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Conditions of Employment by Bea I  looked  around  the  recreation  center.  The  Japanese  lanterns reflected softly on the water of the swimming pool and well-dressed men and women - well, mostly women - stood around, drinks in hand chatting or wandered around  the  gardens in  small  groups.  It  was so romantic!  I sighed happily. As president of the condo association, I had brought off another great party! I just knew that I would be getting accolades from all of the association members - especially from the board of trustees - "My girls" as I liked to call them. 

The girls Fizzie had supplied as hostesses were, as always, doing a wonderful  job.  I  watched  their  lithe  bodies  weave  through  the  guests, drinks  and  canapes  always  at  the  ready,  smiles  for  everyone.  Idly,  I wondered how she got these girls to volunteer their services. I stood there, drink in hand, supremely happy. Looking back? I know it was the ultimate high point of my life. Things started going awry immediately thereafter. 

"Hello Charles!" I heard Gloria's deep contralto voice at my back, and a hand landed on my shoulder. "Wonderful party! Don't know how you do it! Absolutely marvelous taste - right Paula?" I smiled and turned around to meet Gloria Matson and her daughter Paula who were standing next to me. 

"Why thank you Gloria! What a wonderful compliment! How are you? And you, Paula? Enjoying yourself I hope?" 

Gloria is a fine  looking woman -  somewhere  in  her  late forties. I knew she owned some kind of clothing boutique and that she'd recently joined  the  association  board.  Other  than  that?  Nothing  much.  Her daughter,  Paula  -  a  few  years  younger  than  me,  and  a  little  taller  -  but always seemed to have a sulky petulant look about her. I'd snapped at her once about something, and we seemed to have developed a bad chemistry between us ever since - not that I cared that much. 

"Got a minute Charles?" Gloria asked quietly. "Some association business?" 

I laughed lightly. "You don't think this party is association business Gloria?" 

"Charles?"  she  said  seriously.  "There's  a  few  empty  conference rooms  available.  I  think  we  need  to  talk.  Now!"  I'll  admit,  I  intimidate easily, and this woman's look and tone of voice were more than enough to 3 
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"Okay Gloria! As you wish! But Paula? Don't you want something else to do? It sounds as if this'll be really boring for you.?" 

She  considered  what  I'd  said  for  a  second  or  so  then  shot  me  a baleful look. "No. Don't think so. I want to hear what mom has to say." 

I  swallowed  nervously,  then  managed  to  get  out,  "Ha  ha  ladies! 

Well? If it's that serious? Let's get down to business." With that, I led them into the center and down to a vacant conference room, opened the door and ushered them in. As she passed the door, Gloria changed the "Vacant" 

sign to "Occupied" 

"Is that really necessary dear?" I asked, pausing in the still open doorway. 

"I  am  not  your  'dear'  Charles," She  said  forthrightly.  "I  consider you a crook and an embezzler. Now shut that door, come in here, and sit down.  You  have  some reparations to  make  to  the  association.  After  we leave  this  room,  you  will  announce  your  immediate  resignation  as President. Depending on how you act here I will announce why you have resigned. If you behave properly, I will stay quiet." 

I know I turned pale as she started to speak. Nervously, I closed the door and stumbled to a chair. "Gloria? Let me explain..." I stammered nervously. 

She held a hand up imperiously. "Be quiet  Charles. By  my reck-oning, over the last four years you have embezzled eighteen thousand, six hundred and forty seven dollars and sixty three cents. If you can write a check for  that  amount  right  now,  your  resignation  will  be  sufficient  to keep  me  quiet.  If  you  can't?  We  will  have  to  come  to  some  other arrangement." She stopped and stared at me waiting for my response. 

I licked my lips, knowing full well that guilt was written all over my face. "It's not as much as that, surely? Eighteen thousand? But surely you know that I spent it on events for the association? I never took a dime for myself." 

She shook her head. "I do tend to believe you. Whatever possessed you to be such an idiot? That money is for making necessary repairs to 4 

Conditions of Employment by Bea the complex - not your private funds for "Affairs" like tonight. Tell me. If you went to the board right now and told them this, can you possibly think that they wouldn't file criminal charges? Think they wouldn't put you in jail?  Even  if  what  you  say  is  absolutely  true?"  "I...  I...  Don't  know."  I mumbled. 

"Can you pay us back? Immediately?" 

"I'd have to sell my condo, Gloria. It's all I have. I don't have any bank account worth talking about." 

"I  can't  understand  why  you  want  to  stay  here  anyway.  This  has almost  become  a  woman's  complex.  Haven't  you  seen  the  transition happening  Charles?  All  these  single  stewardesses,  all  these  lesbians? 

Single  men  and  married  couples  gradually  disappearing?  Can't  you  see what's happening? Don't you think you'd be better off moving out?" 

"I  CAN'T!"  I  replied.  "I  was  left  the  place  by  my  aunt  when  she died. I own it outright, but my credit record is bad and I don't have a regular job, so it might be very difficult for me to qualify for a house loan..." 

"You're a temp bookkeeper, aren't you?"    Gloria asked.      "That pays pretty good, doesn't it?" 

"Just my living expenses. It's not steady enough." 

"I thought it had to be something like that," she said. "You spent the associations money on a bunch of parties, and you don't have the funds to pay us back, unless you sell your house. Is that right?" 

"Yes Gloria." I answered meekly. 

"Do you want to sell your place?" 

"Not if I don't have to." I answered, sensing that there might be an alternative in her mind. There was. 

She  leaned  forward  in  her  chair.  "Here's  the  way  I  see  it,"  she started. "If I make this public, it'll only damage the association and I like this place too much to take a chance on that. You'd end up in jail, and we'd have to force a sale on your place to get the money - which I'm not even sure we have the legal right to do. If I let you try and sell it, there's a good chance that it would take a long time. Condos don't sell too quickly these days and there's always the chance that some other board member could 5 
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She paused, her eyes locking on mine. "Here's what I'm propos-ing. I'll pay off the amount immediately and you'll write me an IOU for that amount at eight percent interest, compounded." 

"That's VERY generous Gloria. I don't know what to say..." I broke in, happily. 

"I'm not finished, Charles. Just listen, would you?" I blushed at the reprimand. 

"Sorry." 

She nodded acceptance, then continued. "You will give up your house and rent it out..." 

"But Gloria! I can't..." 

"SHUT UP! You're beginning to annoy me! You will move out of your house and rent it out. The amount you receive less twenty percent - 

for my commission - will go against your debt to me. You will move into my house and rent a room for a nominal sum. You will work for me, and I will pay you for your time. This should be enough to enable you to buy whatever you need in the way of fundamentals until you have paid off the loan. Now! Any questions?" 

"What kind of work do you mean Gloria?" I asked meekly. 

"I need you for two things," she replied. "Working in my shop and staying  home  giving  Paula  a  hand  with  the  housework.  You  won't  be worked too hard in either case, but I'll let you call your preference now. 

Four days in the shop, two with Paula  - or - four with Paula, two in the shop. One day off, regardless." 

"What would I be doing in the shop?" I asked. "Bookkeeping?" 

"Yes - well at least a little. I have one of my girls, Andrea, do it right now. She's a very bright girl but she's had no formal training other than learning  the  software,  but  you  could  always  audit  what  she  does.  I'm always  needing  someone  in  back  with  taking  care  of  the  inventory. 

Roberta, my fitter,  is always looking  for  a  girl  to  help  her  measure  and 6 
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"But don't you sell wedding dresses?" I asked. "I don't know anything about that business." 

"I  make,  and  sell,  a  helluva  lot  more  than  just  wedding dresses!" 

she retorted sharply.  "Outfits for  bridesmaids, prom  dresses, all  sorts of formal dresses and accessories! And? Are you saying you can't learn?" 

"I suppose I could," I answered helplessly. "But what does giving Paula a hand entail? I don't quite understand." 

"Probably getting in my way!" Paula snapped. "Mom? I think you're crazy! I don't need anyone to give me a hand for four days. One day to do the housework is all I need him for!" 

Gloria shook  her  head.  "Paula?  Sometimes  you've  no  sense.  You bitch about being left by yourself and that you don't know many people. 

Charles here knows just about every single woman in this whole complex and could probably introduce you to a lot of girls - could also help, maybe, sell some of my stuff?" 

She turned back to me. "I'm not unfair. My clothes are expensive and  anything  you  help  sell  here  in  the  condo,  I'll  give  you  ten  percent commission which  you  can  use  to  write  off  against  your  debt  or  add  to your wages." 

"Can I ask about wages?" I said, an idea starting to form. 

"Sure! The hours you do my bookkeeping? Twenty bucks an hour. 

Anything else you do in the shop - minimum wage - although you'd get the  same  commission  as  the  other  girls  on  anything  you  sold.  Working with Paula? Minimum wage - though  I'll allow her to give you raises if you work out and please her. 

The  last  part  gave  me  pause  because  I  was  already  seeing  some advantages  to  being  Paula's  companion.  For  one  thing,  I  did  my  own housework and, although my place was a bit smaller than theirs, I was a more than  competent  housekeeper  and  knew  that  I'd  need  less  than  one full days work doing  the  necessary  work.  On  top  of  that?  I'd  be  getting PAID for work that I wasn't compensated for at the present. In addition, and most agreeable? Paula didn't seem to want me! A little smile hovered around in my brain, which I was too shrewd to show on my face. I could 7 
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Couldn't  resist.  "Well  Gloria?  It  seems  I  could  be  a  bigger  help working  with Paula.  I'm  used  to  housework,  and  I  don't  know  anything about women's clothes, so it seems best...." 

As Paula shook her head angrily, Gloria produced a paper from her purse.  "Okay  Charles,  here's  the  IOU  I  want  you  to  sign.  It  has  all  the conditions we just discussed - except in that space? Just put a '4' and in the other, a '2', that will show how your days are to be allocated. I'll also warn you that it is a legally binding document so, if you don't perform in a satisfactory manner, I can sue you for damages in a civil court as well as bringing criminal charges against you for the embezzlement." 

She pulled a pen from her bag and gave it to me. I read the document thoroughly. It looked like it had been drawn up by a lawyer. I sighed, and signed it. 

"I'll start advertising for renters right away." I said. "You don't need to worry about that." Gloria said. "I've already got a nice couple all signed up. They're paying you twelve hundred and fifty a month and giving you an eighteen month lease. That's more than the going rate, so you should have  no  complaints  there.  I'd  suggest  that  you  pack  any  personal belongings you won't need in boxes and put them in storage. Bring your clothes over to our house when you wish. Okay?" 

"How long do I have, Gloria?" I asked. 

"Six days. That should be plenty." She took her pen back, checked my signature, then put the paper back in her purse, then stood up. "Come on Paula. I think that Charles may want to think a while." 

She  turned  back  to  me.  I'll  give  you  fifteen  minutes  to  dream  up your resignation speech. Then you'd better get out and make it. 

Understand?" 

"Yes Gloria." I mumbled. 

With  a  disgusted  expression  on  her  face,  Paula  shoved  her  chair back from the table and got up. "Jesus!" was all she said. The two of them left, closing the door behind them. 
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The last morning of my move was mostly spent with me moving the last of my clothes into my new home. My room seemed very pleasant, though somewhat feminine in decor. Walls in ivory with pink undertones. 

Canopied bad in pastel shades of blue and pink. Dolls with satin dresses lying on the bedspread. Big closets and a chest of drawers. An easy chair and coffee table. A writing desk. 

Paula  wasn't  much  help,  wandering  about,  her  face  a  mask  of petulant disinterest. Occasionally, she'd wander into the room, pick up one of my unpacked belongings, look at it with an expression of almost total boredom, put it down again. 

About twelve, she seemed to wake up. "Lunchtime" she said with relish. "Think I'd like a ham and cheese sandwich  - a little lettuce if we have any. I like butter, no mayo. A cup of tea, one sugar, no milk - and a couple of chocolate cookies. You'll find them in the fridge." 

"I'd like that too." I said smiling. "Sounds great." 

She  smiled,  but  looked  a  little  surprised. "That's good  then.  We can have the same thing ." And looked at me expectantly. 

I paused in what I was doing, just realizing that she meant for me to make her lunch. Time to explain the facts of life to her, I thought. 

"Well, I'm busy right now" I said. 

"Doing what?" she asked. 

"Can't you see? Unpacking." 

"But you can do that later." 

"I'd rather do it now.." 

"And I'd rather you do what I tell you." 

"My clothes will be all crushed later if I don't get them out of the suitcase." I said, surprised at the conciliatory tone appearing in my voice. 

Discovered myself making excuses now. 

She spoke patiently to me, as if she was talking to a child. " So you 9 
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"But I'm not that hungry right now." I said evasively. 

She came over to where I was standing, now nervously folding my clothes.  Put  her  hands  gently  over  mine  to  stop  me,  and  looked  me patiently straight in the eyes until I looked away. 

"But you  just  said  that  you'd  like  the  same as me,  didn't  you?"  I found that my mouth was suddenly too dry to speak, so nodded. 

She continued in the same, soft, reasonable tone. "So then, let's not argue about it,  eh?  Why  don't  you  just  go,  make  my  lunch?  Make your own if you want to, or not, if you don't want to - but come on now. Don't be naughty." Her hands took hold of mine gently but firmly. Pulled them away from the suitcase. 

Her insistence was remarkable. As if in a dream, I found myself in the  kitchen,  making  lunch  for  both  of  us,  then  joining  her  at  the  table. 

She was quite pleasant, talking about something or other while we ate. 

"Gotta get on with my unpacking" I said as I finished, wiping my lips with my napkin. 

"In a little while." She said casually. "Get the dishes done first, then come by my room, would you?" 

I  laughed.  She  looked  puzzled.  Then  an  aggravated  expression crossed  her  face  for  a  second.  She  looked  as  if  she  was  going  to  say something. 

"I did the meal - you do the dishes. Isn't that fair?" I said, beating her to it. 

She shook her head in total disbelief. Thought for a moment. "You make  the  meals.  You  do  the  dishes.  You  do  what  I  say."  She  smiled. 

"That's what sounds  fair  to  me.  Do  the  dishes, then  come  to  my  room." 

And she got up from her chair and walked away. 

This  woman  was  getting  to  be  too  much  I  thought,  rinsing  the dishes and putting them in the dishwasher. Rehearsing what I was going to say to her, I was surprised by her appearing in the kitchen door. "Aren't you finished yet? Would you hurry up!" 

The verbal remarks that I'd been rehearsing disappeared and I heard 10 
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She pursed her lips then left again, saying over her shoulder "Very commendable but, if you don't hurry up, you will have something to be sorry about!" 

When I got  to  her  room,  she  was sitting  in  front  of  her  dressing table mirror, looking at her reflection. "I'm pretty, don't you think?" She asked in a chatty way. "I guess so." I agreed hesitantly. 

She  shook her  head  impatiently,  obviously  unhappy with  my  response. "Pull that chair over, put it there, behind me." I did so. "Now, sit down" she said. 

I did that as well, wondering what was going on. 

She handed me a long handled hairbrush. "Now brush my hair for a while" she said. "I find it very relaxing." 

"Eh?" I said stupidly. 

She turned.    "I said for you to brush my hair.    You can manage something that difficult, surely. And would you get on with it?" 

After about five minutes, she was relaxing. "See. See what you can do when you try. You're doing really well. You've got soft hands, just like a girl. With a couple of weeks training, I'll have you putting my hair up. 

It's funny you know? I really didn't want you in the house, but I'm starting to see that Gloria was right after all." 

"But.." I protested. 

"Yes?" She said, looking calmly at me from  her mirrored reflection. 

Totally intimidated by this woman, I licked my lips nervously. "I don't feel right, doing this.." 

"Feels perfectly 'right' to me," she said idly. Then her expression changed, an amused look showing in her eyes. "Feel like a ladies maid. Is that it?" 

"No, of course not! Well, yes, kinda..." I stammered. "And you feel improperly dressed? Is that it? Don't have a pretty black dress or apron on. 

Feel that you should look the part?" 
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"Oh no, Paula. Not that. Not that at all! I just felt inexperienced? 

That is probably what it was." I said hastily. 

"Inexperienced, huh? Well we can't have that, can we? Why don't you just do it for another five minutes or ten? Get you experienced in a hurry, won't it. Or would you feel better if I asked you do it for another thirty minutes?" 

"Whatever you say, Paula." I said helplessly. 

"You DO learn quickly, don't you dear," she said happily. "But why don't you get that Cosmo magazine for me? I sometimes like to read a little while I'm being attended to." 

Speechless at being bossed around, I went and got her magazine. 

She leafed through it, then found what she was looking for. Opened it up, and  laid  it  across  her  lap.  The  page  she  was  looking  at  was  titled  "A Fabulous  Outfit  from  the  Ground  Up!"  and  had  photographs  of  shoes, stockings, lingerie, and dresses. She pointed her finger at one. "Think I'd look good in that one Charles?" I nodded enthusiastically. 

"Absolutely Paula! I think you'd look great in it!" 

"Thank you," she said. "But I don't think it would look good on you though, huh? Don't think yellow is quite right for you - though if we tinted your hair a little?" 

"I don't really know, Paula. I don't think so." I said, blushing. 

"But this floral dress with the long chiffon sleeves? Bet you'd look pretty in that!" 

I cringed, but didn't answer. 

"Charles! Answer me please! Don't you agree that this floral dress would look nice on you?" 

I thought of a way out. "I'm not really built for a dress, Paula. It is pretty, but I'm afraid I wouldn't do it justice." 

"Well, that's at least a sensible reply! But a nice body shaper like that? A nice lacy bra with padding? That would help don't you think?" She was pointing at various articles of lingerie. 

"Yes. I guess so." I mumbled, blushing to the roots of my hair. 
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"That's better." She said, casually turning pages. "Now what do you think of that lipstick tint? Nice huh?" 

For the next ten minutes or so, totally mortified, I brushed her hair and conversed on a variety of feminine topics  - cosmetics, lingerie, nail and hair care. With her watching me mockingly from the mirror, I blushed and stammered my way through a conversation that most women would have delighted in. Finally, she dismissed me. 

"You're doing very well Charles.    Now, if you would? Vacuum out  the  living  room  and  hallway,  would  you?  Then  make  some  tea  - 

enough  for  four,  and  set  up  a  tray  of  cookies?  Patti  and  Lacy  will  be arriving about two thirty, and that way the house will be reasonably clean and you can relax while they are here." 

"But didn't you say 'four' Paula?" 

"Yes. Why?" 

"Well, you and your two friends only make three." 

She flipped her hand at me. "Silly! Forgetting yourself!" 

And it dawned on me that I was to have afternoon tea with three girls. 

She made me wear a small, frilly, apron to do my vacuuming. 

"Not very functional, I'm afraid," she said, tying a large bow at the back, "But it's very pretty on, don't you think?" 

I finally acknowledged her authority. "Please Paula? Don't make me wear this?" 

"Charles?"      she said warningly.      "You've been very good until now. Don't start being naughty! You're not answering me again! Don't you think that it's pretty on?" 

"Yes Paula." I agreed. 

She  smiled  gently  and  patted  my  backside.  "That's  better.  Do  a good job now. I don't want to have to chastise you in front of my friends." 

I was finished with the vacuuming and in the process of setting the tray for tea and cookies when  the  doorbell  rang.  Paula  called  for  me  to join her as she opened the door to her two friends. Two pretty girls stood 13 
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they called in unison, then "Who's this?" 

"Girls?  Meet  Charles,  my  new  companion.  Charles?  This  ugly blonde here is Patti, and the brunette is Lacy." 

"Hi, pleased to meet you Patti," I said stepping forward with my hand outstretched. 

"Hello Charles," she replied, ignoring my hand, and walking up to me and kissing me on the cheek. "What a pretty apron! Where did you buy it?" 

I'd been greeted as if I was a girl! Then, before I could get myself re-established, Lucy came and greeted me the same way! Not only that, I found myself reciprocating and kissing her on the cheek. 

"Patti?" Paula was saying. "That's MY apron he's wearing!" 

"Sure!" Patti replied, disbelief written all over her face. "Sure it is! 

You never wore anything that pretty in your life!" 

"Believe what you like" Paula replied, laughing, then turned to me. 

"Charles? Be a dear and put their handbags and jackets in the spare room, would you?" 

The  two  girls  quickly  handed  me  their  handbags,  then  shrugged their blazers off. I took them and started to put them away. Heard Paula speak to me again. "Charles? Have you finished the vacuuming?" 

"Yes Paula." 

"Very  good.  Serve  the  tea  and  cookies  as  soon  as  they're  ready please. 

"Yes Paula." 

A  little  while  later,  I  carried  the  tea  and  cookies  into  the  room where the three girls sat, lounging on easy chairs. After they'd instructed me as to how they wanted their tea, I fixed it and carried it to them. They all thanked me graciously so, finished,  I poured a cup of tea for myself then took an easy chair beside them and sat down tentatively, putting my cup down on a table beside me. 
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"Charles!  for  goodness  sake!  Takeoff  that  bloody  apron!"  Paula chided me, though pleasantly. Then she turned to the other girls. 

"Honestly! He has become so bloody attached to that thing! And you two didn't help, telling him how pretty it was!" 

Face flaming in embarrassment, I undid the bow at the  back and took the offending garment off. She was making it look as if I wore the apron voluntarily! Not only that, but it also now appeared that I liked to be complimented  on  how  pretty  I  was. Oh  god!  What  had  I  got  myself into? 

But worse was about to follow. I finally tuned in to what Paula was telling the two girls. 

"....  And Charles and  I  got  in  to a  little  argument  over  that  same article.  I  agreed  that  he  wouldn't  look  nice  in  that  yellow  dress  -  but  I couldn't convince him that the floral one wouldn't be just about perfect for him!" 

"I'm not so sure that I don't agree with him." Lacy said. "I saw that article and, if I remember  correctly,  it  was a  sort  of  aqua?  Wouldn't  go with his coloring." 

"No Lacy!" Patti said. "It was green. Almost pure mint green. No blue in it at all!" 

"Charles darling?" Paula said. "Go and get that magazine and bring it here please? No sense in having an argument about something that can be solved so easily" 

I brought the magazine back a few minutes later. So that everyone could view it at the same time, I had to sit between Paula and Lacy on a couch, while Patti pulled her chair up. I was now completely surrounded by femininity  -  and  discussing  how  a  particular  dress  would  suit  me.  It didn't take long to come to the conclusion that I would look nice wearing it, but I'd have to be wearing the right accessories, or the total effect would be ruined. 

Then  the  conversation  moved  on  to  lingerie.  Patti  started  raving about how Lacy had sewed some lingerie for her - and what a difference it made to wear undies that fitted perfectly. 

"Are you wearing them right now?" Paula asked. 
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"Of course!" Patti said. "Once you get used to nice custom-made stuff, there's just no way you'd want to go back to store-bought." 

"Well? Let's see." Paula said. 

Patti reached for the collar of her T' then looked a little shy. "I don't know that I want to strip in front of Charles.." 

"Why not, for goodness sake?" Paula laughed. "Charles would just love to see your undies, wouldn't you dear?" 

Now, when you consider that it is a perfectly valid comment when you say that a man would like to see an attractive women dressed only in her lingerie, Paula's comment should not have bothered me. It was just the way she said it. Made me out to be a sissy, one of the girls so to speak. 

Patti looked at me, and saw my blush, shrugged, then removed her T  unfastened  her  skirt,  pulled  it  down  and  stepped  out  of  it.  She  wore beautiful  lilac  matching  undies  with  extravagant  maroon  lace  trim.  She had on a slip, bra, panties, and garter belt. She laughed as she lifted the hem of the slip to show the panties. "Wow!" Paula said. These are drop-dead gorgeous! Let me see." 

With that, she got up and started fingering the materials. "Wow!" 

she repeated. "Charles? Come here and have a look!" Nervously, I got up and approached them. Stopped about a foot away. "Yes." I said. "Lovely!" 

"Don't be silly Charles! Come here and feel this material! It's to die for!" 

And I had to go and 'feel' the seams in the bra that a young woman was wearing, touch the lace trim on her panties, then talk admiringly about the  workmanship  while  Lacy  preened.  "Lacy?  Could  you  teach  Charles how to sew like this?"    Paula asked. 

"Don't  know.  Charles  have  you  ever  sewn  dresses  or  stuff  like that?"  Lacy  asked,  then  added,  asking  me  "Would  you  be  interested  in learning?" 

"I've never sewn anything ..." I started. 

"Oh  come  on  Charles!"    Paula  said.  "Didn't  you  take  sewing  in Home Econ. at school? 

"No Paula, I didn't. Didn't take Home studies of any kind." I replied. 
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"But all girls had to..." she started, then laughed. "Oh, silly me! I'd forgotten..."    Then the humor left her face. "But you never answered the question Charles. Wouldn't you just love to learn to sew nice stuff for me?" 

The hint was there, for all to see. "Yes Paula. That might be fun." I managed to get out, a sickly grin on my face. 

"You're so good to me dear!" Paula gushed. "Lacy? When would be a good time for you to start teaching him?" 

"Tomorrow? About one o'clock? I could take him then. Maybe a couple of hours?" 

"That  sounds  great,  doesn't  it  Charles"  Paula  enthused.  "Think you'd have time to do the housework, make lunch, and do the tidy up?" 

I nodded assent. 

"Fine. That's settled then." Lacy said. "But there's no time like the present. Paula? Strip off. Except put your most comfortable bra on" 

"What for?" Paula asked." 

"Gonna need  your  measurements, isn't  he?  And  there's no  better start than teaching him what measurements are important, is there  - and we should measure to the breast position you're most comfortable with." 

Lacy explained. 

"Fine!" Paula said, and proceeded to strip down to her panties and bra. "This bra is fine." She added. Her total lack of embarrassment just underlined her opinion of me as a male. Then she thought of another way to degrade me. 

"Charles?  I  just  had  an  idea.  Why  don't  you  take  your  shirt  off dear? You're making me feel practically undressed!" 

I tried to laugh it off, even though I was pretending to fumble with my shirt buttons. "But why Paula? I'm not warm or anything." 

"Silly!" she laughed. "I was just thinking that it would be a good idea for you to get measured as well." 

"But why Paula?" I whined. " I'm not needing underwear. I've got plenty." 

"I'm  thinking  you  can  learn  by  making  stuff  for  yourself  first. 
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Lacy shrugged. "Makes no nevermind to me - but he'll need breast forms for a bra. Think I've got some at home. What cup size do you want Charles? B or C? 

"Charles doesn't know. Do you dear? I think a 'C will do just fine." 

Paula said quickly. 

Lacy  shrugged.  "That  might  make  him  on  the  top-  heavy  side Paula, but it's your call, I guess. Charles? Get that shirt off and let me see." 

I did as I was told then stood there, thin and white compared to the tanned, lithe bodies displayed by both Patti and Paula. Shivering in fright and embarrassment I hugged myself. 

"Stop that  Charles!"  Lacy  growled  quietly.  "Open  up  and  let  me measure you. God, you're skinny!" 

She wrapped a tape around me. "Paula? He's only gonna be about a thirty two band size. A 'C cup is way too big for him." "But that's okay. 

Isn't it Charles?" Paula pressed. "Doesn't that sound like fun? Make all the other girls jealous?" 

"Please Paula?" I mumbled. 

"What's that you said, you brazen hussy? A 'D' cup?" she laughed. 

"Can't hear you!" 

"No Paula" I simpered, realizing what I was doing, too late. "A 'C 

would be just fine!" 

"He's  gonna  be  a  size  four  or  five  panty."  Lacy  said  carelessly. 

"Any wants for material or color Charles?" 

"Satin and hot pink. At least for the first pair." Paula answered for me. This time she didn't even ask for my concurrence. "And lashes of lace trim!" she added. 

"I  got  plenty  of  both,"  Lacy  answered.  "Very  popular  with  the young set." 

Then Lacy showed me how to measure Paula for a bra - and made me  do  it.  I  had  to  take  a  measurement  around  her,  directly  under  her 19 
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"Okay, I think we're done now. Gloria's due home soon" Paula said after Lacy  said  I  was  finished,  starting  to  get  dressed  again  and  driving another  nail  into  my  masculinity.  "Charles?  You  can  tidy  up  now.  Get dressed first and,  yes, I'll  let  you  put  your  pretty  apron  on  again  if you want. You can get dinner started. Girls? Like a drink before you go?" 

I had been  dismissed  like  any  maidservant.  Totally  humiliated,  I put my shirt back on, then my apron - which Paula tied for me. Both girls refused drinks, so  I  went and  got  their  handbags  and  blazers. They  left, after giving me a farewell kiss and commiserating with me about what I had to put up with from Paula. Lacy reminding me to be at her place at one sharp the following day. 

I was still wearing a frilly apron - a fresh one - when Gloria came home that night. Paula had me open the door for her when she heard the familiar  footsteps  on  the  stairs.  Gloria  looked  at  me  as  she  came  in. 

Grinned. "Got your place in the pecking order established, eh?" 

I never got the chance to answer, as Paula walked past me and gave Gloria a kiss. 

"Hello mom. Have a good day? Charles? Don't just stand there. Go and get Gloria and me our drinks.." 

"Oh ho! Getting him trained are we?" Gloria asked. 

"You  expected  something  different,  mumsie?"  Paula  smiled, flicking her hand at me in a dismissive gesture. 

Blushing, because this was the first time that  Gloria had seen me treated  in  such  a  manner,  I  hurried  away  I  served  up  the  drinks,  then dinner. I wasn't allowed to sit at the table with them, but ate my own meal in the kitchen.    They moved into the living room later, where I served up after dinner drinks. They sipped and chatted while I cleared the table and did the dishes. 

Just as I finished,  Paula  came  into  the  kitchen,  looked  around to make sure that I was doing a good job of tidying up. "Very good. When 20 
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"Yes Paula." I said meekly. 

"So don't keep her waiting... And?" 

"Yes Paula?" Even more subservient. 

"Behave! Then, when she's finished with you , come to my room -

I want to talk to you as well. Understood?" 

"Yes Paula." 

She gave me a nice smile. "Honestly. I'm not that much of a bitch. 

Once you learn how to behave - and you're making good progress already, you'll find me to be a much nicer person." 

"Thank you Paula."    I said, not altogether trusting this dominatrix. 

She left. Hurriedly, I finished my chores and, wiping my hands on my apron, went into the living room. 

Gloria  sat,  reading  the  business  section  of  the  newspaper.  She looked at me over the edge of the paper when I entered. Made a motion of her  head  towards  the  chair  beside  hers.  I  wasn't  sure  though,  so  stood uncertainly. She looked at me impatiently. "Sit down for Christ's sake. I'll only be a moment." 

Tentatively I lowered myself onto the chair. Perched on the edge. 

Finally, she finished. Folded the paper, laid it on the floor beside her chair. 

Directed her attention  to  me.  "Wishing  you'd  opted  for  four  days at  the boutique instead?" 

I could feel  the rueful  smile cross  my  face.  "Well,  I  wasn't  quite ready for Paula." I admitted. 

"She's a real tartar, isn't she?" Gloria said proudly. "Takes me all my time to handle her. I didn't think that you'd be able to stand up to her." 

She  grinned.  "And  by  the  looks  of  it,  you  wouldn't  have  been  much competition whether you were ready or not." 

"But anyway" she continued, "Even if you love it here at home with Paula,  I'm  afraid  that  I  have  to  take  away  your  options  -  I  checked  the books today. I'm pretty sure that Andrea is doing a good job, but I'd like 21 
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There  isn't  any  major  rush,  but  I  do  need  you  more  quickly  than  I  had anticipated.  Paula  was  pretty  mad  about  it...  But  we  negotiated.." 

"Negotiated?" I asked. 

"Yeah. The days you are to work here and the boutique. I'm sorry, but I'm going to need you for about a week. She was adamant at first that I get somebody else, but I finally convinced her. You're available, you're cheap - and surer than shit, you'd better be honest. So, she agreed - but she wants to talk to you after we finish here, doesn't she?" 

"She told me to come see her after you were finished with me." I replied.  "But  when  do  you  want  me  to  start?"  I  said,  relieved  at  the possibility of even a minor break away from Paula. 

"Well,  I  wanted  you  to  start  tomorrow,  but  she  tells  me,"  she giggled "That you're eager to start sewing lessons then, so it'll be the day after.  And  I  wouldn't  forget  to  report  to  her  now,  if  I  were  you."  she warned. 

"I've no intention of getting her mad." I replied "Believe me!" 

"If you've learned that much, you're doing well," she laughed. "But do you have any problems with this change? It is only temporary." 

I wasn't too  unhappy  with  this new  arrangement.  My hopes had been raised when she'd started talking. I'd thought that getting out from under Paula might be permanent. All the same though, Gloria had been honest enough with me, and I only had myself to blame. It was me after all who'd opted to staying at home with Paula in the first place. Now, all I could see was me getting away from her for a week - but it was better than nothing I guessed. 

I shrugged resignedly. "No. No problems. Sounds O.K. Thanks." 

She looked at me, a half-smile playing around her mouth. "Nothing else you want to say, or ask?" 

I had the feeling I'd missed something important, but couldn't think of what it was. "No. I don't think so." I replied after a slight pause. "Very 22 
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I got up and left, wondering what mischief Paula would have been dreaming up. She had me enter her room immediately after I knocked. Sat down in her chair, then had me stand behind her and brush her hair again. 

"I'm a little  tense,"  she  explained  "And  this helps. But,  I  assume Gloria told you about needing your help?" 

"Yes Paula." 

"She also tell you that I wasn't too happy about it?" 

"Yes. She did." 

"And  did  you  accept  her  offer  then?  Knowing  that  I  wasn't  too happy about it?" 

I  sensed  the  storm  brewing,  speeded  up  my  brushing  strokes  a little.  "I  didn't  know  what  else  I  could  do  Paula.  She  scares  me."  I admitted. 

"More than me?" She asked softly, staring at me from the mirror. 

My strokes faltered as I searched desperately for an answer. "I'm scared of both of you." I admitted. 

It was the correct answer. I could see the pleased look that crossed her face. She nodded. "But you accepted what she told you? 

Never  thought  of  saying  that  anything  to  do  with  you  was up  to me?" 

"I'm sorry Paula. Gloria said that you'd been against me going, but that you'd finally agreed.." I answered meekly. 

"Well.  I  guess  that's  true."  She  admitted.  "But  let  me  make  this very,  very,  clear.  Gloria  was  the  one  that  caught  you  embezzling  the association's money to throw these silly parties. By putting up the money, she helped you stay out of jail - so I think it's fair to say that you 'belong' 

to her until you'd paid her back, right?" 

I nodded. 

"But then, she gave you to me right?" 

I nodded again. 
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"So.. You belong to me. Right?" 

I hung my head obediently. 

"Say it please!" 

"I belong to you, Paula." I said weakly. 

She nodded in turn, satisfied now. Smiled. "O.K. I may give you a little punishment for being thoughtless, but I'll think about it later. Now go and get my blue nightgown and peignoir from the closet, then help me get dressed for bed." 

This girl was now talking about punishing me! For a split second, I  almost replied hastily,  but  managed  to  bite  my  tongue.  I  remembered from that afternoon how physically weak I'd looked standing beside her and of the confidence she exuded. Knew that it was eminently possible that she would be perfectly capable of disciplining me physically if she so desired. Decided that discretion was the better part of valor. My frilly little apron wafting in front of me, I went and got her nightgown and peignoir. 

Then, patiently standing, she kicked off her shoes, then waited for me to undress her! I removed her blouse, then unfastened her skirt. I had to kneel on the floor to remove it from around her feet. Carefully then, I reached  under  her  slip  and  undid  the  suspender  clips  that  held  her stockings up, then started to roll them down her satin smooth legs. 

"Your nails better be in good shape!" she said, warningly. "Put a run in my hose and I'll take it out of your wages. Next time you see Patti, ask her to do your nails. She's really good with them. Don't forget!" 

I then did  something  that  shamed  me  to  the  marrow.  I  just  said, without any thought whatsoever. "No Miss Paula. I won't forget." 

She picked up on it immediately. "Miss Paula? Why Charles! How nice! You sound just like a lady's maid!" Then, kneeling in front of her, I felt  her  pat  me  on  the  head  affectionately  and  say  "I  really  liked  that Charles. I'm not asking you to do it all the time but if you want to refer to me sometimes in private as 'Miss Paula'? I think I'd like that very much. 

And you know what else? If you wanted to? A little curtsey now and then? 

I'd really enjoy that as well. You don't have to do it, you know - but if you do want to please me very much?" 
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I stood up and went around to her back. Unfastened her bra and let her firm young breasts free. Hands beginning to sweat, I pulled her slip up and over her head, leaving her stark naked in front of me. She regarded me coolly , then stretched her hands upwards, arching her back. 

"Come on  then  Charles. Don't  stand  there  gawking.  Help  me on with my nightgown." 

Dry mouthed, I opened it up at the base as she brought her hands into  it,  then  stood  upright,  the  material  cascading  down  her  body.  She shrugged  and  the  gown  slid  into  the  proper  position.  I  then  held  her peignoir open for her to put her hands in through the sleeves, then helped arrange it around her. It fastened with a wide sash around the waist. Again, I had to kneel so that I could tie it with a bow that satisfied her. Once that was done, I stood up again. She stood staring at me, a quizzical look on her face. "You did very well Charles," she said softly. "I'm surprised and delighted." 

I knew what she was waiting for, and was too spineless to ignore her. "Thank you Miss Paula" I said and, taking the sides of my apron in my hands, I curtsied. 

She laughed openly, then took my face between her hands. "You are the sweetest little thing!" she said and gave me a sisterly kiss on the cheek. "Now hang  up  my  skirt.  Put  the  blouse  in  the  dirty  laundry  bag there. Take my undies and put them in that tray marked 'Delicate'. You can give them a hand wash tomorrow. After that, go and change into your pajamas and robe, then come down and keep me and mom company." 

With that, she swept out of the room without waiting for any response from me. 

I went back to my own room, then showered and changed into my blue pajamas and red dressing gown. I checked to make sure that I didn't need a shave, but it had only been about ten days since my last one, so I was  still  okay.  I  checked  the  time.  Only  nine  thirty.  It  seemed  awfully early to be changing into clothes for bed, but I had to admit I was sleepy. 
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"Ah Charles!" Paula said as I entered the room. "Would you like a drink?" 

She was standing at the wet bar, obviously in the process of mixing one for herself. 

"Yes please." I was surprised totally but managed to speak. "Good! 

What is your pleasure? Martini?    Scotch?    Bourbon?" she asked. 

"A martini if you don't mind. Gin. Up and dry?" 

"Excellent!    Just be a moment." She said and proceeded to work at making the drink. 

Gloria was sitting on the couch. "That IS a disreputable robe Charles" she laughed. "You must feel that you're amongst friends to be seen wearing something like that. Here, come and sit beside me. You look rather worn out. Paula been giving you a hard day?" 

I was astounded!    It was almost as if I was an old and cherished friend that both of them were glad to see! My face must have shown my feelings. 

"Something wrong Charles?" Gloria asked as I sat beside her. 

"No - well - I'm not sure..." 

"Not used to Paula being nice to you?" she laughed. "That what it is?" 

At the bar, Paula turned to take in my answer, but she had a pleasant smile on her face and I sensed that I wouldn't get in trouble if I told the truth. "Yes. Kinda." I admitted. 

Paula answered "Yes mom. I was a bit harsh on him today. Had to get the lines drawn, sort of thing. But I really think that Charles is catching on quite rapidly and wanted him to see that being my 'companion' isn't a death sentence all together." 

As she was speaking,  she  was carrying  the  drinks over  to  where Gloria and I sat on the sofa. She first of all, put a drink down by her chair, then came and bent over to offer Gloria and I our drinks. I took mine. It 26 
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"Thank you kind sir!" Paula laughed - then dropped a little curtsey! 

Gloria barked out a laugh at the expression on my face. "You look confused Charles. If I may suggest it? Don't try and anticipate what Paula is going to do next. She still astounds me at times, and I've known her all my life!" 

"You exaggerate mom." Paula said sitting on a chair facing us, but the tone of her voice didn't carry much conviction. She took a sip of her own drink, then got back to business. 

"Charles? That robe? Get rid of it please. I don't wish to appear a fussbudget but, after all, you are a ladies companion  - and it is just not suitable." 

I gulped. "But Paula? It's the only one I have. And there's still a lot of wear left in it... I... think..." 

She was staring at me, a definite chill in her eyes. When I faltered to a stop, she spoke again. 

"I have a nice peach one I don't use - you can have it. It may be a trifle big for you but it'll be much better than that travesty...." 

"You're  not  talking  about    that  pink  nightgown  and  negligee  I gave  you  last  Xmas?  The  one  with  all  the  lace  at  the  bodice?"  Gloria asked. "The one you never use?" 

I listened with horror. A pink nightgown and matching negligee - 

with lace! Oh god! But Paula's initial answer gave me some relief.. 

"No  mom.  I  was  thinking  of  that  terry  one  I  have."  Then  she paused, and my heart sank as she continued - "But you know what ? That one you mentioned? I might give him that as well? Make a nice change for him. Yes. Think I'll do that!" She turned to me. "Before you go to bed tonight?  Remind  me  to  give  you  these  nightclothes.  Will  you  do  that dear?" 

"Of course Paula. Thank you" I responded. 

She beamed at her mother. "See! Isn't he just precious?" 
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They both had another drink - which I made, and served, but I abstained from having one myself. Later on, I accompanied Paula to her bedroom. 

There, she made me take off the offending robe I was wearing and replace it with the peach terry robe she'd mentioned. It was long  - ankle length, and was certainly not masculine as it had wide sleeves, and rounded lapels 

- and of course, was in a pale peach color. At the same time, it wasn't too bad. As a matter of fact, it was a very comfy robe. Nice and warm. 

I think she deliberately raised my hopes by asking me to brush her hair again for a short while. I deliberated whether to remind her about the pink lacy stuff or not. Decided not to. After all, she had simply asked me to remind her about the 'nightclothes' I reasoned - and wasn't I wearing her nightclothes now? As I was brushing her hair though, I caught a flash of  a  look  from  her  reflection  in  the  mirror.  Thought  I'd  better  mention them. 

"Miss Paula? I'm sorry. I almost forgot. You were going to give me some other... nightwear...?" 

Her lips formed a full voluptuous smile. "I was wondering about that," she said "Whether a pink silk nightgown and negligee might not be a little teeny bit feminine for you? But it would appear that you DO want them? You did just ask for them. Didn't you, huh?" 

I  shriveled  inside.  "Yes  Paula  -  I  guess  I  did."  "But  that  is  an expensive set. I don't want you accepting them if they're not going to be used." She smiled at me. "You will use them, won't you?" I blushed, but couldn't answer. 

"They're both hanging on the same hanger on the left side of the closet  there.  Why  don't  you  go  and  get  them.  Don't  want  us  forgetting again, do we?" 

I put down the brush and went and pulled the hanger holding the ultra-feminine garments from the closet. Laid them back on the bed, where they would be hard to miss, then picked up the brush and started drawing it through my mistress’s hair again. She smiled at me, shyly. 
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"That makes everything so much easier then." She said. 

"Easier ?" 

"Well?  Tomorrow  you  have  a  lot  of  housework  to  do.      Scrub floors. Vacuum. Dust. Clean silver?" 

"Yes. You did mention that earlier." 

"I  noticed  today,  when  you  were  unpacking?      You  don't  really have many sets of work clothes, do you?" 

"That's  true.  I  only  have  one  set  of  old  clothes  that  I  use  for housework. Haven't really needed that much" I grinned at her. 

"Well, I've got a few outfits that you could probably use," she said thoughtfully. "I'm a bit of a pack rat I'm afraid. Have one or two skirts and blouses - maybe even pants that I've no hope of getting back into. They might still be a little big for you, but now that I think on it? You could take them  over  to  Lacy  when  you  go  for  your  lesson  tomorrow.  Have  them altered to fit you. What do you think?" 

"Aw, c'mon Paula. I don't want to wear skirts - and stuff like that." 

"Why, what's the matter Charles?" 

"I ... I... I'm not a woman Paula. Men don't wear skirts... please?" 

"But you're going to be doing women's work, aren't you? Dusting, vacuuming, scrubbing floors - rinsing out my nice undies?" "Yes-but..." 

"And?    If  I'm  not  mistaken,  didn't  you  just  ASK  me  for  a  nice, lacy, feminine set  of  nightgown  and  peignoir. And? Didn't  you  just  say you were going to wear them?" "Yes Paula... but" 

"Oh  do  be  quiet  Charles!  You're  starting  to  bug  me.  You're  just being silly. It's okay for you to wear frillies  - but you can't wear a plain skirt to work in? Now that I think on it? Take off your robe and pajamas. 

Put on the nightgown and negligee. Let's see if you should take them to Lacy as well tomorrow. Hurry up! I'll close my eyes for a minute if you're shy - but hurry now!" 

It didn't make sense to disobey her. Quickly, I took my  robe and pajamas off. Pushed my arms into the entry of the nightgown, then lifted. 
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Conditions of Employment by Bea Felt the silken sensation as it slid down over my body. Saw myself in the mirror.  Pale  complexion.  Scared  looking  eyes.  Scoop  neckline  of  the nightgown festooned with ruffles, making it look as if I had breasts. Puffed sleeves, shirred and elasticized, closing around my soft biceps. Elasticized waist,  giving  the  impression  of  hips.  Long  full  skirt.  I  faltered  at  the feminine picture I made, then tried to put the peignoir on. Had one arm into a negligee sleeve when Paula opened her eyes again. She beamed. 

"How nice Charles! Now, you're not going to tell me that you aren't enjoying your pretty clothes. I can tell!" She said this while advancing on me. Lightly caressed my obvious erection creating a mound at the front of the gown. 

By this time, I had the negligee on, and was just starting to tie the sash. She stopped me though, by pushing her hands on to my tummy, then spreading them so that she got a better view of the gown. She caressed the lace at my bust line. "You don't have much there, do you sweetie? That reminds me - ask Lacy to make you some sleeping bras.      You'll be more comfortable, and any nightgown you wear will look all the better with a little cleavage." 

"What do you mean - 'any' nightgown, Paula?" I asked. 

She sighed. Took my two hands in hers and led me back to the bed. 

Pulled me down to sit beside her, still holding  my hands, looking me in the eyes. 

"Charles? Why are you fighting this?" 

"Fighting what, Paula?" 

She let go of my hands and started tying the delicate ribbons at my neck closure into a bow. Undid it a few times before she nodded, satisfied. 

"There! That's better!" Then she looked back at me. 

"Charles. You are to be my companion. That's what you chose to be.  And  that's  what  you  will  be.  I  don't  know  if  you  understand  the connotation  of  the  word?  If  you  don't?  It  means  feminine  companion  - 

NOT male companion..." 

"But I'm not a female, Paula.." I started desperately. 

"Did I say  you  were?"  she  retorted.  "But  are  you  telling  me  that you're  incapable of  acting  in  a  more feminine  manner? Dressing  a  little 31 
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"No. Well, maybe. I don't know! But why?" 

"Why not? I mean it's not as if I'm demanding that you go out in public dressed as a woman right now, is it? I want you nice and feminine when you're here being my companion, especially at nights and especially inside  the  house.  You  seem  to  be  accepting  of  this  -  then  I  offer  you  a possible  solution  to  a  clothes  problem  you  might  have  - and  you  get all tense and worked up. I don't understand you at all!" 

"But  I  didn't  need  a  lot  of  clothes  to  do  my  own  housework!"  I protested. 

"Isn't this a bigger house than you are used to?" 

"Yes-but not..." 

"And  now  you'll  be  doing  your  own  laundry  -  and  mine  -  and Gloria's?” 

"Yes-but.." 

"And don't you think I have to right to expect you to be neat and clean at all times?" 

"Yes Paula, I guess so." 

"And you're going to be cooking for three now - and all the washing up?" I hung my head in answer. 

She put a finger under my chin and lifted my face up until she was looking straight into my eyes. 

"Charles? You and I are going into my closet. We are going to find clothes that may be of use to you. I expect no more nonsense. As a matter of fact? I want to see you in a skirt and blouse tomorrow morning - and a fresh apron of course - at breakfast. Do you understand me? If you have a problem with that request, I suggest you tell me about it, right now. Do you have a problem?" 

"I  don't  have  to  wear  women's clothes outside?"  I  asked weakly, looking for some way I could hold my self esteem. 

"Of course not, you silly goose! I'd prefer it of course, but I can see that you'd have to get used to that," she said, chucking me under the chin 32 
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- but you DO understand now that I expect feminine clothing and behavior from you inside this house - at all times?" 

"Yes Paula." I muttered, glad to have kept at least a remnant of my masculine pride. 

We  spent  the  next  half  hour,  checking  through  her  closets.  I  left with  four  skirts,  three  blouses,  three  sweaters,  and  four  pairs  of  slacks. 

"But no pants of any description in the house for the next couple of days, Just  skirts." she  warned  me.  "I  want  to  make absolutely  sure  that  we've gotten away from this macho nonsense of yours." 

"But? I'm supposed to be going to work at the boutique, starting the day after tomorrow." I reminded her. 

"Oh yes! I'd forgotten that." She said. Then grinned. "Don't suppose you want to borrow a dress or something to wear to the shop?" 

I gulped. "No. No thanks." 

"I'm just teasing, silly!" she  said. "But once you're finished there and back here where you belong? I want you in skirts! Okay?" 

"Thank you Paula - Miss Paula.." I corrected myself quickly. "But just inside the house. Right?" 

She  didn't answer,  just  stared at  me,  the  grin  gone.  Then  she  did something that won my heart. 

"Okay, we have a deal - get your gown and negligee off and put these ugly pajamas back  on  when  you  get  back  to  your room.  But after tonight? I don't want to see them anymore." 

Grateful for the reprieve - but still a little sorry at losing my new finery, I started leaving in a hurry - before she changed her mind. 

"But make sure you take the nightgown with you to Lacy's tomorrow. I want you wearing it - and the negligee, tomorrow night - and see it fitting properly!" she added. 

"I won't forget, Paula." 

"You'd better not. Goodnight!" 

It had been a long and emotionally arduous day. I was exhausted when I got to my room but took the time to hang up my skirts and blouses 33 
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I had a marvelous night’s sleep. As a matter of fact, I think I was actually awake for a minute or so before the alarm went off. I lay there  dazed  a  little  by  the  new  surroundings  and  the  femininity  of  the room before the alarm went off. Then I got up and performed my morning ablutions, though I seemed to take longer than usual. I was pretty certain why this was the case. I knew I was going to be picking a skirt and blouse out to wear and was nervous about it. 

Finally, I chose a straight black, short, skirt. As Paula had guessed, it was a little big for me, but it had its own filigree gold belt that allowed me to cinch it in place quite easily. I picked a white blouse, V necked with a high collar and full, bloused sleeves. Knowing that I was to be doing housework, I picked my plainest apron.  It was full skirted and came to just below my knees. Full bib. Some frills but not too many. I made sure my ties formed a nice bow at the back, sighed deeply, then left my room to start the new day. 

On  my  way  to  the  kitchen,  I  concentrated  on  how  I  felt  -  was I embarrassed in my new clothes? Yes. Did I like the feel of them on me? 

Yes. Did I like the way I looked? I stopped and inspected myself in the hall mirror. I did look like a man in women's clothes, there was no doubt about  it.  At  the  same  time?  I  looked  comfortable,  I  looked  satisfied.  I started musing. How would it feel to wear a dress? I shook myself. What was wrong with me! Was I going nuts! A dress? 

I had the coffee made, the grapefruit sectioned, and bread in the toaster  when  Gloria  appeared.  She  took  one  look  at  me  then  laughed. 

"Good morning Charles. Got to admit that you look nice in your skirt and blouse but?" She paused. "Running shoes and white woolen socks don't do a great deal for the overall picture." 

"It's all I have, Gloria." I said weakly. 

"What size shoe do you wear?" she asked. 

"Five." I told her. 
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"That's about a six and a half woman's" she said. "Neither Paula's nor mine will fit you. We'll have to see what we can do." She was looking around the room absent- mindedly as she spoke. 

"Are you looking for something Gloria?" 

"The newspaper. Have you brought it in yet?" 

"No. I'm sorry. You get it delivered?" 

"Yes. It'll be out on the driveway. Be a pet and get it for me, would you?" 

I took a deep breath and made my first foray into the world in my new clothes. The paper wasn't too far down the driveway, but it was lying in the open. I took a nervous look around. There weren't any pedestrians by but a car was coming out of a driveway not far up the street and starting to point towards me. Sweating, I scurried out, grabbed the paper and got back into the house without anyone seeing me - I hoped. 

Paula came in for breakfast, yawning, just before Gloria left. They gave each other a perfunctory good-morning kiss before Gloria picked up her handbag and headed out of the house. Paula slumped into a chair, and I served her grapefruit and coffee. "Thanks hon," she said sleepily. "That outfit looks quite nice on..." Then she saw my feet. 

"Good God!" she said, her eyes wide open now. "What kind of get up is THAT!" 

I reddened. "I'm sorry Paula. I've only got those running shoes or black or brown dress shoes. I thought these would be better for working in, and they don't look any worse..." She started laughing. "Couldn't look any worse is probably the best way of putting it. But it's too early in the morning for me to think about it. Have you had your breakfast?" 

"No Paula." 

"Well why don't you join me here at the table? Sleep well?" 

Happily, I poured myself some juice and a cup of coffee and sat down to keep her company. She and I talked for almost an hour. Nothing important, just mostly about the condo association and the people in it. I admitted  that  I'd  been  quite  hurt  at  the  easy  way  a  lot  of  people  had accepted my resignation. Paula explained that a lot of the women actually 35 
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I don't know any Angela." I said, puzzled. "Of course you do!    Angela Fitzpatrick.    Used  to  supply  all  the  girls for  your  get-togethers.." "Oh! 

Fizzie!" I laughed. 

Paula looked at me strangely. Shook her head. "I don't know how you got away with that. She's one tough lady..." 

I couldn't help but laugh. "Paula? You're tough. She's just an old..." 

I was interrupted by a knock at the door. I looked at her. 

"Well?" she said. "Answer the bloody door!" 

"Like this Paula?" I said weakly, fingering my skirt. 

"Yes. Better get used to it dear. Now hurry up!" 

I went into  the  hall  and  opened  the front  door.  A  young  woman, blonde, stood there a shopping bag in her hand. "Can I help you miss?" I said. 

Her eyes widened when she saw me, but other than grinning a little, she didn't react at the sight of a man in a skirt, blouse, apron, and running shoes answering the door. "You must be Charles?" she said, "Gloria sent me." 

"Then you'd better come in," I said, my face reddening. "I assume you're here to see Miss Paula?" 

She  stepped  into  the  hall.  "Hi  I'm  Andrea.  No,  I'm  not  here  for Paula. I suppose I'm here to deliver these to you..." 

"Hi Andrea!  What  brings you  here  at  this time  in  the  morning?" 

This  came  from  Paula,  as  she  left  the  dining  room  and  saw  us,  then 

"Deliver what things? What's in the bag?" 

"Shoes."    Andrea said. "Gloria's sent some different shoes for him to try on. She's friends with the lady who owns the shoe store next door to us at the mall...." 

"That  mom  of  mine.  She's a  treasure!"  Paula  exulted.  "Let's  see them Andrea - and Charles? Get these silly looking things off your feet right now!" 



36 

Conditions of Employment by Bea Gloria had thoughtfully provided some knee high, and thigh high stockings along with six pairs of shoes - ladies of course, all with heels about two inches. With two interested looker-ons, I had to put on the knee highs to try the shoes. Gloria had been right. I did take a six and a half narrow,  of  which  three  pair  fitted  perfectly:  a  pair  of  brown  oxfords, a sandal with straps in a slate blue, and a white pump. The other three pairs were too big. 

"The  sandal  probably  goes  best  with  your  outfit  Charles,"  Paula said. "What do you think Andrea?" 

"No question about it Paula" Andrea agreed. 

"I'm a little  scared  of  the  sandals Paula,"  I admitted.  "I  think  the heels are a little higher, and they don't give my feet the same support as the oxfords. Could I wear them instead?" 

"Sure. Whatever."  Paula  said  carelessly.  Then  added  -  "But  they won't go with your skirt. Why don't you go back to your room, and put on a pair of thigh highs - and while you're at it? Put on your brown skirt." 

I'd been ashamed to wear the more feminine shoe in front of our young  visitor  -  that  had  been  the  reason  for  my  request  more  than anything. Now, it had been made obvious to her that I had more items of women's clothing. I sighed inwardly, determined to just shut up after this. 

I said my goodbye to Andrea and went upstairs to change. I kept the white blouse on, but now wore a longer skirt with it. Naturally, my appearance was more womanly in it - along with my new shoes and glimpses of my nylon shod legs underneath. 

When I got back, Paula was pleased. "Much better Charles!" she said, coming to stand beside me and put her arm around my shoulder. She felt  strong  and  confident.  I  could  feel  the  warmth  of  her  hand  coming through the silkiness of my blouse and heating my arm. 

"You know? I must admit  I'm surprised. You're still obviously a man - but you're taking to femininity like a duck to water. Looking more like a girl all the time. Walking like a girl. Acting like a girl. You even feel like a girl.." here she squeezed my arm a little.      "All soft and weak, and silky." 

Then  she  laughed.  "But  you've  got  some  work  to  do.  Get  those 37 
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"Yes Paula. But how do you dry them? I've never done lingerie in a dryer before." 

"No. I don't want you putting them in a dryer. What I much prefer is to air dry them. I've a little clothes line set up in the back yard. Just hang them out to dry on it. There's clothes pegs in a basket outside." 

I looked at her in horror. "But the condo association doesn't allow you to hang clothes out to dry. It's against our.." 

"Charles?" she said lazily. "Just hush! Go and do the dishes. Then hand wash my undies. Then hang them out to dry. All right?" 

I couldn't stop myself. "Yes Miss Paula. Whatever you say" and I curtsied. 

She smiled nicely, and I left to do my chores. 

It didn't take me long to clear away the breakfast dishes. While I was at it, I set the table for lunch, earning an appreciative smile from Paula. 

I quite enjoyed washing her fine underwear, It just felt so nice and silky - 

and was in pretty pastel colors. I was extremely careful to ensure I didn't damage  any  of  her  clothes,  they  were  so  obviously  expensive.  I  rinsed every article in clear cold water thoroughly, then squeezed them ever so gently, then put them in a basket and carried them out to the back yard. I found the clothesline, and the basket of pegs, and began hanging up the filmy undergarments. With  a  shock,  I  heard a  woman's voice  off  to  my side. 

"Charles? Charles? Is that you?" 

In horrorstricken fright  I  looked  towards the  point  the  voice  had come from. Ann  Murray,  a  lady  who'd  been  on  the  association  board a number of times was looking at me over an impossibly high hedge. 

"Ann? How come...? What are you doing up there?" 

"Well Charles. I know it's silly. But the gardeners missed this little bit when they  were  trimming  it,  and  I  just  had  to  fix  it.  They'd  left  the ladder...." She paused, a malignant little smile on her face. "Are you one of those cross dressers Charles? You look quite cute in a blouse and skirt. 
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I looked at the panties, bras, slips, garter belts hanging on the line. 

Knew I could not explain.  She  continued  to  speak.  "But  dear?  Are  you living  here  now?  I  heard  you'd  resigned  as  president,  but  didn't  know you'd moved?" 

"I'm... I'm... staying with Gloria and Paula." I stammered. 

"And helping with the housework! Isn't that nice! Not many men will do that kind of thing these days. I think it's wonderful! But Charles? 

I hope you don't mind, but I have to leave?" 

"Oh no Ann. Perfectly all right. Nice seeing you." I managed. 

Her  head  disappeared  behind  the  hedge  but  her  voice  went  on. 

"Nice seeing you dear. Maybe you can drop in for a cup of tea some time? 

We can have a nice gossip. Just a couple of girls together." I heard her giggle as she reached the ground and left. 

After I finished hanging up Paula's lingerie, I went back into the house. Once there, I started to cry a little. Paula must have heard, because she came and asked me what was wrong. I told her about my meeting with Ann Murray and ended up with "...and now everybody in the condo will know about me  wearing  skirts -  and  she's SUCH a  gossip!  I'll  even  bet that she tells everyone that I was hanging up my own lingerie!" 

Paula hugged me consolingly. "But Charles? I'd guess that most of the women that live in this condo won't be too surprised." 

"What do you mean?" I sniffled. 

She actually  blushed!  "Well,  you  never  tried  to  make a move  on any of the single girls here. A lot of the people wondered if you were gay, but there was never any indication that you were that way inclined either. 

Now people will hear that you're a crossdresser?" She shook her head. "I don't think they'll be shocked at all!." Then she hugged me again.    "I've been meaning to ask you? Can you do fine sewing by hand?" 

"No. I've never done it. Why?" 

"I've  some  undies  need  minor  repair,  and  I'm  clueless.      How's about asking Lacy to teach you that as well, when you go over to her place 39 
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"I'd almost forgotten about that. I still have to go?" I asked, hoping she'd show some mercy. 

"Don't be naughty now!" she said, wagging a finger at me. I spent the time before lunch polishing the silverware. Then I made lunch, which Paula and I ate together. I was a little puzzled, when she gave me a hand to tidy the dishes away, and getting them ready for the dishwasher, but she was in a very friendly mood, chattering away. About a quarter to one, I thought I'd better go and get changed and mentioned it. 

"Whatever for? You look fine." She said. 

"But you said I wouldn't have to wear women's clothes outside," I said helplessly, picking at the skirt material. 

"Yes, I know. But that was because you didn't want to let people know. Wasn't it?" 

"Yes." 

"But didn't you just tell me that Ann next door was a great gossip and that the whole condo was going to know now?" 

"Yes... But..." 

"And? Aren’t I going to let you wear men's clothes to the shop for a whole week, starting tomorrow?" 

"Yes Paula, and I'm very grateful for that but… 

"Charles? Don't argue please. Go and take your apron off. Then get your nightgown and negligee. I'll drive you over. It's not far. But if you want  to  stand  here  discussing  it?  Why  then,  I  just  might  let  you  walk over?" 
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"In a skirt already? You must have put up one helluva fight for your masculinity." Lacy laughed at me. "What's in the bag?" 

"A nightgown and some skirts that Paula wants to get altered to fit me." I answered, blushing. 

"Great! Get that blouse off." 

"What for?" I protested. "You already measured me!" 

"Charles? Do you remember Paula saying you were to make yourself a bra first and that you are to be a 32C bra size?" "Yes. But what does that..." 

"That  means,  Charles,  that  you  have  to  have  different measurements between above your breasts and all the way around. 

In other words? You have to have breasts - proper ones, that is. Now, just in case you've forgotten? You're a man. Men don't have breasts 

- at least none worth talking about. So? What can I do? I can make you ONE bra with very thick pads built in, or I can have you wear breast forms, so that you  can wear  LOTS of bras.  Which plan do you think Paula's going to want you to follow?" 

"The breast forms?" 

"Give  the  little  lady  a  coconut!  So  Charles?  The  blouse please?" 

I unbuttoned the blouse, then took it off. To my horror she put a bra on me, fastened it at the back, then adjusted the shoulder straps. "Comfy?" she asked. 

I nodded. 

"Good! Now let me see." She muttered, then undid the bra at  the  back.  From  nowhere,  she  then  brought  out  a  pair  of  flesh colored, flexible, breast look-alikes, and put them inside the cups. 

Then she fastened the bra again. 
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"It's a lot tighter now." I told her, aghast at what appeared to be twin growths sticking out from my chest. 

She nodded, then adjusted the straps and back again until I felt 'comfortable' again. Then she took a hi-liter pen and made a few dots on my chest at the outer edges of the breast forms. 

"Okay! Lets get that off!" she told me. 

Happily, I did what she'd ordered. Started to put my blouse back on. 

"What are you doing? For goodness sake!" she barked. 

"I thought you were finished with me." I said weakly. 

"Haven't barely started! Keep your blouse off for a minute. 

Here!" 

As I stood there helplessly, she painted some  liquid on my chest. It felt cold on my skin, and there was a definite aroma to it. 

Scented, but it had an underlying 'something'. Then, carefully she put the breast forms, one by one against my chest, being careful to align them with the marks she'd made. Just as she finished, I heard a toilet flush, and seconds later, Patti came into the room. 

"Well hello there Charles" she said, coming and giving me a kiss on the cheek. "Though you look so nice... maybe I should call you Carole?" 

"Okay Charles - or whatever your name is, let me take a few measurements here. Unfasten your skirt please. Just drop it." Lacy was talking to me again. 

I stared at her, totally uncomprehending, all too aware of the breasts which were now attached  to me. I could feel their weight and  the  slightest  move  I  made  seemed  to  set  them  bobbing. 

Ashamed, I ignored her and wrapped my arms around them, trying to hide what I'd just acquired. 

"Lacy! Stop being such an asshole! Give Carole a chance!" 
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Lacy seemed to wake up. "I only want to take some measurements for his panties." She said defensively. "Okay! But there's no need to be so goddam mean!" 

Patti  came  to  me  and  put  a  comforting  arm  around  my shoulders.  "Carole?  Put  your  blouse  on  if  you  want.  Don't  bother with Lacy, she just isn't too much into people's feelings." 

"Thanks Patti" I said, reaching for the blouse, not feeling any indignation at having been given a girl’s name. 

"But  if  you  wouldn't  mind  a  suggestion?"  Patti  said  softly. 

"Put  on  that  bra  there.  You're  gonna  need  the  support,  trust  me. 

You're too top heavy to be going around bra-less" I looked at her helplessly. "C'mon, I'll help you" she said. 

I could feel the truth in what she said as the bra fitted around my new breasts, then pulled them up tautly as she fastened me in at the back. 

"But  what's  this  about  panties?"  I  asked.  "Paula  never  said never said anything about panties." 

My voice sounded weak and defeated even to me as Patti was now helping me into my blouse, buttoning me in, and undoing my fastener, so that my skirt fell to the floor. 

"Aw  c'mon  Charles  for  God's  sake!"  Lacy  was  laughing  at my boxer shorts as she was stringing a tape measure around me at various points. "You're gonna wear these under your skirts? Come on!" 

I had no answer for her. 

Seconds later she was finished. "Okay Patti. He's all yours." 

I managed to collect my wits. " Lacy? Can I ask what's going on? I thought I was here for a sewing lesson? How come it's ME 

that's getting measured - and what is Patti doing here?" 
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"Charles?  Didn't  you  hear  Paula?  She  wants  you  to  sew yourself some bras first, right? - so that you will be better when it comes to making bras for her?" 

"Yes. That's right." 

"And? Wouldn't it make sense for you to know what a well fitting bra felt like - for comparison's sake?" 

"Yes - well kinda, I guess." 

She  nodded  her  head,  now  patiently  explaining  "So,  I'm going  to  make  you  a  bra  that  will  fit  really  nice  to  your...  "  she giggled,…" new configuration. You can wear it for a while to get the idea of what a good one feels like. That way, once you try on the ones you make you'll be able to 'feel' the mistakes. Got it?" 

"I see." I said. "But Lacy? Paula asked me to tell you that I needed sleeping bras as well?" 

"Oh yes! I'd forgotten. No problem with that, they'll be a lot easier  for  you  to  sew."  Then  she  paused  for  a  second  and  added 

"You did say you had a nightgown and peignoir to get fitted, didn't you? Why don't you put them on instead of your blouse and skirt. 

That  way,  I  can  see  what's  needed  to  alter  them,  and  you'll  have something  to  wear  while  Patti  works  on  you  and  I'm  fixing  your skirts? I'll fix the nightwear last, right before we finish up today." 

"Patti? Working on me?" 

"Yes Carole, "Patti said handing me my nightgown from the bag.  "Gonna  see  if  I  can  do  something  with  your  hair,  and  Paula asked  me  to  look  at  your  nails  as  well.  Maybe  show  you  some makeup tricks?" 

Dazed by this new development and totally compliant now I took my blouse off again and put on my nightgown and peignoir. 

Then - as they didn't go with  anything, took off  my boxer shorts. 

Lacy had a pair of pink woolen slippers of the type they hand out in 45 
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She  giggled  "I  guess  you're  going  to  work  in  Gloria's  boutique tomorrow and she doesn't want to embarrass you by making you too much of a girl. Not too much anyway," she added with a laugh. She then  picked  my  hand  up  and  looked  closely  at  my  nails.  "Thank goodness!" she said. "Nice nails. Won't need too much work at all. 

But let's get going on your hair." 

She  took  me  to  a  bathroom  where,  wearing  a  plastic  cape over my shoulders, she had me lean over a sink while she washed and rinsed my hair a number of times. After that, she gave my hair a rough towel dry for just a moment, then took me into a bedroom and had me sit at a dressing table in front of a mirror. 

I cringed as she deftly applied rollers to my hair, then pinned them in position. She then applied a sort of cream from a squeeze bottle  to  each  individual  curl,  then  wrapped  a  pink  chiffon  scarf around my head in a sort of turban. She then rolled a hair drier out from the closet and applied the hood around my head. 

"I'm setting this on 'low'" she told me. "If it feels too hot for you, yell out. Okay?" 

"Yes Patti." 

"I'm  going  to  do  your  nails  while  you’re  under  here.  Don't worry if you can't hear what I say, you won't hear me for the drier." 

I nodded, she turned on the drier and I took another step into being a  woman  as  she  manicured  my  nails  quickly  and  applied  a light coat of pink - decidedly pink - nail polish. 

In  the  mirror  I  saw  the  scene.  A  woman  in  feminine  pink night-wear, having her nails attended to. I then watched in a kind of dazed amazement as she was positioned in front of the mirror, had the rollers removed from her hair, and saw a comb and brush being used to form the soft waved hairdo, framing her face. Watched her 46 
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Patti plucked some eyebrows which seemed to wake me up, the  sharp  little  pains  drawing  'ouches'  from  me.  After  she  lightly penciled in my eyebrows, she let me see the increasingly womanish face  staring  back  from  the  mirror.  Hypnotized,  I  saw  her  lift  a perfume bottle and remove the stopper. She put a finger to the tiny hole at top of the bottle, then came and tipped the areas behind each ear lightly. 

"There! Isn't that nice? You'll make a pretty girl, I think. But you'll  have  to  smile  a  little  you  know.  Try  and  stop  looking  so scared." 

Just then, Lacy came in carrying some lingerie and my blouse and skirt. "Looks like we timed this pretty well..." she was saying then  she  got  a  good  look  at  me,  and  stopped.  "Oh  my!"  she  said softly,  then  added.  "What  was  that  you  were  calling  her  Patti?  - 

Carole?" 

"Oh I was just teasing." Patti said quickly. Lacy shrugged. 

"Don't have  any idea of what Paula's gonna say, but you've done too good a job Patti. Sorry Charles. I'm going to start calling you Carole.  Ain't  no  way  I  can  call  you  by  a  man's  name  and  keep  a straight face. Now, I've made your bra and matching panties - even ran up a half slip for you - that skirt material shows too much and you need something under it. I'm not going to do anything with that peignoir. It's a mite big, but that's okay. Take it off please and let me see what I can do with your nightgown." 

Everything was happening too fast. I'd started the day with at least a modicum of masculinity. Now I was made up, perfumed, and had a full set of lingerie waiting for me to try it on - along with my 47 
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'my' negligee and walked about in front of Lacy in the nightdress, until she determined what she was going to do. "Doesn't need much at all. A couple of minutes should do it," she said happily. "Honey? 

Want to use the bathroom to get your clothes on now?" 

"See  Lacy?  You  can  be  nice  when  you  want  to!"      Patti laughed. 

I blushed and nodded. Picked up my lingerie and outer clothes from the bed. Then paused. "Lacy? Can I ask a question?" 

"Sure honey. Fire away." 

"I just noticed. There's none of these little adjustment buckles on the bra straps. Don't I need them?" 

"No Carole," she said "That bra is built for you - nobody else. 

You won't need them. Want me to fasten it in back for you?" 

"No thanks Lacy. I think I can manage now." I said and went into the bathroom. 

"Carole honey?" she called after me. "Do me a favor, would you? Don't put your blouse on until I've seen how the bra is. Okay?" 

"Okay Lacy. What about the panties?" I added shyly. 

"Oh don't worry about them, they'll fit. Trust me." 

I couldn't deny it. In the privacy of the bathroom, I put on my panties,  bra,  and  half-slip.  They  were  a  vivid  pink  as  Lacy  had promised Paula, and they had pretty white lace trim. The bra fitted perfectly. I could tell the difference between it and the other one I'd been wearing right away. The half-slip felt wonderful, hugging my waist just a little and ending just above my knees, with the lace trim making a delightful feeling against my stockings after I put them on. 

I blushed furiously when putting the panties on, even though nobody was there to see me. Quickly, I stepped into my skirt and fastened it around my waist - it fitted much better now. Then I stuck my feet 48 
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then went back to join the other girls. 

Patti just stayed long enough to compliment me on how nice I looked and Lacy on what a nice job she'd done on my undies. Lacy nodded at the compliment and said her goodbyes, but her mind was obviously on the fit of my bra and how comfortable I felt wearing it.  Surprised,  I  heard  myself  saying  cheerfully  that  it  fitted beautifully and was very comfortable. She nodded. "Fine. Get your blouse on then Carole, and we'll get to work." 

What  can  I  say?  I  enjoyed  myself.  The  strangeness  of wearing women's clothes gradually went away and, to tell the truth, I felt more and more at home in them - especially working in such an environment, and on such a task. 

Lacy was a good teacher. Obviously highly interested in the design and manufacture of lady's lingerie. I was introduced to the materials  -  the  satin,  lycra,  tricot,  cotton,  silk  -  too  numerous  to remember in one sitting. She showed me her machine. "This is so advanced!" she enthused. "The software allows you to do all sorts of things. It's easily capable of doing Straight Zig Zag or Decorative Zig  Zag  stitching"  She  also  introduced  me  to  the  special  threads used - the polyesters and the 'elastics'. It was all quite fascinating. 

Then  I  was  introduced  to  the  'structural  engineering'  concepts involved, and told of the absolute need for 'blind' or 'French' seams to ensure that the wearer was not chafed by poor sewing techniques. 

I  was  astonished  to  find  that  seams  were  still  used  in  the construction of the bra cups. 

"But Lacy?" I asked. "I don't know anything about bras. But I've  seen  ads  in  the  newspapers  about  'seamless'  bras.  After  what you said about the possibility of chafing, wouldn't that be absolutely the best way to make them?" 

"Good question hon. The only thing is that that kind of bra is molded  by  machinery  -  and  that  machinery  is  strictly  for  mass production - so the ones that I make - and that you're going to learn 49 
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When Paula came to pick me up, I actually asked if she would mind waiting a minute, I was so immersed in trying to get a seam done to Lacy's satisfaction. I did see the sort of stunned expression on  her  face  when  she  saw  me  but,  thrust  it  aside,  having  totally forgotten how my appearance had been changed since I'd last seen her, only hours before. I'll admit that I was still distracted when she came  and  gave  me  a  girlish  peck  on  the  cheek,  so couldn't  figure why she stifled a laugh when I kissed her back in the same fashion. 

I was really sorry when it came time to say goodbye to Lacy. 

"Thank you so much dear" I said, giving her my (now usual) girlish kiss. "I really learned a lot. Sorry I won't be back for at least another week." 

Lacy beamed at me. "You're really quick Carole. I'm sorry as well, but I'm pressed for time myself this week, so maybe it's just as well. But next week? Maybe Paula won't mind you coming around here a couple of times a week?" 

"Oh  Paula!  You  wouldn't  mind,  would  you?"  I  asked, pleading. 

"Of  course  not,  silly!  After  all,  you're  making  MY  undies, aren't you?" 

I actually squealed and clapped my hands. The two women shook their heads at each other, smiling at my enthusiasm. 

"Lacy?" Paula spoke seriously. "What was  that you called Charles a few seconds ago?" 

Lacy  reddened.  "I'm  sorry  if  I  was  out  of  line  Paula,  but calling her - I mean him, 'Charles' -just seemed so wrong. Me and Patti started calling him Carole." 

"Oh  I  can't  have  that!"  Paula  said  shortly.  "That's  not appropriate at all!" 
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-  and  like  my  new  feminine  identity.  In  another,  my  remaining masculine hormones were applauding wildly at her reaction. They were, however, in for another shock. 

"How,  in  God's  name,  did  you  come  up  with  Karl?"  she continued 

"I didn't say 'Karl'" Lacy argued. "I said Carole - O.L.E! Not K .A .R. L" 

"Ah!" Paula laughed. "Now I see! But no. I'm not upset, but I've been thinking of another name altogether." She turned to me. 

"I'm sort of torn between Pamela, Priscilla, and Melissa. What do YOU think? Which of these names would you want to be called?" 

I  blushed  a  fiery  red.  "Oh  Paula!  Please  don't!"  I  mewled, then stupidly added " I don't know!" 

"Then you're leaving it up to me then?" She laughed. "Then it's probably Priscilla for you! A nice feminine name, Nobody, but nobody, is ever going to think that Priscilla is a man's name. That's it! Don't you agree?" 

I  kept  quiet,  then  she  spoke  again.  "Well,  I'm  not  going  to decide just yet. See if I can come up with something else that's more suitable." 

There was no shame whatsoever in creating diner for Gloria, Paula, and myself that night. My gender had now been established, and I was  acting  entirely  within  the  parameters  that  would  have  been established  by  a  name  like  'Priscilla'.  I  set  the  table.  I  cooked.  I served  -  wearing  a  pretty  apron  of  course.  I  ate  sparingly  -  as  a woman would do. I cleaned off the table - and did the dishes. What else would someone called 'Priscilla' do?. I had few qualms about putting  on  my  altered  nightgown  and  the  peignoir  that  evening when I joined Paula and Gloria for our pre-bedtime chat. I did feel a little ashamed by the way my breasts moved around after I'd taken the bra off, but gradually got used to that as well. Before I went to 51 
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Roberta 

The following morning, Gloria dropped me off at the mall. She had a business appointment somewhere. She gave me directions to the store. 

"The  girls  will  have  opened  up  by  now.  Introduce  yourself  -  especially to Andrea. Have a look at what she's doing. Get familiar with the computer  software  she's using,  then  see  if  you  think  she's doing  a  good job. I should be in about noon. Find yourself something to do." 

I felt totally out of  my element. I was back in male clothing, but even that felt strange - making me feel even more out of place as I reached the  boutique  and  knocked  on  the  door  which  was  locked.  Through  the window I could see that it was bright and cheerful inside and had all sorts of clothes and accessories displayed - lots of white satin and lace. Very feminine. A nice-looking woman in a pink smock came and unlocked the door. "If you're Charles, come in. If you're not ? I'm sorry sir, the store is closed at the moment." She said. 

"I'm Charles." I admitted, walking  into the shop and hearing the women lock the door again behind me. 

"And I'm Dorothy" she said coming and shaking my hand. "You coming to help us out over the next week or so?" 

"Yes, at least I hope so" I said. "Though the only thing I can see me helping with is the books." 

A  half  smile  came  over  her  face.  "Oh  yes.  Andrea  may  not  be overly happy with that, from what I know of her." 

"I'm  not  here  to  supervise  her  or  anything  like  that,"  I  said  hurriedly. 

"She'll appreciate that, I'll bet" she said dryly. "But come and I'll introduce you to the other girls." 
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She's the Fitter. Should be in shortly. 

"How  do  you  do,  ladies. Pleased  to  meet  you."  I  said  and  shook hands with them. 

Betty  was  slim  and  dark,  Quite  small.  Smaller  than  me  even. 

Cynthia  was  a  large  woman.  Very  pleasant  features  with  a  nice  smile. 

Yellow blonde hair. Both of them wore smocks similar to Dorothy. Pink satin,  smart looking.  In  another  way  they  were  similar. All  three  had  a peculiar smile - a sort of bemused expression. 

"Glad to have you aboard Charles. Have you talked to Andrea yet?" 

Cynthia asked. 

"Don't you think we would have heard?" Betty said, laughing. And all three women smiled broadly at some joke that I wasn't in on. Made me a little uneasy. 

"Is  she  in  then?"  I  asked.  "If  she  is,  maybe  I  could  go  and  meet her?" 

"Oh yes, she's here all right" Dorothy said. "On that stupid machine already - cursing as usual! I just bet she's going to be SO glad to be helped by an expert!" 

There  was  something  in  the  air.  I  could  sense  it,  but  wasn't  sure where it was. Nervously, I fingered my tie. "Is she next door in the office?" 

I asked. 

"Yes.  Actually  it's  two  rooms.  Andrea  works  on  the  outer,  then Gloria's office is right behind it." Betty informed me. 

"Then I'll go and introduce myself." I said. 

"Thought you met her yesterday?" Cynthia asked. 

I blushed. "Yes. But we didn't get much of a chance to talk." said. 
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I could hear the faint noise of someone working on a computer as I neared the open door. Andrea was sitting there, the girl who'd brought the shoes the day before. Like the other girls, she wore a pink satin smock. 

She was glaring at the computer screen. She must have caught a glimpse of me as she turned her frown on me the minute I walked into the office. 

"Hi Andrea...." I started. 

"What happened to you?" she asked belligerently. 

"Huh?" was all I could manage. 

"What's with the change in outfits? Yesterday you were in a skirt and blouse. Now you look almost like a man!" 

I licked my lips nervously. "Well, Andrea, You see..." 

"Oh, never mind that! Go and get me a cup of coffee, would you? 

Black, two sugars." 

I wasn't too happy being ordered about by a young girl, but it did get me off the hook as far as explaining my clothes from the day before. 

"Where's the coffee pot?" I asked. She sighed impatiently. "Back in the lounge. Get yourself  one  too  if  you  want,  then  get  back here.  I  need  to find  out  what  you  know  about  this  software.  Now  would  you  get  your finger out? Please?" 

Flushed at being talked to in this manner I went back to the lounge where the three women still sat talking. 

"Still  with  us  I  see?"  Betty  asked  innocently.  "Andrea  treat  you okay?" 

My face gave me away I think. 

"Her bark is worse than her bite Charles. Don't worry, she's nice when you get to know her." Cynthia said consolingly. 

"Just takes a while!" Dorothy laughed, and the others joined her. 

I saw the coffee pot and some mugs. "Does Andrea have her own mug?" I asked. 

"No. Everybody just uses any of them." Betty told me. "But while you're there sweetie?" and held her cup out towards me. "Sure" I said and 54 
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"Charles?  You  ARE  going  to  be  working  with  us  this  week?" 

Dorothy was looking up at me from her chair. 

"Yes - for the whole week, as far as I know." I answered. "You'll probably be wanting a smock then," she said . "Let me see if there are any clean ones left in the closet." With that, she got up and opened the closet door. "Ah yes. Thought so." She said next, and brought out a pink satin smock like she and the rest of the girls were wearing. 

I started to babble words... but that's all they were... words. When I took Andrea's coffee back to the office, my jacket was now hanging in the closet - along with my tie, and I was enclosed in a pink satin smock -

just like the other girls! "What kept you!" she snapped, then seeing my change of clothes added,  in  a  more  kindly  tone.  "Oh,  I see.  Thanks for getting my coffee. Here, pull up that chair, and have a look-see. Tell me what  you  know  about  this  bookkeeping  software.  This  is  their  newest version.  We  just  got  it  and  I'm  having  some  problems.  Maybe  you  can help me..." 

Less than ten minutes later, it had been made totally evident that she was far more knowledgeable than I was with respect to the software package  she  was  using.  It  was  also  evident  that  she  was,  at  least,  as competent as I was in the field of accountancy. She didn't make too much of an effort to hide her relief - and her scorn. 

"Well!  Gloria's  going  to  have  to  find  'something'  for  you  to  do around here. I just hope she doesn't want me to train you. I'm far too busy!" 

Another woman's voice, husky but resonant came from the doorway.  "WHO  is  far  to  busy?  You  Andrea?  What  nonsense!  Sit  there  on your ass all the time, bitching about how much work you do! If you spent more  time  working  -  and  less  bitching...  Ah!  This  must  be  the  famous Charles!" 

The woman who had entered carried herself with a model's swag-ger. She was well built though. Not fat, but not rail-thin either. Tall, maybe five eleven or so in her heels. Was wearing a two-piece woolen suit of an indeterminate color. Scarlet silk blouse. A mane of jet-black hair tumbled around her shoulders. Heavy, chunky, gold jewelry hung around her neck and wrists. Diamonds gleamed  in  her ears. Her complexion  was on the 55 
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I  scrambled  to  my  feet,  holding  out  my  hand.  "Hi!  Yes,  I'm Charles., not famous, I'm afraid..." 

She ignored my hand and kissed me on the cheeks in the manner I was now becoming accustomed to. 

"Oh, what a nice little doll you are!" she gushed. "Here, let me have a good look at you! And no, Dolly, a looker like you? You don't need to be afraid of anything! Not here, anyway. I'll take care of you!" 

As she said this, she took me in her arms, and kissed me, firmly on the lips! 

"Mmmm!  What  is  that  perfume  you're  wearing  Dolly?  Is  that Aramis? I just LOVE that perfume!" And, even though Patti had only put a touch behind my ears about eighteen hours before - and I'd showered in the meantime, I knew this woman had picked up on my perfume from the day before. She seemed so strong and dominant, that I could feel myself shrinking beside her. She put one arm around my shoulders and pulled me into her. Looked at Andrea. 

"So? You can't use my little Dolly, Andrea? If that's the case? I'll take her off your hands!" 

"Be my guest!" Andrea said. "She's no use to me!" 

"Please  stop  ladies!"  I  begged  weakly.  "I'm  not  a  woman.  Roberta? My name is Charles, not Dolly. Please stop this. 

Roberta dropped her arm from around my shoulder and gave me a  sharp  spank  on  the  rump.  "Dolly!  Be  a  good  girl!  If  you're  naughty, Roberta will put you over her knee and give you a good spanking! Now, Andrea and I are talking. Just be quiet!" 

Andrea took her eyes from the computer screen. "Charles? I've no idea what Gloria will want to do with you now. You're no good to me as a help with the books. But I'll give you a little advice ..." 

"You  be  quiet!"    Roberta  said  sharply,  but  with  a  smile  on  her face. 
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"Oh  shut  up  Roberta!"  Andrea  laughed.  "Charles?  You'd  better fight for yourself. If you don't do it-and start right now? You're going to become her little 'Dolly'. Trust me." 

Roberta pulled me into her side again. "But Dolly here wants to be my little doll. Don't you sweetie? Likes to wear skirts and blouses. Take sewing lessons. Wants to wear pretty pink smocks and work in a bridal gown boutique. Has little soft girlish arms. Wears nice perfume. You're just made for somebody like Roberta, aren't you, Dolly?” 

I didn't answer. 
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"Tell that naughty Andrea that you want to be Roberta's dolly. Say it, just like that. Don't keep Roberta waiting now...." 

She was giving me light spanks on the rump, her threat more than implied. 

"I want to be Roberta's dolly." I said to Andrea 

"Please call me 'Dolly'" Roberta prompted. 

"And I'd like you to, please, call me Dolly" I added softly. 

"You got it, Dolly," Andrea said, shaking her head and turning back to her computer screen. 

"Well done, Dolly" Roberta said. "Now, go back to the lounge and give Betty your smock. Tell her to apply your name on it, it should only take her a minute or so. Then put it back on and go into the fitting room and wait for me there - that's a girl!" 

"That's your name now - Dolly?" Betty asked, taking the smock from me. 

"Jesus! That Roberta sure can put a move on a sissy. Doesn't waste a minute, does she?" Dorothy said to Cynthia. 

"I  wondered  how  long  it  would  take  her."  Cynthia  said  casually, 

"but I will admit I thought it would take her longer than this." She turned to me. "She's pretty forceful, isn't she?" 

I  exhaled  loudly.  "She  sure  is.  Does  she  always  come  on  that strong?" 

"Only if she thinks she can get away with it." Betty said this over her shoulder as she left the room. "I'll just be a minute or two with your smock Dolly. Be right back." 

"Thanks Betty." I said. 

While she was gone, I discovered that Roberta actually was more of a partner than employee, getting a percentage of the profits as well as commission. 

"She's actually kind of fun." Cynthia explained, 

"LOVES sissies!" Dorothy said, smiling. "Often has one or two at 58 
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"Waiting ON her is more like it." Dorothy chimed in. "As often as not she has them in little maids outfits.." 

"Oh yes!" Cynthia laughed. "Remember that pretty little red-head who answered the door that night… when she had the party…?" 

"Yes - he was a little cutie. He was crazy about her too. Wonder whatever happened to him..." 

"God knows. I don't." Dorothy answered. 

"Me neither."      Betty  said,  coming  in  through  the  door.  "Here's your smock Dolly." 

"Thanks Betty." I said, taking it from her and putting it on. "Guess I'll head for the fitting room." 

"She wants you in there, already?" Cynthia said, her eyes big. 

"Yes. Told me to wait for her there." I replied. 

"Well you'd better get a move on, she doesn't like her girls to keep her waiting." Betty said, looking closely at where she'd applied my new name, just above the left breast of my smock. 

"Where is the fitting room?" I asked. 

"Over to the side there. Brown door. Behind that display of wedding gowns." Betty took my arm, then pointed. 

"Thanks Betty. See you later." I said, walking away. 

The door was a little hard to see, hidden by the dresses as it was. 

It  had  the  words  "Fitting  Room"  on  it,  and  an  Indicator  that  could  be switched from "Vacant" to "In Use". I breathed a small sigh of relief. It showed 'Vacant', so I went into the room without knocking. 

Roberta was sitting in a chair, obviously waiting for me. "Change that sign to show "In Use" please, Dolly." 

"Okay Roberta." I said, only too anxious to please, changing it, then closing the door behind me. 

"Took you long enough. What were you doing in there? Gossiping with the other girls?" 
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"No  Roberta!"  I  said  indignantly.  "Betty  just  finished.  I  came straight away." 

She  shrugged  indifferently.  "Okay.  Just  kick  off  your  shoes  and socks and take your pants off. Dump them over in the corner there." 

I immediately started kicking my shoes off and reaching for my socks. "Can I ask why, Roberta?" 

“Of course Dolly! I always want you to feel free to ask me things. 

Andrea knew what  size  shoes  you  needed  yesterday,  so I  found  another pair that will be more appropriate for you working in here with me. I also brought you some thigh highs." "But what about the pants?" I reminded her warily. "Oh them! Two things. First of all, they're not proper wear in here, and the smock is longer than most dresses, so you won't need to be modest.  The  second?  I'm  going  to  spank  you..."  "But  I  haven't  done anything bad!" I blurted. "That's not fair!" 

She smiled gently and crooked her finger at me. "Dolly? Come her please. Take your pants off, and get over my knee. Come on now. Let's get this over and done with - then we can be friends..." 

"But Roberta.." I said weakly, dropping my pants and stepping out of them and walking towards her. 

She held out a hand and I took it. She then gently maneuvered me over her knees. 

"Comfy?" I heard her ask. 

"Yes Roberta. But why?" I then shamed myself even more by starting to cry. 

"Just to teach you what will happen to you if you displease me. I find it best to do it this way.." 

"Please, PLEASE, Roberta? Couldn't you do it later?" 

"Well, I could I guess," she said "But I want to make you up a little. 

Make you pretty, you know? And if I wait until later to spank you, you'll just make a mess of your mascara. Now take your spanking like a man., or should I say, like a girl?" and asshe said this, she pulled the hem of my smock back to bare my backside, then hit it. 
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"There!  Aren't  you  glad  that's  over?  Can  we  be  friends  now Dolly?" 

"Yes  please  Roberta.  I'd  like  that."  I  managed  to  snuffle.  "Well then, let's see you." And with that, she turned me over on my back, so that I was looking up at her. 

"I'm sorry  Dolly."  She  said,  leaning  over  and  lightly  kissing  my swollen eyes. "I hope you know that I'd never hurt you. But I have to make sure that you're obedient. You do understand, don't you?" 

"Yes  Roberta.  I  understand."  I  quavered.  "And  you're  not  upset with me, are you?" 

"No Roberta." 

"Good. Go to the bathroom for a little while and bathe your eyes in cool water. Then come back here and we'll get your makeup on. You'll like that, won't you?" "Yes Roberta. Where's the men's room?" 

"Whatever for?" "Well, you said for me to go..." 

"You use the 'Ladies' from now on. Silly little goose." She giggled. 

"Men's room - indeed! But first? Put on your shoes and stockings." 

I saw the amused looks the other ladies gave me as I passed them on  my  way  to  the  ladies room  in  the  store.  "Don't  be  too  long  in  there Dolly" Betty cautioned me. "We'll be opening for business in a half hour or so." 

They were all nice enough to give me privacy the first time I used the ladies - I think I'd have died of shame if someone else had come in as I cooled my eyes off with water and tissues. Then I went back and reported to Roberta. She looked closely at my eyes. "Still a little red looking, but that's much better. Let's see how pretty we can make you." 

Frankly,  I  thought  that  Patti  had  done  a  much  nicer  job  the  day before. Not only that, Roberta tweezed some more of my eyebrows away, leaving me even more feminine looking around my eyes. By the time she'd 61 
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"Go and report to Cynthia in back for today. Tomorrow? I want you here dressed properly - and try to do 'something' with your hair. Once you're pretty enough  to  be  introduced  as one  of  my  dollies, then  I'll  have  you come work with me in here. Doesn't that sound like fun?" 

"Yes. It does, Roberta." 

"But  here  Dolly.  Let  me  give  you  a  kiss,"  she  said,  holding  her arms open. 

I moved into her, and she kissed me firmly. Then one of her hands lifted up the front of my dress - smock I mean - and her hand closed around my erection. 

"Well hello, you little sweet thing." She laughed. Now look at what Roberta's got for you!" And I was being pushed backwards and down onto the sofa! 

"What - what - what are you doing?" I stammered between kisses, her body now pressing down on me, then seeing her atop me, legs apart and straddling me,  hands everywhere.  Kisses raining  down  on  my  lips, teeth biting my neck softly. I raised my hands and caressed her breasts. 

She paused while I did this, undulating on top of me. "Why giving my new little dolly a reward for being such a good girl. Don't you like it?" 

she  said,  smiling  down  on  me.  "Oh  yes  Roberta!  But  what  if  someone comes in?" I was rising and falling underneath her now. "Who cares?" she said  reaching  up  inside  my  smock  and  pulling  my  underpants  down. 

"Yech!" she said . "No more of these Dolly. Understand?" 

I wiggled in delight. "But I only have one pair of panties Roberta." 

I complained softly. 

"Okay Dolly. Roberta'11 buy you some new ones today. Just for being a good girl." With that, she sat on top of me, enclosing my erection with her own moist receptacle. "Now hold on there Dolly!" she warned me. "Just take it easy. Wait until I tell you!" 

She slid up and down me, very slowly, beginning to pant herself now. Gradually speeded up the rhythm, then within a few minutes arched her back and began to pump furiously. I couldn't contain myself. Started to  spurt,  expecting  a  reprimand,  but  she  was  too  involved  in  her  own 62 
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"Ooooh! That was nice! Wasn't it?" I just squirmed happily. 

I  was  exhausted,  but  after  cleaning  myself  off  there,  and  in  the Ladies, reported to Cynthia. She smiled at me. 

"Roberta start training you? " she asked, a slight inflection on the word 'training'. 

"Oh yes!" I said, but blushing. 

She nodded. "Yes. I can see you learned a lot." Then "Okay Dolly. 

Welcome aboard. Now, if you'd get a brush and shovel from over there? 

How's about sweeping the floor?" 

* * * * * * * * * * *  

Gloria's reaction when she saw me was not quite what I'd expected. 

"Oh Christ! What are you doing back here?" 

"She's helping ME!" Cynthia said tartly. "And it's about time I got somebody! She's been a big help, so don't you dare start in on her!" 

Gloria beat a hasty retreat. "Cynthia! Sorry! Didn't mean anything. 

I just wasn't expecting to see him... her... back here. That's all. Charles? 

Could I talk to you? That is, if your bodyguard here doesn't mind...?" 

Mollified,  Cynthia  laughed.  "Okay  Gloria,  you  are  the  boss  I guess. Just don't start being mean...." 

"God,  I wouldn't  dare!"  Gloria  replied.  "C'mon  Charles, back  to my office." 

"Her name is Dolly now." Cynthia said. "She might be too shy to tell you." 

Gloria had started walking. Stopped. "Don't tell me. Roberta got to you?" she asked me. 

"Yes" I mumbled. 

"Already?' 

I nodded and followed her to her office, passing Andrea on the way in. Gloria shut the door behind us, then sat down at her desk and waved 63 
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She shook her head in a resigned fashion. "I should have thought of Roberta I guess. Just didn't think she'd catch on to you so quick. She's always liked feminine young guys. But what happened between you and Andrea?" 

I blushed. "Gloria? I'm not really that good a bookkeeper. To tell the truth? Andrea's probably better than I am already. If I worked at  it, I could probably learn what she's doing but, to tell the truth? I'd probably be wasting your money." 

"Thanks for your honesty, Charles. I do appreciate that." She said. 

"But what do I do with you for this week? After all the yelling Paula done, I don't want to go back and redo the whole deal. I wouldn't hear the end of it for months." 

"I could still work the week here." I suggested. She leaned back in her chair. "You do know that Roberta doesn't take boyfriends - girlfriends 

- in for the long haul, don't you?' 

"I'd guessed as much." I admitted. 

"So,  we're  not  going  to  see  some  hysterical  outbursts  when  it's over?" 

"I hope not." I said. 

"She  nodded,  and  took  a  deep  breath.  "Well,  honeybun?  I  don't know what I'm gonna do with you. The major advantage was you helping to  keep  me  out  of  jail.  Now?  I  don't  know.  I  may  have  to  think  of something else..." 

But she kept her word and worked me the full week. By the end of that time, I was almost completely feminized. I was wearing panties and bras. Roberta had kept her word and bought me a dozen sets of panties - 

nice ones in soft  pastel  colors. I  had also attached  the  breast  forms that night when I got back to the house and, Lacy, after a pleading phone call, had run me up a half dozen bras. 

My wardrobe had also grown in the skirts and blouse departments. 

Gloria had given me a bonus of two hundred dollars the third morning. 

"What's this for?" I asked, wondering. 
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"It's  an  advance  on  commission"  she  said  abruptly.  "Betty  has a friend down in "Sallies", the shop down the mall there. Go and use it to buy yourself some clothes. It's not expensive stuff to begin with and you should get it at cost or close to it." 

"But I can't go into a woman's store and buy..." 

"Dolly? Shut up! Do as you're told. Tell Betty to set it up before working  hours  -  or  after.  Just  get  some  other  clothes  that  aren't  my daughter's hand-me-downs!" 

Unlike  her  normal  demeanor,  she  looked  very  uncomfortable. 

Guilty even. I wondered what was going on, but was afraid to ask. 

Purchasing the clothing should have been difficult. I was expecting to be uncomfortable - and I was, but only  to a certain extent. Sally met Betty and  I after  hours.  She  smiled  when  I  was introduced  as Roberta's new  'dolly'  but  immediately  our  meeting  became  strictly  business.  She asked how much I wanted to spend and I gave her the two hundred. "Stop me when I run out, I guess." I told her. 

I got a surprising amount for the money. Blouses, skirts, one floral dress,  a  nightgown  and  peignoir  set  in  pale  blue  and  some  lingerie  - 

camisoles, half and full slips, garter belts and stockings.. It didn't take a long time either. She had me try on one skirt and blouse and checked them out closely. After that, I picked what I  wanted, and she found my size - 

and she was never wrong. 

At  first,  despite  my  clothes  and  the  makeup  I'd  started  using,  it didn't take women who came into the store more than a minute or two to 

'make  me'  as  a  man  in  drag  at  first.  As  the  week  wore  on,  however,  I seemed to become more proficient, even getting no raised eyebrows from customers when I gave Roberta a hand in the fitting room. I loved working for her - she'd pass and touch me, or if nobody was there, she'd take me in her arms and kiss me. Around her, I operated in a sexual haze, constantly excited. The third day there she took me out to lunch - and we ended up in a motel for a quick but satisfying episode.  She could be mean to me, and was at times, but I was truly desperate for the sex and would tolerate just about anything from her. 

To  tell  the  truth,  I  enjoyed  the  work as  well.  She  was  very  particular. The customer would have to stand for long periods of  time on a 65 
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Gradually,  however,  they  seemed  to  accept  me  as  'Dolly'  and would often chat with me about one thing or the other. 

I think another thing that most of them enjoyed was being the center of attention in such a situation. I think every woman has a soft spot for a  girl  about  to  become  a  bride  -  so  the  interest  generated  in  other customers when they'd see a young lady getting fitted for a wedding gown was phenomenal. So many would come in and ask when the big day was, and if they could see sketches of the finished product, comment on how lovely  the  fabrics  were  -  and  ooh  and  aah  over  the  veils  and  other accessories. It had to be tiring for the poor dears, because they were often up on that platform for an hour or more at a time  - and when the initial fitting was being done - it could be HOURS! - but, as I said, they seemed to enjoy it. 

With Paula, the tension had eased. She'd been a little upset when she discovered that I'd been given a name by Roberta. She said that she would have preferred  me  to  be  called  Priscilla,  but  admitted  that Dolly wasn't too bad. She still like to tease me though and took as many chances as she could. I still had to brush her hair every night and she never missed an opportunity to tell me how feminine I was becoming. Started to teach me how to put her  hair  up.  Made  me  sit  and apply  my  own  makeup  in front of her - and critique my growing skills. 

One night she was in a fidgety mood. Helped me to make dinner then,  to  my  astonishment,  helped  me  clear  away  the  dishes  and  do  the clean up. I  was getting  suspicious  and  became  even  more  so when  she asked me to follow her up to her room. "Okay! Skirt and blouse off, and shut your eyes," she said " I have a surprise for you!" 

It turned out to be more than one surprise. The 'dress' was a maid's uniform. Nothing fancy, dark blue with white trim at the sleeve cuffs and neckline.  White  cap  with  a  dark  blue  ribbon  to  match.  Plain  white, starched, apron. 



66 

Conditions of Employment by Bea 

"Come  on  Paula!"  I  protested,  though  weakly  -  (I  had  physical indications that I was enjoying it) "You said I was to be your companion. 

This is a maids outfit!" 

"I know, I know!" she giggled. "But you look so cute! Ann will be delighted!" 

"Ann who?" I asked a sinking feeling in my stomach. 

"Ann Murray next door." 

"Is she coming here tonight?" 

"No." More giggling. "We rented you out to her for the evening. 

She has some friends coming over to play some silly game or other and she was short a maid, so I suggested you. You can use the  money, can't you?  She's  paying  a  hundred  dollars  for  the  night.  Mom's  taking  fifty. 

That's fifty bucks that will help pay for those pretty clothes you bought." 

"Rent me out! What are you talking about? Please Paula! Tell me you didn't!" 

"Yes I did. Mom wants to get her investment back as quickly as she can. She figures that some of the Board members that you lorded it over may want to see you in a more 'subordinate' position? Got Lacy to run you up this uniform. I mentioned it Ann -.she jumped at the chance. 

Now? Can you curtsey? Let's see you!" 

A half hour later I was answering the door for Ann's old friends, taking  their  coats,  hats,  and  purses  -  and  being  introduced  to  them  as 

'"Dolly - my part time maid. He's a cross dresser working for the ladies next door.". This created no end of giggles and a lot of comments about how 'sissified' the modern male was becoming -.and more than one fond pat on the backside. 

At the store, something happened the next day. I had been giving Cynthia  a  hand  in  the  back  as  Roberta  had  no  appointments  for  that morning. All  of a  sudden  I  was called  through  to  Gloria's office where Roberta sat. She didn't look too happy and I wondered what was wrong. 

"Dolly?" Gloria said. "Roberta and I need a big favor from you." 

"What is it Gloria?" 
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"The girl can't come in for a fitting, and they'll need it in a hurry.." 

"What's that to do with me?" I asked. "She's almost exactly your size." 

Her words made absolutely no sense to me. I just couldn't see the connection. 

Roberta saw my confusion. "You're to be my dressmaking form," 

she said deadpan. 

It took a second or two for what she said to impact on me. "You're joking! You MUST be joking! Me?" I laughed out loud. "No joke. Yes, you!" Gloria said sharply. "You'll be well paid - as a matter of fact, that bonus I gave you was in anticipation of this, so let's just cut to the chase. 

Go back with Roberta to the fitting room and get started. This will need to get done in a hurry! Roberta? As Dolly can't help you, I'd suggest that you tell Andrea to come in and act as your assistant instead." 

I kept looking around, waiting for someone to grin, laugh, or just explain that it was all just an elaborate joke. But nobody did. 

"Aw Gloria! For heaven's sake! You want me to stand up there and get measured for a... a… and a dreadful thought crossed my mind. What kind of a gown Gloria?" 

“A wedding dress. What did you think?" she retorted. "Now would you  go  with  Roberta?  Get  a  move  on?"  The  tormenting  started immediately with Andrea. Once she found out she was being pulled away from her beloved computer - and to do work that she felt was beneath her now  -  MY  work!  -  was  bad  enough.  But  to  see  me  being  the  center  of attention in a BRIDAL gown manufacturing ritual! Just drove her nuts! 

I had to get out of my skirt and blouse and into a full length, white, satin slip. Roberta wasn't too sure as to what size heels the bride would wear  -  nobody  had  thought  to  ask  -  but  thought  mine  a shade  low,  so I moved  into  a  three-inch  heel.  And  then  it  was  my  turn  on  the  raised platform! 

But  that  damned  Andrea!  "You're  going  to  have  a  lot  of  people coming in here to look at the new bride" she simpered "Don't you think... 

?" she paused. 
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"Think  what?"  Roberta  growled.  "For  God's  sake  if  you  have something in your mind, get it out!" 

"I just thought that they'll think the dress is for him!" she tittered. 

"So?  We  just  tell  them  he's  only  the  model."  Roberta  said. 

"Representing this boutique? Don't you think he could be a little prettier?" 

Have a little better makeup? Nicer earrings? Look more like a prospective bride?" Andrea shot back. "He's the best this shop can do?" 

Roberta looked bemused. "You know? You're right. Never thought of that...." 

And my makeup was enhanced considerably... 

Andrea was also correct in her assumption that a man in a wedding dress would draw a lot of spectators. Then, the following day, she noticed something else. 

"Roberta? Did you notice that when these ladies asked Dolly what the dress was going to be like, that he didn't know?" 

"Yes. I noticed." Roberta said. "What's on your mind now?" 

"Well? Wouldn't you think a bride would know?" 

A  thoughtful  nod  from  Roberta.  From  then  on,  when  customers ask me, I'd reply :"It's going to be a full skirted gown in white Italian satin. 

Very simple, but elegant style, with a V-shaped bodice embellished with Battenburg lace, pearls and sequins. The neckline will be 'off the shoulder' 

and the sleeves will be full fitted, chiffon with Battenburg lace applique. 

The train will be semi-cathedral length and will also feature Battenburg lace." 

Naturally, Andrea comments that my voice isn't as feminine as it could be - so I'm then trained to say the above in a 'little girl' voice. 

All of  a sudden,  Gloria  realizes that  she  has got  a  'draw'  for  po-tential customers - and the longer she can draw this exercise in humiliation out  the  better.  So,  it's  no  skin  off  her  nose  if  another  customer  being measured or fitted 'bumps' me from the pedestal schedule. But? As people coming  in  are  still  interested  in  me?  Why  not  have  a  walking advertisement for other products that the boutique sells? Why not have me wear some bridesmaid’s dresses while I wait? Maybe a prom dress or two? 
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ad? Maybe I should be taught to walk properly? 

My total day in the boutique becomes a period where I am parading about  in  a  slip,  wedding  dress  (partial),  bridesmaids  or  Prom  dresses.  I walk elegantly, I smile a lot. I speak like a girl, and make sure I smile and twirl my clothes prettily when customers talk to me. 

Roberta is nice to me again, but never touches or kisses me. I was very  hurt, and asked  her  what  I  had  done  one  day.  She  hugged me  and apologized. "I'm sorry Dolly, but you know we've been very busy. You've brought a lot of business in." 

"But that's not all. Is it Roberta?" I asked. 

"No  dear.  It's  not.  But  it's  not  your  fault.  I  just  can't  afford  you. 

That's all." 

"What do you mean, dear?" I asked. "Afford?" 

"Gloria and I are friends as well as partners," she said. "But I'm the Junior partner. She's asked me to back off from you. She – or Paula - have someone very interested in you, and she's asked me to get out of the way." 

"That's not  fair!"  I  squealed.  "What  happens if  I  don't  like  this... 

this... whoever it is!" 

"Then you can be my girl again. Okay?" 

I smiled. " Okay!" 

This,  naturally,  piqued  my  curiosity.  I  started  bugging  Paula  to divulge the name of my secret 'admirer' but she wouldn't tell me. 

Finally,  one  night,  she  said.  "You  have  a  date  on  Saturday afternoon. About two o'clock." She smiled. "With your secret admirer!" 

I took a deep breath. "What should I wear? Will it be dressy?" 

"That's  a  thing  I  forgot  to  mention.    You'll  need  to  wear  men's clothes for this date. 

"WHAT?" 

"You heard me dear." She said. 
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Paula met me at the front door when I came downstairs. 

"Gosh!"  She  said,  smiling.  "You  look  so  funny  in  men's  clothes again.. How does it feel?" 

"Kinda funny." I admitted. "It's been a while." 

She nodded. "Yeah. But turn around. Let's see you." 

I did as she bid me. I had been telling the truth. All my old clothes felt strange - heavy. The shoes in particular felt as if they weighed about ten pounds each - not only that, I felt a great deal smaller without my heels on. My tweed jacket also felt like it weighed a ton, and the tie around my neck felt extremely restrictive. 

I looked at her. She seemed in a good mood.  I decided to try my luck again. "But  Paula?  Won't  you  tell  me  who  this blind  date  is?  And how come we're leaving this early?" 

She shook her head. "Naw. Gonna be a surprise for you. Somebody you'd never think of. But I'm sure you'll like her. And don't worry about the time. Trust me." 

Inwardly, I breathed a massive sigh of relief. It had only been the slimmest of chances I knew, but I had really been  terrified that she was going to set me up with a man to totally humiliate me. Her last sentence had shut the door on that possibility though, so I relaxed immediately. 

"Will I need my wallet? License? Any of that stuff?" I probed some more. 

She thought for a second. Shook her head again. "Don't think so. If you're ready? Let's go." 

Nervously I assented. She had me put my arm through hers, and we moved away from the house. 

I had thought we'd be going in her car, but she headed me away from the garage and started in the other direction. I was completely surprised when we came to Fizzie's house and turned up the pathway that led to the front door. 
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Fizzie  had  always  supplied  what  seemed  to  be  an  inexhaustible supply  of  young  pretty  girls  as  servers.  I'd  overheard  a  conversation between two of the stews one night that gave me the feeling that she had some sort of 'stable' of young girls - like a dating service? Was it possible that  one  of  her  young  girls  was  going  to  be  my  date  for  the  evening? 

Somehow, it didn't seem right. By the time I had reached this conclusion, Paula had rang the front door bell. 

A  pretty  young  girl  in  a  gorgeous  maid's  uniform  answered.  She really was exceptionally well turned out. Black dress with white lace trim. 

Cinched waistline  demonstrating  a  tiered,  flounced  skirt,  with  a  layered petticoat flashing  beneath  it.  Black  net  stockings, high  heels. Oversized puff sleeves that emphasized her pale delicate arms. Pristine white apron with a lace mob cap to match. "Oh Miss Paula. How nice to see you again. 

Come in please. Miss Angela is expecting you." 

Paula walked ahead of me into the house. As I followed, the young girl gave me a most peculiar smile - half seductive, half laughing. She also batted  her  eyelashes  at  me  strangely.  Could  this  girl  be  my  date,  I wondered - but I had something else on my mind. 

"Who's this Miss Angela?" I whispered to Paula. 

"Why,  that's  who  you're  calling  'Fizzie'  you  numbskull."      She answered. "Expect her servants to call her that?" 

I grinned to myself. The thought of Fizzie having a 'real' name had never really occurred to me. When we entered the room, she was standing over by the fireplace. I saw that she even looked different. It struck me that 'something' was wrong, until I realized that, for the first time, I wasn't seeing her in one of her frilly party-type dresses. 

She was wearing a dark blue pant suit with a crimson weskit. Her hair seemed shorter and lighter in color. Was she taller? She seemed so much more... What?... Confident? 
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Turned towards me. " Charles?" She said coolly. "How nice of you to come." Came forward and shook my hand. 

I grinned. "Fizzie? What have you done to yourself? You look really good!" 

She  didn't  babble  as I  expected. She  actually  pursed  her  lips,  and made a sort of tutting noise. " Charles? Do me a large favor please? Call me Miss Angela, would you? I've never really cared for... " 

"You've got to be kidding" I laughed “Miss Angela..?"    But I could feel my voice lose it's strength as I saw both her and Paula glare at me. 

Desperately, I changed tack. 

"Oh! I'm sorry Angela -1 didn't know that 'Fizzie' offended..." 

"Miss Angela, if you don't mind" she interrupted firmly. 

"I'm... I'm... Sorry, Miss Angela." I surrendered. 

Both women smiled. Fizzie picked up a little hand bell. Rang it. 

The maid reappeared. 

"Yes Miss Angela" she said, dropping a neat curtsey. 

"Marie? Bring tea for Paula and myself please. And on your way to the  kitchen,  would  you  take  Charles  here  to  the  waiting  room?  Thank you." 

I  found  myself  effectively  dismissed,  as  she  turned  to  Paula  and started talking immediately. And another surprise. The maid was smiling that strange smile again, and actually crooking her finger at me to come and join her. Confused, I didn't move for a second. A stern look appeared on  her  face  and  she  beckoned  me  sharply  this  time.  I  went  to  her.  She opened the door and let me out. 

Not knowing where to go, I stopped. The next thing, she had linked her arm in mine  and  was leading  me  down  the  hall,  humming  softly  to herself, looking at me and smiling every so often. Her dress rustled softly beside me, and her scent filled my nostrils - though not unpleasantly. She opened a door and led me in. "Everyone?" She said. "This is Charles." 

And I got another shock. It was a fairly large room, with large chairs 73 

Conditions of Employment by Bea and sofas scattered about. The only thing was that there were (as it turned out)  seven  young  ladies  all  engaged  in  different  pursuits,  some  talking, some reading, some working on each other's hair. All of these activities stopped  then  and  they  all  approached  me,  smiling  welcome.  The  main thing was though, that they were all very good looking - and all wearing nothing but lingerie! I started to back out of the room, embarrassed and red faced, but Marie had a firm hold of my arm, relinquishing it only when two of the other girls came and took hold of it. 

"What's  the  matter?"  One  of  them  smiled.  "You  don't  like  our company?  Look  girls.  Charles  is  here!"  And  the  girls  were  now surrounding me, sort of leading me over to one of the couches. Surrounded by a cloud of soft femininity in scented laces, silks, and chiffon I found myself sitting down, girls on either side of me on the couch, some standing behind the couch, leaning over me. Some actually sitting at my feet. 

"Aren't you warm?" A soft voice asked. "You look all warm. Why not take your jacket off?" 

"I'd... I'd... Rather not." I started - but helplessly felt the jacket being unbuttoned then slipped off. Soft hands then seemed to start touching me all over. 

"Aren't men's ties the silliest things?" I heard another voice say, as my tie was slipped off. 

"Please ladies!" I said, trying to get some force into my voice, and making an attempt to rise from the couch. It seemed to work - but only for a second or two. First, my upward progress was stopped and I was gently forced down onto the couch again. Then more giggles sounded, and then the hands were back at work. 

"Isn't he soft?" A new voice whispered admiringly. 

"And no body hair to speak of either." Another said. 

"Don't you wish that you had that problem Eileen?" Another voice said cattily, setting off a fresh wave of giggles. 

By this time my shoes and socks were gone, and my shirt had been unbuttoned.    Small hands were also landing featherlike on my pant zipper. I started to struggle. This was met with more 74 
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"Oh!    Isn't  he  cute  when  he  struggles  -  such  a  tomboy!"  a  voice muttered. 

And my right hand was picked up and was being put through a light blue satin loop. I couldn't see the rest of the garment but was pretty sure it was a bra. Knowing it was useless, I gave up the struggle and let my left hand be put through a similar exercise. My upper body was twisted to one side  a  little  and  I  felt  my  bra  tightening  as  the  ends  of  the  straps  were pulled together at the back and fastened. I felt a soft piece of fabric being inserted into each of the bra cups. 

All the other activity around my body seemed to have halted. They seemed to be waiting for something. It didn't take long. "Here sweetie" a girl's voice said "Lift your arm. There's a boy. That's it!" 

"She's a she, silly" the one called Eileen said and, putting her lips down to my ear "Aren't you honey? A nice little girl, here with all your pretty friends?" 

But I didn't get a chance to agree or otherwise. My right arm again had been lifted and was being put through a sort of tube of material. The only difference was that this time my head was following it. Then my left arm followed, and a cool layer of satin cascaded down over my body. 

I was being pulled out of the chair now. Saw the light blue satin slip I  was  wearing.  It  was  really  pretty,  obviously  expensive,  with  a  large border  of  fine  lace  around  the  hem  and  bust  lines.  I  had  been  raised  to allow the slip to fall around the outside of my pants. It fell down to about calf length. Once it had settled, I was being pushed back down again, with the only difference being that my pants were being pulled down about my ankles as I descended. 

As my rear end hit the couch, I heard a girl's voice. "Ole!" And my pants were tugged right off from my feet as all the girls let out light cheers and applauded. 

Searching  hands  were  now  under  my  slip,  feeling  for  my  underpants.  Seconds  later,  they  were  down  and  off  as  well.  Almost instantaneously  my  feet  were  then  lifted  a  little,  and  panties  -  because that's what they had to be, were being hoisted up into position under my 75 
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Now, quaking, I was pulled to my feet, a  choir of voices singing about how 'cute' or 'lovely' or 'pretty' I looked. But they weren't finished yet. Not by a long shot. 

A  girl  was kneeling  in  front  of  me,  raising  my  slip  almost  to  my knees. She put something else up under it, then fastened it, then adjusted it's  position  by  tugging  it  around  me.  Then  she  was  busily  employed pulling 'something' down through the my panty legs. It took a few seconds for it to dawn on me that I was now wearing a garter belt. A sharp, stinging slap  landed  on  my  backside.  "Stop  slouching  around  there!  Stand  up straight!" 

I did as I was told but was being led over to a chair facing a mirror, where I was sat down immediately. A swarm of scented bodies clustered around me again. 

Everything had happened so suddenly. It hadn't been five minutes since I'd entered the room, and now I sat on a chair, wearing nothing but women's underwear - and going through a 'makeover' that was 'making me over' into a young woman. I realized quickly that even though Patti had done the same  thing  basically,  the  difference was incredible.  I  was being turned into a showgirl now. 

A sort of cap had been placed on my head - a sort of funny thing with holes in it. Two of the girls were busily engaged in pulling tendrils of my hair through the holes with little 'hook' type things, chatting busily away while they did so. Cotton wool balls had been placed between my toes,  and  a  girl  was  patiently  applying  nail  polish  -  bright  red,  I  saw. 

Another was applying a matching polish to my finger nails. 

In fear I shivered. Goosebumps appeared on my arms. Somebody noticed. 

"Aw, c'mon!" I heard. "She's cold! Get her something - somebody!" 

I was actually grateful for the silken robe they gave me - peacock blue, with long flowing sleeves, and a loose tie at the waist. It was truly feminine. But so what? Everything else I was wearing was the same. What was I supposed to do, freeze? 

By six o'clock, they were finished. I was now a 'frosted' brunette, 76 

Conditions of Employment by Bea my  hair  framing  my  face  at  the  sides,  short  'bangs'  over  my  eyes.  My eyebrows had been  plucked  down  to  very  fine  lines, arcing  up  over  the actual ridges as they flared out to the sides of my face. My ears had been pierced and, although a few of the girls had argued against it, I had pearl earrings inserted. 

I  wore a  three-strand  pearl  choker  and  bracelet  to  match  the  earrings, and some costume jewelry rings on my fingers. A slave bracelet on my left ankle. 

After my polish had dried, I'd been given a pair of pale nylons to put  on.  Then  a  pair  of  white  high  heeled  shoes  that  were  prettily embroidered with small rows of pearls. These were lower than anything I'd worn in the last few days so I didn't have too much trouble with them 

- a fact that raised a few eyebrows. I didn't let on that I noticed though. 

I was also now in full makeup - evening makeup, as it was described to me. False, mascaraed eyelashes. Artfully applied blush and eyeshadow. 

Scarlet 'wet' looking lips that matched my nails. 

"Smile, open your mouth a little. Lick your lips seductively. Then look down like a demure young girl.." I'd been instructed. 

It  hadn't  taken  me  very  long  to  learn.  I'd  been  puzzled  though. 

"When am I supposed to do this?" I'd asked. "You'll know.    Believe me!" 

Someone said to a background of badly hidden sniggers. 

As  my  transformation  had  taken  place,  less  and  less  interest  had been shown in me. By the time they were done with me, I was practically indistinguishable from the other girls in the room. I ended up talking to two  of  the  others.  One  -  Anne  -  lay  reclining  on  a  couch.  I  was  in  a comfortable chair beside her, with Celia sitting on the floor between us. 

We all had a glass of wine nearby, and a box of really nice chocolates available. I was starving, but on reaching for my third chocolate, got a sharp - though friendly - slap from Celia. "Better learn now!" She said 

"Get on a diet - stay on it!" I shrank back from her. 

"Oh! Don't be such a goddam pansy!" She growled. "We might end up being friends - but only if you start showing some bloody spunk!" 

I didn't know what to make of this, but then a thought crossed my mind that took everything else away. 
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Just then, the door opened and Fizzie - sorry Miss Angela - came in. 

All the girls either rose to greet her, or looked up expectantly. "Meeting's going to be over very shortly girls. Are you ready?" A series of excited squeals from my companions assured her that they were. 

She beamed. "Very good!" Then her eyes fell on me. She walked over, peered at me. 

"My  my  my!"  She  turned  to  the  room  at  large.  "You're  all  to  be commended.  Honestly!  I'd  have  never  thought..."  She  allowed  this thought to escape her. 

"Stand up. Let me see you. Turn around. Mmmmmm... Very nice. 

Fine. You can sit down again." She waited until I was seated again. 

"But girls? Time to get her dressed I think?" "If you think so, Miss Angela,"  a few  of  them  chorused  demurely-"Do  you  know  what  this  is about?" She asked me. 

"No, Miss Angela" I replied. 

She grinned. "Well... You see? During the association meetings? I... 

provide... the serving wenches, like Marie. Gets some of the hornier gals in a mind to... Ahem... Cohabitate? Then, afterwards, they know they can come around here? Pick up a girl for the night? The week?... Whatever?" 

She looked at her watch. "For your information? It was a really successful meeting. Turned out that your..." she laughed "Wisdom? Wasn't needed after all. Everybody had a great time - and I'm expecting some really horny customers in here in about fifteen minutes!" 

It finally dawned on me. I was one of the 'girls' in what appeared to be a lesbian brothel - escort service - or whatever you want to call it. This old woman - who I'd called 'Fizzie' was the procurer and now, to all intents and purposes - I had become one of her properties! 

She sensed my increasing awareness. Smiled. "There's a few of the member's that are  interested  -1  mean really,  interested  - in  you.  There's been  a  lot  of  speculation  you  know.  Were  you  gay?  Submissive?"  She 78 
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She looked at me speculatively, her eyes suddenly cold. "Smile for me  Dolly,  eh?  Smile  for  me.  Let's  see  if  you've  been  taught  properly. 

Now!" 

I opened my mouth, licked my lips. Smiled shyly for a split second, then looked down  demurely. She  laughed  out  loud.  "Honey?" She  said 

"You're gonna do okay! Now, let's get you packaged, shall we?    Got to make  the  product  look  good,  don't  we  girls?""  And  a  few  of  my  new friends actually clapped with pleasure! 

I actually blushed at the compliment. Fizz... Miss Angela... got a quizzical expression on her face, then made a small nodding motion and turned away. I didn't know how I was supposed to feel, but all of a sudden got to feeling strange. I shifted nervously in my seat, trying to determine where this new emotion was coming from. 

As I did so, my silk robe slid open at the front. The sensation of the silk over the  satin  of  my  slip  was incredible.  At  the  same  time  I  had a heightened awareness of the other clothes I was wearing - the little tugs that the stockings generated on my garter straps, with the tiny sensations that they transmitted to my thighs. The constrictions across my back and on the tops of my shoulders by the bra and slip straps. The actual 'feel' of the satin against my skin. Within my little cocoon of satin, lace, and silk I squirmed delightedly. This felt nice! But the uneasy sensation was still there. What could it be? 

And then, with a shock, it became obvious. I was worried. What if I didn't get a customer? Would my new friends think less of me? 

While this had been going through my mind, I hadn't noticed it, but four of my girl companions had surrounded me again. "Come on Dolly." 

Celia said. "Time to get your pretty dress on." 

"What  dress  Celia?  Are  you  girls  going  to  put  on  dresses  too?"  I asked. 

Eileen  laughed.  "Not  now  dearie.  "You're  the  star  of  the  show 79 
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And  everything  became clear  when  I  saw  the  wedding  gown  that had been built around me in the boutique, waiting for me in a side room. 

I  sighed,  but  whether  from  delight  or  resignation  even  I  couldn't  tell. 

Within minutes my robe had been removed and I was enclosed in white satin and being buttoned at the back. 

Then, almost reverently, someone placed my veil on my head, and gently  pulled  it  down  over  my  face.  "Time  to  go  dear.  Lots  of  luck," 

someone  whispered.  "Remember!  Walk  slowly  and  erect!  You're  a gorgeous bride! Make sure you let everybody know that you're well aware of it!" 

Celia was whispering in my ears. "Don't worry about your train. I've got it. 

Eileen had  opened  the  door  to  the  main  hall,  just a  crack,  but  the sounds coming from there were clear now. It was easy to tell that the room had a lot more occupants. And then I heard Miss Angela's voice. 

"And now ladies? The main attraction of the evening. Charles! the ex-president of the association, here to be the prize for the lucky bidder for  his  company  tonight.  Charles?  Come  out,  come  out,  wherever  you are!" 

And to an accompaniment of gasps, laughter, applause  - and rau-cous whistling, I floated through the door and into the room. 

The End 
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