'am.” He sounded confused by the question.

	“Why are you handing them to me? Put them on my feet, Sissy,” growled Sarah.

	Rick's face turned bright red. This just kept getting more and more humiliating at every turn. “Yes, ma’am,” he said and he curtseyed. As he did, his testicles made another brief appearance. He then dropped to his knees before Sarah and took her right foot in his hand. She pointed her toes and he slid the shoe onto her foot. Then he rested it against his thigh as he buckled the strap.

	“Good girl,” said Sarah condescendingly, which sent a wave of humiliation racing through Rick.

	”Now the other one, and I'll be ready for my date with sexy William.”

	Her words stung Rick even further, but he did what he needed to do. He took the other shoe and slid it onto her other foot. Then he went to brace it against his thigh as before. only this time Sarah moved too far to the side and she managed to place her high-heel-covered foot directly on his erection. She could feel it beneath her shoe.

	Rick grimaced.

	“Are you all right?” asked Sarah sweetly. She knew what she had done and she was enjoying watching him struggle with how to handle this. She knew that no matter what, he could never admit to having a penis.

	“Yes. I'm fine. ma’am.”

	“Oh good.”

	Rick did his best to hide the fact her heel was digging into his shaft. He bound up the straps and then worked the buckle. As he did. Sarah shifted her foot from time to time and increased the pressure several times. this was painful and humiliating, but he didn't dare let on.

	“All finished,” he said as he buckled the shoe. He was anxious to remove her shoe from his thigh, but she was in no rush.

	Sarah left her heel in place but tilted her toes up into the air. “So you are. It looks good. Do you think men notice high heels?”

	Rick struggled not to show that he was in pain. ”I'm sure they do, ma’am.”

	Sarah chuckled. “I'm not so sure. I had a fiancé who never seemed to notice anything I wore.”

	“I'm sure he did, ma’am.”

	“No, he didn't. He was oblivious. He didn't care.”

	Rick took a deep breath. Her heel was killing his penis. “I'm sure he paid a lot of attention to you, ma’am. I'm sure he cared.”

	Sarah shook her head and pressed harder against his penis. ·'No, I don't think he ever did. He was never very considerate. Of course, it might have been his inferiority complex that was the problem.”

	“His inferiority complex?” he asked. He didn't have all inferiority complex. Of that he was sure. Sure, he felt nervous about her being smarter and having more money and probably getting a better job than he would have, but all men would feel the way he did, there was nothing unusual about that. He didn't have all inferiority complex, no sir. And frankly, Rick couldn't believe she was having this conversation right now. He felt utterly defenseless.

	“Yes, he struggled with me being more successful,” said Sarah.

	“I did n- uh, I mean, I didn’t know that.”

	Sarah smirked at Rick's near-gaff “Oh. it's true. On the other hand. Who knows. It might just have been that he wasn't interested in me,” she said. “Maybe he was just interested in my clothes.”

	Rick furrowed his brow. What is she talking about?”

	Sarah giggled. “Yes. now that I think about it, he did seem overly interested in my clothes.”

	“I doubt that, ma’am.”

	She ignored him. “Makes you wonder. doesn't it? I'll bet he's off somewhere right now having found a girlfriend the same size as him and he's lying on a bed somewhere dressed head to toe as a woman as he jerks himself off.”

	Rick wanted to scream, “That's not true!!” but that would be a disaster. So he bit his tongue and he did what was expected he agreed with her. “Yes. ma’am.” That felt horrible to say. It burned him not to fight back but he couldn’t.

	Sarah finally raised her foot from his penis. “Well, it's time for my date.

	Wish me luck,” she said and she rose to her feet. Rick looked up at her from his position on the floor on his knees. He didn't know what to say, but he knew what he wanted to say. He wanted to tell her not to go. But that wasn't going to happen. So he stayed there on his knees, with his erection pulsing away beneath his skirt, as he watched Sarah walk out of her room and down the hallway to her date with William.

	He felt very. very weak.
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	After Sarah left, Rick wanted to spend several minutes sitting on the bed resting his feet, but he couldn't wait too long, as he knew he needed to report to Rachel when Sarah left, and everyone would have known Sarah had just left. So he forced himself to stand up and he started down the hallway toward the kitchen, where Rachel and Caroline were waiting. When he entered the kitchen, he curtseyed. The two women immediately broke out laughing when they saw his testicles appear beneath his shirt when he dropped down in his curtsey.

	“Why are you laughing, ma’am?” asked Rick He felt confused. The two women looked at each other and blushed.

	“You don't know?” asked Rachel. “No, ma’am.”

	“Sarah didn’t say anything about you perhaps' being out of uniform'?” asked Caroline.

	“No, ma’am.”

	Rachel snickered and slid off her chair. She wore dark grey slacks, black stilettos and a white dress shirt. She slowly, deliberately, made her way to where Rick was standing. “She didn't say anything at all?”

	Rick was becoming nervous. What was he missing? “No, ma’am.”

	Rachel moved behind Rick and picked up the riding crop from the countertop. “Not even a chuckle?”

	Rick furrowed his brow. “About what, ma’am?”

	Rachel snickered again. “I'll tell you what. I'll give you three guesses. What do you think we're talking about?”

	Rick bit his lip. He felt very confused. He couldn't imagine what was causing this display. “Does my makeup need a touchup?”

	“Ha! Good guess, but no, that's not it” said Rachel and she slid the riding crop between his thighs. It felt cold and it tickled, but as excited as Rick already felt, it was enough to start his penis throbbing again.

	Rick looked down at his body. Everything seemed fine. His toenails were polished. His stockings weren't am and his heels weren't broken. His uniform looked correct. It wasn't open or torn or anything. In fact, he couldn't see anything wrong anywhere.

	“I don't know. I can’t think of anything,” said Rick.

	Caroline giggled. As she did, Rachel slid the crop up his legs until it came to his testicles, then she slid it higher until his testicles rested on it... or actually, hung from it. “You can’t think of anything?”

	“No, ma’am.”

	“Then let's play a game. I want you to crouch down right where you are.” Rick gritted his teeth. He knew he wasn’t going to enjoy this... “Yes, ma’am,” he said reluctantly and he crouched down until his butt cheeks touched the back of his calves. This wasn’t super comfortable, but it wasn't uncomfortable either, even in the high heels. Unbeknownst to Rick, his testicles were again hanging between his ankles, which were spread about six inches apart.

	Caroline giggled again.

	Rachel then crouched down behind him and took the riding crop and used it to make his testicles swing back and forth. Rick was shocked that this turned him on. in fact, each push sent tingles racing from his testicles to his spine.

	“Your balls are so small compared to what they were before the hormones,” mused Rachel. “I'll bet you're probably impotent.”

	Rick shuddered at the thought. Had they really taken his manhood? 

	She continued. “We could probably cut them off at this point and you wouldn't miss them. Do you want me to cut them off?”

	“No!”

	Rachel laughed at the terror in his voice. “But they only get in the way. They make you so vulnerable,” she said and she gave them a big push which made him wince and grunt really loudly.

	“They're fine, Miss.”

	“Fine? They were hanging out of your uniform when you came in to see us. And I'll bet they came out before that too. Frankly, I'm surprised Sarah didn't see them,” said Rachel.

	All the color left Rick's face. Was this true or was Rachel just making this up? Had his testicles been visible beneath his skirt? This had to be false... no, actually, it had to be true because both she and Caroline only laughed after he curtseyed and, now that he thought about it. she was playing with his testicles without first removing his panties. That meant his testicles needed to be free the whole time! “Oh no! what if Sarah saw them? !” he asked himself. But he knew the answer had to be that she didn't see them or else she would have said something.

	“Are you sure you don't want me to cut them off,” asked Rachel with another giggle. She mimed cutting them off. “Snip. You'll be happier without them. And there will be less risk that Sarah might see them.”

	Rick clenched his teeth. “No, ma’am.”

	Rachel chuckled. “Fine, keep them... even if they are useless.” She paused. “Of course, they might not be that useless, now that I think about it. They're really sensitive I can see that in the way you wince every time I push them. I’ll bet I could make you cum with this crop alone.”

	“Miss, I-”

	“No, no, don't speak. You will only answer questions. Do you understand?”

	Rick bit his lip. He felt pressure building in his penis... Yes, ma'am ·

	“I heard Sarah putting you through your paces earlier. It sounds like She’s really making you work, and she's making you do some sissy things. Tell me how it feels that you helped your own fiancée get dressed for a date with another man. Tell me truthfully.”

	“I didn't feel anything, ma’am,” he lied. He had no desire to tell her the truth.

	“Liar. You were hard as a rock I saw you. Now tell me the truth or I will cut them off!”

	Rick swallowed hard. Was she serious? There was a really high likelihood that she was. So the next question became, would she really do this? There was a high chance of that too. Could he avoid it if she tried? That was the real question, and the answer wasn't clearly enough in his favor to give him much confidence. Hence, he thought, perhaps it would be best to comply.

	He hung his head.

	“It was humiliating, ma'am,” he said reluctantly. He struggled with every word.

	“Just humiliating?” asked Rachel and she pushed his testicles around in a figure eight with the riding crop.

	“Very humiliating. ma’am,” he admitted. “Would you also say. emasculating?”

	Rick blushed. Yes, he ·would definitely say that. In fact, it was the most unmanly thing he’d ever done. He felt in that moment as he dressed his fiancée, as if his testicles could have simply fallen off his body. it was that utterly disgraceful for a man to prepare his fiancée to go on a date with another man. There was nothing he could image that would be more emasculating. And Sarah hadn't made it easy either. She treated him like a servant and mocked him and kept mentioning how she intended to have sex with William. all of that felt like blows directed at his manhood. So yes, it did feel emasculating. Not to mention she spent half their time speculating that Rick was a secret cross-dresser who was now living as a woman somewhere. Why on earth would she think that about him? That stung. And it stung worse because of the kernel of truth behind it.

	“Yes, it was,” he said softly. As he said it he noticed that he had begun to breathe heavily. The constant stimulation from the crop was exciting him.

	Rachel giggled. “I’ll bet it was. I can't imagine anything worse.”

	“Yes, ma’am.”

	“Are you sure you don't want me to cut these off for you?” she asked and she raised the riding crop to lift his testicles slightly.

	Rick shuddered. “No, ma’am.”

	Rachel let his testicles drop and then she started tapping them with the crop. She didn't tap them very hard, but it was enough to make him tremble with each blow. As she did this, his normally flaccid penis started to grow and grow until it became genuinely erect again. She hadn't seen that in some time.

	She suddenly laughed.

	Rick could help himself. “What’s so funny, ma’am?”

	“Oh my God, I just realized that it takes abuse to get your dick hard! You are such a pervert! Victoria was right about you.”

	Rick turned bright red, but didn't deny it. There would be no point.

	Rachel started slapping his balls faster and faster with the crop. Some of the blows made him wince, others sent him to tingly paradise. Within seconds of her starting this, he stopped breathing. His chest heaved. His hand grabbed his knees to try to steady himself as his body swooned.

	Then it happened.

	A long, thin bolt of white hot cum shot out of his penis. It flew about ten inches straight out from his body, maybe two feet off the floor before gravity took it and down it went onto the kitchen tile.

	“Well, lookie there,” said Rachel. “I made you cum by torturing your balls. Wow. I didn't know you could really do that to a man.”

	Caroline laughed. “You can do a lot to Sissy that you can't do to men.”

	Rick sucked in some air and waited for his body to stop shaking. The last few drops of cum hit the floor and he felt amazing relief at having ejaculated. Sure, it was humiliating, but he needed this all day. He felt good, though his knees felt weak.

	“All right, Sissy... clean it up.” said Rachel. “Yes, ma’am,” he replied softly. He reached for a cloth

	“No. On your knees. Lick it up.”

	Rachel stood up and looked down at Rick as he licked his seed off the tile floor “Oh, and one more thing. If I ever see your balls hanging out beneath your skirt again, I will cut them off. Understand?”

	Rick cringed.

	
 

	Chapter 4 “It Gets worse...Much worse”

	 

	The next few days were horribly humiliating and frustrating for Rick It almost seemed that Sarah had gone crazy. She made all these humiliating and insulting demands, and when he complied, she took each further. It was like she

	was trying to push him past his breaking point. What’s more, she invited William over twice for lunch and once for dinner and each time she made Rick stand at attention near the table as she pawed William and locked her lips onto his. Rick never felt smaller or more helpless than he did watching his fiancée make out with this other man and being helpless to do anything about it. More disturbingly, he was finding that this feeling of helplessness was making him hard, something he struggled to admit even to himself.

	But there was worse to come.

	“Be a dear and get me another vodka, will you?” asked William. He held up his empty glass for Rick to take.

	Rick shuddered. He had no choice, he knew that. He had to do whatever

	William asked until he could find some sort of resolution of this entire problem. Still, the fact he had no choice didn't make this any easier or any less humiliating. This man was trying to steal his fiancée. Making it even harder, William was proving to have wandering hands whenever Sarah wasn’t looking, and they loved to

	wander to Rick's rear end. And right now Sarah was busy looking through a booklet William had brought her.

	William jiggled his glass at Rick

	“Yes, sir,” said Rick and he reluctantly tottered over to William. “That's vodka, straight.” said William and he held out the glass. “Yes, sir, I know.”

	Rick reached for the glass. As he did, William slid his other hand beneath Rick's dress in the rear and pinched his butt cheeks. Rick jumped back,

	which caused a loud clacking noise as his heels hit the hardwood floor. Both Rick and William looked at Sarah, who fortunately had not looked up. Rick then stepped away and tottered off down the hallway to the drinks cabinet.

	William followed.

	As Rick poured vodka into William’s glass, William came up behind Rick unnoticed. He wrapped one arm around Rick's waist, just below his breasts and pulled Rick tightly to him. This jerked Rick backward, causing his penis to spring free from its pantied prison and stick straight up beneath his uniform.

	William kissed Rick on the nape of the neck. “You're amazing, baby,” he

	said.

	Rick blushed. He could feel William’s breath against his neck “Sir, please... let me go,” said Rick.

	William smiled. “Why would I want to do that?” he asked. He kissed Rick again.

	“Sir, please! what would Ms. Sarah think?”

	William chuckled. “What she doesn't know won't hurt her. Besides, I'm much more interested in you than I am in her.”

	Rick bit his lip.

	Just then, the sound of a pair of high heels approaching came wafting down the hallway. William immediately let go of Rick. A moment later, Victoria Martin appeared. She hugged William and kissed him on the cheek.

	“William! How are things with my favorite politician?” she asked. “They're fantastic.”

	“I see you've taken a liking to our little Sissy here. She is a wonderful servant. I’d be happy to Ioan her to you, if you like.”

	As Victoria said this, Rick's jaw dropped. Was she serious? 

	William smiled like a wolf “I may just take you up on that.”

	Victoria and William spoke briefly about a property they were considering buying. Then Victoria left again. Rick and William then returned to the dining room, where Sarah and William displayed a good deal of affection, all for Rick's benefit. Then came the next humiliating announcement.

	“William and I are going to my room, Sissy. Why don't you clean up here and then come attend to us after I call you... not before,” said Sarah. Something about her tone felt like it was mocking Rick not to mention the idea of attending to them seemed outrageous, especially if they were going to do what Rick thought they were going to do.

	“Yes, ma’am.”

	“When we're finished, I'll want you to change the sheets,” she added with a giggle.

	Rick felt sick... and angry... and frustrated.

	Without another word, Sarah took William by the hand and walked off

	with him in the direction of her room. Rick went to the living room to wait; he chose the living room because that was the least likely place to am into anyone else and he wanted to be alone. He felt depressed, so he sat in the corner under a blanket to hide from anyone who might be looking for him.

	“This just can't get any worse,” he said.

	Rick fell asleep. He dreamed of being made to watch as Sarah had sex with William and a dozen other men. After each encounter, he was tasked with cleaning their cum from their penises and from Sarah, and then dressing each of them so they could leave. The dream felt like a nightmare.

	He awoke with a start.

	“Wow! What a horrible dream,” said Rick and he wiped the sweat from his brow. To his chagrin, he noticed that his penis was erect. “That has to be a coincidence. It must. There's no other explanation.” He shuddered.

	Rick was just about to stand up and go clean something in the hopes of  putting this disturbing dream out of his mind when he heard a voice in the room. It was William, and he was speaking quietly into his cell phone. He stood by Victoria's desk.

	“Just start the paperwork,” said William.

	The person on the other end said something Rick couldn't hear.

	“Trust me. it's guaranteed,” replied Rick. “The old lady loves me and wants me to many the daughter. When I many her, I get instant access to the money. Then I can invest that money into your scheme,..

	The other man said something Rick still couldn't hear. “No, it won't be a problem,” said Rick.

	More garbled words.

	“No, she's hooked too. Trust me. this is inevitable. Both love me. and neither has a clue what I really want. And once I have the money, I'll invest it with you. Then you and I can use the money from the investment to buy a controlling interest in the Martin firm, and then we can throw the old lady out on her butt.”

	More words.

	“No, of course not. I don't love her. Hell I don't even like her all that much. None of this is going to be a problem for me. Trust me!”

	There was a sound in the hallway of high heels approaching.

	“Someone's coming. I need to go. Just get the paperwork started,” said

	William and he hung up his phone. A moment later, Sarah appeared at the door. “There you are!” she said.

	William smiled at. her. “That’s right, here I am. I just needed to make a phone call... mayor business. “He held up his phone as if to prove his assertion. Then he slipped it into his pocket. He walked over and kissed Sarah on the lips. “So where should we go to dinner, honey?”

	“What do you think?” asked Sarah.

	William smiled. “I know just the place,” he said and he took her by the arm and walked her back out. into the hallway. Rick could hear them continuing the conversation as they walked o ff toward Sarah’s room.

	No one had noticed Rick.

	“What he's really after?” Rick repeated to himself ·'This is bad. What am I going to do now?”
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	With Sarah and William away on a date, Rick was assigned to polish the floors in the kitchen. He didn't mind because this gave him time to think, though he wished they had let him remove his heels. Rick felt lost and confused. He loved Sarah. He loved her a lot, though he was a little confused why she was so cruel toward “Sissy” He put that off to his imagination. And because he loved her, he knew he needed to help her... to protect her. He didn't feel the same toward Victoria, but he couldn't protect Sarah without also helping Victoria, so he was fine with that too. But there was one big glaring problem how? 

	“How do I help her?” he asked himself “I need to tell her what I heard from William, but neither Sarah nor Victoria will believe me. Victoria will see this as me trying to lie my way out of the bet. And if l tell Sarah and she tells Victoria, Victoria will tell her who I am and that I'm just trying to lie to win money from Victoria. Then, not only do I lose the bet and lose Sarah, but I can't protect them from William either.”

	He pursed his lips and kept scrubbing the floor.

	“What if l just tell Sarah the truth? What if I tell her who I am and then tell her what I heard? Put it all out there.”

	He shook his head.

	“No, that would be a disaster. She would freak out. There's just no way to explain to her why I've been masquerading as a woman and a maid. There's no explanation for that,” he said disgustedly.

	This was something Rick had been thinking about steadily for days now in fact. Victoria had really caused him a problem by exposing him to Sarah and then demanding that he stick around. If he had been away, he could have turned himself back into a male, or mostly male, and then revealed himself The worst Sarah would have known is that he looked a little worse for wear. But by making him hide as a woman and a maid in plain sight before Sarah, she forced him to do something for which there simply was no plausible explanation - nothing he could possibly tell Sarah would explain why he had agreed to that. And that problem made this new problem even worse, because it made anything he told her sound like a lie meant to divert her attention from him acting as her maid.

	He sighed.

	“The only way to save her is to win her back first. Then she won't think I'm lying when I tell her about William. But how do I do that? It’s been a week and I haven't even come up with a plan yet!”

	He stared at the shiny floor.

	“I need to find a way to win her back without letting her see me. Then she can go back to Switzerland for the rest of the semester and I will have the full semester to turn myself back into a man. That way she’ll never know I was Sissy. And since I'll have won the bet, Victoria will need to help me. But how?”

	 

	Rick returned to scrubbing the floor. He let his mind race for a few minutes.

	 

	“Maybe I’m over thinking this? what if I tell her about William as Sissy? If l can prove it, then she'll be so thankful that she's learned the truth about this jerk and that I saved her and her mother that she'll overlook the part about me being Sissy?”

	Rick bit his lip. He wasn't sure.

	“No. She still won't like me being Sissy.” Then he snapped his fingers.

	“I've got it!” he exclaimed. “I'll tell her as Sissy, but I'll tell her that I,meaning Rick, was really responsible!” His shoulders sagged. “But how does that make sense? How would Rick know·?”

	He again bit his lip. Then he returned to scrubbing the floor so he could think. It seemed to relax him and help him focus.

	Suddenly, he smiled. “That's it! I'll tell her that Rick is undercover working for William and he wanted Sissy because he knew Sissy was working for Sarah! Then I'll speak to her by phone so she can’t see me, we'll make up, she'll take me back and tell me she loves me. Then I'll win the bet, Victoria will owe me a job and she'll need to help turn me back into a man while Sarah finishes school in Switzerland! It's brilliant!”

	And that became his plan.

	Things wouldn't work out that way, however.

	
 

	Chapter 5 “The Double Date”

	 

	Rick didn't see Sarah the rest of that night. He did, however, see her in the morning when he began his regular duties. For those, he wore a light blue uniform which Rachel said was her favorite. He hated it. Not only was the bodice tighter than the bodice on his other uniforms, which limited his range of motion and made his corset feel even tighter, and the skirt a little bit shorter, which made him feel like he was constantly flashing panties - a real problem now that his scrotum had escaped at least once - but Rachel made him wear five and a half-inch heels with this uniform, and that extra half-inch made a real difference. These shoes crushed his toes and strained his calves. Still, that wasn’t what was on his mind right now.

	Sarah was in the shower as Rick returned with the drink she requested. Sarah saw that he struggled in these heels and she got a kick out of sending him on errands across the house when he wore them.

	“Miss, I'm going to lay out your clothes,” said Rick

	“Good girl. I'll be out of the shower soon,” called Sarah from the bathroom.

	Rick went to the closet and pulled out a grey wool skirt and a red sweater. He then grabbed a pair of red pumps as well. As he laid these clothes on the bed, Sarah returned to the bedroom. She had a thick white towel wrapped around her body from her breasts to her thighs and another wrapped round her hair.

	“Oh good, my drink,” said Sarah and she took the drink and sipped it.

	“Ma' am, I need to speak to you-”

	“Not now. I have good news for you!” said Sarah. Her face glowed like the cat that caught the mouse.

	“But. this is important ma’am.”

	“Not now” insisted Sarah.

	“It's vitally important for you. ma’am.”

	Sarah’s smile turned into a glare. “Stop it! I have news for you and you're ruining it. We can talk about whatever your issue is later. Right now we're going to talk about what I want to talk So be silent!”

	Rick bit his lip. He wasn't sure what to do next. “Yes, ma’am.”

	Sarah’s smile returned to her face and it grew enormously to the point that it looked almost maniacal which it may actually have been. Indeed, when Sarah first came up with the idea she was about to reveal, she was pondering ways to make the current situation more humiliating for Rick. It had been obvious to her that just ordering him around like a female servant and trying to rub her relationship with William in his face was not enough to get him to stop whatever it was he was doing and admit his mistake. She needed more. She wanted him to scream his surrender, to rip off his uniform and beg her forgiveness... forgiveness she would not give, but which she felt a burning need for him to ask for nevertheless. But how? Then it hit her.

	“We're going on a double date!” she exclaimed giddily.

	“We who?”

	“You and I!”

	Rick's jaw dropped.

	“Isn't that great?”

	“Uh... We're what? A double-da- te, double date?”

	Sarah saw the shock in Rick's face and she felt the burning power of revenge race through her veins. It made her feel ten feet tall. She had struck a chord and it was obvious that Rick was shaken. “Take that. Sissy!” she said to herself “If you want to play this sick game, then you better be ready to step up, girly man!”

	Rich meanwhile was feeling sick to his stomach. A double date. What could a double date mean? Was she talking about a date with two men? would this be a quick trip to a burger joint or would this be something more intimate? What would be expected of him? He didn't know and that terrified him. He wanted to throw up.

	Sarah saw Rick turn green in the face and that made her even happier. At one point. she would have felt badly for him and done anything she could to ease his pain. But what he had done to her - and continued to do - bothered her, and it bothered her more and more with each day he kept up this charade. And if he was going to continue to lie to her, to deceive her, to sneak around dressed as an oversexed woman while trying to hide his true identity, then she wanted to make it very painful, difficult and humiliating for him to continue. She had clearly achieved that.

	“A double date?” Rick finally repeated. His mouth was dry.

	“Yes, a double date. It’s going to be fantastic. I'm so excited and I'll bet you are too!” she gushed.

	“With whom?” asked Rick. He struggled not to fall to his knees.

	“Jake Morgan from my mother's firm. He's a friend of William’s. I believe you danced with him at the party. He's cute and he likes you.”

	Rick cringed as he remembered the helpless feeling of being Swept around the room in Jake's strong arms... and liking it. He wanted to cry. “When?”

	“Tonight.”

	“But-”

	Sarah giggled. “This is going to be such fun!” she squealed, ignoring his reticence.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Four oclock came and Rick found himself in Sarah's room. He was nervous. Actually, he was beyond nervous. this was terrifying. All day, he'd tried to think of a way out of this, but couldn't come up with anything. all he could think of was to blurt out what he knew about William and see what that caused, but he wasn't sure that would work. What if she laughed it off and then told William? What if she got angry and demanded proof right now? He had no proof to offer after all. No, he couldn't do that. In fact, now that he thought about it, he realized he needed proof before he could say anything.

	“Oh good, you're here said Sarah when Rick stepped through her door.

	She had suspected her fiancé might chicken out and vanish before this. She was surprised he hadn't actually. “Let's start by getting you dressed.”

	Rick bit his lip. “I have nothing to wear·.”

	“I'm sure we'll find something.”

	“An I have here are my uniforms.”

	Sarah chuckled to herself at the word “here.” She wondered what he might have in his apartment. After all, that had to be the logical conclusion, didn't it he was a secret cross-dresser who never had the nerve to tell her and he came here dressed as a woman hoping to win her over as a woman and then he would reveal himself. ”Well, good luck with that,” she said to herself as she furrowed her brow. The whole thing made her angry, it felt like a betrayal. especially the continuing deception. And now it was time to push him further to see just how far he would take this deception.

	“We'll find something,” said Sarah. “I really don't have anything ·

	“I have some extra clothes that might fit you.”

	Rick's first reaction was to object. He was pretty sure that he was a good deal larger than his fiancée. But then, he had lost weight over the past few months. His shape also had been feminized by the corset, the diet, and the hormones. It was possible he could fit into some of her larger clothes, though it really wasn't likely. And if he couldn't fit, then that would be the perfect excuse to avoid the date. So he didn't object. “Yes, ma’am.”

	Sarah took his hand and walked him over to her vanity. “why don't you strip naked and then apply your makeup. As you do that, I'll find something that fits you.”

	All the color left Rick's face. “Naked? !”

	“Yes, naked.”

	“I... I Can’t.”

	“Why not? we're all girls here, aren't we?” asked Sarah with a laugh.

	She liked seeing him squirm.

	“I'm just too shy,” he finally said.

	“Nonsense! You have to get over that.”

	“I can't-”

	“This isn't really all option, Sissy.” There was a moment of silence.

	“Ma'am, I really can't” said Rick in a pleading tone.

	Sarah took her time before responding. She did want to see him naked, but she didn't want to lose the advantage she had right now, of knowing who he was without him knowing that she knew. She decided to use this to her advantage. “An right, I'll let you change your underwear in private, but that's as far as I go. And in exchange, you need to let your inhibitions go tonight.”

	“What does that mean, ma'am?”

	Sarah smirked at him and handed him some silky undergarments. “You'll see.”

	Rick bit his lip. But he had no choice, so he nodded his head.

	A moment later, Rick found himself in the bathroom. He slipped off his maid uniform, his heels, his stockings, and his underwear. He couldn't remove the corset. Then he took the bra Sarah had given him. It was peach coloured, made of satin, and trimmed with black lace. It was very decorative. He slipped it over his growing breasts and latched it behind his back Then he took the panties and stepped into those. These were peach satin too, and matched the bra. As he pulled them up his legs, however, he discovered that these weren't just normal panties they were crotchless!

	“Oh no!” he gasped.

	He pulled the panties up and examined himself in the mirror. sure enough, his shrunken penis and his testicles hung out the bottom. There was no way he could return to the other room like this.

	“How can I do this?” he asked and he tugged his scrotum, which was very sensitive.

	“Hurry up in there!” called Sarah through the door.

	“I can't go out. like this,” he said to himself” Maybe I can hide it?” Rick reached between his legs and did his best to tuck his scrotum to one side inside the panties. Then he pulled his penis straight up toward his belly and trapped it beneath the waistband of the panties. He examined himself in the mirror. As long as things stayed this way, he would be fine. But would they stay this way, that he didn't know, though he suspected they wouldn't.

	“Get out here, Sissy!” called Sarah.

	Rick took a deep breath and carefully stepped out into the bedroom.

	Sarah was utterly shocked to see her fiancée step out of the bathroom. She knew his body was more feminine than it had been and she had seen suggestions of breasts, but she had no idea to expect THIS! with the corset, his body had the perfect female dimensions. Even without it, she suspected, he would look quite feminine. His hips were wide. His waist was narrow. His shoulders seemed smaller. And then there were the breasts... the breasts.

	“Oh my God! He's got real breasts!” Sarah squealed in her head.

	Sarah couldn't believe this. Hanging from her fiancé's chest were breasts that had to be somewhere between all A- and a B-cup - maybe that was just all illusion from the corset, but they sure seemed that way. They filled the bra he was wearing. Even his nipples were large and full. They were amazing nipples too and they made Sarah feel a tad bit jealous.

	“I can't believe my fiancé has better nipples than I do!”

	Beyond his shape, she also noticed that his skin was smooth and silky. He was hairless. His ears had been pierced. His nails appeared real even though they went half all inch beyond his fingertips.

	“My God, he looks like a woman... not just a man dressed like a woman,” she thought. This was a startling revelation for her.

	Even more startling, seeing him like this made her instantly wet. It was undeniable that something about this was a huge turn-on for her. In fact. she was tempted to throw him on the bed and explore his body right now. But she was still angry and she had more to do before she could even think of a rapprochement with him. So she shook off her shock and she focused on the task at hand.

	“Here, put this on,” she said and she tossed him a purple pencil dress.

	Rick examined the dress. This dress was all attention getter and would draw all eyes to him, especially as the dress stopped just above his knees. “Isn't this a little wild?..

	“You're going on a date, remember. You want to be remembered.”

	“Yes, but-”

	“Put it on,” said Sarah firmly.

	“Yes, ma’am,” he said reluctantly. Rick turned the dress in his hand until he had it facing front. He prayed this dress was too small for him. Unbeknownst to him, however, Sarah had purchased the dress this afternoon after getting his measurements from Rachel who she knew handled Sissy's uniforms, so she was sure it would fit. Hence, much to his chagrin, it slid right down over his body and fit snugly once Sarah zipped it up in the back. It fit like a charm.

	“Oh no,” said Rick to himself. That feeling of sickness returned as he again imagined himself being spun round a dance floor by Jake, only this time wearing this purple dress.

	“Now we just need some shoes,” said Sarah. “Yes, ma’am,” said Rick dejectedly.

	“Fortunately, I took the liberty of asking Rachel if she could find some nice shoes from your own collection. This is what she gave me.”

	Sarah took a pair of silver high-heeled sandals with a thick ankle strap from a bag and handed them to Rick. Rick immediately recognized them. These were shoes Rachel made him wear as punishment he'd never worn them when he was actually doing his duties. And the reason he never wore them except as punishment was that he could barely walk in them. These had six-inch heels with a one-inch platform. They were tan tight and hard to wear. He cringed just seeing them, even before it struck him that he would be wearing these out on a date.

	“Oh no,” he said to himself thinking of the pain they would cause. He staired to protest, but Sarah cut him off.

	“You're going to look amazing in these.”

	Rick bit his lip. There would be no appeal. “Yes, ma'am” he said. Sarah smiled. “Good. Now hurry up so you can dress me!”

	“Yes, ma’am.”

	When he was dressed, Rick examined himself in the mirror. These were the first female clothes he wore other than the uniforms and he felt like a total sissy. Even worse, he hated that he was wearing these clothes for a date with Jake. That just felt wrong to him. He wanted to cry.

	Sarah, on the other hand, could barely keep from laughing at these same thoughts.

	“Now help me dress. I want something extra sexy tonight... borderline slutty. I think William has earned a little fun tonight” said Sarah.

	Rick felt his spirit collapse. It was bad enough he was dressed as a woman and going on a date. It was worse that his fiancée also would be going on that date with another man. It was way, way worse that he was now expected to help her dress like a slut so she could go make out with William. This was not a happy moment for him... not to mention, he still hadn't figured out how to tell her about William and every time he tried, she stopped him.

	 

	-0-

	 

	By the time they reached the restaurant, Rick was completely unnerved. They had taken a cab and, the entire way, the cabbie kept looking over his shoulder at Rick. Rick wasn't sure if he spotted Rick as a matt or if he was lusting after Rick as a woman, but neither answer appealed to Rick and it worried him that someone would spot him. What would happen then? What would happen when everyone at the restaurant started spotting him? He felt a sense of panic welling up inside him.

	He needed to put all end to this right now. He turned to face Sarah. “Sarah , I need to talk to you,” he said.

	“I told you before, not now.”

	“But It’s important and its about-”

	Sarah growled at Rick and jabbed her finger into his breast. “I told you before. I don't want to hear it. I don't want you ruining this night. I'll talk to you about whatever it is after the date, not before.”

	“But it's about the date. It's about William.”

	Sarah glared at Rick with such a cold expression that Rick withered. She knew he was only trying to think of a way out of this date and she didn't want to hear it. She was determined to inflict this date upon him, whether he liked it or not, and she didn't want to put up with him trying to beg his way out of it.

	“I don't want to hear it,” she hissed. “Now be silent and do as you're told. Tonight, you're Jake's date and I don't want to hear another word of protest or complaint or anything or I'll have the cab pull over and you can get out. Got it?”

	Rick withered further. The threat of being dumped on the street with nothing scared him. He knew he wouldn't last long on the street, dressed as a woman with no money, no identification, no job and no home - with no one paying the rent on his apartment, he was pretty sure that was gone by now. Hence, he was trapped, pure and simple, and right now, all he could do was go with the flow.

	“Yes. ma’am,” he said and he Swallowed hard.

	A minute later. the cab pulled up at the restaurant. Rick had never been here before, so he knew nothing about it. Sarah stepped out of the cab first and Rick followed. To get out, he placed both heels together and then swung them out of the car to the ground. It took all of his courage to follow his feet out the cab. When he was standing, Sarah took his hand in her firm grasp and dragged him into the restaurant. He was so terrified of getting spotted that he was only vaguely aware of his surroundings. Everything was moving in slow motion and seemed distorted. Men, women, light, dark, the smell of food, the sounds hundreds of conversations... it all tumbled together.

	“There they are,” said Sarah and she pointed to a booth in the middle of the restaurant.

	Rick followed her to the booth; he almost stumbled in the very high shoes. This was a large semi-circular booth with a high back which afforded a good deal of privacy. It was one of a dozen, which were then surrounded by regular tables. Rick had never been here before, but based on the shape of the booth, as well as the layout of the floor and the prominent stage at the front of the room, he guessed there would he some form of entertainment.

	“Hey ladies,” said William and he rose from the booth. His eyes seemed to linger on Rick even as he held out his hands for Sarah.

	“Hi Will,” said Sarah. She took his hands and they kissed each other. Jake then took Rick's hand and kissed it, which made Rick feel funny.

	After the introductions, William slid into the booth first. To William's right sat Sarah. She snuggled up next to William and kept her hand beneath the table, presumably in William’s lap. This brought out a mix of strong emotions in Rick anger and humiliation that she would do this to him, helplessness that he couldn't stop her. and strangely, a sense of thrill at seeing her doing something sexual, even if it was with another man.

	Rick then slid into the booth next to Sarah , and Jake followed Rick. Rick did not place his hand into Jake's lap, nor did he sit that closely. In fact, he tied to keep an arms length from Jake, if possible. The last thing he wanted was Jake sliding his hand up Rick's skirt and discovering what was hidden up there, especially with the crotchless panties being the only thing hiding his testicles, so he tried to keep Jake out of reach. It would be a long night.

	After some small talk dinner came and they ate. Both Jake and William seemed nice, but something struck Rick about their behavior this wasn't a genuine date to them, it was just a bit of fun.

	When they finished dinner, Sarah nudged Rick. Rick wasn't sure what this meant.

	“I need to go to the ladies room;' announced Sarah . “Are you coming Sissy?”

	Rick looked at Sarah and shook his head. She glared back at him and nodded hers. He was going with her. “We'll be right back” said Sarah .

	“Hurry back, the show is about to begin said William. Sarah smiled knowingly. “You bet it is.”

	Without a word, Sarah marched Rick to the ladies room. mere Rick was surprised to discover a pink couch in a small antechamber before the restroom itself. Sarah stood in this small room and looked round to make sure they couldn't be heard; they couldn't. They were alone.

	“All right. Here's the deal,” said Sarah. “The show is about to start. when the band arrives on stage, youre going to slide beneath the table-” Rick's jaw dropped. “What? !”

	“You heard me.”

	“I... did you really say... I can't believe-”

	“Shut up and listen. You're going to do this whether you want to or not.”

	“Forget it!”

	Sarah folded her arms and balanced her foot on the heel of her shoe. She sneered at Rick. “Is that so?”

	Rick shivered. me look on her face and her posture made him intensely nervous. Still, he couldn't give her what she wanted. She wanted him to slide beneath the table and give a blowjob to Jake. mere was simply no way he could ever perform a sexual act on a man. It could not happen. He shook his head.

	“Sarah... ma’am, I'm not that kind of girl,” he said.

	“You are tonight.”

	“I'm not. I can't do this. Honestly, I just can't.”

	“Yes you can, and let me tell me you why. If you don't do what I say, and I mean exactly what I say- everything to the letter - then I'll leave you here tonight, with no money, no identification, no way home... assuming you even have a home other than my mother's house, where you will most certainly not be welcome anymore.”

	Rick couldn't believe his ears. Here was his Sweet, loving, meek little fiancée blackmailing him into providing sexual favors to a man. He was stunned.

	Sarah, on the other hand, wasn't stunned. She’d been thinking about this moment all day. This was the big moment... the moment she would push him too far and he would snap. She expected Rick would recoil at the suggestion. Then he would reveal who he really was. He would explain why he undertook this disturbing ruse in the first place and he would beg her forgiveness, tearfully of course. Then she could decide whether or not to take him back, and under what terms.

	She was in for a shock

	Rick swallowed hard. The threat Sarah had made terrified him. In fact, he had no idea how he would handle being dumped here, in women's clothes, with the body of a woman, with no place to live, no money and no job. He imagined that he would end up stuck doing exactly what Sarah had in mind right now to a great many men until he could earn enough money to turn his life round again. That thought scared him, and it didn't make giving in now seem as bad. Indeed, what Sarah wanted was simply the better, safer choice with the less humiliation.

	He took a deep breath. “Yes, ma’am,” he said softly. Sarah's jaw dropped. ““What?”

	“Yes, ma’am,” he repeated. “I’ll do what you want.” Now Sarah couldn't believe her ears. “Are you serious? !”

	Rick hung his head and looked down at his painted toenails sticking out the front of his sandals. “Yes, ma'am.”

	Sarah cocked her head to one side. She couldn't understand this at all. This was not how this was supposed to happen. “He must be bluffing. There's no way he could go through with this,” she thought. She shook her head and told herself, “Well, honey, I'm not going to be outsmarted that way. If you want to wait until the last second to can my bluff, then so be it.”

	A minute later, they were back at the table.

	Sarah looked nervous. Rick looked scared. Jake and William looked happy and expectant. They knew what was coming and both men had spread out slightly so as to give the two women enough room to do what they were going to do. The lights went down. A single yellowish light cut through the darkness and illuminated the microphone. Everything else in the room was black with only momentary glimpses of reflected light. if one sat at the proper angle. A singer appeared from the behind the curtain. The applause began.

	“Now,” mouthed Sarah at Rick and she slid beneath the table. No one saw her.

	Rick Swallowed hard and slid beneath the table as well. No one saw him either.

	Both Sarah and Rick were on their knees beneath the table. Sarah had already reached up and unzipped Jake's pants. She leaned over and whispered to Rick.

	“Reach in there and pull out his penis. Then suck him off. I want to see you work his penis hard until he cums. When he cums, take it all in, but don't swallow until I can see that you have it all in your mouth. Don't leave a drop to dirty his pants. Got it?” she said.

	Rick gritted his teeth. Despite the fact this was his safest route. he was struggling with doing it. In a moment of desperation, he decided to take the one chance he thought he still had to escape this. This may not have been the best idea, but it was the only way he could see that he could avoid putting another man's penis in his mouth... the thought of which horrified him.

	“I have to tell you something,” he said.

	Sarah shook her head and pointed at Jake's penis. “Cock first. Talk later.”

	Rick shook his head. “I can't. Sarah... I'm Rick, your fiancé.”

	Sarah’s expression didn't change... First of all, I know. I've known for days now-”

	Rick's jaw dropped. “You have? !”

	“Of course. Did you really think I would treat a maid this way?”

	“But... but how did you know?”

	“Let me give you a piece of advice, girly. The next time you want people to believe that you’re a woman, don't walk round with your testicles hanging out. That kind of gives it away.”

	Rick felt like he’d been punched in the face. He felt disoriented and dizzy. This revelation was beyond comprehension for him. How could she know and not say something? “What did she think of him now that she knew·? The fact that she knew changed everything he knew or understood about the past week and he didn't have the slightest. idea how to react.

	She continued. “Secondly, you're not getting out of this. And revealing your true identity won't change a thing. You're going to do this and then we'll talk”

	“But-”

	“No, Rick,” she said finally. “Now do as I tell you, or I'll abandon you here AND I'll tell everyone you're a man before I leave.”

	Rick ·withered. He felt his shoulders collapse and he nearly sank to the floor. He was overwhelmed and didn't know what to make of any of this. Why was she making him go forward with this now that she knew he was a man? What should he do? His instincts after months of training as a submissive woman and maid told him to simply obey Sarah's orders, but what was left of his masculinity told him to refuse... to take his chances. Which part would win? He didn't know.

	“I can't do this,” he whispered to Sarah, hoping she would change her mind.

	“You don't have a choice.”

	Rick hung his head. He took a deep breath. He didn't see that he had a choice either. His inner submissive had won. He clenched his jaw and summoned all the strength he could muster. Then he forced his hand to reach out and slide into Jake's open zipper. There it was. It was simultaneously hard and soft. Rick wrapped his fingers around it and. Pulled Jake's penis through his pants into the open.

	“Oh God,” he said. He couldn't believe he was doing this. “Good girl” said Sarah mockingly, “now stroke!”

	Slowly, Rick began to move his hand up and down the length of the. penis.

	Sarah was shocked he was doing this, and she was even more shocked that it turned her on. In fact, her panties were soaked... and she liked it. The feeling of. power she had was making her tremble all over as she watched her feminized boyfriend slowly stroking this other man's penis. She began to giggle uncontrollably; her giggling cut Rick to the core.

	“This is so humiliating!” he whined.

	“I'll bet it is,” said Sarah. “Now put your lips on it.”

	Rick needed to rise up onto his knees to get the right angle at Jake's penis to do as she wanted. When he did, Sarah moved up close against his back She reached around in front of him and ran her hand over his crotch. sure enough, he was hard as a rock

	“I'll bet you'd like to cum too, wouldn't you?”

	Rick cringed. He actually didn't. He wanted to get Jake off as quickly as possible and get out of there. The last thing he wanted was to cum himself, not until he could clear all of this out of his memory, because he didn't want to associate his own cumming with what was happening. Sarah had a different idea, however, and she was in control. She latched onto his penis.

	“What are you doing?” he demanded. “As if you didn't know.”

	“Please don't do that. I don't want to cum while I'm doing this.” She laughed. “But that's exactly what I want!”

	Rick bit his tongue and tried to think of anything that would turn him off. It wasn't working. Despite the hormones, he became hard in her hand very quickly. This was very humiliating. Then she began to stroke it and it felt so amazingly dirty.

	“Get going,” she said and she motioned toward Jake's penis. “If you cum before he does, I'll make you stand up and show Jake your penis. So you better work him the best you can.” She laughed.

	Rick didn't know if he should take this threat seriously or not, but he did, and for the next ten minutes, he pushed and pulled and stroked and sucked on this other man's penis. He needed Jake to cum before he did. He was desperate to make that happen. Thus, despite his better judgment. Rick kept finding new ways to increase the excitement for Jake. And as he did, Sarah crouched behind him and stroked his penis beneath his skirt. His testicles swung wildly between his ankles, which were elevated by the heels he wore.

	“This is disgusting,” Rick said to himself

	He ran his tongue up and down Jake's shaft, trying to make him cum. Jake's penis tasted musky and salty. Rick felt like he would be sick, except that with Sarah stroking his penis, he was becoming so turned on that even this started to seem exciting and, thus, his revulsion started to fade.

	“How much longer is this going to take? Please cum!” he pleaded to the penis in his mouth.

	It didn't... so he kept on sucking.

	At this point, he was getting dangerously close to cumming himself. Sarah had found an intense rhythm and he was struggling not to let it happen.

	“I need to work Jake’s penis faster and harder; Rick thought.

	Throughout this encounter, Rick noticed that Jake's penis, which was about two inches longer than his own and about a half-inch wider, would jump and dance in his hand and then his lips. At times, it even seemed to throb in a rhythm. The first sign that something big was happening was when this rhythm caused the penis to feel like it was Swelling. At that point, it jumped and slapped against Rick's tongue.

	“Here it comes,” he thought.

	Rick pulled his lips tight against the penis and sucked as hard as he could in all upward motion, as if he were trying to suck the cum out of it. like a straw. The taste was horrible. Suddenly, Rick felt hot cum shoot out his own penis. It hit the floor, his shoes and his feet; it. ran down his left instep and between the toes on his left foot. How humiliating! Even worse, as that was happening, Rick felt a shot of something warm, wet and sticky slam against the back of his throat. Then another shot of the same thing hit his tongue. Then another shot hit the roof of his mouth.

	Jake had cum in Rick's mouth.

	Rick wanted to vomit, but he couldn't. He also wanted to stop immediately, but he heeded Sarah's warning that he catch it all in his mouth; there were three more squirts. When he was sure there was no more cum coming, he slipped his lips off Jake's penis, pushed it back into his trousers, and then zipped them up. He turned to show Sarah what he had done, as she demanded.

	“Mmmf” he said and he stuck out his tongue.

	Sarah gasped and shuddered. When she saw male cum coating the inside of her fiancée's mouth, she had a minor orgasm. She couldn't believe how powerful she felt in that moment. This made up for a lot of the rejection and frustration she had felt when he stopped calling her.

	“Can I swallow now?” he asked. “Yes, go ahead.”

	“Thank you.” Rick swallowed but gagged in the process. He nearly threw up. “I need a drink,” he said and he started to move back up to his seat.

	“Oh no you don’t,’ said Sarah. “There's one more penis down here that needs the same treatment and I'm not doing it.”

	Rick bit his lip. “But-”

	Sarah pointed her finger at William' s crotch. “Do it.”

	Rick hung his head and proceeded to work on William's penis. It wasn't any less emasculating the second time round.

	
 

	Chapter 6 “A Threesome... Not Quite”

	 

	Sarah, Rick and William slowly made their way to Sarah’s room. They were home again from the restaurant, having parted ways with Jake who needed to go home and rest for all early morning flight. Sarah had removed her heels in the car and now carried them. Rick still wore his, even though his feet were killing him, because Sarah had made it clear she wanted him to continue wearing them. Sarah and William were both a little intoxicated. Rick wasn’t. Sarah hadn't let him eat or drink a bite after the blowjobs. She wanted him to have the taste of male cum in his mouth all night; she viewed it as part of the punishment she was inflicting upon him, a punishment that wasn't quite finished yet.

	“That was fun,” said Sarah with a giggle.

	“Yes, it was,” said William. He kissed her forehead. “You were incredible too when you went under the table.”

	Rick blushed.

	Sarah burst out laughing to the point she cried. She wiped away a tear. “Why thank you, William.”

	He kissed her again. “No, no, thank you.” They walked further along the hall.

	“That was fun,” said Sarah again, with another giggle. “I wish it didn't have to end.”

	“It doesn't have to end,” said William. “What do you mean?”

	“Well. we'll be in your room soon and there's lots of fun we can have there.”

	Sarah smiled. “Yes. there is. isn't there? “She shot a quick glance at Rick and saw his face burning red. This made her smirk. Then she leaned over and made a big show of kissing William; she had to stand on her tiptoes to do it and she, and William, almost fell down in the process. which made them both giggle.

	“Lead on said William and they continued. “It's too bad Jake had to go home,” said Sarah. “Why is that?”

	“That leaves poor Sissy with no one tonight.” said Sarah sadly. “That is too bad,” said William and he faked a pout.

	“Of course. she can come with us,” said Sarah.

	Rick and William froze mid-stride. “What? !” they both exclaimed in unison.

	“Oh don't tell me you haven't thought about it,” said Sarah to William.

	William’s jaw dropped. “A threesome? Sure, what man hasn’t!”

	Sarah smile coyly. She ran her hand over William's chest. “Well, that's not quite what I had in mind-”

	“I don't-” started Rick but Sarah cut him off.

	“You don't what? You don't even know why you're talking?” she asked angrily and she glared at Rick to let him know he would not be objecting to whatever she, wanted. Rick bit his lip and immediately went silent. “Ok I'm game to see ·what you're up to,” said William. Sarah smiled. “I thought you might be. Come with me.”

	A few minutes later, they were in Sarah’s room. William sat on the edge of the bed. Sarah stood before him. She held up her the high heels in her hands.

	“On or off?”

	“On said William.

	Sarah dropped them to the floor and slid her feet inside them. She instantly gained several inches in height. Then she spread her arms wide. “Come undress me, Sissy,” she called over her shoulder.

	Rick felt the hot sting of humiliation. He felt effete. Would he really undress his fiancée so she could have sex with another man? what choice did he have though? Until he and Sarah could sit down and discuss what happens next, he was entirely at her mercy because he needed her to get him out of the fix he was in, and he didn't want to lose her either. Hence, he Swallowed his pride and he reluctantly made his way over to Sarah. He raised his hand and touched the zipper on the back of her dress. He pulled it down.

	“Good girl,” said Sarah with a snicker.

	Rick felt his face burning with shame. But there was something which made this even worse his penis was rock hard, something it rarely ever was these days. “Why now? Why for this?” he asked himself, and the question burned him even worse. Still, he continued. He pulled the dress off Sarah’s shoulders and let it fall to her feet.

	Sarah stepped out of the dress and turned round slowly to let William examine her body. “You like?” she asked.

	“Yes, I do! Fantastic,” said William. He sat on the bed smiling and applauding. His erection was obvious beneath his trousers. He was beyond excited by the presence of these two gorgeous women and what he expected would come next.

	“It’s too bad my ex-fiancé isn't here,” said Sarah with a Cynical laugh.

	“Why?”

	“It would do him some good to see this.” William laughed. “It would probably kill him.”

	“I doubt. it. I'll bet he would actually like it.”

	“Ha! No man ever wants to see another man make love to his woman,” said William.

	“You don't know my ex.”

	“If this would turn him on, then I'm glad I don't. That's pathetic.”

	Sarah snickered and looked at Rick. She was curious how he would respond. Would he finally stand up for himself? Apparently not. Rick felt himself wither. He felt like he had shrunk and was two inches tall. He felt like he wasn't even big enough to touch her feet because the heels on her shoes were larger than he was, he felt that small. It made him shudder. “Now my panties,” said Sarah.

	Rick bit his lip, and struggled to move his hands. “Go on, Sissy.”

	“Yes, ma’am said Rick. He closed his eyes and slid his hands inside the waistband of her panties. He lowered those to her ankles and she stepped out of them, being careful not to catch them in her heels. men he stood up and unhooked her bra, freeing her magnificent breasts. His penis was now throbbing, even as he felt he might cry. Hed never felt more inadequate in his life. with her stockings still on, Sarah stepped over to William and stood before him. He leaned forward and rubbed his face in her breasts. men he ran his hands all over her, and up between her thighs.

	“I can't watch this,” Rick told himself and he tried to leave... but he couldn't. Try as he might, Rick found himself stuck there, watching as William took Sarah in his arms and licked and sucked on every pan of her. He watched as William slid his fingers inside his fiancée. men he watched as she pulled off William's pants and his underwear, exposing his enormous erection, all erection Rick was already familiar with, and then she climbed on top of him.

	A moment. later, they were both on the bed rolling in each other's arms. Sarah moaned.

	William laughed. “I love it when you moan.”

	They kept rolling and moving. their hands were everywhere. Their bodies moved like they were in all elaborate dance. men Rick saw what he never wanted to see William's impressive penis, a penis that was longer and thicker than Rick's, slid into Sarah.

	She moaned again.

	A moment later, William rolled Sarah onto her back and began thrusting his erection in and out of her. Sarah arched her back and tossed her legs up onto Williams back, crossing them at the ankles. One of her heels scratched Williams skin.

	“Ouch,” exclaimed William.

	“I'm sorry,” she said and they kissed. men she looked directly at Rick's pathetic eyes, eyes which looked on this scene with sorrow, amazement and jealousy, and she snickered. “Sissy, remove my shoes.”

	Rick didn't even hesitate. He was lost by this point; he had submitted and there would be no resistance, so he walked over to the bed and took her shoes from her feet one at a time. Then he turned to leave.

	“Don't leave,” said Sarah. “Stand right there and hold my shoes.” She pointed at the floor next to her.

	“Yes, ma’am,” said Rick. His voice was dry and it cracked.

	Sarah returned her attention to William, and he to her. For the next twenty minutes, Rick watched in shocked, horrified fascination as William took his fiancée only inches from him. He trembled the entire time with a helplessness he would never be able to describe to anyone, not that he would ever want anyone to know. Interestingly, he was hard as a rock the whole time.

	Finally, they came. It was obvious to Rick, as he heard the sounds of both breathing heavily and moaning and he saw their fluids mixing and then dripping onto the bed. They continued for another minute or so.

	“I'm done, I'm done!” exclaimed Sarah with a laugh.

	William rolled off of her. Both were breathing hard. “That was amazing, especially with a sexy womanlike Sissy watching us.”

	Sarah snickered. “Yes, it certainly added something.” She looked into Rick's eyes and smirked. “And I'm sure she got a thrill out of it too. Be a Dear, and get us a nice clean towel.”

	“Yes, ma’am,” said Rick. He offered no resistance. “Good girl.”

	Rick got the towel and returned to the bed. Sarah and William wiped themselves clean. Then Sarah tossed the dirty towel to Rick and told him to put it into the hamper, which he did; his hands were wet with cum from the towel. When he finished, Sarah slipped into a robe and stepped into a pair of matching slippers with high wedge heels. William, meanwhile, slipped back into his pants and shirr. Then he stepped into his shoes.

	“I had a wonderful time,” said William.

	“I did too,” replied Sarah.

	William leaned across the bed and kissed her on the lips. Rick bit his tongue watching this. Then the two lovers rose from the bed and Sarah walked William to the door. They held hands and kissed again several times. Finally, she let go of his hand and watched him walk off down the hallway toward his car.

	She felt amazing. William was all excellent lover and she felt deeply satisfied physically from what they had just done. But she also felt something she couldn't explain. The idea of making love to another man as Rick watched... participated actually... Was beyond description. She'd never done anything like this before, or even considered it, but now that she had, she couldn't believe the feeling of power and dominance that raced through her. Her entire body felt like it was alive with pure energy. She wanted more.

	But did she want Rick? 

	 

	-0-

	 

	With William gone, Rick finally felt a sense of relief. This had been a horrible, emasculating night... though air exciting one. Now he just wanted to get to his room, wash the salty taste of semen out of his mouth, get out of these clothes and go to sleep. He could deal with the rest in the morning. Hopefully, Sarah would be more inclined to talk this through then. Before he left, however, he did his duty as a maid. he picked up the clothes Sarah had strewn around the room and laid them over a chair or hung them in the closet.

	“Shall I prepare a bath for you as well, ma’am?” asked Rick.

	Sarah turned to face her fiancé. Her glare made Rick wither. She hadn't been sure if she wanted him back or not. Part of her did, but pair of her didn't. But now that William was gone, Sarah expected Rick to finally come clean and tell her just what the heck he was doing... but he hadn't. Even worse, he went right back into pretending to be her maid. This enraged her and she decided she wanted him gone.

	“A bath? !” she growled. “No, you will not be drawing a bath for me. In fact. you won't be doing anything for me ever again. I want you gone, Rick.”

	Rick bit his lip. He didn't expect that. “But-”

	··No, don’t try to protest. This is sick, Rick. It needs to end. I want you to go back to your little sissy room, pack your sissy things, can a cab and leave this house immediately!”

	“But Sarah, I can explain!”

	“Ha! How can you explain this? And you know what? I don't even care if you can. I never want to see you again.”

	“But It’s not what you think!”

	Sarah folded her arms and tapped her stocking-clad foot against the floor. “It’s not what I think? Really? I can't. imagine anything else it could be.”

	“Your mother-”

	She ignored his attempt to offer an explanation and spoke over him “See Rick, there is no other explanation than the one I'm thinking of what explanation can there be for blowing me off? What explanation can there be for breaking my heart. And then... and this is the really sick part... then you decided to come to my own mother's house so you could play round as her sissy maid.”

	“But it’s-”

	“Did you really think you could come here and pretend to be a woman and everything would just turn out fine?”

	“I can explain!” he protested.

	“And then tonight,” she said ·with a cynical laugh. “Tonight, I watched you give blowjobs to two men-”

	“You told me to!”

	“Yes, I did, but I never thought you would do it. No real man would have done that. They would have told meHell no!”' She was yelling now.

	“But-”

	She shook her head. “I don't care!”

	“Sarah, William is up to something!”

	“Don't you hide behind William! this has nothing to do with William!”

	“You don't understand. William has been hitting on me all week!” exclaimed Rick.

	This statement seemed to shock Sarah for the moment so Rick continued while he could. “He doesn't want you, he just wants your money. I heard him on the phone. He intends to marry you for your money and then he's going to do something to your mother so he can force her out of her firm. He's already got some investment lined up with your money.”

	Sarah ground her teeth and glared at her former fiancé. this sounded desperate, like it was the only thing he could come up with on the spur of the moment so he spit it out hoping to trip her up, but it made no sense. Why would William do that? He had his own money. He was going to be mayor. He didn't need Victoria's firm to be rich or powerful or whatever he wanted. Further, Rick was desperate to buy time, that was obvious. Still, what if it was true? 

	Sarah herself had doubts about William' s sincerity and she was genuinely surprised he was so willing to let Sissy stay in the room tonight. That seemed strange for a man who otherwise professed his love for her and her only. She folded her arms even tighter across her chest.

	“What proof do you have?” she asked.

	“I heard it, but I don't have any proof yet.” this caused Sarah to bite her lip and her face started to turn bright red. this was clearly the wrong answer. “But I can get some... I can get some,” Rick assured her quickly.

	“How can you do that?”

	“That’s a really good question,” thought Rick. He had no idea how he was going to get proof of this. But in his own outburst lay the answer and he realized that a moment later. William seemed interested in Sissy. He seemed to see Sissy as a potential conquest. Perhaps Rick could coax William to repeat what he had said in one form or another by letting William seduce him? men Rick could record it and play the recording hack for Sarah. Then she would have the proof she needed that Rick was telling the truth. Rick bit his lip. He looked down at Sarah’s feet and spoke softly “I think I can get him to tell me when he hits on me. I will record what he says.”

	An eternity seemed to pass before Sarah finally responded. Rick felt super nervous waiting to hear his fate.

	“I'll give you one week to find your proof” she said.

	“Thank you!” Rick gushed. He felt amazing relief. He wanted to fall to his knees, hug her legs and cry, but he knew that would be a mistake.

	“In the meantime, you will continue your duties and you won't say a word of this to anyone.” with that she stepped back and closed the door.

	
 

	Chapter 7 “Spying On William”

	 

	Rick woke the following morning to find Rachel standing over him. She wore a dark blue skirt suit and sharp navy pumps. Her hair was pulled back and she looked very professional. She was giggling, however.

	“How was your date?” she asked mockingly. Rick blushed. “It was fine,” he said defensively.

	“You didn't do anything to ruin your reputation as a lady, did you?” she asked and she pulled back his sheets to reveal his body, wrapped in a pink nightie. She felt his crotch. “All dry and soft. Too bad.”

	Rick blushed even deeper. Imagines of himself beneath the table sucking off the two men as Sarah stroked him to orgasm flashed before his eyes and made a deep sense of shame rise up within him. Something else rose too, but fortunately Rachel had already removed her hand.

	“No, I didn’t do anything last night,” he lied. “That's too bad. Was he a good kisser at least?” Rick glared at her but didn't respond.

	“Oh look,” said Rachel pointing at his erection, which she now noticed pushing up the nightie. “I guess you did enjoy yourself after all.”

	Rick covered his erection with his hands. “That has nothing to do with it.”

	She patted him on the head. “Well, I'm glad you had a good time,” said Rachel disingenuously.

	“Anyway, I brought you a gift.”

	“What kind of gift?”

	“Get dressed and I'll show you.”

	Rick looked at his clock It was time to get up in any event, so he rose and got dressed. After last night. he really wanted to return to dressing as a man. especially as he now knew that Sarah knew who he was. so there wasn't any point in continuing this charade. But she had specifically told him that she expected him to continue to serve her until he could present the proof he promised, and the bet called for it too. So he put on a black satin uniform with frilly white trim on the sleeves and skirt. With these, he wore his black sandals, which felt surprisingly comfortable despite their four and a half-inch heels. given that he had been wearing higher heels the past two days.

	“Don't you look cute!” gushed Rachel.

	Rick blushed again. “Thank you, ma’am,” he said and he curtseyed. “I'll bet Sarah loves having such a cute sissy maid!”

	Rick raised an eyebrow. “Does Rachel know that Sarah knows?” he asked himself He wasn't sure. It was possible. but why would Sarah tell her? He didn't know, and until he knew for sure, he assumed that Rachel didn't know. “And now for the gift,” said Rachel.

	Rick braced for the worst. or so he thought. Rachel pulled a small box from her purse and shook it. It jingled. Then she held the box out for Rick. “Thank you, ma'am,” said Rick as he took the box and opened it. He struggled a bit with his long nails. And as he did, he couldn't help but notice that his nails needed to be repainted. They were bright red, but chipped in a few places.

	Last night had been hard on them.

	“You're going to love this,” gushed Rachel. Rick worked his nails beneath the box top.

	“Well,” continued Rachel fand she twisted her lips, “I'm going to love it. I don't know how you're going to feel about it.”

	Rick pulled the top off the box. mere, surrounded by cotton, was a brass bell about an inch tall and an inch wide. The bell hung from a pink ribbon, which was tied to what appeared to be a centimeter wide rubber band. Rick stuck two fingers inside the rubber band loop and held up the bell.

	“What's this for, ma’am?” he asked nervously.

	Rachel giggled. “I'll show you she said and she took the bell. “Raise your skirt.”

	Rick furrowed his brow. This was not making him happy. Nevertheless, he did as he was told and he grabbed the hem of his uniform and raised his skirt up to his waist. Rachel then lowered his panties and wrapped her fingers around his penis. She massaged it until it was nice and hard.

	“This is going to be hilarious,” she said. Rick bit his lip. This didn't sound good.

	A moment. later, his penis was as hard as it ever got these days, last night being all exception. Rachel then spread the rubber band between her fingers and slipped it over the head of his penis until it hovered over the shaft of his penis, just behind the ridge that separated the head from the rest. She let go and it snapped into place right on the ridge. It was super tight, tight enough that it would stay whether he was erect or flaccid.

	“There,” she said and she tapped his penis with her fingers.

	DING DING DING! The bell rang.

	Rick blushed. Was she serious? This was too humiliating. She couldn't be serious, could she? She was.

	“From now on, you'll wear this and then we'll all know where you are because your little bell will give you away,” said Rachel.

	Rick cringed at the humiliation, but he did what he needed to do; he had other goals at the moment. So he thanked her and he curtseyed... Which caused the bell to ring again DING DING DING! “Now go get on with your day.”

	“Yes, ma’am.”

	Everywhere Rick went after that, he would jingle.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Meanwhile, on the other side of the house, Sarah sat at her desk thinking. She felt deeply confused. On the one hand, she was still struggling to understand why Rick the man she thought she loved, would essentially abandon her and then turn up dressed as a maid in her mother's house. That made no sense to her. How did he even know who her mother was? She needed to hear Rick's explanation, but she was afraid to do so at the saine time; she was afraid it would be worse to know the truth than to leave this as a mystery. She also wasn't sure if she really wanted to be rid of him or if she wanted him back. She knew yesterday that she wanted him gone and it did her heart good to rub in his humiliation the prior night. But today, today she wasn't so sure. She did miss him.

	Then there was the other issue she was trying very hard to avoid acknowledging seeing Rick feminized and submissive to her was turning her on. She couldn't explain it, but it was true. Every time she gave him some order, it sent a tingle racing down her spine. And every time she saw him swish his sexy little feminized rear around the room or watched him balance delicately in his high heels, she felt the moisture inside her start to build. There was no doubt she liked seeing him feminized and dominated... she just wasn't sure why or what to do about it.

	Then there was the third issue. Had Rick actually overheard something bad from William or was that just a lie to stop her from moving on from Rick with William? It seemed unlikely that “William would be up to anything, but it was possible. Indeed, while she generally liked “William , there were moments where she had her doubts about him. Was it possible that was a warning sign she had missed? 

	“I guess we’ll find out,” she said.

	She rang the bell to call for a servant. This was the cue she wanted to speak to Rick. A minute later, Rick appeared. He stood in the doorway and curtseyed. As he did, Sarah thought she heard a tiny bell jingling.

	“You rang ma’am?” he asked.

	“Actually, I could ask you the same thing.”

	Rick pretended not to understand her “I'm sorry?”

	Sarah shook her head. ·'Never mind. I want an iced tea. Also, I want to speak to you about everything. Come here,” she said and she pointed her finger at the floor next to her chair.

	“Yes, ma’am said Rick and he walked over to her. As he did, the bell jingled again; Sarah raised her eyebrow but again said nothing about it.

	“I want to know exactly what you heard from William said Sarah. “Yes, ma’am.”

	“Start with where you were.”

	Rick nodded his head. “Yes, ma’am. I was in the living room sitting in the leather chair near the globe. I was facing the bookcase when he walked in. He didn't see me. He was on the phone with a man, but I don't know who.”

	“Are you sure he didn't see you?”

	“Yes, ma’am. He didn't see me,” said Rick. “How do you know?”

	“Because he never acknowledged my presence and because the conversation sounded like it was meant to be held in private. If he had seen me, I think he would have been startled and he certainly wouldn't have continued this conversation.”

	“I see. Continue.”

	“Yes, ma’am said Rick and he curtseyed again. Again, the bell jingled and Sarah's eyebrow went up even further. “He told the man on the phone that he wanted to invest and that the man should prepare the papers. The man must have objected because William sounded defensive. He said that he would have the money soon. He said that he would have the money after he married you, and that then they could use the investment to take over Ms. Martin's firm. The they could toss her out of the firm.”

	Sarah ran her tongue over her teeth. “All right. Let’s say I believe you. We need proof if we're going to convince my mother thatWilliam is doing something against her. She loves him. She thinks she has him wrapped around her finger.”

	“Do you have a plan for getting the proof?“ asked Sarah.

	“Yes, ma’am. I was going to ask him about himself and hope that he starts talking.”

	Sarah let out a cynical laugh. “Forget it. We need a better plan than that.”

	Rick hung his head and blushed. “Yes, ma'am. What do you recommend?”

	Sarah rubbed her chin. “We're going to need something stronger, that's for sure,” she said. Then she paused. She ran her tongue over her teeth and closed her eyes. Then she suddenly smiled. “I've got it.”

	“Got what, ma'am?” asked Rick nervously.

	“The only way you're going to get this information out of him is to flirt with him.”

	“Flirt? !”

	“Yes. flirt! You said he was interested in you. We need to take advantage of that. You're going to flirt with him... and not just flirt, Rick. You're going to promise him exactly what he wants. That's the only way you're going to get him to open up and start talking.”

	Rick Swallowed hard. “But what if he expects delivery?”

	Sarah smirked at her feminized fiancée. “You tell me. How far are you willing to go to win me back?”
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	For the next few days, Sarah invited William over every day and Rick did his best to hover around William as much as possible. He tried to leave his rear exposed in the hopes that William would pinch it. He made suggestive comments when he served William food or drink. And he tried to make it clear that he was interested in William. Each of these behaviors was Sarah’s idea. None of them worked.

	Rick felt frustrated.

	“How can I prove myself to Sarah if l can't get him interested in me?” he asked himself as he dusted the library. “He was interested before. Why not now? There must be a way to attract him.”

	He sighed.

	Then he heard the sound of someone approaching down the hallway.

	“That's probably Rachel come to add more bells,” he muttered sourly to himself. This was a reference to Rachel having already increased the number of bells tied to his penis from one to two. She said she wanted added volume, and they were now loud enough that people had begun to ask him if he was jingling. He did his best to ascribe it to bells sewn into his uniform, which seemed to satisfy everyone so far.

	It wasn’t Rachel coming down the hallway, however... it was William. “There you are,” said William.

	Rick tensed up. “Here goes,” he said. Then he turned to face William and he smiled demurely. He even fluttered all eyebrow. This made him feel weak and vulnerable, but he did it. Then he curtseyed to William, which caused the now familiar ringing. William smiled when he heard it.

	“I'd love to find those bells,” said William. Rick blushed, but said nothing.

	William continued. “I've been hoping to find you alone.”

	“Can I help you, sir?”

	William laughed. “Can you help me? You bet you can help me. You've been driving me crazy all week, you little minx. And don't tell me you don't know what I'm talking about, because I know you do. I've seen the way you keep trying to shove your breasts or your butt into my face and how you're practically begging me to touch you every time you come near me!”

	Rick thought all his efforts had gone unnoticed. Now he kind of wished they had. Indeed, while he knew he needed to do this, the prospect sickened him. It also scared him, because each contact with William ran the risk of his masculinity being discovered and Rick had no idea what would happen then.

	“It's been amazing... frustrating, but amazing.”

	“I don't know what to say,” said Rick

	William walked over to Rick and took the dust cloth. He set that down on the table and pushed Rick into the comer. Why don't you show me how much you want me?” asked William and he unzipped his pants. He placed one hand on the wall on each side of Rick, leaving Rick just enough room to drop to his knees.

	Rick reached into his pocket to hit record on the device Sarah had given him, but it wasn't there I He had left it on his bed when he changed uniforms only a few minutes before! “Oh no!” screamed Rick inside his head. “I need to put this off until I can get that recorder. I may never get a second chance. I need to find a way to make him come back later.”

	“Come on, baby,” said William.

	“You want me to give you a blowjob?” asked Rick

	“What do you think?” asked William and he pulled his growing penis out of his pants through his zipper.

	“But what about Ms. Sarah?”

	“What about her?.

	“I thought you were dating her?” William smiled. “I am.”

	“But then how... Why... With me?”

	William grabbed Rick by the shoulders and planted a big kiss right on his lips. Part of Rick melted, the other part wanted to vomit. “How's that? Are you going to tell her?”

	Rick shook his head. “No, sir.”

	“Good,” said William and he stroked Rick's hair and throat all the way down to his breasts, which caused Rick's nipples to stand up. ”Now about that blowjob-”

	“I have a better idea,” said Rick. He was making this up as he went, but he thought he had stumbled upon all idea that would work. “What if we do something better than just a blowjob?”

	William grinned evilly. “Like what?”

	“Like, whatever you like,” said Rick and he shook his breasts and his butt.

	William chuckled and pushed hard against Rick; Rick could feel William's erection pressing against his thighs and his breath on Rick's face. “Anything I like?” asked William.

	Rick nodded his head. “Yes, sir.”

	“Anything?”

	William slid his hand beneath Rick's skirt in the rear and tried to push his fingers into Rick's butt through his panties. “I Can go for that.”

	“Yes sir. But there's a catch, sir.”

	William furrowed his brow and frowned. “What catch?”

	“I need to finish my duties first. Can we meet after dinner in my room?”

	William's frown slowly turned into a broad smile. He picked up Rick's hand and kissed it. Then he kissed Rick square on the lips, which disturbingly sent a chill down Rick's spine and made him even more erect. “All right. After dinner. I'll come to your room. Then I'll teach your rear end what a real penis feels like. Agreed?”

	Rick nodded his head. “Yes, sir.”

	 

	-0-

	 

	“Oh my God! what am I going to do?” bleated Rick He had told Sarah what had happened with William and now he was in a panic about what would happen next. Images of William bending him over a table and having his way with Rick's butt sent shivers down Rick's spine... as did images of what would happen when William discovered Rick's true gender.

	Sarah wasn’t listening however. She was thinking about the situation and how it had turned to their advantage. “You know, this is really good actually,” said Sarah.

	“Good? How can this be good? !”

	“Because he's baited the trap himself”

	“Yes, but I'm the bait. And in case you haven’t noticed, the moment he slides his hand between my legs, he's not going to find a pussy. He's going to find the last thing he expected and he's going to go insane.”

	“You yourself said he didn't want your pussy, he wanted your butt,” countered Sarah.

	“That’s what he said, but how can I hide the one when he's playing with the other? He’s going to want to see me naked and he’s got roving hands.” Sarah calmly shook her head. “Not if we do it right.”

	“Do it right? I'm not even sure how to do it at all!”

	“What do you mean?” asked Sarah. Then, a moment later, she began to giggle. ”Oh. I see. You've never had anything inside your butt before. “She laughed now. “Well. we can remedy that. Come with me.”

	“What do you mean ‘remedy',” asked Rick suspiciously. “Just come with me.”

	Sarah took Rick's hand and led him down the hallway to her bedroom. Once there. she took out two pairs of stockings from her lingerie drawer. She walked over to her desk with the stockings and tied each to the frame of her desk.

	“What are you doing?” asked Rick.

	“It's easier to show you than explain it to you. Now come over here.” Rick reluctantly walked over to Sarah.

	“No, stand on the other side of the desk.”

	“I'd rather no-”

	Sarah glared at him. “Do I need to remind you of your place or that you're the one who needs to prove what you've claimed? Now do as you're told, Sissy! Do you understand me?”

	Rick Swallowed hard. “Yes, ma’am,” he said and he started round the desk.

	She stopped him. “You didn't curtsey.” she said coldly. “Yes. ma’am, I'm sorry.” He curtseyed. It felt humiliating.

	“That' s better. I don't like this idea of yours suddenly that you can abandon your duties and your rules just because I know who you are. Don't make that mistake, Sissy. Until you prove what you claim about William. you are Sissy and you will be Sissy. Don't forget that.”

	“I know, ma'am.”

	“Now get to the other side of the desk and bend over it.”

	Rick walked to the other side of the desk and bent forward. Sarah took his right arm and yanked it over the desk. She tied one of the stockings tightly around his wrist. Then she took his other arm and tied the other stocking tightly around that wrist.

	“There! That’s better,” said Sarah.

	As this point, Rick was stretched out over the desk. His arms were tied to the desk in such a way that he needed to stand on tiptoes to maintain his position, even in his heels, otherwise he would experience a good deal of pain from the desk. He looked ridiculous in his black uniform and his white lace cap, stretched out over the desk, standing on tiptoes... so vulnerable. For her part, Sarah wore a hot-pink pencil skirt, matching high-heeled sandals, and a white shirt with a man’s collar·. She circled the desk, examining him from all sides. There was a huge smile on her face.

	“Very nice,” she said.

	Rick started to feel nervous. “Miss, can you please untie me? This is very uncomfortable.” It was uncomfortable, but what he really meant was that he didn't like not being able to move and that Sarah could do anything she wanted to him.

	“I'm sure it is, but it's the best way to simulate how you'll feel when William grabs you from behind and pins you.”

	“Simulate?”

	“Yes, now be still. I need to get something,” said Sarah and she went and got something Rick could not see from a desk drawer.

	Rick had no idea what this was about. but he knew he wasn't going to like it. Sarah seemed to revel in emasculating him ever since she discovered it was him under the maid uniform, and he knew this would be another such experience. He braced himself.

	Sarah, on the other hand, was looking forward to this. this wasn't so much revenge, as she already had that, as it was satisfying her curiosity. Indeed, she had become curious about what exactly turned her on about dominating Rick and how far that went. She had developed a real taste for it and she wanted to use this opportunity to explore the possibilities a little further while she still had all this power over him. So she grabbed the strap-on belt from her drawer and tied it around her waist. She made sure the hot-pink dildo was firmly fixed to the belt. men she returned to Rick.

	“I think you're going to enjoy this,” said Sarah to Rick. “Yes, ma'am,” said Rick nervously.

	A moment later, Rick felt Sarah lift up his skirt and pull down his panties. this exposed his butt. She then crouched down behind him. She squeezed his testicles, which hung between his legs.

	“If we put you in the right kind of thong, then your testicles won’t be visible from behind. That will help,” she said and she pushed his balls upward out of sight with her fingers. “Yes, that would work”

	Rick didn't respond. He didn't know what to say.

	Sarah then squirted some lubricant on her fingers and worked it around his rear. She got a good deal on the hole itself, but didn't stick any inside. Then, without a word of warning, she rammed the large, plastic dildo on her belt inside his rear. She wasn't gentle.

	Rick panicked. Not only was this thing that had entered his rear painful, but he had no idea what it was, as he hadn't seen Sarah get the strap-on. All he knew was that something hard and cold and the size of a car had suddenly rammed itself into his rear and was pushing deeply inside him like all invading army. And as it swept through him, it created intense pressure and made him feel like he would explode.

	“Ahhhh!” he squealed and then he clenched his teeth.

	“Don't be a sissy. Sissy. You'll get used to it.”

	“It hurts!”

	She ignored his whining. “Besides, it's better to get used to it now, before William does it to you for real.”

	Rick started to complain, but Sarah reached round and shoved a pair of panties into his mouth. He could no longer speak. Then she laid her body up against his and she pushed the strap-on as far inside him as she could. When she got as far as she could, she yanked it back out and then shoved it back in again. In and out it went, faster and faster. She was loving the feeling of power this gave her to make her fiancé the woman of their relationship and pound his rear as he was helpless, unable to resist. The only thing she wished was that she could cum inside him and fertilize him with her seed. That would be the ultimate triumph.

	“Oh well, can't have everything,” she said with a laugh.

	Rick, on the other hand, was struggling with this. There was pleasure mixed in, but the majority of what he felt was pressure and pain, and he felt weak and emasculated that his fiancée was the one doing this to him. He almost cried.

	When she was satisfied, or said differently, once she had enough, she removed the dildo from his rear-. She noticed that cum was dripping from his penis.

	“I see you enjoyed that,” she said. He didn't respond.

	She laughed. “Tell me honestly. You can't hide the truth.”

	“No, I didn't,” he said through the panties.

	“Liar,” she said and she picked up the cum that was dangling from his penis with her fingers and held it to his lips. ··this tells me you did enjoy it.”

	SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

	She slapped his rear with her bare hand. “You can't lie to me, so don't even try, Sissy! Now tell me the truth! Tell me you enjoyed it. Tell me you like taking it like a woman.”

	Rick honestly didn't know, and he felt too humiliated to tell her what she wanted to hear, so he didn't answer. He could put up with being spanked by her.

	SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

	“Tell me the truth!”

	He still said nothing.

	Sarah laughed. “Fine. If you want to he punished, then so be it.” With that, she walked over to her bed and tossed the dildo onto the bed. She straightened her clothes and walked to the door. “I’ll be back in an hour·. We'll see how you're doing then.”

	She left.

	Rick spent the next hour on his tiptoes stretched out over this desk. His rear was sore from the pounding and a little from the spanking. His penis dripped cum down to the floor and onto his stockings. He felt incredibly ·vulnerable and submissive. And as the minutes passed, his calves, his toes, and his arches began to burn. This was torture.

	By the time Sarah returned, he was much more pliable.

	 

	-0-

	 

	The hour had come. Everything was arranged. Dinner was finished. William had eaten with Victoria and Sarah. The table was being cleared. Rick aka Sissy, was serving drinks. He wore a brand new bright yellow uniform with a tight skirt and yellow spike-heeled sandals, courtesy of Rachel. He also still jingled when he walked.

	“So William, did you enjoy dinner?” asked Victoria.

	“Yes, thank you. You're always an amazing host, Victoria replied William.

	“I do my best. And I have a fabulous new chef”

	“The dinner was fantastic.”

	“I agree. So what do you two love birds have planned for the evening?” asked Victoria.

	William was just about to comment that he felt sleepy and that he might just head on home, though his real intent was to sneak to Sissy's bedroom, but to his great surprise, he was saved from the need to lie as Sarah spoke first and she disclaimed any plans for the evening.

	“I'm feeling very tired. I think I may go to bed early,” said Sarah. “You don't mind, do you William?”

	William smiled. “No, dear, of course not. If you're tired then by all means go to bed. I'll just head home and take care of some business.” He rose to his feet. “We're still going to brunch at the club tomorrow morning, aren't we?”

	Sarah nodded her head. “Of course.”

	“Good,” said William and he kissed her on the cheek “I'll see you in the morning.”

	As William kissed Sarah goodnight, Victoria whispered to Rick 

	“You've lost, Sissy. I knew she would choose him over you.” Then she chuckled. “Better get used to being my maid.”

	Rick held his tongue.

	Meanwhile, William walked to the door. Then he stopped and cocked his head to one side. “Didn't I have a jacket with me?” Sarah raised her eyebrow. “I don't recall one.”

	“I did. I brought a jacket with me. I wonder where I could have left it.”

	Sarah nodded at Rick. “I'm sure Sissy can help you find it, isn't that right, Sissy?”

	“I'll do my best ma’am.”

	With that William made his way round the table to wish Victoria goodnight. He then followed “Sissy” down the hallway as they ostensibly went to look for his jacket. They had another purpose in mind, however.

	“I've been thinking about this all day said William as he followed Rick down the hallway. His eyes scanned Rick's body from his heels to the back of his head. He paid particular attention to Rick's shapely butt which swayed beneath the yellow uniform.

	“You have?” asked Rick demurely.

	“Oh yes.”

	They came to the room Sarah had set up as Sissy's supposed room. In reality, this was all old bedroom Sarah had chosen because she could place a camera in the wall behind a painting which once covered a wall safe.

	Rick walked in first. “This is my room, sir.”

	William walked up behind Rick and wrapped his arms round Rick He kissed him on the neck. “There's no need to can mesir,' baby.”

	Rick cringed and slipped out of William’s grasp. He moved across the room and untied his apron. He kept his back to William to hide his erection.

	William, meanwhile, unzipped his pants and untucked his shirt.

	“Sir, are you sure about this?” asked Rick He was nervous, but that wasn't why he asked. He needed to get William to admit that he was only marrying Sarah for her money.

	“Of course, I'm sure, why wouldn't I be?”

	“It’s just... I don't want to hurt your relationship with Ms. Sarah or Ms. Martin,” said Rick

	William kicked off his shoes. He didn't respond.

	Rick tried again. “It just seems you two are in love and I don't want to ruin that.”

	William laughed.

	“Sir?”

	“Don't worry about it,” said William.

	Rick visibly bit his lip. ”Are you sure? I know how much you need them,” Rick said in a soft, innocent tone. Sarah had carefully chosen the word “need”, and William immediately took the bait.

	“Need? What do you mean?” he asked as he stepped out of his pants.

	Rick did his best to blush. “I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said that.”

	William furrowed his brow.” Now wait a minute. What aren't you telling me? Who told you I needed them? And who is them' exactly?”

	Rick looked down at the floor as if he was struggling to say this. Then he said what Sarah had told him to say, to the letter “Well. they both talk about it. Ms. Sarah says you are so in love with her that you're like a puppy dog... that she has you wrapped around her finger. She brags about it all the time.”

	William’s face turned red. His ego made an appearance. “She did?” he asked sourly. “What else did she say?”

	“Nothing in particular.”

	“Tell me.”

	“It's nothing.”

	William glared at Rick.

	Rick decided it was time to drive the knife deeper into William’s ego. “It's just that... Well. it doesn't really bother me. I mean, I don't really mind, sir. I mean, I understand a lot of men are weak and need their wives or girlfriends to lead their lives. There's no shame in that... I guess.”

	William looked like he was going to explode. Words failed him.

	“Ms. Victoria says that too,” continued Rick in the same measured tone. “She says you have no business acumen. She said she will handle all your business dealings after you and Sarah marry.”

	William clenched his fists. “Those little bitches. You're not lying to me, are you?”

	“Oh no, sir. I’m on your side”

	“What do you mean my side?”

	“I don't like Ms. Sarah or Ms. Victoria. they're cruel women and I was surprised that a wonderful, gentle, sensitive man like you was interested in either,” said Rick He felt really stupid saying this, but it seemed to be working. “I just need to push him a little more,” said Rick to himself before saying to William, “I feel badly that they've taken advantage of you.”

	This was too much for William's ego to take. He huffed and he ran his tongue over his teeth. then he put. his hands on his hips. “No one, and I mean no one, has taken advantage of me! Ever!”

	“If you say so,” said Rick dismissively.

	William bit his tongue. “I do say so!” he growled.

	Rick nodded his head, but didn't make eye contact with William, a sure way to suggest that he still didn't believe William. Rick could tell that the way William was shifting around like a caged animal that he was agitated. It was clear that William couldn’t let “Sissy” continue to believe these things about him. All Rick had to do was wait for William to burst now.

	Sure enough. it happened.

	“Listen here,” said William. His face was burning red. “Neither of them has taken advantage of me. Marrying Sarah will give me access to a boat load of money, getting my hands on that is not being taken advantage of. Do you understand me? As for Victoria, the old witch. let me guarantee you that I'll be running her company long before she ever gets a chance to run my life.”

	Rick tried to look confused. “But how can you run her company? The company belongs to her.”

	“At the moment it does, but that can change.” he growled. “Change how?” asked Rick skeptically.

	“There are ways. Shares to be bought. Other things I can't discuss.”

	“Are you serious?” Rick asked as he gave his best demure pose.

	“You bet I am. So get that idea out of your head right now. I am not weak and neither of them is going to control me.”

	“Because you'll marry Sarah for the money and then take Ms. Martin's business from her?”

	“Yes said William before he realized he had probably said too much. He froze. Then he decided to change the topic. “Look are we going to do this or not? You promised me sex and all you’re doing is talking.” As he said this, he grabbed Rick and bent him over the bed. He started working Rick's dress up over his rear and his panties down his hips. Before he could get Rick's panties down, however. the door opened. There stood Sarah in black pants. black spikes, and a red top. She looked somewhere between angry and bemused.

	“Well, well, well, William. what have we hear,” asked Sarah. William pushed Rick down onto the bed and stepped back from him.

	“It’s not what it looks like, honey. We were looking for my jacket and then she started coming onto me.”

	Sarah laughed. “Is that so?”

	“Yes, absolutely.”

	“So I guess you didn't really just admit that you're only after my money and my mother's business?”

	“That’s a lie! whoever told you that is a dirty liar!” protested William.

	Sarah let out a cynical laugh. “You told me that, William, and I have it on tape if you’d like to hear it. But that’s not the best part. Do you know what the best part is?”

	William bit his lip. “What?” he asked cautiously.

	“The best part is that I have video of you making out with poor little Sissy.”

	A sour expression crossed William’s face. “You don't.”

	“I do.”

	“Fine. I get it. You aren't going to marry me. Well, do you know what? I don't honestly care. There are other women out there with tons of money.” As he said this, he grabbed his pants and started pulling them up his legs. His underwear were still under the bed, where they had fallen before. “As for your attempt to blackmail me with photos of me making out with Sissy, so what? I'm single. I'm allowed to make out with women.” He zipped up his. pants.

	“Oh, but William, you don't understand. See, Sissy isn't just another pretty little girl that you can laugh off in the press.”

	“Why? Because I was dating you at the same time? Good luck with that.” Sarah laughed. “No, because Sissy is a pretty little boy.”

	William froze and his jaw dropped. He looked Rick up and down. Then he focused on Rick's crotch, where he saw hints of all object of some sort that wasn't supposed to be there. “Oh God!”

	“That's right Mr. Mayor-wannabe. That changes things, doesn't it? At the very least, it will be interesting to see how your candidacy goes after images are released of you feeling up a girly boy in a dress.”

	William bit his tongue. He took a deep breath. “What do you want?”

	“Why William, whatever do you mean?” asked Sarah with a laugh. “What do you want for the photos?”

	“I don't think I'm willing to give those up,” said Sarah.

	William wiped some sweat from his lip. “Why not?”

	Sarah laughed. “Can me sentimental.” She walked over to William and poked him in the chest. “From now on, you better do whatever I tell you, or I'll release those photos and ruin your life. It's that simple. These photos are my guarantee that there will never be any misunderstandings between us. Got it?”

	William looked deeply into her eyes to see if he saw any indication of mercy. He saw none. He was trapped. He had only one choice and that was to agree. So he bit his tongue and then nodded his head.

	“Tell me you agree,” said Sarah. “Yes, I agree,” said William softly. “Now show me you understand.” William furrowed his brow. “How?”

	“What you thought I did for you in the restaurant, that wasn't me. That was Sissy giving you something special. You’re going to return the favor. Suck her, or should I say his cock”

	“You've got to be joking? !” exclaimed William.

	Sarah chuckled. “Hardly. Now prove it or else.”

	William’s life and career flashed before his eyes. He was on the verge of having what he wanted real power. If she released the photos she had of him, then he would be ruined. She had him over a barrel. He shuddered at this realization, this realization that the only way to get the power he craved was to put himself at the mercy of this woman he had wronged.

	He agreed.

	Interestingly, this was a bluff as Sarah had no actual images of William and Rick together. She would in a few moments though. Indeed, as the hidden camera rolled, William lowered himself to his knees and kneeled before this person, Sissy, who was really Rick. He raised Sissy's skirt. sure enough, Sissy had a small penis. William trembled all over as he took Sissy's penis in his mouth and worked it over with his lips. This was the worst day in his life... so far.

	
 

	Chapter 8 “Winning The Bet”

	 

	Victoria sat at the table reading her newspaper. She wore all off-white pantsuit. Rick stood nearby in a hot-pink maid uniform. He had served her drinks and brought her the newspaper. Sarah entered the room and sat down at the table. She wore a dark red cotton A-line dress and black spikes.

	“Mother, we need to talk,” said Sarah. Victoria smiled. “What about?”

	“I want you to know I'm getting married.”

	Victoria suddenly beamed. She set the newspaper down on the table without folding it and she rose from her chair to hug her daughter. “I'm so happy for you! I knew you liked William!”

	Sarah smirked. “It's not William.”

	Victoria froze. Confusion read all over her face. “Not William?”

	“No mother, William was a skunk. He only wanted me so he could get to your money and your business. In fact, he had plans to take the business from you and leave you with nothing.”

	Victoria’s jaw dropped. “I don't believe it! Not William!”

	“Yes, William.”

	“But that can't be. He’s so nice, so respectable. Besides, he has his own money and his own career. He doesn’t need my money.”

	Sarah shook her head. “Apparently, he does.”

	“Well, I just don't believe it.”

	“I thought you might say that. That's why I brought this,” said Sarah and she pulled a tape recorder from her purse. She hit play and for the next minute or two the recorder repeated the conversation between Rick and William. When it was over, Victoria looked like she had been punched in the gut.

	“I can't believe this. How could he be so... so false!” growled Victoria. “Well. just be glad he's been exposed.”

	“Oh, I am!”

	“And you have Rick to thank for that,” said Sarah.

	Victoria bit her lip. She paused for a. good five seconds. “Rick?”

	“Yes, mom, Rick. You remember Rick don't you?”

	“Uh, Rick? I'm not sure I do,” said Victoria. She sounded like someone trying to sound confused.

	“You remember Rick. He's my fiancé... the man you tried to turn into a woman.”

	There was dead silence.

	Sarah waited several seconds before motioning Rick to come stand next to her. He set down his tray and tottered over to Sarah. Sarah then placed her hand on his thigh and slid it up beneath his dress until she made his bells jingle - yes, she still made him wear the bells.

	“I'm marrying Rick, mother... and you lost your bet.”

	Victoria blushed deeply. Then she started spitting out words nervously “L well, I didn't. You don't understand. You've misunderstood me. Is that what poor Rick thinks? That I tried to turn him into a woman? Haha ha, no, that's not. I mean, no, I never fried to turn him into a woman”

	“You gave him breasts, mom!”

	“Temporary. It was all temporary,” said Victoria, stumbling over her words. “I wasn't trying to turn him into a woman. I wanted to toughen him up so he was better equipped to be a success in the business world. I did it for you!”

	“Uh huh,” said Sarah sarcastically. “Well, as I understand it, you made a bet and you lost. And now you owe Rick a management position and a good deal of money. You also promised to be supportive of our marriage.”

	Victoria's face burned red. She was very much regretting their bet at the moment.

	“Are you going to deny it?”

	“No, it's true she admitted reluctantly. “I expect you to honor the bet.”

	“Fine,” growled Victoria. Then she paused. She took a deep breath.

	“Well... I guess, welcome to the family, young man,” she said to Rick. She couldn't look him in the eyes. “I'll can Dr. Waid, as agreed, and get her to design a program to return you to being a man ·

	Sarah suddenly giggled.

	“Nobody said anything about that,” said Sarah. Victoria's jaw dropped. “What do you mean?”

	Sarah shook Rick's penis with her fingers, causing the bells to jingle again. “I mean, I like him like this and he likes being like this. So he's going to stay a woman. thanks to you, mom!”

	“For how long?”

	“Probably forever.”

	Victoria shuddered. She couldn't believe that. her daughter would many a man who dressed like a woman. “Dear, think about this-”

	“And one more thing. We've decided we want a huge wedding with all your friends there. And we're both going to wear white dresses at the wedding.”

	Victoria fell back in her chair. “Dear, no,” she said pleadingly. “Yes, mother. this was your idea, after all.”

	“But I'll be a laughing stock! I'll be ruined!”

	Sarah snickered. Then she rose and kissed her mother on the forehead. “You'll get used to it,” she said. She then took Rick's hand and led him off down the hallway to her bedroom. She had a few new games she wanted to try with her fiancé which involved the use of her strap-on.

	As Victoria listened to the sound of her daughter and her son-in-law's high heels disappearing down the hallway, she shuddered. This was a nightmare. She would become a laughing stock if this happened. “there must be something I can do,” she said. “I need a plan.”

	 

	The End'? 
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