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PREFACE



There  are  two  novelettes  in  this  book  -  both  pertaining  to  the degradation  of  two  entirely  different  males.  One,  a  rather  conceited, blustering,  foul  mouthed  heterosexual,  is  slowly  feminized  in  front  of  his fiance  by  a  female  motor  cyclist.  The  second  is  a  tenured  professor  at  a college whofirst of all turns over the reins of his marriage to his wife and then her daughter. Ashamed and humiliated, he thinks that he has suffered the  ultimate  embarrassment.  Then  his  wife's  niece  shows  him  what complete degradation can be. 





RITA - WITH A HARLEY! 



"FUCK YOU!" I shouted at the motor cyclist who had just cut me off. 

Rolled  the  power  window  down  and  stuck  out  my  rigid  left  arm  with  my mid finger fully extended upwards. 

Melanie  fussed  with  the  ribbon  that  tied  her  straw  hat  onto  her  head. 

Gazed  at  me  from  behind  her  expensive  sun  glasses.  "Dennis?  That language is  disgusting! I don't know how many times I've asked you not to do that! On top of that, he did nothing wrong that I can see. He has a right to the road too, you know!" 

"Road  rat!"  I  stormed,  waving  my  finger  about.  "Think  they  own  the goddamn road!" With that, I pressed my foot down on the accelerator and almost brushed him off the road. 

"DENNIS!"  Melanie  screamed.  "You  almost  killed  that  man!  Now behave!" 

"Serves him right. Asshole!" I muttered, maintaining speed and raising the window again. The motor cyclist disappeared into the distance. Frankly, I had come a LOT closer to him than I'd meant to – but no harm no foul, I muttered to myself. 

"Darling?  I  know  it's  been  a  long  drive  for  you  –  but  it  was  you  that insisted that we drive across country. Said it would help you unwind. Now I hear  practically  nothing  but  you  cussing  and  looking  for  fights.  Spoiling this whole time if you ask me. Thank goodness the hotel isn't far!" 

I looked at my lovely fiancée. She was the most beautiful woman I had ever met and she was attracted to ME! Yes, I know that I'm good looking. 

But  I'm  fair  skinned  and  actually  delicate.  Don't  seem  to  attract  most women for some reason, but probably cover up my innate shyness with a lot of  bluster  and,  I  must  admit,  foul  language  –  which  I  really  don't  like. 

Melanie  didn't  like  it  either  and  was  constantly  on  my  back  about  it,  but something  about  my  combination  of  looks  and  bluster  had  attracted  her. 

Maybe  the  fact  that  I  had  some  loose  contact  with  the  film  industry  had something  to  do  with  it.  I  don't  know.  Unfortunately?  Her  liking  me  just seemed to make my behavior worse. 

I drove along for a while then noticed and heard the big engine roar of the motor cyclist behind me. I wasn't sure, but it seemed like the same one. 

He wasn't trying to pass me this time, just sitting on my tail. 

"There's  that  bastard  again!"  I  muttered.  "I  think  he's  looking  for trouble!  Shit  heads  ride  those  big  fucking  Harley's  and  think  they  can  do any fucking thing they want!" 

"What are you talking about!" Melanie said, then added "Oh dear!" as I swerved  onto  the  soft  shoulder,  raising  a  cloud  of  dust  and  gravel  behind me. 

"That'll serve the bastard right!" I laughed seeing the gravel-filled cloud behind me. 

That  tactic  brought  a  smile  to  my  face  as  the  cyclist  then  kept  his distance.  Every  so  often  I'd  move  over  onto  the  soft  shoulder  again  and make his journey unpleasant, but I wasn't able to get him again the way I had the first time. A jolt of uneasiness went through me as he took the same side road as we did, heading for the motel. "He's looking for a shit-kicking," 

I muttered aloud. 

"Darling?  Don't  be  causing  any  trouble!"  Melanie  spoke.  "With  your training  you  KNOW  you  can't  get  into  physical  fights.  You'll  damage someone,  and  they'll  throw  the  key  away  on  you."  She  laid  a  soft  white hand on my arm. "Please darling? Just for me? No trouble." 

"Okay!" I sighed reluctantly. "I won't start any trouble. But he better not either!" With that, I pulled up outside the motel's registration office, stopped the car, and got out. Out of the corner of my eye I saw the cyclist pull up close to me and dismount. He didn't look to be a big guy nor did he seem to be in any great hurry, so I gratefully started to head for the office. 

"Hey fella?" I heard a muffled tone behind me. 

"YEAH?"  I  said  aggressively,  turning  to  see  the  cyclist  taking  off  his helmet. 

"You  drive  real  nasty.  Know  that?"  he  said  slowly,  his  mouth  still choked with dust I suppose. 

I shrugged. "So? What're you going to do about it?" 

His shoulders slumped. "Actually? I didn't intend to do anything. It was just that people who drive like you need to be talked to now and then. The idea is that if you get it brought to your attention that your driving habits are not nice? You might start behaving yourself." 

"Sir?" Melanie said, coming up behind him. "You're absolutely correct and  we're  very  sorry  –  at  least  I  am.  My  inended,  Dennis  isn't  really  that bad. Are you staying here?" 

The guy took a second to take in the sight of Melanie in her polka dotted sun dress, the straw hat and dark glasses. White sandals and white purse.. 

"Wow!" He said. "You sure are beautiful ma'am. I don't have a booking, just followed this car to talk to your friend here. But now I see you? I think I'll see if they have a room." 

I was incensed. "Well? You've talked to me. Now piss off before I give you an ass kicking!" 

"My friends call me Rita, and I think that you're absolutely beautiful!" 

the cyclist said to Melanie, totally ignoring me. 

Melanie reacted to the flattery the way she always does. Heard only the flattery  and  nothing  else.  Turned  her  pretty  head  to  show  her  best  side. 

"Thank  you  kind  sir.  Maybe  after  we  get  cleaned  up  we  can  buy  you  a drink?" 

I figured I was safe now. Wasn't about to admit that I now knew I was dealing with nothing but a girl, pretending along with Melanie that I hadn't heard. "Buying this shit nothing!" I said angrily. "Maybe a black eye if he's not careful." 

"Oh Dennis – behave!" Melanie sighed. Then I think that she actually heard what had been said and she spoke to the cyclist. "Rita? Please don't aggravate  him  any  further,  he's  a  specialist  in  unarmed  combat  and  can't afford to get into trouble. I don't think that he'd hurt a girl – but these days, I'm not very sure." 

Then the cyclist came clean. His voice had been muffled at first by the helmet, then his voice had been distorted by what I'd taken to be road dust (some  of  which  I'd  thrown  in  his  face).  His  hair  was  tied  up  in  a  do-rag bandana which he now removed – and long dark, wavy, hair came tumbling down to his shoulders – he was revealed to be a GIRL! And a  pretty one at that! A surge of relief went through me as I knew I was safe for sure now. 

"I'm sorry. I didn't know I was talking to a girl!" I said shortly. 

Rita  stared  at  me  coldly  for  a  moment  then  spoke  to  Melanie.  "I wouldn't say this normally ma'am but I'm guessing that what he's told you is horseshit  –  sorry  for  the  language  ma'am"  Then  she  turned  to  me  and  I could see the fire in her eyes. 

"You may be out of sorts. May actually be a nice fella. But if you ever act to me like that again? I'll kick your ass. Understand?" 

I  swallowed.  This  girl  was  NOT  kidding.  There  was  a  confidence  and charisma there that said she could do what she said, or would die trying. I

picked up a lot of sense in that short moment. Even then I could probably have got myself out of a jam – but hadn't got enough sense. "Easy for you to  say!"  I  sneered.  "Hiding  behind  your  skirts!"  Melanie  looked  away  in disgust and started heading for the registration desk inside. "I've had enough of this nonsense!" she spat as she went. 

Without  any  seeming  haste  the  cyclist  came  and  took  a  hold  of  my elbow. All of a sudden the breath left my body with the pain there. A soft

"Ooh" was all I could manage. 

"Know what?" she whispered so that only I could hear. "I think you're a little loud mouthed pansy. That what you are?" 

"Please don't hurt me any more?" I managed to whisper. 

"I asked you a question. You a little pansy? Nod if this is too painful for you." 

I didn't hesitate for a second. Nodded frantically. 

"And  that's  bullshit  about  you  being  used  to  unarmed  combat?  Pure nonsense that you've used to show off to that nice girl? Right? 

Again I nodded. 

"Good!  Thought  so.  Now  you're  going  to  tell  that  good  looking  broad that you're with that you've asked me to join you for drinks afterward in the lounge. I think she's VERY cute and I'd like to know her better. Think you can do that – pansy?" 

"Yes. Oh yes! Please stop?" I moaned. 

She let me go, then patted my shoulder. "Don't forget now. I don't want to  come  and  look  for  you.  If  I  have  to  do  that?  You'll  be  very  sorry!  Got that?" 

I could only rub my elbow and nod obediently. 

I made my way into the desk where Melanie had already confirmed our previous  booking  and  was  just  waiting  for  me.  There  was  no  sign  of  the cyclist. 

"I thought he – she – was going to try and get a room here as well," she said – and there seemed to be a tinge of regret in her voice. 

"Maybe  too  expensive?"  I  said  with  some  sudden  hope.  I  knew  –  that place was NOT cheap! 

"I  hope  that  you  made  up  with  her  Dennis?"  she  said  reproachfully. 

"That was a disgraceful scene that you just pulled out there!" 

"Once I realized that she was a woman – somebody I couldn't fight? I was  a  perfect  gentleman!"  I  said.  "Matter  of  fact?  I  said  we'd  buy  her  a

drink in the lounge after dinner if she wanted." 

She was taken in by my bullshit. "Oh Dennis! See, you can be so sweet when you want to be!" With that, she linked her arm in mine and happily, I led her off. 

The room was okay. We got settled in and had a few drinks sent up then showered.  Picked  one  of  the  restaurants  that  the  place  had.  Dinner  wasn't bad  and  I  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief  when  we  got  into  the  lounge  later  and there  was  no  sign  of  Rita.  Maybe  she  had  taken  off.  Melanie  seemed disappointed. "I thought you said that girl was going to be here?" 

"Probably  changed  her  mind  when  she  saw  the  prices,"  I  laughed, feeling  easier,  though  a  pang  of  jealousy  did  go  through  me  at  Melanie's obvious  disappointment.  "You  sound  very  disappointed?"  I  commented. 

"Fancy her a little, huh?" 

My gorgeous companion smiled secretively. "Maybe? She WAS nice to me you know – and I liked the way she stood up to you outside." 

"Ah – she's just a mouthy broad!" I retorted. "If I wasn't brought up to be a gentleman, I'd have probably taught her a lesson." 

She  pulled  her  arm  away  from  me  and  stared  hard  into  my  eyes. 

"Dennis? I wish you'd stop being such a chauvinist at times. It can get really wearing, you know?" 

She had turned serious and I felt my heart lurch, but I couldn't say I was sorry. The idea of showing her how weak I could be was totally outside of my ken. Accordingly, I just made a face. 

"Let's go to our room, " I grumbled, the idea being to get her in bed.. 

"Nah," she said coolly. "You go if you want. Anyway. There's that girl! I can at least get some company!" 

I didn't recognize the woman who was coming our way at all - except for the tumbling dark hair. She had on a dark red cocktail dress that looked like it cost a LOT of money. Nor was there any question about her gender either.  Voluptuous  and  feminine  in  her  high  heels,  she  was  almost  as gorgeous as Melanie. "Hi gorgeous!" she said to Melanie, then she turned two cold brown eyes on me. "Go over to the bar and get me a Long Island Iced Tea" she said. "And I want you to watch and make sure that they put in equal  parts  of  gin,  vodka,  and  rum.  Take  your  time  about  coming  back  I want to get to know your girlfriend here." 

Melanie batted her eyelids at Rita and held out her hand. "I'm Melanie, " 

she said. 

"Hi!"  Rita  said  seductively,  taking  Melanie's  soft  hand  in  hers.  "You know my name." 

"I'll  call  the  barmaid,"  I  said,  starting  to  lift  my  hand,  but  Rita  was looking at me again. "Didn't I tell you what to do? SCAT!" She turned her back on me contemptuously then sat down close to my fiancée. 

I saw Melanie's puzzled look as I left, but I shrugged as if to say 'what the hell' then went up to the bar. The place was practically deserted so I got myself a Jack Daniels on the rocks and Melanie a Martini. Feeling kind of stupid, I ordered Rita her drink, then watched the barmaid intensely as she made it, keeping an eye on the two women all the time. They seemed to be getting  on  famously.  Finally,  I  took  the  drinks  over  to  the  table  where  by this time, Rita and Melanie, seemed as thick as thieves. 

"Hi!"  I  said  as  cheerfully  as  I  could  and  placed  the  drinks  in  front  of them. "One martini and one Iced Tea coming up!" 

"Thanks dear!" Melanie said. Rita just looked up at me. 

"Thanks," she said. "What's that you're drinking?" 

"Jack Daniel's. Rocks." I said tersely and went to sit down on the other side of Melanie. 

"That's  a   man's  drink,"  Rita  said  evenly.  "You  don't  deserve  it.  Put  it here beside mine and I'll drink it later. Go back to the bar and get yourself a Shirley Temple. Then you can come back here – and you can sit here". She pointed to a seat on the other side of her She took my drink where I'd put it down  and  moved  it  close  to  her  own,  then  stared  at  me.  "Want  me  to  get up?" she said dangerously and obviously threatening me. 

"I  don't  think  I  want  a  drink  after  all,"  I  found  myself  saying  in  a strangled voice. "Think I'll go to our room," I said to Melanie. 

"Pansy?"  Rita  said  distinctly.  "I  don't  have  problems  with  pretty  little sissies  that  know  how  to  behave.  Normally  your  room  would  be  the  best place  for  you.  But  I  want  you  here."  She  shook  her  head  and  smiled  at Melanie. "I'm sorry, but he's being very naughty." She turned her attention back to me. "Now go and get your drink, then you can come back here and sit with us  real girls." 

As  I  left  them  I  could  feel  the  blush  burning  my  cheeks  then  Melanie say. "But Rita? I don’t understand . " Then I heard no more as I was getting close to the bar. 

When I got back with my pink drink in my hand, the two women were huddled  together  and  I  got  the  strangest  feeling  that  Rita's  hand  was

underneath  the  table,  stroking  Melanie.  Melanie  had  a  flushed  expression too, which made me wonder, but I said nothing. Rita smiled up at me. "Got your nice girly drink? That's good. Does it taste nice?" 

"Looks like shit! I haven't tasted it," I managed with some spirit. 

"Tut tut!" Rita said to Melanie. "His language isn't very ladylike!" 

Melanie  giggled.  "I'm  ALWAYS  complaining  about  his  language!  It's terrible!" 

"You  haven't  spanked  him  for  it?"  Rita  asked  seriously.  "A  good spanking  works  wonders  on  little  sissies.  After  you've  spanked  them  on their panties? Why they're as good as gold!" 

"Tee hee!" Melanie continued. "Spank him? He's a guy! And he's pretty tough too!" 

"Tough?"  Rita  laughed.  "I  don't  think  so.  Watch!"  She  spoke  to  me. 

"Give me your hand little sissy." 

"No!"  I  said  weakly,  then  added  to  Melanie's  amazement.  "You'll  just hurt me, Rita!" 

Rita shook her head. "Tell you what." She pointed to Melanie's side of the  table.  "That's  the  side  of  the  table  where  the  girls  sit  sissy.  Why  don't you go and sit beside Melanie, and you can be a little girl with her. Tell you what? I'll even let you link arms with her – and I'll be nice to you. Let you be one of my girls. How does Melissa sound to you?" 

"I don't know what you mean!" I complained, though I started getting a terrible idea.. 

"Simple Melissa." Rita said as if explaining it to a little girl. "You give me one of your soft little fingers and then after a moment or two you admit what a little sissy you are. It might hurt a little. OR? You go over and sit with Melanie and become little Melissa for Rita. Wouldn't hurt one bit!" 

Melanie gazed at me with big eyes as I went over meekly to sit beside her. She shook her head, but readied her arm for me to link with. Giggled. "I never knew that you could be such a sweet little thing!" she laughed. 

"Call him Melissa – just for practice?" Rita suggested. 

"You Melissa now?" Melanie said teasing. 

"Answer her Melissa!" Rita commanded. 

"Yes  I'm  Melissa,  "  I  said  softly  and,  with  my  eyes  on  the  ground  in shame, didn't know what Melanie was doing until she leaned to the side and kissed  me.  "It's  SO  nice  having  a  girlfriend  to  talk  with  on  this  trip,"  she said coyly – and she and Rita laughed uproariously. 

There  was  a  juke  box  playing  to  a  small  deserted  floor.  "Wanta  dance with me? Melanie asked Rita shyly. 

"Nah. But if you feel like dancing? Why don't you ask Melissa here?" 

Rita said. 

"That's an idea!" Melanie said brightly. "Dennis – I mean Melissa?" She smiled apologetically at Rita as she stood up and held out her hand. 

I  wanted  some  time  alone.  Had  to  get  out  of  that  place.  Led  Melanie onto the floor, then held out my arms, waiting for her. 

"What are you DOING?" Melanie asked. 

"I'm trying to do as you want!" I whispered. Staying cool! Not getting into fights!" 

"Huh?" she asked vacantly. 

"What's so hard to understand?" I asked. "You asked me not to fight – so I'm not fighting. What don't you get? Some part you don't understand?" 

She  shook  her  head  and  laughed.  "Silly!  It  was   me  that  asked   you  to dance! That makes  you the girl! Now stand properly!" And I was amazed as she moved my arms into the girl's mode. I actually stopped and started to move back into the proper mode, but she laughed lightly. "Want me to call on Rita? Have her come over here?" 

So I danced the part of the girl for a few dances. 

Things got worse. Gradually, the place got busier and the women had a few more drinks, getting merrier all the time. The barmaid looked askance at me when I was only allowed to have Shirley Temples. This was followed by an amused look as later, a lady came around the bar, selling roses. Rita ordered single roses for me and Melanie then wanted – and got – effusive girlish  thanks  from  both  of  us.  The  place  was  fairly  dark,  but  our  actions weren't altogether un noticed. Luckily, the same darkness hid my blushes. 

But  the  worst  came  when  Melanie  stood  up.  "I'm  going  to  pee,"  she laughed. "All those drinks!" 

"Well?" Rita asked me immediately. "Aren't you going to go and keep her company?" 

"Please Rita?"' I asked, well aware of what she was doing. 

"Oh don't be such a spoil sport! Go and keep Melanie company. Haven't you  noticed  that  girls  always  keep  one  another  company  when  they  go  to the bathroom?" 

Melanie  stood  there  laughing  but,  to  all  intents,  tried  to  save  me  from some embarrassment – because she saw where Rita was coming from. "Aw

shit Rita? You can't ask him to do THIS!" 

"The hell I can't!" Rita laughed. "Little Melissa deserves everything I do to her tonight! Matter of fact? I figure that she's just embarrassed because she  doesn't  have  a  purse  like  the  other  girls."  Her  eyes  were  cold  on  me again  as  she  reached  for  her  handbag  and  gave  it  to  me.  "Here  you  are Melissa! Now? I know it's not  exactly your color? But why don't you keep Melanie company while she refreshes her lipstick after you use a stall?" She showed her teeth in the semblance of a smile. "And dear? If you don't have some  nice  lipstick  on  when  you  come  out  of  the  ladies  room?  I  may  just take you back in there until you do?. Sound about right?" 

Melanie  paused,  then  laughed.  "You  ARE  a  devil  Rita.  That's  not  fair, taking advantage like that. Know that? C'mon Melissa while the restrooms are quiet. That way you won't be too embarrassed." 

On  the  way  to  the  restrooms,  Melanie  suggested  that  I  carry  the  bag properly, by the handle. "Just the way that girls do, Melissa. If you don't? 

Rita  just  may  come  and  make  you  do  it  all  over  again."  Then  she  smiled tenderly and mockingly as I did as she suggested. 

Inside, the ladies room was deserted. "If you need a pee?" she suggested lightly. "I'd sit down. I wouldn't put it past Rita to come in and check up on you  –  and  god  knows  what  would  happen  if  she  thought  you  were misbehaving!" She had a puzzled look, as if expecting me to DO something

– but that passed as I went to a stall. 

She  was  standing  at  the  mirror  when  I  came  out,  her  handbag  opened and  a  lipstick  in  her  hand.  "Thought  you'd  NEVER  get  out  of  there,"  she laughed. "Gonna put some lipstick on?" 

"Melanie? This is getting to be too much!" I wailed. "Would you mind terribly if we snuck out of here?" 

"Mmmm. You frightened of Rita?" She was quiet and sympathetic. 

"Yes. Kinda." I admitted. 

"Kinda? She's treating you as if you were a girl! And you take it. Going to give me any more bullshit about doing what she tells you because you're a gentleman?" 

"No  Melanie,"  I  said.  Hanging  my  head.  "D'you  think  you  could  stop calling me Melissa?" 

Don't like your girly name, huh?" She shrugged. "I think it’s nice," she teased. 

"Please don't," I begged. 

She  reconsidered.  "Put  on  your  lipstick  and  I'll  think  about  it.  C'mon now!" 

I  knew  that  there  was  no  way  I  could  get  by  Rita  without  it.  Melanie didn't seem keen on the idea of dodging Rita and frankly, I wasn't too sure of  how  we'd  do  it  either.  I  pulled  a  lipstick  container  from  Rita's  purse, opened it, then stood at the mirror and put some on. Melanie smiled at me. 

"I'll  admit  that  I'm  kinda  pissed  at  you  for  all  of  the  lying  and  bullshit you've done. – and I get a lot of enjoyment from teasing you. But I can see how humiliating this is for you – so I'll tell you what. You be Melissa for the rest of the night – and tomorrow morning? You and I will sneak away –

and not tell Rita. Okay?" 

I took in a big sigh. "Thanks Melanie! You're a doll!" 

She  tossed  her  head  a  little.  "Of  course  I  am!  I  must  admit  that  I  like Rita.  I've  been  with  girls  before  –  and  enjoyed  them.  But  she  DOES  give me a charge – so you'd better behave yourself or you might find yourself on your  own.  Now  remember!  You're  Melissa  for  the  rest  of  the  night  –  so you'd better act nice and girly. Right?" 

"Right Melanie," I said ruefully. 

"That's  a  girl.  Just  give  me  your  lipstick  –  you  missed  a  little!"  she smiled. 

"Meekly, I stood by as she fixed my lipstick. Naturally a woman chose exactly  that  moment  to  come  in.  her  eyes  widened  at  the  sight  of  a  man standing getting his lipstick done. 

Melanie smiled at her. "He really is  bad at putting his lipstick on, so has me help. But that's better – Melissa! Put this lipstick back in your purse –

and c'mon!" She giggled at me slyly as she led me back to Rita at the table. 

She smirked as she saw my lipstick. "You know? I thought you might have SOME  manliness  in  you  and  raise  a  fuss  about  going  to  a  bathroom  or putting on lipstick like a woman – but you're not, are you?" 

"No Rita," I said meekly. 

"Just a little pansy boy. That right Melissa?" 

"Aw c'mon Rita!" Melanie said sharply. "You've had your fun. Leave the poor guy alone." 

"I'm sorry," Rita said to her. Then she apologized to me, but then added with  some  devilment  in  her  eyes.  "I  think  I'd  like  to  dance  with  him  now Melanie – if that's all right?" 

Melanie  grinned  and  shook  her  head.  "Just  gotta  get  your  pound  of flesh, I guess. Well okay. But be NICE!" 

"I’ll be the perfect gentleman!" Rita promised. "C'mon Melissa. There's a nice slow one starting up and we can see how romantic you can get!" 

She stood up and, with Melanie's amused glance on us, behaved like a gentleman  asking  a  lady  for  a  dance.  It  was  SO  ridiculous!  But  I  knew better than refuse, so suddenly, there I was in Rita's arms, being danced. 

"You dance SO nicely!" She whispered on my ear. Leading me slowly, 

.and then her hand slid down my back and I felt her hand land on my ass, with her fingers probing the crevice between the cheeks as she pulled me towards her. 

Does  it  make  me  strange  to  admit  that  I  suddenly  felt  something attracting me to her? I know that it must sound as if I'm weird – and maybe I  am.  All  of  a  sudden  this  woman  –  and  make  NO  mistake,  this  WAS  a woman  -  was  attracting  me.  And  at  the  same  time,  I  have  to  blush  by admitting that I had never been treated this way in my life before. She was SO  confident! Su  sure of  herself!  And  though  I  hate  to  use  the  term?  So masculine in her assurance. With her fingers probing my ass, I had to admit that it wasn't ME that was the male in us two. Couldn't help myself. Pulled in closer so that our groins were rubbing tightly. "Please don’t Rita?" 

She  pulled  back  slightly,  with  a  grin  on  her  face.  "Know  something Melissa?  I  swing  both  ways  –  but  I've  never  had  a  real  sissy  under  me before.. I get the feeling that if I put you in a dress – and nice high heels? 

We might have us a helluva dance before we were finished!" She took her fingers out of my backside and stroked my rump openly. "Would you like that Melissa?" 

Suddenly, I realized that the dance floor had filled up considerably and that,  although  most  people  were  minding  their  own  business,  there  were actually two women dancing together, close to us. 

"I declare!" One of the women said, laughing a little. "I thought I had seen  everything  on  a  dance  floor  –  but  this  is  new  to  me!"  She  spoke  to Rita. "Maybe you two have your gender's mixed up?" 

Rita laughed. "Don't think so dear." She made me twirl. "Melissa here dances divinely!" 

For  some  reason  known  only  to  her,  she  laughed  softly.  "You  know Melissa? You may not want to hear this, but I can actually feel you giving

in. Getting all soft and gooey on me. By the looks of it, I'm beginning to think that no one's ever talked to you properly." 

I couldn't help it. Had a strange sense of what she was going to say, but heard myself ask. "Properly?" 

I  was  positive  that  she  knew  that  I  knew,  but  she  still  giggled  a  little when she resounded. "Yes. Treated you properly – like a girl. Got romantic and demanding on you. I get the strongest feeling that you'd get all gushy and sweet. Mmmm. Think you'd like that dear?" 

"I  think  that  you're  sounding  ridiculous!"  I  interjected  ,  but  could actually feel the softness in my own voice. Could almost feel myself being drawn  into her. 

"Ridiculous  am  I?"  she  laughed.  "I  might  just  put  you  in  a  nice  long party dress with high heels. Wonder how tough you'd sound then. Think you might like that? Think you might enjoy being another of my girls – along with Melanie?" 

She pulled me in even tighter, and there, on the dance floor, I felt as if my bones were melting. Luckily for me, the tune ended and some kind of jazz  came  on.  I  think  she  felt  my  defenses  go  down  because  she  laughed shortly as she disengaged from me. "I think we'll continue this conversation later on?" Then she led me back to the table. Week-kneed, I found myself thanking her as I sat. I could feel Melanie's disbelief as I did so. 

I was in a bit of a panic later on when we decided to call it a night. By that time I was positive that I could feel an increase in Melanie's interest in Rita and, to be quite honest, was fighting a sort of growing interest in her myself. I wasn't sure how to get rid of Rita if she decided to come into our room  and  was  going  through  all  sorts  of  plans  in  my  head  but,  as  it  so happened both girls were starting to sound a little the worse for wear. Let's face it – there had been a fair amount of alcohol consumed between them. 

Neither of them were drunk, but it was close. 

I felt a little unsure when Rita kissed Melanie goodnight, then demanded that I do it as well. I didn't see any sense in pretending at that point in time, so allowed her to kiss me goodnight. Had to admit that I felt like a girl as she took me in her arms and put her lips onto mine. I wasn't sure if Melanie meant it either when she made a date for us to meet with Rita for breakfast the next morning, but she eased my mind the minute we were safe in our room with the door closed behind us. 

"You still sure you want to dodge Rita?" she asked with a grin. "Want to pass on breakfast?" 

"Yes.  Of  course!  Why  do  you  ask?"  I  said,  as  if  I  was  being  perfectly rational. 

"Don't know," she said carelessly. "I just saw your face when she kissed you goodnight, and wondered. Thought you might be starting to like her?" 

"Never heard of  acting?" I said haughtily. 

She shrugged. "Let's not quarrel. If you were acting? Great. I just never thought of you as being THAT good! " she laughed. "Do you want to take off now or get some sleep and take off early." 

"Let's grab some sleep I said. I'm sober – but you've had a few. I'll set the alarm and we'll sign out early in the morning. Okay?" 

"Sounds good to me!" she snorted and immediately started throwing her clothes off. She laughed when I started picking them up off the floor where she'd thrown them. "You really ARE a neat freak! she made comment and then, naked, jumped into bed. 

I put my pajamas on – which raised some more caustic comments from my partner, but I figured that she was too sozzled to want sex. After I'd got into  bed  I  found  myself  actually  getting  worked  up  but,  for  some  reason, felt shy of starting anything with Melanie. I was lying there, sweating, when she totally surprised me. "I feel kinda sexy!" she whispered – and her warm hand was on my penis! 

This was most unusual. Melanie may look like a sex pot, but she isn't. 

I've often wondered myself if my low sex drive may not be something she finds attractive. At the same time, although I'll admit that I like my sex, I was strangely reluctant. 

"I'm  kinda  tired  dear.  Been  a  long  day,"  I  said.  Glad  that  the  darkness hid my blushes. 

Then  I  heard  a  muffled  giggle.  "Maybe  I  should  do  the  work?"  And before  I  knew  it,  Melanie  was  all  over  me!  I  know  it  sounds  silly  –  but  I actually  felt  reluctant!  May  have  even  put  my  hands  up  in  some  sort  of protest, but Melanie was insistent. Moments later, she was astride me and pulling my pajama pants down! 

"Seems  to  me  that  if  the  mountain  won't  come  to  Mohammed  –

something,  something,  something!"  she  laughed  as  she  fitted  herself  over me. It didn't take long, but I think she was satisfied as she rolled off of me

and I heard her snoring softly within a minute. I cleaned myself off – and I wasn't too long in sleeping myself. 

The alarm woke me up and I eased Melanie into wakefulness. She was NOT happy but I made coffee there in the room with the service provided and did most of the packing. That, plus the shower she had while I finished the  little  packing  we  had  to  do,  seemed  to  get  her  into  a  state  that  was almost reasonable. We were too early to take advantage of the Continental breakfast that was provided – which did NOT please her, But I assured her that  we'd  get  a  better  breakfast  down  the  road,  and  this  was  of  some comfort. 

I can't begin to describe the sense of relief I felt as I signed out, got in the car – and took off. Nervously, I checked for any sign of a motor bike following us – but there was nothing. I even cut my lights off after we had gone around a sharp bend and stopped. But there was nothing following us. 

Just to be on the safe side? I pushed North-West at the first opportunity. Rita had been following us as we traveled almost due west. I figured that even if she figured out what way we had gone? There was a good chance she'd be wrong.  On  top  of  that?  I  knew  we  wouldn't  make  the  reservations  I  had made, So mile by mile I felt safer. 

I don't think that Melanie really felt my relief. I'll admit that I probably over  reacted  by  swearing  a  bit  and  showing  signs  of  road  rage  but  to  my mind,  this  was  perfectly  understandable.  Wanted  to  get  back  to  where  I'd been in her eyes. She started to get mad at me and I suppose I should have been more attentive. The thought crossed my mind that she might call back once  we  made  our  new  reservations  and  tell  Rita  where  we'd  gone  but  I figured that by going an extra distance in a different direction – and going to  a  motel  that  she'd  never  heard  of,  I  was  quite  safe.  So?  I  should  have been nicer I guess. But keep in mind that I'd just been humiliated beyond redemption. Had my masculinity brought into question and all that sort of stuff.  So  if  I  over  reacted  to  make  up  for  all  that?  I  figure  that  it  was perfectly understandable. So she got a little pissed off. So what? 

I found a really nice motel and we checked in. She was pretty mad at me and  kept  on  dropping  hints  about  calling  Rita,  but  I  knew  she  was  only fooling. After a while I even got her laughing by pretending that I was dead scared of this – going down on my hands and knees and pleading with her

"Please – PLEASE don't call Rita. Boo Hoo!" 

We had a drink then a swim, and came back to our room to change for dinner. A knock came to the door." 

Who's there?" I called out, going and opening the door. 

"Room service! Hi there Melissa!" Rita said standing at the door, then easily pushing me aside and closing the door behind her. "Hello girls!" she said brightly. "Glad to see me?" 

I  was  paralyzed  and  my  very  first  thought  was  that  Melanie  HAD

betrayed  us,  But  her  very  first  question  disavowed  that  idea  immediately. 

She wasn't frightened, not at all. But surprised. "What the hell are you  doing here? Dennis tell you?" 

Rita shook her head. I noticed she was in a dress this time – and looked like a girl, not a biker. "I'll tell you girls later. But you were both really very naughty. You know that, don't you?" 

Melanie shrugged. "You and I are not married that I know of. If that's going to be your attitude, you can piss off!" 

"See?" Rita turned to me. "That's what balls  look like. It's a shame you don't have any. Seems like I should spank you. Put you over my knee until you  admit  that  you've  been  a  bad  girl"  She  sat  down  on  a  chair  and smoothed out her dress. "Want it now?" 

I  found  myself  panting.  "Please  Rita?  I  didn't  want  to  –  it  was  all Melanie's fault!" I looked at her shocked face, my eyes begging forgiveness for the lie, but I was terrified – and I knew that it showed. 

"Oh Dennis!" Melanie said disgustedly. "How could you?" 

Rita  laughed  at  her.  "He's  a  sissy  and  scared.  That's  why."  Then  she spoke to me again. "Tell you what, little Melissa. I won't spank you at all. 

How's that?" 

I felt a mixture of joy and suspicion cross my face. "What do you want me to do?" 

She smiled. "Nothing much. But you just told me that Melanie was at fault here." 

"So?" 

"Simple. Spank her for being a bad girl – and I won't touch you." 

"Honest?" I asked hopefully. 

"Yeah. Just put her over your knee. A half dozen good spanks should do it." 

I  turned  to  Melanie.  She  looked  shocked.  Shook  her  head  definitely. 

Laughed  shortly.  "  Not  going  to  happen,  Dennis.  If  you're  scared  of  Rita, 

that's YOUR business. But you ain't gonna touch me. No sir!" 

I found myself pleading. "Melanie? I've got to admit it. Rita's tough. I know this – and she's gonna hurt me. Me? I won't hurt you. Maybe just a little bit. But be a sport, huh? I  promise!" 

Melanie looked at Rita. "Can you believe this coward?" 

Rita  shrugged.  "So?  Don't  let  him  spank  you.  It's  that  easy.  Tell  you what though? If you spank him? I won't bother him at all. That would fix everything. You'd have to make him cry though." 

Melanie  looked  at  me.  "That  better  –  Melissa?  That  what  you  want? 

Have  ME  spank  you  instead  of  Rita?  Want  to  come  over  MY  knees?  Get your  little  botty  spanked?  Gonna  cry  for  Melanie?"  Her  bad  temper  was showing. She stood up and faced me, eyes blazing. 

Rita sat on the edge of the bed between me and the door. Spoke to me. 

"This  is  starting  to  look   interesting!  Who  are  you  going  to  fight  for masculine honor little pansy? Me or your girlfriend – this gorgeous hunk of femininity? This  girl?" 

I sat down in a chair. Frankly, it was as much because my knees were trembling as anything else. I was becoming unsure whether my legs would hold  me  up!  "I  don't  fight  girls!"  I  said,  in  an  attempt  to  maintain  some dignity. 

"Huh?" Melanie bellowed and advancing on my chair by a few steps. "A few minutes ago, you were asking  me to go over your  knee? Said that you weren't  going  to  hurt  me   that  much?  What  were  you  going  to  do,  tickle me?" Her arms were now akimbo and she was staring at me angrily. 

Then  an  icy  calm  descended  on  her.  She  shook  her  head  and  spoke softly. "You know? Rita called you a  pansy. Frankly? I didn't believe her. I was  getting  pissed  off  at  your  behavior,  but  I  thought  you  were  a   man. 

Now? I know that I'm anything but strong – but I think I'd like to take you on.  I  think  that  you're  VERY  scared  of  Rita.  But  now?"  She  smiled  in  an evil sort of way. "I think you'd better be scared of ME. What's it going to be, huh? Going to go over Rita's knees – or are you going to fight me? But I have to tell you – pansy – I may get rough with you!" She laughed, wide eyed  as  if  she'd  discovered  something.  Laughed  companionably  at  Rita, who simply snorted in amusement. 

"Well sissy? What's it going to be?" she asked in a more normal voice. 

Once again, I said nothing. Just stared at the carpet. 

"Wait  a  minute,"  Rita  said,  then  came  and  knelt  beside  my  chair. 

"Frightened of Melanie now?" she asked softly. I didn't answer, so she took a hold of my ear and twisted. 

"Yow!"  I  said,  but  she  ignored  my  yelp.  Repeated.  "I  asked  you  a question. You scared of Melanie now?" 

I nodded. 

"Asked you a question!" she said again twisting my ear. "Now answer properly. Next time I hurt you! Scared of Melanie?" 

"Yes," I said, cowed. 

"So not only are you a sissy? You're a little sissy coward?" 

I paused, but felt her fingers on my ear tighten. "Yes" I said hurriedly. 

"My  God!"  Melanie  laughed  scornfully.  "What   shall  I  do  with  him Rita?" 

My  companion  raised  my  face  with  her  hand.  "Well  you're  right.  You HAVE to do something at this stage. Let him know who's boss. Giving him a spanking is one option – a good one, but . ." 

"Please don't spank me?" I said in a little voice. 

"Or?  There's  another  option,"  Rita  continued.  "Little  sissies  like  him, thrive on humiliation – and though they KNOW that women are far superior to  them?  They  just  DOTE  on  being  made  up  like  girls  –  although  they MUST pretend that they don’t like it!" 

"Made up like a girl? Melanie laughed. "C'mon!" 

Rita shrugged. "He has a nice build for it. Hair kinda untidy right now –

but long enough to do something with. He's about sizes with you? And if you didn't mind? I think he'd look not too bad in your clothes." 

"He  wouldn't!" Melanie giggled. 

Rita  shrugged  again.  "Give  him  the  choice.  Tell  him  to  get  over  your knee right now?" She looked at her watch. "It's almost dinner time – and I'm hungry. OR have him do what you tell him with makeup and clothes. Easy" 

Smiling at the whole idea, Melanie came. Confident now, she knelt in front  of  me.  "Well?  You  heard  Rita!  What's  it  going  to  be?  A  nice   hard spanking  from  me,  or  do  you  want  Melanie  to  make  you  look  nice  and pretty.  Just  think  of  the  sensation  you'll  make  in  the  Dining  room!  C'mon now! Rita's getting hungry!" 

"Please Melanie? I don't want to!" I said weakly. 

She held out her hand. Spoke mock soothingly. "That's al right. Melanie was mad at you a little while ago. But she really doesn't want to hurt you

now. Why don't you give her your hand and come on over to the dressing table? Get you looking nice for dinner?" 

She  laughed  over  at  Rita  as  she  led  me  to  the  dressing  table.  "This  is incredible!  I  wouldn't  have  believed  how  sweet  and  docile  he  is!  Will  he behave while I look him out some nice lingerie?" 

"Oh  yes  Melanie.  He's  all  yours  now.  Just  do  what  you  want."  Rita answered. 

"Aw!" Melanie cooed at me as we got to the dressing table bench. "Why doesn't sissy Melissa take off ALL of her clothes while big, bad, Melanie looks  out  some  clothes  for  him,  huh."  She  paused  for  a  second.  "And  if sweet  little  Melissa  doesn't  hurry  up?  Melanie  just  might  spank  him  after all!" 

They both cackled as I stood completely naked when Melanie got back to  me.  Then  I  stepped  into  the  panties,  and  stood  shivering  although  it wasn't  cold,  as  she  fastened  me  into  a  bra.  "I  think  that  yellow  satin  with white  lace  looks  nice  on  him  –  don't  you  think?"  She  asked  Rita  as  she fastened me in. 

"Cute!"  Rita  sniffed  from  out  of  a  magazine  she  had  picked  up.  "Just make sure that you pad the bra cups pretty full!" 

"How come?" Melanie asked, curious. 

"Well nobody's going to take him for a girl first time out – so you may as well have him advertise the fact that he's a guy in gal's clothes." 

"Never thought of that! This should be FUN!" Melanie laughed, stuffing my bra cups with silk scarves. "Oh, he look s SO cute! Here Melissa, put this shorty slip on over your lingerie!" 

"Think I should do his toe nails?" she giggled to Rita. 

C'mon! That can wait until tomorrow! I'm hungry!" Rita said, not even looking up from her magazine. 

"I  guess  so,"  Melanie  said  regretfully.  Then  to  me.  "You  don't  mind going out with your toe nails not done, do you? I'm afraid that your shoes will, be open at the front – but maybe nobody will notice, huh?" 

I gulped. "No." 

There was a trace of bitterness as she answered. "Why did I think you wouldn't – pansy?" 

Then she kissed me. "Am I being mean? Sorry. Let's get your stockings, skirt, and blouse on!" 

I  wore  flame  colored  thigh  high  stockings  -  a  polka  dot  skirt  –  large white circles on a deep brown background – with a white tiered crinoline underneath  –  and  a  gauzy  green  blouse  under  which  my  lingerie  could easily be seen She didn't do much with my hair – just applied a little mousse and used a curling iron. At Rita's suggestion, she was heavy on the makeup so  that  I  had  red  cheeks,  crimson  lips,  and  dark  sultry  eyes,  She  was  not happy with the clip on earrings she had for me, but liked the bracelets and matching necklace she had me wear. 

"I've heard that queers have a natural instinct for walking in heels," Rita laughed when Melanie said how astonished she was at my ability to walk in her shoes which had a two and a half inch heel. They were a bone color to match the handbag she made me carry by the handle – then set me off with a green chiffon stole. 

I really hadn't thought that they would ever have me go outside the room but  to  my  dismay  found  myself  between  then  as  we  all  headed  for  the restaurant. Okay, I knew I wasn't  that bad – but no one in their right mind would ever take me for a woman. I didn't walk or talk right, Was thoroughly ashamed of myself and at the looks I was getting from some of the people we  passed  –  and  with  it  coming  on  dinner  time,  there  were  going  to  be  a LOT more people pretty soon. I was panicked, yet managed to think up a sort  of  protection  for  myself  –  I'd  let  it  slip  out  that  I'd  lost  a  bet  or something. 

But that went by the boards pretty quick. With a gleam in her eye, Rita confided to anyone who would listen that I just  loved dressing up like a girl

– and dropped the name Melissa all together. I was Dennis to her for quite a long time. Melanie giggled when she heard this – and backed her up. I had no place to hide when the waitress seated us. 

"Would you ladies like a drink before ordering?" she asked. 

"Oooh!  Dennis!"  Melanie  squalled  loudly  enough  for  anybody  sitting within ten feet to hear. "You've convinced at  least ONE person that you're a girl! Maybe the dimmed lights make you prettier?" 

The waitress took this all in and then looked at me, smiling now. "I'm sorry  sir – would you like a drink?" 

I'll admit to my own amazement when Rita didn't interfere and make me drink some awful girlish concoction, so I ordered a double. 

To tell the truth, the meal was quite nice and I had some wine with it. So I  wasn't  surprised  when  I  needed  to  go  to  the  bathroom.  Wasn't  surprised

when Rita and Melanie needed to go to. Feeling quite feminine, I joined my companions, with the three of us crossing the small dance floor towards the restrooms. Having been forced to go into the women's bathroom before, I hardened my heart and prepared to do the same thing again but as Melanie opened the door, Rita blocked my path. "Where do you think you're going Dennis? Don't you think you're carrying this gender thing a little too far?" 

"But I need to go Rita! Right now!" I whispered. 

"So? Go into the Gents, where you belong!" She said. "Now go along with you!" 

I  stared  at  her  in  absolute  horror.  "Please  may  I  have  the  keys  to  our room?" I asked. "This is  embarrassing. I really have to go – and soon!" 

"Don't be silly!" She said archly. "Now go into the Gents – where you belong!" And she manhandled me to the door of the Gents – then pushed me inside! "Don't worry fellas!" she called in. "This little pansy coming in? 

He's really a male!" 

And I was in the male rest room – in my high heels, skirts, handbag –

and makeup! Not only that? She was calling behind me? "Dennis? I noticed that  your  lipstick  got  messed  up  with  the  meal.  Don't  be   shy  now.  Make sure that you're still lovely when you come out!" 

She  was  standing  there  behind  me  in  a  belligerent  pose  –  and  I  really DID  have  to  go,  so  in  a  flurry  of  skirts  and  petticoats,  I  clutched  my handbag under my arms and went into the men's room. 

Naturally,  there  was  a  few  men  standing  at  urinals  and  another  drying his hand at a sink Hearing the commotion, they had naturally turned their heads and were staring at me. Oh God! I blushed furiously. "It's a BET!" I mumbled  then  dived  into  a  cubicle.  There,  I  stood  for  a  second,  but  then realized  that  I'd  better  pee.  Lifted  my  skirts,  lowered  my  panties  and  sat down with an almost audible sigh of relief. 

Then I sat there for a short while, trying to tell by sound if the room had emptied. I heard what sounded like the departure of some of the men that had been there. Heard a few voices laughing and blushed as I wondered if it was me that was being laughed at. I stood up and adjusted my panties. My full  skirts  and  petticoats  took  up  an  awful  lot  of  room  and  I  couldn't  see through the crack in the door worth a damn. Had just about decided to go out, when I heard Rita's voice – loud and just outside my door:

" Dennis? What's taking you so LONG? Would you get out of there, please?" 

There  was  nothing  I  could  do  but  obey.  Shame  faced,  I  unlocked  the cubicle door and left the stall. Rita, alone thank God – was standing there –

grinning at me. – obviously enjoying herself immensely. "See? That wasn't SO bad. Was it girlie? Now why don't you fix up your lipstick and we can get out of here. But wash your hands first!" 

Trembling, I washed and dried my hands. Then I opened my purse and took the top from my lipstick. My hands were shaking as I started to put it on. Naturally, at that point, three guys came into the restroom, all laughing at something. Froze completely when they saw Rita and me. 

"It's  all  right  fellas!"  Rita  explained.  "Dennis  here  needed  a  pee  and wanted to come in here. Now? I can see that he'd be much better off with the  ladies.  Come  along  dear  and  don't  upset  these  gentlemen  any  more!" 

Then, she took my hand and led me out of there. 

"What the hell?" Melanie laughed as she stood outside the Gents, then followed us into the Ladies. "Now Dennis!" Rita pointed to the sinks where some  women  stood  repairing  their  makeup.  "Go  and  squeeze  n  between these ladies and fix your makeup." 

There  were  a  few  astonished  looks  thrown  our  way,  so  Rita  sweetly explained. "I hope that you girls don't mind. But Dennis here? Just felt SO

out of place amongst the men. Decided that he was MUCH better here!" 

So  I  did  what  was  said  and  standing  amongst  a  bunch  of  women  who didn't quite know what to do, fixed up my lipstick. 

Meekly,  I  allowed  both  women  (Melanie  still  laughing)  to  link  arms with  me  and  lead  me  back  to  the  table.  Gratefully  accepted  another  drink and gradually allowed the shame and humiliation I felt to be reduced. It was about then that I asked the question of Rita. "How did you find us?" I asked

"You  ARE  a  little  silly!"  She  laughed.  "I  was  trained  by  the  Secret Service  or  something  like  that.  After  I  showed  Melanie  here  what  a  sissy you  were,  back  at  the  other  place,  I  figured  that  you  might  try  and  pull something. Didn't take me long to attach it to your car, Then today? I traded in the motor bike for a nice car – then followed you here, taking my time. 

Simple." 

"Oh,  you  sly  dog!"  Melanie  laughed.  "And  I  was  actually  wondering. 

Thought that little Melissa here might have deliberately let it slip – so that you could follow us!" 

"Why would I do a thing like  that?" I asked indignantly. 

She looked a little embarrassed. "Truthfully dear? I started to wonder? 

Wondered if you maybe liked being Rita's girl after all?" 

Rita laughed. "You know? I'm not altogether sure that our little Melissa doesn't like what nice things you put her in." Then she changed the subject. 

Stood up and held her hand out to me. "Want to dance Melissa?" 

Docile as all hell now, I allowed Rita to lead me on to the dance floor and went into her arms exactly as I was supposed to – no fuss. Let her lead me slowly around the floor. Probably allowed my head to rest on her chest. 

Felt a tap on my shoulder. Dreamily looked around. 

A woman stood there, obviously just passing through the dance floor on her way to the rest room. "Hello there dearie!" she said coyly to me. "Just had to mention that you're looking better ALL the time!" 

"Huh?" I started to say, then recognized the woman from the dance floor the night before! 

"Must say!" she laughed to Rita. "There's a BIG difference. Your little sweetie is getting nicer looking all the time! I saw you guys on the dance floor at the other motel last night." 

"Thanks!" Rita replied casually. "Now I remember. But I haven't made him my little sweetie yet." She jerked her thumb backwards at Melanie who still  sat  at  the  table.  "THAT'S  my  sweetie!  This  little  cutie  here?"  She shrugged. "Just dancing with him because I don't want to get him feeling all lonely.  Melanie  still  thinks  a  lot  of  him  –  and  I  don't  want  him  crying  of jealousy. Might spoil the night for her – know what I mean?" 

"Oh?"  The  woman  said  sympathetically.  "I'm  Marge.  Maybe  see  you later?" 

Rita shrugged. "Nice to meet you. I'm Rita – and this little cutie? We're calling him Melissa now. Say hello to Marge, Melissa." 

I couldn't do anything else. Looked at the floor shyly. "Hi ya Marge" 

"Nice to meet you Melissa," she said. "But I have to go!" 

With that, she took off and I found myself back in Rita's arms. This time she kept me for another dance. It was a little faster and I felt strange being whirled on command, but gradually? I think I liked it. Found myself puffed when we got back to the table and gratefully downed the remnants of my drink. Then Rita and Melanie got up to dance, leaving me by myself. I sat there feeling quite strange if the truth be known. Okay, it was quite dark by now as dinner was well and truly over – but I was in skirts! I knew that I came close to passing as a woman in the available light, but found myself

wondering  who  I'd  met  in  both  bathrooms.  Imagined  ALL  sorts  of  things being  said  about  me  at  the  surrounding  tables.  Once  or  twice  I  heard laughter – but it didn't SEEM to be directed at me.. 

"Hi  Melissa!"  A  soft  voice  was  saying  beside  me.  "You  looked  so lonely,  I  brought  you  a  drink.  The  barmaid  said  that  you  were  on  Jack Daniels on the rocks, so that's what I brought. Okay?" 

It was Marge- and all I could do was thank her for the drink and invite her to sit down. She quickly took my invitation. "So tell me sweetie. You like to be the girl  all the time?" she asked conversationally. 

"Not  really,"  I  said,  embarrassed.  "I  don't  want  to  go  into  details  just now – but Melanie's actually MY girlfriend. It's Rita wants me to do this." I plucked at my skirts. 

She looked a little puzzled, but smiled – and patted my thigh under my skirt. "Well? As far as I'm concerned? I think you look  nice. Like to dance?" 

I  didn't  know  what  to  do!  This  woman  was  treating  me  as  if  I  were another woman – as an equal – but as Orwell put it – not  quite as equal. I felt  a  sort  of  stupidity.  She  had  bought  me  a  drink  and  was  showing  a fondness  for  me  that  I  felt  I   should  reciprocate  –  but  yet  if  I  did?  I  was showing her that I was accepting my  new status – a girl. 

Luckily, before I could make a decision, the other two came back. Rita's look was one of amusement but she made introductions all around and we al  settled  down  –  and  magically,  another  drink  appeared  before  me.  In  a combination formed by embarrassment and a desire for relaxation, I found myself drinking that. Then without conscious thought, found myself on the dance floor again, being led by Marge, while there were Melanie and Rita dancing together. 

I found myself examining Marge under the dim lights. She was blonde and  attractive.  Nicely  dressed  and  as  far  as  I  could  see,  her  jewelry  was expensive – as were her Coral dress, and shoes. Certainly not overdressed by any manner of means, but confident in her holding of me. 

It  may  have  been  the  drink.  I'd  had  more  than  my  fair  share,  but something inside me was slip sliding away. My masculinity? Confidence? 

Ever  since  I'd  met  Rita  I'd  been  forced  to  see  my  own  inadequacies  as  a male. I HAD to accept that Rita was much tougher than I was. Even had to allow  that  Melanie,  for  all  of  her  femininity,  had  'something'  on  me.  But both of these relationships had been  forced on me. Marge was different. She had first seen me as a decidedly feminized male – then next even more so. 

Now? To her? It was as if I'd never been anything else. The strange thing to me was that I was beginning to accept her – as a female accepts a man. I shook my head, hoping it was the drink. 

I  don't  think  that  either  Rita,  Melanie,  nor  I  was  feeling  much  pain  a little while later. Melanie and Rita were starting to climb all over each other

– sneaking little amorous kisses here and there – hands disappearing under the table and soft laughs. Me? I was doing what Rita had alluded to some time before – starting to feel jealous. The big problem was that in my heart of hears I didn't know who I was jealous of.. Was it Melanie – made sense? 

Or was I generating the hots for Rita? 

Anyway, the two of them decided that it was time for us to leave and go back to the room. Marge was a little put out. I saw her whispering to Rita, but had no idea what was said. A little while later she took off – I remember her  kissing  me  in  a  way  that  was  a  bit  more  than  just  two  girls  saying goodnight – and then she left. Not long after that, we wended our way back to the room where Rita was booked. Melanie and I stood outside, our arms holding each other up, while Rita disappeared inside. She came out, holding a fairly large over night bag. Locked up then the three of us made our way to our room. 

I'd  seen  Melanie  and  Rita  whispering  together  and  Melanie  giggling  a lot, but once we were inside, Melanie didn't take any time in whisking me into the bedroom. "I don't know if this'll work," she said. "But Rita says it will. So let's get those clothes off you. I don't have any falsies yet and those breasts  of  yours  might  be  awful  to  sleep  in  –  but  would  you  rather  do without  a  bra  –  or  feel  more  comfortable  with  one?"  She  was  starting  to take my clothes off. 

It was amazing how stupid I felt saying that I didn't feel that a bra was necessary – but even stupider was the fact that she just accepted what I said as if it was an everyday statement of mine. Then from somewhere, I was put into  a  red  and  black  baby  doll  pajama  set  –  and  a  red,  shorty,  peignoir.  I tried  to  tell  her  that  this  wasn't  right,  but  she  kept  on  shooting  red  hot glances at Rita who had come in to the room and was watching. Finally she spoke. "Would you hurry up Melanie! I'm going to have to spend some time with our little sissy here – and I can't think of anything but you!" 

"Aw SHUSH!" Melanie laughed. Then to me. "Sit down. Rita wants you to have more makeup. Nice and heavy!" 

And now, my girlfriend of just a few hours before is readying me – for another  woman?  But  preparing  me  as  if  I  am  to  be  the  woman?  Heavier lipstick  and  sultry  eyes  –  heavy  perfume  and  I  sit  there,  feeling  myself becoming  heavy  with  longing  for  Rita  who  is  looking  at  Melanie's preparation of me with amused eyes. Finally Melanie steps away and Rita is there, holding out her hands. "Come to Rita, Melissa," she says – and I rise from the dressing table bench and take her hand. Slowly, she leads me to the bed. I'm conscious of Melanie standing there, a bemused look on her face, but can't seem to do anything but follow Rita's lead. 

Seconds later, I'm lying on the bed and Rita is lying beside me, kissing and fondling me. I feel helpless to do anything but kiss her back. She's not wearing a lot of cosmetics but the feeling of lipstick on lipstick is unusual Then, I feel my baby doll panties being slowly pulled down – and I press myself into Rita. Then? There is a sort of buzzing sound – and her hand is forcing  my  legs  apart  and  a  strange  vibrating  thing  is  working  its  way  up my thigh.. "Oh PLEASE don't!" I murmur, but this thing is slowly working its way into my back passage.. "Oh Oh OOOOH!" I squeal softly. 

"There's a girl!" Rita is whispering in my ear. "Isn't this nice! But why don't  you  control  it,  huh?"  And  her  hand  takes  mine  and  places  it  on  the vibrator. "Now just work it in slowly. In and out! Just like  girls do. Isn't it nice?" 

"I don't . . I don't . ." I start, feeling SO ashamed because I'm now lying in bed in filmy baby dolls, slowly working a vibrator in and out of myself and looking up with red, red, lips and smoky, sultry, eyes as Melanie and Rita  now  stand  looking  down  on  me  with  their  arms  around  each  other. 

Melanie even leaning over and giving me a soft kiss. "There there! Think you  can  keep  yourself  busy  for  a  while?"  And  now  her  hand  is  on  mine, helping me slowly move the vibrator in and out as she speaks. 

"But I'm not finished with the little darling yet!" Rita says. Then I see her face beside mine. "Look what Rita has for little Melissa!" she says. And she lets me see a replica of a male penis – then to gasps of laughter from Melanie, is putting it into my other hand, then placing it up into my mouth! 

"Now  Melissa  darling?"  She  coos.  "I  know  that  your  not  used  to  a lollipop at each end, but I want you to get used to them. Okay? So I'll get VERY  mad  at  you  if  you  take  either  one  of  these  out  before  we  tell  you. 

Understand?" 

I nod. 

"Good! So you make sure that you keep both ends working there. After a while? You'll wonder why you never tried them before!" She and Melanie then go around the bed so that I am facing them. Proceed to kiss and fondle each  other  –  start  taking  each  others  clothes  off,  with  one  of  them whispering  to  me  every  so  often  to  keep  my  hands  moving.  The  smell  of sex fills the room – when suddenly the door is knocked! 

"Aw  shit!"  Melanie  mutters.  "Go  and  see  who  that  IS!"  and  Rita  pads off. I hear her mutter something at the door, then laugh. "It's Marge!" she says – and opens the door! 

The next thing is Marge is there, She shakes her head at the sight of me, but explains to Rita. "Business calls and I must take off – but I want you guys to know that tomorrow I'll be at the Lesbos Inn. Okay? We can make arrangements then. I may be late getting in." 

"See  you  then  Marge,"  Rita  laughs.  "But  as  you  can  see?  We're  kinda busy!" 

"I  see  that!"  Marge  says,  then  leans  over  and  gives  me  a  kiss!  "It's  a shame you don't have Marge for company sweetie. But you enjoy yourself now. Hear?" And she uses her hand to move my vibrator in and out a few times as I gasp in a sort of delight. 

"I don't think Melissa is very comfortable!" she says firmly then. I look at her in some gratitude thinking that she might want to take me out of this humiliating position, but she leans over me tenderly, unties the small ribbon of my negligee from around my neck, then gradually works the peignoir off from me, throwing it aside., "It can't be TOO healthy for you dear, if you're going to work up a sweat like  that.." Then, she kisses me. "Bye!" she says and is gone. 

It  doesn't  take  long  for  Rita  and  Melanie  to  first  laugh  at  my discomfiture but get back to where they were - and soon they have joined me on the bed – and I fall asleep, sucking on my dildo and sleepily shoving a vibrator in and out of my ass as my girlfriend and another woman lie in front of me – and make love. Lots of giggles and pants and squeals keep me informed to their general level of enjoyment. 

I  wake  up  in  the  morning  to  cool  hands  stroking  my  face,  and  to  my shame feel that the front of my baby dolls are all messed with dried cum. 

Vaguely  remember  dreams  –  that  I  really  don't  want  to  -  and  know  even then that they've been pleasant. But even though my hands have come loose of it, the vibrator is still inside me, and the dildo is out of my mouth, but

lying  on  the  pillow  beside  me.  Melanie  is  standing  at  the  side  of  the  bed looking down on me kindly. "Good morning Melissa. Have a good time last night?" she says, 

At  this  my  eyes  widen  and  she  must  be  able  to  read  something  in  my expression because with a quizzical look, she slides a hand down under the bed clothes. 

I automatically try to shy away from her, but she is persistent and her hand arrives at where I don't want it to . "Oh YECH!" she giggles, feeling the front of my panties. 

"Eh? What's that?" A sleepy voice at my back reminds me that Rita is there.  I  look  at  Melanie  pleadingly,  but  she  just  laughs,  "Don't  be  silly Melissa!" Then she speaks to Rita. "I just found out some indications that our little friend Melissa enjoyed herself last night!" 

"You expected something different?" Rita's voice was showing signs of amused  wakening  up  and,  to  my  horror,  one  of  her  hands  slid  around  my waist  and  rested  on  my  panties.  "Tell  me  sweetie?"  she  asked  mock-seriously. "Was it the dildo in your mouth or the vibrator up your ass that you liked so much and made you cum, huh?" 

"Oh Rita! You shouldn't be such a  tease!" Melanie said. "Poor Melissa! I felt bad enough leaving him alone last night the way we did. Now you tease the  poor  thing.  Now  Melissa,  listen  to  me!  Just  ignore  her.  Go  and  clean yourself up!" 

I looked at her gratefully. Okay, there was an element of mockery in her voice, but at least there was SOME kindness there. But I couldn't see any sight  of  my  clothes  anywhere  as  I  looked  around  –  and  the  thought  of appearing  before  her  in  bedraggled,  messed  up  baby  dolls  was  a  terrible thing  to  even  think  about.  But  once  again  she  seemed  to  read  my  mind. 

Searched  around  and  found  my  negligee  where  Marge  had  thrown  it. 

Brushed it out with her palm and held it up. "Here you are darling? No need to be shy. Get up and we'll put this on you. Come on now!" 

And she was using a free hand to tug at me until I was standing before her.  Calmly,  her  eyes  took  me  all  in  and  then  she  gently  rearranged  the hemline  of  my  baby  dolls  into  position.  Unfortunately,  they  were  also showing signs of my cum having gone on them. 

"Here  dear,"  she  said,  holding  out  my  peignoir.  Get  this  on  and  you'll feel much better! Much more dignified! It really is a shame how girls like

you SHOW how much you've enjoyed something, isn't it? I mean, us REAL

girls can hide our messes that much better!" 

Blushing with total mortification I hold my arms in the desired position and  she  gently  puts  the  peignoir  on  me.  Then  she  turns  me  so  that  I  am facing  her  and  slowly  ties  the  tiny  ribbons  together  that  tie  me  in  at  the neck. Then she puffs up my puffy sleeves slowly and smiles. "There! A  man for ALL seasons!" 

She and Rita laugh as I make a run for the bathroom, my sexy black and red nightwear floating all about me. 

I  clean  my  teeth  and  perform  my  ablutions.  Take  a  shower  for  the privacy as much as cleanliness –  because I don't know what to do!  I can't put on my dirtied nightwear – and that's all there is there. Can not – will not

– appear in front of those mocking women nude. Will they LET me put on the male clothing I have there? I have my doubts. But I finally see there is no way I can avoid the issue. Wrap the big bath towels around my waist and head out. 

Melanie  has  gone  back  into  bed.  Is  lying  there,  twined  in  Rita's  arms. 

They both look at me cynically. 

"There's some nice Chanel powder in there. Did you use it?" Rita asks me indolently. 

"That's MINE!" Melanie says, with a little amount of heat. 

Rita  openly  strokes  Melanie's  lace  covered  breast.  "But  that's  a  NICE

smell – and I like my girls to smell nice. You don't MIND, do you dear?" 

Melanie smiled at me lazily. "Rita's not asking that much, is she?" She had  obviously  changed  her  mind.  Was  all  in  favor  of  me  making  myself smell nice for Rita. 

Hesitantly, I changed direction and headed back for the bathroom. "He doesn't seem TOO keen? Rita said sleepily. 

"Oh – you're just being nasty again!" Melanie said, then added. "Show Rita Melissa! Put some of that Chanel cologne water on  too. I'd tell you to use the perfume but you're not ready for that heavy a scent in the morning. 

Now be a god girl – okay?" 

Her voice showed some disinterest, but I figured it best to obey. 

When  I  came  back  out,  now  discreetly  smelling  of  Chanel,  Melanie pointed to HER closet. "I can't say I like you in MY clothes dear – but Rita INSISTS!  So  pick  yourself  a  nice  skirt  and  blouse  –  or  whatever.  After breakfast, you and I'll go shopping for you. Doesn't THAT sound like fun?" 

"Melanie? I don't want to DO this?" I said quietly She lay on the bed and shrugged. "Frankly dear? I don't care. But if you want to argue with Rita?" she left the rest of her message unsaid. 

I looked at Rita's eyes, unfathomable, and headed for the closet. 

If  there's  some  explanation  or  sensible  description  of  how  a  guy  feels accompanying two women to a coffee shop for breakfast while he, himself, is wearing a blouse and skirt. Smelling of Chanel? I'd like to hear it. Know approximately of what I was feeling – because I have NO idea. Yes, I was dressed as a woman. Had makeup on. Smelled like one. But I WASN'T. I was a man in woman's clothes. I also had two companions who either didn't care  –  or  didn't  notice.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  they  made  every  unobtrusive effort to indicate that I was a  male. Trust me. This is NOT good for the male ego. 

But apart from some sidewise glances from the staff and other women I got bye. Of course I was docile and unobtrusive – but there was no way in hell I was going to draw attention to myself. It was strictly with a sense of futility when I saw that Rita accompanied both Melanie and I to a beauty shop. It was earlier than normal for them there, so they were delighted to get any custom. The pleading looks that I directed at Melanie – all ignored

– as I sat beside her, with us taking up two chairs. 

I was given the more senior of the two hairdressers as my style was to be changed to a short, curling bouffant. She wasn't shy about divulging to her  companion  that  she'd  never  done  a  male's  head  before,  but  she shrugged. "At least it's a style that will suit him. " (She raised a storm of giggles  from  Melanie,  when  she  leaned  over  and  asked  me  solicitously  at this  point  if  I'd  rather  be  referred  to  as  "She"  Shrugged  when  I  mumbled that  it  didn't  matter.  From  then  on,  she  addressed  me  by  both  genders  –

depending  on  the  mood  she  was  in,)  When  we  finally  came  out,  my masculinity wasn't as obvious. Melanie then sweetly led me into a jewelers and had my ears pierced – two on each ear. As a matter of fact, I don't think that the girl in there took me as a male at all. She was too busy. 

The  dress  store  was  embarrassing.  There  wasn't  any  doubt  there  as  to my  sex  after  a  few  moments  –  but  the  women  there  were  essentially pragmatic.  They  got  a  commission  on  what  they  sold  and  the  more  they could put on my back? The better off they were. On top of that, they were genuinely taken with trying to make me look good - as one of them said. 

"Hey! When you look good and circulate amongst other girly-men? You can tell them where you get your stuff. Send them here – we won't mind!" 

I  was  shocked  too  when  they  fitted  me  for  much  better  falsies  –  then made sure that my bras would fit perfectly. I was doubly shocked when Rita joined us – and I discovered that SHE was paying for both Melanie and my stuff.  I  protested  a  little,  but  Melanie  asked  me  with  a  genuinely  puzzled look "Why not?" 

I  had  no  answer  for  that.  Picked  up  my  parcels  of  skirts,  blouses, lingerie and dresses – along with two pair of shoes that fitted me and, like two happy women shoppers anywhere, joined Rita for lunch. 

We were due to head out that day. I hadn't much hope of dumping Rita. I was  even  sure  by  this  time  that  Melanie  might  give  me  difficulty  when  I wanted to go back to my male identity again – but I did have hopes of being able to work something out once I got Melanie on her own. 

But  even  this  got  a  rude  surprise.  When  I  went  to  get  our  car,  I discovered that Rita had turned it back in to the rental place while Melanie and I were in the beauty salon. "We're all riding together," she informed me. 

Then  –  another  surprise,  what  else.  I  knew  that  Rita  had  got  a  car  –  but wasn't aware that she'd traded her bike in for an expensive Jaguar sedan.. 

At about that time, I became even more aware of my change in status. 

As was usual, I went to get our luggage and load it into the car. "What are you DOING?" Melanie asked me with some asperity. "That's Rita's job!" To my  initial  amazement  I  discovered  that  I  had  to  stand  by  Melanie,  while Rita did the heavy work – while she seemed to take it for granted that it was her job! She even asked Melanie for a hand and they both laughed when I offered  assistance.  Just  about  then  it  dawned  on  me  –  Rita  I  could understand, but now Melanie saw me as the weakest link! She was stronger than I! Yet, a strange little thrill ran through me as this observation crossed me mind. 

And then, another shock to my system Like a gentleman anywhere, Rita was  opening  the  passenger  back  door  for  me!  Blushing,  I  got  in  and  had him close the door behind me. And then, totally to my surprise, I saw that Melanie was in the drivers seat and to further complicate things, Rita had walked around to the other side of the car – and was getting in beside ME! 

"Time  for  you  to  get  to  work  Melanie!  Home  James  and  don't  spare  the horses!" She spoke lightly

"Yes SIR!" Melanie laughed. "That why you're sitting in the back seat? 

Going to be a back seat driver?" 

Rita laughed pleasantly. "You know perfectly well why I'm here. Now you do know your way to the Lesbos Inn?" 

"Yes dear!" Melanie said obediently. "Everything's taken care of at this end – so why don't you just take care of business at yours?" 

"Some  business!"  Rita  smiled  at  me.  "Why  don't  you  give  me  a  kiss dear? It's time we made up." 

My  heart  lurched  within  me  and  yes,  I  was  suddenly  scared.  I  don't mean that Rita scared me physically – but inside myself, I had a very good idea  why  she  was  sitting  where  she  was  now.  "I'm  not  mad  at  you  Rita. 

We've  nothing  to  make  up."  I  said  –  although  a  lot  softer  than  I  meant realizing that I actually sounded kinda seductive. Her hand came onto my thigh and I could feel the warmth through my skirt and slip. "Then if you're not  mad  at  me?"  She  spoke  soothingly.  "Why  not  give  me  a  kiss  to  show that we're friends?" 

"If we're friends, I don't think we need that!" I said with an attempt at levity. 

"Maybe not. But come across here closer to me. Come ON now! Did I ever tell you how nice you've been looking this last few days?" She paused. 

"But could I ask you something – a  little favor?" 

"Sure Rita. I don't see why not," I answered. After all, I wanted to make a good impression. 

She dug into her handbag for a moment. "I'd really like to see these on you  Melissa,"  she  said,  holding  out  a  pair  of  long  black  earrings  for  my inspection. "I know it's kinda early for you yet, but after a little while? You can put your studs back in again." 

"But why Rita?" I asked in some puzzlement. 

"Didn't I tell you Melissa?" Melanie giggled from the front seat. "Rita likes  her  girls  in  long  earrings  when  they  make  love,  She  thinks  they're sexy." 

"But . .But . .But . " I faltered, but Rita was already removing the stud on one ear – and replacing it with a long earring. 

"Please?" Was all I could think of to say as she carefully put the end on my stud that she'd taken off and started on the other. 

"Don't they feel nice and sexy? And anyway, you promised!" she said, fitting  the  other  in  place,  I  had  to  admit  that  having  something  dangling

down my jaw line felt different. Definitely kind of sexy. Decided to change the subject. 

"Rita?  I'm  sorry  I  was  mean  to  you.  Honest!  I'll  admit  that  you're  .  . 

you're . ." 

"More of a man than you are?" she interrupted, gently stroking an ear ring. 

"Yes," I said quietly. 

She  pulled  me  into  her  even  closer.  "More  of  a  man  than  you  used  to think you were?" 

She was smiling into my eyes now. I nodded. 

"That means that you're more of a girl than I am?" she asked, softer still. 

"I don't know what you want me to say?" I asked helplessly. 

"Admit that you're more of a girl than I am. Isn't that true?" she insisted. 

"Yes. I am." I admitted. 

"Wooo  Heee!  I  think  you're  getting  there!"  Melanie  laughed  from  up front. 

"Keep your eyes on the road – chauffeur," Rita laughed. 

She pulled me into her in a more business like way now. "There! That's a piece of nonsense out of the way. Now give me a kiss!" 

I found my head turning up to face hers and my mouth pouting. My lips opening a little in readiness. She smiled at me and then her lips met mine. 

Softly but insistently, her tongue forced its way into my mouth and explored gently She broke off a little and a hand found my breasts. Cupped them. 

"Your  lips  are  very  soft?"  she  said.  "And  I  like  that  smell  of  Chanel. 

Your breasts feel lovely too. Do you like being Rita's girl?" 

"I'm not really a girl," I protested, although even I could hear that my voice wasn't  that sincere. 

"You  weren't  jealous  of  Melanie  then  last  night?"  she  teased.  "Would you rather lie by yourself and play with your dildo and vibrator?" 

"No," I said honestly enough, though now even I was starting to wonder. 

"Well? I'll just have to see what I can do about that!" she laughed – and I was being kissed again. And then her hand was under my skirt – just a little and she was fondling the lace at the hem of my slop. "Isn't this nice?" she asked me. 

And  even  though  I  suddenly  saw  Melanie  smiling  at  us  from  the reflection  in  the  rear  view  mirror  that  she  must  have  adjusted,  I  found myself murmuring "Yes" and turning my lips up for another kiss. 

Rita  laughed.  "You  DID  say  he  might  be  difficult?"  she  remarked  to Melanie, her hand now a fixture under my skirt – indolently fondling me. 

"But I think she's being nice and inviting!" 

"Yeah!"  Melanie  laughed  into  the  mirror.  "But  lets  not  have  any boasting from you YET! He always WAS a sexy little thing when I got him rolling. You just haven't got to the  hard part yet." 

"What's she talking about?" I asked Rita nervously. 

She fondled me some more, and I let out a little yelp. "She's just being jealous of you. That's all. You know how women are!" She took me into her arms and kissed me again. 

It was nice. No question about it. Something in my brain kept buzzing me and saying that something was wrong. Really  wrong! But it felt so nice and comfortable – and Rita had said that Melanie was simply jealous – and that  made  a  lot  of  sense.  After  all,  why  couldn't  I  enjoy  myself  now  and then? That was a question that simply begged to be answered as Rita's hand was playing with me and I mulled things over. Okay, I wasn't being entirely proper, letting her hand roam like that under my skirt – but where was the harm, huh? There was no question that Rita and I had got off to a bad start. 

Was it HER fault? I didn't think that was a very fair question – especially as she was distracting me by lightly fingering the lace embroidery around my panty legs. Nicely I kissed her. 

"You're  being  very  forward!"  I  whispered,  but  I  heard  the  flirtatious sound in my voice. 

"Forward? " She giggled seductively. "Well I like that! Here I am, just trying to be  friendly, and you get all formal on me! Don't you want us to be friends?" 

"I think we should. Got off to a wrong start?" I breathed as she was now caressing my breasts. 

"These are  really pretty!" She said. "Do you realize just how much you feel like a real girl? Soft and giving. Lovely!" 

"Please don't!" I sighed, though couldn't help undulating my chest under her exploring hands. "You know I don't feel like a real girl, Rita!" 

Her  hands  opened  my  blouse.  Started  touching  the  lace  on  my  bra. 

"Something  else  Melissa?  You  feel  like  a  girl.  Smell  all  sweet  and  lovely like  a  girl.  But  did  you  have  any  idea  of  how  much  you  SOUND  like  a girl?" Her voice took on a falsetto tone. "Don't do  this Rita! And 'Oh you shouldn't do  that Rita!" She pulled back and grinned at me. "But I WANT to

Melissa. Want to stop me?" Now she had one hand on my breasts and the other under my skirts again. More firm now.. 

"Well it’s not right, Rita!" I said, but even I could hear the weakness –

and the want in my voice. 

"You  Rita's  girl?"  She  said  firmly,  taking  me  in  her  arms  and  then kissing me. "C'mon! Stop this nonsense and say whose girl you are!" 

"Oh Melissa! Stop the suspense!" Melanie was laughing from the front seat. "Admit that you want to be her girl. I'm getting fed up listening to this! 

C'mon!" 

I pretended to sigh. "Well – if that's  all it takes. And you promise to be good? I wouldn't mind saying it." 

"See? That wouldn't be so hard - would it?" She teased. 

I pretended impatience. "All right Rita! If that's all you want. I'm your girl! Okay?" 

"Not bad! But you're not really my girl – not yet. So would you mind changing that to you WANT to be my girl?" 

Both her lips and her hands were becoming very insistent and I found myself melting into her arms. "Oh, all very well then Rita. Can I be your girl?" I acted all impatient again. But I knew that I was sounding as if I was pretending to be a huffy little girl. 

She  was  lifting  my  skirts  now  and  the  car  seemed  to  be  slowing  and moving over onto the side of the road. 

"This what you really want?" her hands were pulling my panties down. 

"I  think  so,  Rita,  "  I  found  myself  saying  and  my  panties  were  down about my knees, "But I'm not  sure!". Then she was fitting a condom over my erection. 

"There's  a  good  girl!  You'll  be  fine  in  a  few  minutes."  She  said seductively, and something like a lubricated finger was forcing its way into my anus. 

My arms were like water and I was trying to push her away now. I felt the car stop and the engine cut off. Then Melanie was looking over the back seat. "You girls seem to be busy. I think I'll take a short walk and leave you to your fun. Okay?" 

"Please Melanie?" I was bleating, almost crying and looking up at her through glazed eyes, finding that I was being forced back onto the car seat and feeling my skirts being pushed up now. "Please help?" 

She shook her head in a friendly way, with just a touch of impatience. 

"Didn't I just hear you ask if you could be her girl? Didn't I?" 

"Yes Melanie, - but I didn't . ." My panties were being removed now and my legs stretched apart. Rita was climbing slowly on top of me and one –

maybe two of her fingers were inside my anus, probing up and down. 

"Looks to me like you asked – even  begged Rita if you could be her girl. 

So now that's what she's making you!" Her face came over the back seat. 

"You look like you're enjoying it too. Is she Rita?" 

Rita kissed me slowly and lingeringly then answered. "I think she still thinks she's a boy!" 

"But that's silly!" Melanie laughed. 

"Yes!"  Rita  laughed  softly.  "Would  you  believe  that  he's  still  trying  to push me away? Open up a little more Melissa. Relax now!" 

"I think it's time for me to go now," Melanie said as I did what Rita said and twined my arms around her neck. Raised my lips for a kiss. "Just do as Rita tells you – and relax," I heard as she got out of the car and closed the door. Something hard was entering me. 

And  though  my  gender  wasn't  absolutely  right,  I  did  what  many  girls have  done  before  me  –  lost  my  virginity  in  the  back  seat  of  a  car  as  Rita rode me. It was sore at first but I learned to stop fighting and relaxed. With an  awful  mixture  of  shame  and  enjoyment,  felt  myself  cumming  into  the condom. I think I may have even fallen asleep – though I felt Rita withdraw. 

Then car doors open and close. Soft hands took my condom off, then I was dried a little bit. Then soft hand fitted my panties on again – a soft embrace took  me  into  a  bosom  and  I  was  surprised  to  figure  that  it  was  Melanie, even though the car was moving. It dawned on me then that Melanie and Rita had swapped places. 

Melanie  guessed  at  my  thought  processes.  "Yes  dear.  You're  with  me now, Rita's driving. See? It wasn't too bad, was it?" 

I  was  SO  ashamed.  Burrowed  my  face  into  her,  but  she  wasn't  having any. Put her hand under my chin and lifted my face to hers. "You're one of us  girls  now  dear.  Marge  wants  you  for  a  girl  friend  and  Rita  wasn't  sure how you'd act. But you passed that little test with flying colors. Admit it. 

You got some fun out of it – didn't you?" 

I  looked  into  her  gorgeous  face  and  found  myself  nodding.  "Just  a little," I admitted. 

Sleepily,  although  it's  still  early,  I  find  myself  cuddling  softly  into Melanie. 

"Oh shit!" She says. "Rita? I think that your new girl has gone sleepy on us!" 

"That's  the  way  I  have  with  new  girls!"  Rita  laughs.  "Bugger  them  so silly, they don't know what time it is!" 

"You're not  that good!" Melanie says, but laughs – and I doze off. 

"I  think  we're  almost  there,"  I  hear  Melanie  say  what  must  have  been some time later. "You DID get a booking, didn't you?" 

"Of course!" Rita says – and I wake up to see the driveway lined by tall Italian Cypress trees on either side of us as we travel a fair distance. Place is obviously well taken care of. 

"Whew!" Melanie mutters. "Class place!" 

"Stick with me babe! You'll be farting through silk!" Rita laughs. Then she adds, "What’s this?" 

I struggle and sit upright and see a guardhouse up in front. A couple of women – big ones – in uniform- are there to greet us, along with a striped iron bar across the road. 

One of them, a big blonde, approaches us with a smile. 

"Good morning ladies. You have reservations?" she asks. 

"Yes  ma'am."  Rita  answers,  "What's  this  shit  all  about?  Huh?"  Right away, it's obvious that she's said the wrong words and in the wrong tone to the guard, who stiffens. 

Rita  recognizes  that  she's  goofed.  Tries  to  make  amends.  "I'm  sorry ma'am.  We  do  have  reservations.  I  just  wasn't  expecting  guards?"  But  the damage had been done, 

The big guard has stopped smiling. Looks closer into the car and sees me. "Would you step out of the car – sir?" She says. 

"What IS this shit?" Rita barks, her phony sincerity gone. 

"This  looks  like  a  man  in  women's  clothes  ma'am."  the  guard  says  to her. "And there's rumors of a male reporter coming into the complex to do an expose. Normally, men are not welcome here. We just want to make sure that this gentleman is not the reporter." 

Rita starts to say something, but Melanie sees the damage and tries for a more reasonable tone. "Ma'am? This is our friend. He's just discovering his feminine  side  and  this  must  be  very  embarrassing  for  him."  She  looks  at

Rita. "Would you please shut up? I think you've done enough damage as it is." 

Rita is obviously fuming. The guard looks at the other, but then comes back to Melanie. "This should only take a minute ma'am. If you want? We can call for the Publicity Rep up at the Inn to come down here and see if we can straighten it out, but we're just doing our job – and that may take longer than the questions we have to ask." 

"Very  well,"  Melanie  says.  Then  to  me.  "Want  to  get  out  and  answer their questions – or wait for the PR person to come down?" 

I'm dreadfully frightened and embarrassed, but manage. "I guess it's best if I get out of the car," The guard hears this and opens the door for me. "If you'll just come with me into the shack please? It'll only take a moment." 

Rita starts to explode again but Melanie shuts her up by suggesting that she go and park the car, while she joins us. The guard tries to dissuade her but Melanie is nice but firm. "You can either ask your questions out here in the road in front of us – but you're not taking my friend anywhere I can't see him – her." 

The  guard  nods  silently  and  leads  us  into  a  small  room  and  has  us  sit down while Rita parks the car. 

"Now  sir?"  She  talks  to  me.  "Your  friend  here  says  that  your  just discovering  your  feminine  side.  But  frankly?  It's  been  my  experience  that little  sissies  that  want  to  look  like  girls?  They're  VERY  particular  about their makeup and yours is sloppy." 

I  blush,  realizing  that  I  haven't  really  fixed  my  makeup  since  Rita finished with me. 

"Ah  shit!"  Melanie  laughs  nervously.  "My  other  friend  Rita  and  him were necking some a while ago. I'd say it was me and him, but I know that my makeup isn't all mussed up. If you go and check Rita, you'll see that she doesn't wear much- but I'd bet that she's mussed too." 

"Mmm.  I'll  take  your  word  for  that  ma'am."  the  guard  says.  Then  she turns to me again. "Wearing lingerie under that skirt?" 

"Of course he is! That's insulting!" Melissa says. 

"Men  don't  mind  putting  on  a  dress  to  fool  people,"  The  guard  says, 

"But  they  have  an  objection  to  wearing  ladies  lingerie.  Would  you  mind lifting your skirt sir? 

Melanie looks mad but helpless. I lift my skirt to show the lacy frill on my slip. 

"Thank  you  sir.  Now  how's  about  letting  me  get  a  glimpse  of  your panties – and bra?" The guard said this with a smirk. 

"Do I have to?" I asked near tears with embarrassment. 

"No sir!" Said the guard. "We just won't let you into the inn. That's all." 

Delicately I lift my skirt and slip upwards to show the lacy hems of my panties. 

"Ah!  Nice  garter  belt  and  stockings  sir.  You  don't  need  to  open  your blouse I guess – I can see the bra now." 

"Can we go now? Now that you've embarrassed poor Melissa to death?" 

Melanie said angrily. 

"Melissa? Pretty name. But who is that?" The guard is smiling meanly now. 

"That's the name he likes now. Can we GO?" Melanie snaps. 

"I guess so  Melissa – but just a few more things?" 

"What?" I sigh. 

"When was your last wax job? I always thought that sissies just LOVED

to do that. You don’t have much hair, but I saw some above your stockings when you lifted your skirt." 

"I haven't had time," I gulped. 

"Eh?" 

"He's  just  started  to  become  a  woman.  Now  will  you  leave  the  poor thing  alone?"  Melanie  said  angrily.  "He'll  probably  get  one  here  in  the beauty  salon  –  unless  you  have  some  complaint  about  that?  She  added sarcastically

"None," said the guard. Then spoke to me. "But I notice that your friend here  has  her  handbag  –  like  all  women  would  do.  Can't  go  anywhere without it. I notice that you don't have one here. Do you  have a handbag?" 

"Yes," I blushed at this further admission of my femininity. "Left it in the  car.  Want  me  to  go  and  get  it?"  I  felt  so  small  and  powerless  now  in front of this big woman. 

She  was  smirking  at  me  now.  Reveling  in  me  looking  so  small.  "Not really. Not if your friend here would lend you her compact and lipstick? I'd like to see that you can make yourself up – like any woman." 

Melanie  shook  her  head.  "It’s  okay  by  me  if  it'll  get  this  charade  over and done with. Here's my handbag." With that, she handed it to me. 

As  I  opened  the  bag  and  was  searching  through  it,  the  guard  spoke again. "Earlier? Your friend here was saying that in the car – it was YOU

that was getting kissed – and that the girl who was kissing you doesn't wear much makeup? Is that true –  Melissa?" 

"Yes,"  I  said,  blushing  again  but  looking  in  the  compact  mirror  and using a tissue to wipe my lips. 

"So? Even with another girl? YOU are the girl. Get yourself kissed?" 

"Yes," I said again, trembling now as I applied my lipstick. 

"Did she use a dildo up your ass?" 

"SHUT UP!" Melanie yelled at me. Then she faced to the guard. "That's ENOUGH!  Now  you  let  us  go  or  I'll  sue  you  and  this  damned  Inn. 

Enough!" 

But I was crying now in answer to the question. 

"That's all right Melissa – and you Miss!" The guard smirked. "I'm sorry we had to detain you both – you can go now." 

Melanie looked as if she was going to rant at the woman some more, but I grabbed her arm. "Please Melanie ? Let's go! Let's get AWAY from here!" 

"Have  a  nice  time  –  ladies!"  The  guard  said,  opening  the  door  for  us. 

"Have a nice stay!" 

"Up yours!" Melanie muttered, but the guard pretended not to hear her –

and a few minutes later we had joined Rita in the car and we were driving up to the Inn. Rita apologized. "I don't like cops at all – and it was me that got all that bullshit started when I got smart assed with them. I'm sorry." 

"Well?" Melanie said resignedly. "It was you that got Melissa into this girly thing to begin with. Truthfully? I don't think that he can go back now –

and  that  little  exercise  just  helped  to  show  me  how  much  of  a  girl  he  is NOT!" She tightened her embrace on me. "That just means that you have some work to do in learning how to be a girl, sweetie." 

"But this is only temporary – isn't it Melanie ?" I asked. 

She and Rita both laughed. "I'm not so sure about  that dear," she said. 

"You've been learning awfully fast. Just as if the feminine side has been just bursting to get out – and now it has its chance." 

"Yeah!" Rita agreed. "And after what you just went through? I wouldn't say that this would be a good place to start trying to be a guy again – not with that guard around anyway!" 

At this we all laughed, even me – though it was just a little in my case. 

"Melanie? Seriously though? I think you'd better watch yourself around that guard. I have the feeling that she fancies you." 

"Oh  Rita!"  Melanie  said  briskly.  "Stop  that  nonsense.  You'll  just  turn Melissa into a nervous wreck – scared of his own shadow. That guard may have been pretending – but she knew that Melissa here is a boy." 

"Hey! I wasn't fooling!" Rita protested. "Don't forget that this place has mainly  women  as  guests,  but  they  have  the  odd  little  swish.  Maybe  that's what she fancies!" 

We might have argued some more, but the portals for the Inn appeared and  we  had  to  stop  and  let  the  bell  girls  empty  our  car  and  go  in  and register. 

We  had  a  nice  two  bedroom  suite  looking  out  over  a  grassy  area  and swimming pool. I was starting to get the idea – Rita had money – and she wasn't scared of spending it. On the way to the room and looking outside, I felt  my  chest  constrict.  There  was  nothing  but  females.  Nothing.  Once  I passed a rather masculine gal – but she had a skimpy bikini swimsuit on –

and  I  was  pretty  sure  she  was  a  woman.  In  the  room,  Melanie  and  Rita made  no  pretense  about  who  would  be  sharing  the  main  bed.  "Maybe  if Marge  doesn't  get  here  in  time,  we'll  let  you  share  this  bed  with  us  –

Maybe!"  Rita  said  to  me,  as  I  blushed.  There  wasn't  any  doubt  as  to  who Melanie's  lover  was  now.  "Let's  get  unpacked  and  go  for  a  swim!  I  need something!" she added. 

"Nah. That's good that you have something to do. I want to spend some time with Melissa." Melanie said. "You get your swimsuit on and take off. 

Melissa and I will unpack. Maybe I'll come down to the pool later," 

Let's face it. I found it very hard to get the fact out of my mind that just a few short days before I had been Melanie 's BOY friend. Now the fact that the  boy  of  this  group  was  off  swimming  –  while  us  females  did  the unpacking and tidying up? It stuck in my craw a little bit. It was even more humiliating when Melanie started showing me how to do my nails – then how  to  walk  and  sit.  How  to  get  in  and  out  of  a  car  gracefully.  Can  you imagine  how  I  felt,  practicing  womanly  moves  under  my  ex-girl  friends gimlet  eye?  And  she  wasn't  scared  of  criticizing  me  either  if  I  wasn't feminine  enough  for  her.  She  did  NOT  want  me  swishy  –  she  made  that very clear. Just nice and girlish. 

That was another thing. She finally changed into her swimsuit in front of me – no modesty whatsoever and I realized that I was just another girl to her now – one that badly needed training and fixing up. I'd thought that she would like me to put on a swimsuit and join her and Rita, but instead she

had me change into a pair of shorts and plain blouse after she called up the beauty  salon  and  fixed  me  up  with  a  wax  job  and  a  pedicure.  "Take  your time!"  she  warned  me.  "I  want  to  have  some  nice  quiet  time  with  Rita. 

Seeing you be her girl today got me all randy. Time I had some time with her too. Now off you go." 

I was becoming used to going to beauty salons and the girls acceptance of  me  as  a  male  –  even  though  I  was  appearing  and  –  remembering Melanie's  training  –  acting  more  and  more  like  a  girl.  I  discovered  how ticklish I was getting my pedicure – and even the girl who was doing me guffawed as I giggled as she worked on my toes and feet. Once it was dried, I had to strip down to my panties – and undergo a waxing. 

That hurt more so than I thought and I was very glad that I hadn't much hair to get rid of. But finally I was finished and was released with cheery farewells  from  the  girls  who  had  worked  on  me.  I  couldn't  help  but  feel wonderful  –  all  tingly  and  fresh  from  the  lotion  after  the  waxing. 

Remembering Melanie's request for more time with Rita I checked out the pool, but couldn't see them there – so I wandered down among the bistros and boutiques supplied by the hotel, window shopping and taking my time. 

I  was  idly  taking  in  a  jewelers  display  and  admiring  some  ear  rings when  a  voice  sounded  in  my  ear.  "See  you  have  your  handbag  with  you now?" 

I  looked  beside  me  –  and  there  was  the  guard  from  this  morning standing beside me. 

"Oh!"  I  said  with  a  little  jump.  "You  scared  me!  Wasn't  expecting anybody I knew." 

"Don't  be  scared  girly.  You're  perfectly  safe  here.  Especially  with  me! 

You look different." 

I found myself smiling weakly at her. "Took your advice and got a bikini wax job. Pedicure as well." I find myself sticking out my open toed sandal to show my foot. 

"That's  a  pretty  pink  color  on  your  toenails,"  she  said.  "And  did  you enjoy your waxing – like I said sissies do?" 

I blush redly. Nod. 

"And I can SEE how smooth you are. You don't mind if I have a feel?" 

she asks. 

"Huh?" Is all I can think of to say but her hand is already caressing my thigh! Okay, there aren't many people around, but there are  some! 

"You're  SO  smooth!"  She  whispers  –  and  although  I'm  ashamed  and confused I find myself actually smiling weakly at her. Realize that I'm just being feminine

"Like  to  come  down  to  my  chalet?  Maybe  pass  a  while?"  She  asks, patting my ass openly now. 

"No thanks," I manage, all confused and blushing prettily. 

"Maybe some other time?" she offers. 

"Thanks for the invite," I say. "But I have to get back to our suite." 

"Fine. Nice talking to you Melissa," she says, backing off and smiling nicely.. 

I find myself blushing again. "Same here" I say, before breaking away. 

Frightened out of my mind by her blatant sexuality. But confused by her air of friendliness to a guest of the Inn. 

By the time I got back to the suite, Rita and Melanie had obviously had a good time – sleek and contented looking. Melanie was lazily pleased with the  results  of  my  pedicure  and  waxing.  Embarrassed  me  by  having  Rita closely examine my pedicure – which I knew she didn't give a damn about

– and feeling my soft smoothness from the waxing – which I knew that she did. Like a female showing off one female to a male. 

We  all  lazed  about.  Rita  called  the  reception  desk  to  find  out  about Marge, but there was no indication of when she would check in. She'd told them  she'd  be  late  –  but  had  no  idea  just  how  late  she'd  be.  I  was  in  a quandary. Still felt like a third wheel around Rita and Melanie. The onus of having Rita take over the position of Melanie's boy friend, still hurt, but I knew there was nothing I could do about  that. At the same time, I knew that as far as they were concerned, Marge was now considered MY boy friend –

and  I  was  embarrassed  about  that  –  but  I  was  getting  to  the  point  that  I missed her company. 

We  only  had  the  one  bathroom,  and  once  again  I  was  shown  that  my status  was  changed.  There  was  definitely  an  air  of  embarrassment  shown between Melanie and Rita. Not much – they  were lovers after all but I could see  the  resemblance  to  the  rapport  that  Melanie  and  I  had  shared.  But between Melanie and myself now? There was  none. I was surprised now at the total lack of modesty that Melanie showed me but then it dawned. She was showing me exactly the same amount of modesty she showed another girl  sharing  a  bathroom  with  her!  I  don't  think  she  even  saw  my

embarrassment a few times when we were together in the bathroom at the same time. 

We all got dressed and went out for dinner. There were some looks that I thought were addressed to the fact that I was a male – and there wasn't ONE

to be seen – but it finally dawned on me that we were being looked over, because  either  Melanie  or  I  were  single  and  there  was  some  doubt  as  to which of us 'belonged' to Rita. But we had a nice meal and I relaxed and started  to  enjoy  myself.  It  was  nice  –  no  blatant  sexuality  was  showing. 

There  were masculine  women  with  female  escorts  of  course,  but  in  some cases  it  was  hard  to  tell  –  and  the  room  was  mostly  filled  with  bright, beautifully coiffed women – all seemingly having a nice time – and quietly. 

There  was  a  small  dance  floor  and  a  small  combo.  Rita  asked  me  to dance and I found that I was fitting into the role of a female on the dance floor quite nicely. Knew that I was enjoying the feeling of being danced –

and  led.  I  was  wearing  a  knee-length  filmy  dress  with  just  a  half  slip underneath, so knew that I wasn't getting the full exquisite feeling of a full skirt and crinolines or petticoats – but it felt nice. 

Everything  was  so  nice  and  soft  and  pleasant.  I'd  a  few  drinks  with dinner  –  but  what  the  hell  –  so  did  Rita  and  Melanie.  They  were  getting wrapped  up  in  each  other  and  I  started  feeling  like  an  intruder.  I  watched them  dancing  cheek  to  cheek  and,  I'll  admit  it,  felt  jealous.  Though  to  be quite honest, was starting to wonder who – just who – I was jealous of. As I indicated, I was becoming more than a little confused. 

The  two  women  were  dancing,  and  I  needed  to  pee.  I  was  becoming feminine enough that I found myself thinking about waiting for Melanie to see if she wanted to accompany me. But then I still had enough male in me to see the unreasonableness of this – so indicated to them where I was going

– and got a nod from Melanie – then headed towards the Ladies. 

It  was  fairly  quiet  by  this  time.  Getting  on  in  the  evening  and  fairly deserted. I didn't have too much shame at going into the women's rest room by this time – so went in without too much thought. Went into a stall and did  my  business.  Came  out  and  fixed  up  my  makeup  in  the  mirror.  A woman standing along a ways from me smiled vaguely, but wasn't paying enough attention to figure out that I was a man. It wasn't much to go on –

and  I  wasn't  too  sure  if  I  was  pleased  or  not  –  I  mean,  was   this  what  I wanted?  To  be  taken  for  a  woman  by  other  women?  At  the  same  time,  I couldn't help but feel complimented. I mean there IS a niceness about being

pretty – and I couldn't help but think I was getting that way. I simply had to preen at my reflection a little bit. 

But  pride  cometh  before  a  fall  I  guessed.  I  was  loitering  along  –  not really wanting to spoil Melanie and Rita's fun by butting in, when suddenly strong arms were around me and a voice whispered in my ear. "  Hello little sissy! Don't you look nice!" And the big guard had simply came up silently beside me and moved me into an alcove. Right beside her, two other dark haired  guards  were  standing  and  grinning.  "Isn't  he  just   gorgeous?"  my tormentor was asking them "Prettiest boy I ever did see!" 

I was frightened almost out of my wits. In the half light of the alcove we were  almost  completely  hidden  and  I  had  the  feeling  that  the  passageway had  been  deserted.  But  I  managed  to  raise  some  indignation,  even  though my voice was weak and trembled. 

"Stop this!" I quavered. "Or I'll TELL on you!" 

"Oh  –  you  little  sweet  thing!"  One  of  the  women  was  speaking  up,  a grin in her voice. Then she spoke to the blonde. "And you said he was  SO

friendly!" 

The blonde simply turned me around and ran me - but gently – into the wall.  Put  her  big  hands  under  my  breasts  and  lifted  me  off  my  feet,  then held me easily with one big paw. Spoke to her friends. "He was so friendly this afternoon too girls! All flirty and friendly! Was showing me his pretty painted toenails – and it's ALL on the security video cameras that we have. 

I do think that if he raised a complaint? I'd have to produce that video – just to show how friendly he was being!" 

What she was saying got through to me. I wasn't too sure that she was right – but I knew that if there weren't any sound, the pictures might show something different than what actually happened. 

"Please stop. Please? I won't complain. Just let me go?" I heard the soft submission in my voice. Hated it, but couldn't stop. 

"He won't complain?" One of the dark haired girls said behind me in a taunting voice. "Isn't that nice?" 

I felt the blonde lift up the skirt of my dress and the half lip and a warm hand fondle my panties. "Little sissies just hate to complain. Juts wear frilly, fancy panties. Isn't that so – Melissa?" 

"Please don't. Please?" I said, starting to cry. 

"You're being mean to him now! Poor thing is crying!" A voice said. 

"But just feel these panties! So lovely and soft! Maybe I'll let you go if you'll  let  my  friends  pat  your  panties?"  I  heard  the  blonde  whisper  in  my ear. 

"Please let me go?" I sobbed openly now. Then I felt the blonde's two friends  crowd  around  and  big  warm  hands  on  my  buttocks,  stroking  and caressing me through my lacy lingerie. 

"Tell  you  what?  Seeing  that  you're  having  such  a  good  time?  You promise to come down to the guards lounge about ten tonight? We'll show you a good time? Us and our friends?" A voice said. 

"Yeah. We won't have to worry about cameras. Have us a great time –

you'll  really  enjoy  it!  You  CAN  say  'no'  just  now.  But  you'll  hurt  our feelings – and you don't want to do  that, do you?" The blonde was speaking again her hand stroking my ass very suggestively her big finger just almost in the crack of my ass. 

I HAD to get away! "Yes. Yes! I'll be there!" I wept. 

"Promise now? About ten?" The blonde said, letting me down onto my feet. 

I looked at her leering face. "Yes. I promise." 

She let me go. Turned to her friends. "I just LOVE taking those high and mighty, puffed up sissies, down to the proper level. She looked at me coldly. 

"I'll look out my biggest dildo for you! Love that – won't you? Love to suck on them, huh?" 

"Yes ma'am," I wept. 

"Don't forget now sweetie! I don't want to have to come and look you out. Bye!" And the three of them sauntered away. 

I made it back to the Ladies rest room and locked myself in a stall until I managed to stop crying. Then I went out and luckily, there wasn't anyone there while I bathed my eyes in cool water, then freshened my make up. At first I was going to tell Rita and Melanie – but I was scared if they would believe  the  guard  if  she  said  that  I  had  been  flirting  with  her  during  the afternoon. What would they SAY? Especially Melanie? 

I  went  back  to  the  restaurant  –  and  Marge  was  there,  having  just  sat down. She jumped to her feet swiftly and kissed me. "Hi Melissa! Great to see you. Let's have the next dance, okay?" 

Her  enthusiasm  was  infectious  and  I  began  to  feel  better.  Rita  and Melanie had already welcomed her and it felt like the most natural thing in the world now for Melanie and I to be led onto the small dance floor and fit

ourselves  into  our  partners  arms.  I  also  felt  a  lot  more  protected  now  –

could  see  that  Marge's  presence  warned  off  most  of  the  more  aggressive girls who were starting to circle me. 

I was very pleased to have another drink – it gave me Dutch courage I suppose. But I really had no idea about what to do. It would have been easy to  sneak  away  from  Melanie  and  Rita  –  they  were  getting  so  lost  in  each other that I don't think they would miss me. But now that I had Marge for an escort, things weren't so easy. 

"What's  the  matter  with  you?"  She  asked.  "You  keep  looking  at  your watch. Trying to get me into bed? If you're THAT keen? We could go right now." She laughed easily. I made up my mind in a hurry. 

"Can we go dance sweetie?" I asked – it was getting close to quarter to ten and I could feel myself tighten up.. 

"Sure doll. You feeling okay?" she asked as we got onto the dance floor again. 

"We had a bit of a problem getting in here this morning," I started. 

She laughed. "Yeah – Rita was telling me a little about it." She grabbed my ass a little tightly. "Imagine mistaking you for a guy!" Laughed again. 

"Marge? I'm in trouble," I said seriously. 

She  dropped  the  levity  immediately.  Her  voice  grew  understanding. 

"Want to talk outside? Need some privacy?" 

I nodded, near tears at her immediate sympathy. She was quiet and led me outside. 

"Marge? I was NOT flirting with the guard this afternoon!" I started as we got to a secluded area – and burst into tears. 

"I don't know what this is all about?" she said quietly. "But if it means anything to you, I believe you. Now tell me." 

It  was  hard  for  me  to  admit  it.  I  had  been  put  in  a  purely  feminine position.  Let's  face  it.  I  was  well  aware  that  I  had  not  acted  with  any masculinity whatsoever – and this WAS embarrassing to admit. But at the same time I HAD been frightened of the security guards yet acted in a way that was just becoming natural to me. So it was with a strange mixture of emotions  that  I  finally  told  Marge  everything.  I  felt  SO  strange  when  she simply took me in her arms. 

"I believe you dear." She said, and looked at her watch. "You've got a few minutes to wash your face in the rest room. Let's go." 

"What are you going to do Marge?" I asked her nervously. 

"Let you get cleaned up first. Then we'll see." 

"Not going to do anything stupid?" 

"Just get yourself cleaned up." 

I kissed her cheek. "Okay dear." Breathed a big sigh of relief. 

I wasn't overly happy with the job I'd done, but I looked half reasonable when  the  two  of  us  left.  Happily,  I  took  her  arm.  "Where  are  we  going dear?" I asked as she took me away from the main building. "Where else? 

Let's go visit where the guards relax. Have a little talk?' 

I stopped, terrified. "You're not taking me there, are you? I don't  want to see them!" 

"Didn't you promise to be there at ten o'clock?" She said gently. 

"Oh  Marge!  Please  don't  make  me  go  in  there!"  I  whispered.  "I  don't want to!" 

"You promised dear – and one must always keep their promises." With that, she led me in through a door and into a recreation room where a bunch of  female  guards  were  spread  around.  Some  watching  TV  and  others playing  pool.  I  saw  the  big  blonde  look  up  from  a  magazine  she  was reading, then stand and come towards us. 

Her eyes were cold as she looked at Marge. "You want something lady?" 

Marge ignored her. Spoke to me. "That her?" 

"Yes," I trembled. 

"Thought  I'd  keep  Melissa  company  down  here.  You  don't  mind,  do you?" Marge said pleasantly. 

The  guard  relaxed.  "Nah.  But  guests  aren't  allowed  down  here  –  and you're a guest. Right?" 

Marge  nodded  and  smiled.  "Got   that  right.  But  I  don't  suppose  you could have invited Melissa down here then. Considering she's a guest?" She took a step towards the blonde. 

The  blonde  was  confused  by  Marge's  conciliatory  tone  and  her confidence. Backed up a step. Spoke with a little less assurance now. "Well? 

HE flirted with me. Wanted to come here. Isn't that right – Melissa?" 

Marge  took  another  step.  "But  now  it’s  ME  wants  to  flirt  with  you.  I want to fuck you. Up one side and down the other. Doesn't  that make me welcome?" 

"You  can't  talk  like  that!  Not  to  me!  I'll  report  you!"  The  guard  said, some fright in her voice now. 

I gazed with wonder on Marge. She stood almost a foot smaller – and was  well  outweighed  by  her  opponent,  but  she  took  another  step  at  the guard.  "Report  away  you  goddamn  coward!  You  act  all  big  with  little sissies, but I'm here to tell you that if I get one – ONE piece of shit from you or your friends? I'll look you out and shit-kick you." 

"You're just saying that because you're a guest! Make me lose my job!" 

The guard was whining now. 

Marge  looked  at  her  with  scorn.  "Tell  you  what?  I'll  go  and  sign  out right now – but you better be waiting for me when I get back. Then?" she smiled evilly. "You and me? We can go outside.  That what you want to do?" 

The guard looked at her shoes. "No," was all she said. 

Marge  nodded.  Then  she  looked  around.  "I  understand  that  our  friend here had a couple of companions tonight to terrify my friend here? D'you want to say anything?" 

Quiet reigned. 

"Great!" Marge smiled warmly. "Sorry for interrupting you ladies. But why don't you contact the front desk. Buy a couple of bottles of good booze and  charge  it  to  my  bill. That  way  you  can  all  have  a  drink  on  me  –  and Melissa here as well – okay?" 

The grateful sounds as we made our quick farewells let us know. 

"Marge? I thought you were going to give me up to them!" I started to say, then choked up. "You were SO brave." 

She  stopped  and  turned  me  to  face  her.  "You  know?  I  haven't  heard everything about you – but I understand that you used to equate rude words and actions with masculinity?" 

I swallowed. "I think that's true Marge. And I'm sorry." 

She  nodded.  "Masculinity  or  femininity?  Doesn't  mean  a  helluva  lot. 

There  are  strong  men  who  are  lucky  if  they  weigh  a  hundred  and  thirty pounds.  Strong  women  who  probably  weigh  a  lot  less  than  that.  Not muscles – OR bad language that counts. It's self respect. You didn't seem to have  much  when  you  were  a  man.  Think  you  can  learn  some  when  you learn to be a woman?" 

"I think so Marge," I whispered in shame. 

"Well  sweetie?  I  guess  that  we'll  get  on  just  fine!"  she  said.  Took  me close to her, and gave me a kiss. Stepped back and looked at me. "But no more bad language – not from you. It'd NOT ladylike. Got that?" 

"No  problem  Marge.  That's  fine  with  me!"  I  took  a  gentle  hold  of  her arm. 

"Just  fine!" She repeated and I smiled at her. 

Rita felt that maybe you were attracted to her when she was on her big motor cycle? 

"Don't know where she got that idea" I giggled then thought deeply for a second or so. "Y'know? She might have something there?" 

She smiled. "Well? I have this big Harley-Davidson motorbike at home. 

Think you'd like to ride pillion with me?" 

I didn't pause for a second. "Oh YES!" I breathed. 



The end



TOTAL DEGRADATION



RENE

"You look very handsome in your tux darling" Rene said. "But will you help me? Fasten my dress at the back, would you?" She turned to face away from me and into the mirror, so I stepped in close behind her and started to fumble  at  the  tiny  fasteners  that  would  close  her  dress.  Her  perfume confusing me, her bare shoulders and arms, arousing me. 

In full evening dress she was lovely. It had to be a new acquisition as I'd never  seen  it  before.  It  was  a  crimson  velvet,  with  jet  black  silk  piping. 

Backless  and  strapless,  it  showed  her  magnificent  shoulders  to  full advantage. A form fitting sheath clinging gracefully all the way down to her ankles, it didn't hurt the rest of her appearance either I thought. It was quite modest  at  the  front.  Not  hiding  her  magnificent  breasts,  but  not  making  a full display either. Just perfect for a faculty dinner. She was going to make everyone  in  the  room  jealous  –  well  the  women  anyway.  There  probably would be one other man there at the most, but he was too old to be jealous of me. 

I couldn't help doing it – maybe she even moved back towards me, but her rear brushed softly against my erection. She giggled. "Someone trying to get my attention? Oh, you naughty, impetuous thing! I suppose you just can't wait, can you?" 

"Yes dear. I can wait," I said hopefully, hoping to be able to at least try for a 'proper' lovemaking session later on. "I wouldn't mind waiting at all, as a matter of fact." 

But  she  turned  around,  her  crimson  lips  opening  to  flash  her  strong white  teeth  at  me.  "What  kind  of  wife  would  I  be?  Whatever  would  you think of me, if I let your passions be ignored for two or three hours, huh? 

You'd probably pick me up and throw me over your shoulder and drag me off – make all of those faculty women jealous!" 

As she was about three inches taller than me in her stocking soles, and probably  outweighed  me  by  seven  or  eight  pounds,  the  scenario  she  was describing was patently ridiculous. But she had wrapped an arm around my shoulder and was leading me over to the bed, her free hand unfastening my fly. 

"Please dear? You don't have to do this . . " I said, in my usual strange mix of sexual surrender and embarrassment. 

"Of course I don't" she said calmly. Then deepened her voice in a Tarzan copy. "But me  woman! Must take care of my little man's needs! Here, just lie back . . There you are!" 

And, as always in our lovemaking, if that's what you want to call it, I was lying back on the bed staring straight up at the ceiling, my pants and underpants  down  about  my  ankles,  my  beautiful  wife  kneeling  in  front  of me. I felt my eyes start to moisten as she fitted her lovely mouth about me. 

We had been married for over a year, and never once had I been allowed to  touch  her  breasts.  Never  once  had  I  been  allowed  to  penetrate  her.  I'd been a virgin, very shy around women when we'd met and, in some regards was  still  the  same.  The  first  time  she'd  blown  me,  I  thought  I'd  died  and gone to heaven. It didn't take a long time for me to discover that this was all of the sexual activity I was going to enjoy with her while we courted. We never  discussed  it  –  I  was  too  shy  –  but  I  initially  rationalized  it  as  her wanting  to  keep  herself  'pure'  until  we  were  married.  (Which  was  utterly ridiculous as she had a twenty year old daughter from a previous marriage). 

Also? To tell the truth, I was totally infatuated with this beautiful, confident, rich woman and if her type of sex was all I could get, I took what I could -

and was thankful for it. 

On  the  faculty  of  a  women's  college,  I  was  not  exposed  to  too  much male company, but in my own college days had heard my peers wax lyrical about the joys of a 'blow job'. As I indicated, I'd never had this experience until I met Rene – never had anything to compare it to either. But I had read about lovemaking – an English major? Of course I had. Looked forward to the kissing, the stroking, the gradual lead up to the culmination of ecstasy. 

So  gradually,  over  time,  I'd  come  to  feel  abused.  Hell,  I  was  only allowed  to  touch  her  ears  now  and  then  in  our  'copulation',  getting  firmly reprimanded  for  my  'lust'  as  often  as  not.!  On  this  particular  occasion,  I knew that I'd better keep my hands to myself, as her hair was 'done' and it wasn't  worth  my  life  to  mess  it  up  in  any  way.  Accordingly,  I  lay  there, helpless against my wife's assault on my body, wishing I had the physical strength – and the strength of character - to push her off me and mount her like a red blooded man! As usual though, my mind was submitting to my bodily desires, and I ejaculated, sighing in defeat as I did so. 

She leaned over on top of me and looked down into my eyes. "Satisfied darling? Was that good for you?" 

"Yes Rene" I said passively, positive that she was well aware of my true thoughts on the subject. 

"Well? Aren't you going to say 'thank you darling'?" she probed. 

"Of course!" I capitulated. "It was wonderful – as always!" 

This  routine  had  become  habitual.  Drained,  I'd  lie  there  on  my  back helplessly while like an unsatisfied predator, she'd loom over me demanding my  acceptance  of  what  she'd  done  to  me.  Once,  not  fully  understanding what she demanded of me, I'd been silly enough to protest. 

"Oh – it was lovely darling," I'd said. "But?" 

Her eyes had chilled. "But what?" 

I licked my lips nervously, my eyes locked into her gaze – rabbit like –

"But, I think I'd like to make love to you. Give you some pleasure?" I said weakly. 

"You don't like what I do for you? Are you some kind of pansy? Doesn't like being with a woman?" 

Her tone of voice , and the words she used, horrified me. 

"Of course dear. I wasn't saying that I don't like it . ." 

"Well, goodie for you!" she said scathingly. "Mikey  LIKES it! I give you what  every  woman  who  loves  her  husband  gives  him  –  and  you  want  to pleasure  ME? You know what you sound like? A goddamn lesbian! Want to wear one of my nighties? Lie beside me and kiss like two girls. That what you want?" 

I  stared  up  at  this  beautiful  woman,  who  had  suddenly  turned  into  a virago, and suddenly suffered the ultimate humiliation. My eyes filled, and a few tears rolled down my cheeks. 

"Aw  dear!"  she  said,  mock  sympathy  oozing  out  of  every  pore. 

"Diddums mean old mommy make widdul baby girl cwy?" 

"Oh please Rene. Don't. Please?" I pleaded, more tears leaking. 

"Aw! Let mommy make it up to you. Come and sit on my lap sweetie. 

Come on, there's a girl" 


And  I  underwent  the  embarrassment  of  having  her  sit  on  the  bed  and pull me over and up into her lap to fondle and caress me, talking baby talk the whole time. Finally, she let me up. A half hour later, it was as if nothing had happened. She had never referred to the incident since, and I certainly

wasn't going to bring it up. I suppose it is obvious as to why I'd been loathe to raise the subject again. 

I  can  imagine  some  of  my  more  macho  contemporaries  shaking  their heads  at  my  behavior.  Can  imagine  their  comments  –  'What  a  wimp!'  .  ' 

Godawlmighty! Getting blow jobs and wants something else ! Jesus!' – and other profound and uncomplimentary remarks. So? I've never professed to being anything other than I am. 

Regardless  of  what  others  may  think,  I  have  never  felt  the  slightest attraction to anyone of my own sex. Have always enjoyed the company of women  –  and  always  fantasized  about  being  cast  away  on  some  desert island  with  a  woman  –  and  proving  my  masculinity  by  deeds  of  prowess and skill – the weak female regarding me with awe. Naturally, she would at first  be  wary  of  my  strength  but,  once  she  understood  the  sensitivity underlying it, would welcome me to her bed. There, under a benign moon, we  would  make  sensuous  love  among  the  fragrance  of  the  frangipani  and the soft rustle of palm trees swaying in the trade winds. 

Fantasy, as always, has a tendency to fade in light of reality. Slight of build, physically weak, I grew up constantly in fear of the opposite sex. I lived  with  my  mother  all  through  my  formative  years  –  and  never  truly escaped  her,  even  when  I  attended  college.  I  didn't  have  a  bad  mind,  and was able to graduate with honors. I had hopes of a teaching career in some of the lower income areas, but mother pooh-poohed the idea, claiming that I'd get eaten alive in some of the 'rougher ' areas. She was probably correct. 

Crowley college is an all woman school. It is a privately run institution supported primarily by alumni and non-government agencies. It is a small Liberal Arts college, with perhaps only a thousand students in any one year but, nonetheless, it enjoys a good reputation amongst those in the know. I know  for  a  fact  that  acceptance  of  my  application  there  wasn't  altogether universally acclaimed – but even though the administration there refused to bow altogether to the discrimination rules mandated by the government, it appeared  that  someone  felt  that  'some'  attention  should  be  paid  to  sexual discrimination  laws,  and  I  became  one  of  the  few  –  very  few  –  male professors on the faculty. A token perhaps, but needed nonetheless. 

Over  a  period  of  almost  ten  years,  I  had  become  the  'token  male',  but had achieved tenure with all the appropriate requisites. From being a pawn within  the  infrastructure  of  the  school,  I  had  gradually  acquired  some

political  clout,  now  chairing  some  important  committees.  I'd  also  become important enough to have some powerful enemies. 

Marrying Rene had given me some cachet however. As I aged, I learned that I was no match for politicians of either sex, and was most circumspect in steering my career canoe amongst troubled waters. Once she came upon the scene though, I started to see a certain respect being accorded me that had never been there before. A parallel is easy to draw. A secretary has little or no power within a large corporation. But let her marry one of the up and coming V.P's or suchlike in the organization? Watch for a shift in attitude around her. 

It was a small dinner party that particular evening, with the dean, Edith Holmes  being  the  hostess  –  a  very  proper  lady  in  her  late  fifties  or  early sixties, I'm not sure. As always, amongst other people, Rene was extremely deferential towards me – in marked contrast to how she treated me when we were alone. All the other guests were female. I mentioned that I'd thought to see George Baker there (one of the professors in Romantic languages) but was informed that he had just requested a leave of absence to go and handle his  sick  mother's  affairs.  I  really  didn't  care  that  much  for  him,  and  being accustomed to being the only male in a predominately female environment had stopped embarrassing me, I was somewhat pleased by his absence. 

It  was  a  deadly  dull  evening  to  tell  the  truth,  with  only  two  things livening  it  up  as  far  as  I  was  concerned.  At  the  dinner  table,  one  of  the guests asked me a question on PC's. 

Truthfully,  my  experience  with  PC's  is  limited  to  some  very  minor exposure to a Word Processor, but most of the faculty seemed to consider me  an  expert.  This  had  come  about  the  previous  year.  A  closed  circuit television program was being built, reminding students of school activities, making  announcements  of  upcoming  events,  etc.  It  was  more  to  provide students in the Mass Communication School with practical experience than anything  else.  It  was  also  PC  driven  when  live  students  weren't  working there. 

Someone had asked me a technical question regarding the PC, figuring that as a male, I would have a better understanding. This was nonsense, and the  best  thing  I  could  have  done  was  to  admit  this.  Stupidly  though,  I pretended to consider the question and said I'd think about it that night. That night, I called Ellen, Rene's daughter. She was, and is, a computer genius. I asked her the question and got the answer. 

This  I  passed  on  the  following  morning  –  and  was  acclaimed  as  a technical expert right away. Somehow or other I forgot to place the credit where it was due, and became the focal point of many such questions later on.  I  simply  asked  Ellen  at  nighttime,  and  provided  the  answers  "thought out" the following day. (I only mention this aspect as my stupidity in this regard had a major impact on me downstream). 

The  second  was  a  little  embarrassing.  For  the  first  time  amongst  our peers,  Rene  slipped  up  and  called  me  Emily.  Naturally  I  compounded  the problem by answering to it. 

She was sitting on the other side of the table, and down a ways, chatting to her neighbor. There were decanters of wine being circulated, and I had just topped up my own glass and was in the act of setting the decanter back onto the table when she saw me out of the corner of her eye. "Emily love? 

Is that the chardonnay?" 

"Yes" I responded without thinking. 

"Then be a dear and pass it over to me, would you please?" 

My arch enemy in the college, Agnes Hunter was sitting opposite Rene on the same side of the table as myself. With a superficial smile on her face, she leaned forward over the table, then addressed me as I was pushing the decanter towards Rene. 

"Charles? You deciding to join the ranks of the proper gender?" 

The impact of what Rene had done, had still not dawned on me. "Huh?" 

I responded brilliantly. 

"Changed your name to Emily have you?" 

Before  I  could  think  properly,  I  said.  "What  on  earth  are  you  talking about?" 

Her  eyes  gleamed  with  malice.  "Rene  –  you  know  –  your  wife?  Just addressed  you  as  Emily."  She  swung  her  head  around  the  other  people sitting at the table. "Or am I wrong? I'm imagining things perhaps?" 

Of course, no one told her that she had misheard anything, so grinning widely  now,  she  turned  back  to  me.  "And?  When  Rene  addressed  you  as Emily – a woman's name if I'm not mistaken? You answered her. Are you going  to  tell  me  I'm  wrong?"  she  paused  for  a  dreadful  moment,  then showed her teeth "Emily?" 

I could feel myself blush all the way to my toes. Had no answer to give, so just stared at her stupidly. It was Rene saved the day. 

"Agnes?" she said cheerfully "Why don't you mind your own business? 

It is a game that my husband and I play sometimes – and in private." She then spoke to me. " I forgot myself for a moment. Charles? I'm sorry dear. I was stupid." She turned her attention back to Agnes. "As I said Agnes? This not your affair. Are you finished?" 

Rene showed nothing but an ease – a confidence. At the same time, the threat of nastiness was in the air, and Agnes backed off. "I'm sorry Rene" 

she said, a little grittily "I just thought I'd tease Charles a little." 

"Oh that's all right Agnes dear" Rene waved a negligent hand in the air, 

"I  just  didn't  want  to  see  it  getting  carried  too  far.  And,  just  so's  you're aware?  I'm the one that teases Charles" 

Agnes  looked  down  at  the  tablecloth,  signaling  her  capitulation.  And within seconds, the various conversations that had been going on around the table started up again. 

"Oh dear!" Rene laughed when we got home. "You should have seen the expression on your face when Agnes called you Emily. It was priceless!" 

"Perhaps  you  should  consider  dropping  that  name  for  me  darling?"  I proposed weakly. "It is very difficult to explain." 

"It's a pet name I have for you darling" she replied. "After all, wasn't it you that initiated it?" 

"I can't see how you arrived at that conclusion." I said stiffly. 

As is my habit, one day about a month earlier, I had quoted a line from an  obscure  poet  who  wrote  under  the  name  of  Emily  Bazer.  Rene  had cocked her head to one side, but had made no other comment at the time. At dinner that evening, she told me that she had been tremendously impressed by  what  I'd  said  earlier.  I  had  shown  a  window  into  my  soul  by  that wonderful  statement,  it  was  so  decidedly,  so  obviously,  so  emphatically ME!. 

I blushed and had to admit that it had not been a saying authored by me

– and gave credit where it was due. Rene had been disappointed she said, but laughingly said she might start calling me Emily, to see if it would bring up  any  more  wonderful  associations  on  my  part.  It  seemed  a  harmless enough thing and, figuring she'd forget it in a short time, I didn't argue the point. Unfortunately, she hadn't forgotten it and, as a matter of fact, started using it more and more frequently – particularly if I was wearing an apron. 

Yes,  yes!  I  know  how  these  little  announcements  make  me  look.  But things just seemed to  'happen'.  Does that make sense? I must appear to be

the  most  feminine  wimp  ever  created.  And  when  I  think  on  it?  Maybe

'created'  is  a  perfect  word  for  it.  True,  growing  up,  I'd  never  been particularly  macho  –  but  I  wasn't  girlish  either!  Since  I'd  married  Rene, however,  it  seemed  that  somehow  or  other,  I  was  fitting  into  a  feminine mold more and more each day. 

But getting back to the aprons. Before we were married, mom asked her over to our place for dinner. As mom was a rotten cook, I made the meal. 

Naturally, Rene loved it – which made proud mom boast about my cooking

– and housekeeping skills. 

Rene lived in the apartment where we live now, but had a live in maid. I only  met  her  once  or  twice,  and  she  seemed  nice,  but  Rene  was  always going on and on about how lazy she was. How dumb she was – and how she  couldn't  be  trusted  –  and  on  and  on  and  on.  When  I  asked  why  she couldn't just fire the woman and get another, Rene looked at me as if I was crazy. Explained how impossible it was to get any decent live in help and that Mary, that was the maid's name, was the best of a bad lot. 

My mother tut-tutted at the idea of needing a maid for a four bedroom apartment in the first place. Rene looked at her as if she was insane. 

"I can afford a maid my dear Mrs. Osborne," she told mom acidly, " And I'm damned if  I'm going to do housework!" 

For one of the first times in my life, I saw mom back down. About that time, I started to realize that my intended was somewhat similar to a force in  nature.  You  wanted  to  take  her  on  –  fine.  But  be  prepared  for consequences! 

Once we got married though, it turned out that Rene had been thinking along the lines that my mother had opened up. She fired Mary immediately, then had a Swedish lady called Irma contract to come in once a week to do the fundamental cleaning every Saturday morning. 

Irma had two girls with her and they'd go through the apartment like a cyclone, leaving the place immaculate in a few hours. Naturally, they were expensive – but were nowhere near the cost of a full time maid – and rich people  don't  stay  rich  by  spending  money  un-necessarily.  Wasn't  a  great little housewife like me available to do the periodic tidying up on a day to day basis, between Irma's visits? 

Okay, I was a full time professor – but weren't teacher aides available for me? Couldn't I use them to relieve me from some of the more humdrum chores?  Then,  I  could  use  that  newly  available  time  for  domestic  chores, 

couldn't I? Didn't we have a utility room with our own washer and dryer –

so I could do the laundry? And hadn't my mom boasted how good I could fill in and do the ironing in a pinch? So what was wrong with me doing that as well? 

To tell the truth? I fell in with this quite readily. I mean, it was nice that I could prove to Rene that I was good for  something, right? 

But as someone noted, 'truth will out' – yes? One Saturday morning, one of  Irma's  girls  had  the  flu.  Naturally,  Rene  was  having  a  group  of  ladies over  for  drinks  and  a  catered  lunch  –  so  a  low  grade  panic  was  set  in motion. Solution? "Charles darling? Think you could possibly see your way clear  to  giving  Irma  a  hand?"  Flattered  at  being  so  'useful',  what  was  I  to say? A short time later, I reported to Irma. 

Tall, autocratic, and hassled, she wasn't slow to inform me that by god, I'd better do as I was told by her – or June, the girl – and where was my apron? 

As I only had one – and had expected not to need it, I'd thrown it in the dirty wash for laundering. When I pulled it out, even I had to admit that it was disgusting. I wasn't too happy at borrowing one of June's spares, but it was all that was available. Don't get me wrong. It wasn't overly feminine –

but she was a  maid for  goodness  sake!  Her  apron  was  white,  ruffled,  and tied with a wide sash, into a large bow at the back. 

I'd  been  led  to  believe  that  I  was  competent  at  doing  housework.  I learned very quickly under Irma that I was nothing but a dilettante. Under her  –  and  June's,  instructions,  I  was  harried  into  working  as  a  true housemaid for the first time in my life. 

When Rene was called to do her final inspection, I saw her eyes open at the sight of her husband lined up with another girl in their working aprons, awaiting her approval on their work. After she was finished, she told Irma what a great job had been done. Irma curtsied. Then Rene thanked June for her  efforts  –  and  June  smiled  and  dropped  a  deep  curtsey.  Then?  Rene thanked ME for being such a big help! There was a pause until I realized what  was  expected  of  me.  I  grinned  at  this  joke,  but  also  curtsied  and thanked her. 

The  following  Saturday  morning  I  was  working  on  my  crossword puzzle.  Rene  was  off  somewhere,  shopping  I  supposed.  I  heard  the  front door  open  and  the  muffled  chatter  of  the  women  arriving  to  do  the housework.  Didn't  pay  much  attention  to  it.  Then,  I  thought  I  heard  June

call out "Charles? Charles?" (This was something that bugged me a little. 

The  maids  referred  to  me  as  "Charles"  while  Rene  was  "Mistress"  or Ma'am")

"In here, June." I called. 

A few seconds later, the door opened and she and the other girl came in. 

"Charles? This is Martha. Martha? Meet Charles". 

"Martha, a bubbly little blonde said "Hi Charles. Nice to meet you." 

I'll admit it. I'm not used to maids. Felt that something was out of kilter in what was transpiring. But I couldn't very well ignore the girl, could I? 

"Hi Martha" I said, not getting up. 

Then the two girls just  stood there! 

Nothing  was  said  for  about  three  seconds  –  a  long  pause.  Then  June smiled invitingly and was holding something white out towards me. "Well?" 

was all she said. 

Dry  mouthed  suddenly,  I  saw  her  take  a  few  steps  towards  me,  and  it was an apron in her hands! "Aren't you going to help June and Martha this morning dearie?" She turned to Martha. "Wonderful help he was last week when you were sick. Really a natural!" 

I forced a smile, licked my lips. "Sorry June. I'm busy right now. And you girls are so quick, I don't think you need any help." 

It  didn't  stop  her!  Smiling  coyly,  she  leaned  over  my  desk.  "Doing crossword puzzles when there's work to be done? Come on now dearie. Get your apron on and lets all get to work!" 

That  morning,  I  was  given  protection  for  my  hair  in  addition  to  my apron – a small triangle of white fabric, edged in lace. I didn't know what it was for until the girls put theirs on, then helped me pin mine in place – and I was wearing a maids cap! 

The  reaction  from  Rene  was  minimal,  just  a  small  shake  of  her  head, when she returned to find me busy polishing the brass, chattering to June as I  did  so.  But  when  me  and  the  other  girls  toured  while  she  inspected  the place, I was again thanked – and curtsied as before, this time without any grinning  –  before  realizing  that  she'd  referred  to  me  as  Emily.  This, naturally, became the name of choice for the girls as they said goodbye –

"See you next week Emily" they said to me. 



ELLEN

It was a few days later that that four white, frilled, aprons appeared in the  kitchen  –  ready  for  my  personal  use.  Rene  also  left  no  doubt  in  my mind. If I was doing any kind of housework, I had to wear one. She also provided a few lacy mob caps, but wasn't adamant about me wearing one –

unless I was dusting or cooking of course. 

Which  explains  why  I  was  wearing  an  apron  one  Sunday  afternoon.  I had been preparing the vegetables for dinner, so that I wouldn't be in a rush later on. Then I decided to do a bit of vacuuming in the hallway – just didn't look right to me – a little dusty perhaps? 

The  first  indication  I  had  that  Ellen  was  there,  was  the  thump  of  a suitcase as it was put on the floor. I let out a squeal of fright, and turned to see  my  step  daughter  close  behind  me.  She  gave  me  a  smile,  then  came forward to give me a girlish peck on the cheek. 

"I  can  see  why  mom  calls  you  Emily  now.  Very  fetching  apron  dear. 

Want to make me a drink while I bring the luggage in? Gin and tonic, would go over very well. Make sure there's lots of lime in it, okay?" 

I was dumbfounded at Rene's revelation of my new name and tried to make a joke of it. 

"Ha  ha!  Always  joking  like  your  mother!  Ha  ha.  How  have  you  been Ellen?" 

She  looked  at  me  calmly.  "We  can  chat  later,  Emily.  Right  now?  My drink please?" 

Crestfallen, I blushed. "Okay Ellen, I'll get right on it." 

"Thank you Emily, " she said "But?" 

"Yes Ellen?" 

"Let's get one thing straight just now, huh? When I ask, or tell you to do something? Act like the maid you are. Curtsey. Got it?" 

This girl is taller even than her mother. She's not as attractive, but a little more athletic looking. Carries herself with a languid air, but don't assume that she can't be intimidating if she wants. At that particular moment, I was intimidated. 

"Oh Ellen," I remonstrated. "Please?" 

"Emily! I don't want to repeat myself! Just do as you're told!" 

"Yes Miss Ellen," I said, curtseying, and went to make her drink. 

By the time I got back to her with her drink, she had brought all of her suitcases in to the hall – four all together – and was now reclining in a large

chair in the living room. She took the drink from the serving tray, then an appreciative sip. "Lovely! Just right. Thank you." 

"You're  welcome."  I  said,  then  caught  a  cold  stare.  Realized  at  once what  the  stare  was  for  so  said  "Sorry.  You're  welcome  Miss."  And curtseyed. 

She  nodded  her  approval.  "That's  better  –  but  don't  forget  after  this. 

Understand?" 

I did a quick bob. "Yes Miss. Understood" 

"Fine. Move my suitcases into my room. Unpack my stuff from the two blue suitcases and hang it up in the closet. The stuff in that carryall? Dirty wash. You can start in on it this afternoon. Mom says you do all the laundry and ironing?" 

"Yes miss." Another bob. 

"Well, be careful with my stuff. Burn it, you'll pay for any replacements. 

Don't  do  it  right,  and  you'll  do  it  over  and  over  until  I'm  pleased  with  it. 

Don't try to carry the big suitcase. It's got all of my electronic junk, and will be too heavy for you." 

I felt like commenting that if she'd been able to lug it into the apartment, I  should  be  able  to  manage,  but  held  my  tongue.  Instead,  I  got  the  two suitcases and took them through to the bedroom she used on her visits. She followed behind me with the large suitcase and dumped it in the center of the  room.  She  left  immediately,  saying  "Air  out  the  room  Emily,  would you? And turn the bedcovers down as well" Paid no attention to my curtsey and "Yes Miss". 

As  soon  as  she  was  gone,  I  hurried  over  to  the  suitcase  to  move  it  –

intending to say offhandedly the next time I saw her – "Well it did make the room untidy" – or something of that nature. Grabbed a hold of the handle, and  immediately  blushed  furiously.  Not  with  exertion  either.  For  the  first time,  I  could  see  why  Ellen  considered  me  a  weakling.  The  case  she'd carried down a long hallway with no apparent effort? I could barely lift it! 

As quickly as I could, I set it back down where it had been and rushed over and started emptying her other suitcases and hanging her clothes up in the closet. Then, just in case I forgot, I turned down the bedspread to let the bed air somewhat. I knew the bed linens had been changed the day before due to Ellen's anticipated arrival, so knew that the sheets and pillow cases were fresh. 

Before I finished unpacking the first case, Ellen strolled into the room, a peculiar patronizing smirk on her face. "Wouldn't listen, would you dearie?" 

I gave her a blank stare. "I don't know what you're talking about Miss Ellen." 

"But I know what I'm talking about and that's all that matters, isn't it?" 

she said, coming to me and wrapping an arm around my shoulders. "Here Emily. Let's have a little chat, shall we? Here, sit on the bed. There. Now hold this in your hand, would you dear. Hold it tight, don't drop it now!" 

She pressed a small plastic wafer about the size of a business card, but about a quarter of an inch thick, into my palm. Then she went and lifted the suitcase effortlessly and moved it into the closet. "Feel that? Did you dear?" 

she asked, coming back to sit beside me on the bed.. 

I nodded yes. From the minute she'd lifted the suitcase until she'd put it down,  the  thing  in  my  hand  had  vibrated  quite  severely.  She  put  a comforting arm around my shoulders, gave me a re-assuring hug. 

"Just had to try and lift it, didn't you dear?" 

I exhaled through my nose, then said "Yes miss." 

"But you couldn't, could you?" 

"No." 

"So it would appear that I'm stronger than you?" 

"Yes miss" 

"Think I'd be exaggerating if I said I was a LOT stronger than you?" 

"No miss." 

She paused for a moment. "See? I wanted to test you. See if you were obedient. Told you not to try the big case, didn't I?' 

"Yes Miss" 

"Why were you not supposed to try it?" 

"Because it was too heavy for me?' 

"Very good! But you were naughty, weren't you? Didn't believe Ellen, did you?" 

"I thought I could?" I said weakly. "Just wanted to see. . .?" 

"I really should spank you, you know. Put you over my knees and take your  pants  down.  Give  you  some  smacks!  Think  I  should?"  She  was giggling a little. 

Finally,  I  found  some  backbone.  "This  is  ridiculous!  I  am  a  tenured professor at an acclaimed college! You are just a girl! I demand respect! I will not be treated in this manner!" 

With  practically  no  effort,  her  arm  around  me  tightened.  I  was  lifted, and swung around to sit on her lap. 

"I am going to be kind to you dear, though you really DO deserve to be punished for that outburst. But I am losing patience with you. Now put your thumb in your mouth and listen to what I'm going to say. Don't even think about taking it out until I give you permission. NOW DO IT!" 

The  ease  with  which  she  had  moved  me,  eliminated  any  thoughts  of struggle I'd had. Quickly, I stuffed my thumb into my mouth. 

"Now Emily? I want you to suck your thumb all the time I'm talking to you.. Want you to act as if it's the greatest tasting lollipop a little girl ever tasted. Want to see your cheeks just get all hollow with how hard you are sucking. Get started now! There! That's a nice little sissy professor. That's what you are, right Emily? You can nod if you want." 

I nodded, but started to cry softly, totally humiliated. 

I  could  hear  the  smile  in  her  voice.  "That's  better  sweetie!  Just  sit  on Ellen's knees, sucking your thumb, and have a nice cry. Feeling all nice and dominated now? 

Emily?  I  asked  you  a  question.  Are  you  feeling  as  if  you're  being dominated now?" 

Still snuffling, I nodded. 

"That's better. Now the reason I'm talking to you just now is to explain what  kind  of  situation  you're  in.  I  want  you  to  fully  understand  what   has been happening to you, and shed a little light on what is  going to happen to you." 

"See  dear?  You  may  not  recognize  it,  but  you're  a  natural  born submissive. Lived with your mother for so long, never fully comprehending that she was casting you in the role of a female confidante. Not that she was anything other than a first stage dominant. 

Then?  You  lucky  little  thing  you!  You  met  Rene.  Now,  she's  a dominatrix  in  training  so  to  speak.  Wasn't  one  by  nature,  but  my  dad changed that. He was a dyed in the wool bastard my old man. Treated her very  badly.  She  truly  ended  up  disliking  men  and  wanting  to  get  some revenge  on  the  male  sex.  She  found  YOU!  A  perfect  subject  for  her  to practice on!" 

She let out a contented sigh. "And, tell you what? You're perfect for me as well. She's been telling me about the fun she's been having with you, and

I wanted in on the act before it was too late." She gently pulled my thumb out of my mouth. "Any questions Emily?" 

I had no idea what she was talking about, so shook my head. 

"Mmmm"  she  said,  putting  my  thumb  back  in  my  mouth  again.  "You see, it's like this dearie. I'm a  natural dominatrix. I just love giving males a bad time. Gives me a real sexual thrill. Now, you're not much of a male, but I wanted a little piece of the action, so I've come home to make your life really exciting. Gonna humiliate you until you don't know which end is up. 

Think I'm going to start now. Here's what I want you to do. Get up off my knees  and  take  your  pants  and  underpants  off.  Then  go  into  that  suitcase you haven't unloaded yet. On the very top, you'll find a dozen pair of brand new panties. They're all for you, so pick whichever one you like the best, then put a pair on. You don't want to ask questions or argue with me, do you now?" 

"Pwease?" was all I could manage with my thumb in my mouth. I guess I was successful in getting the right amount of pleading in my tone though. 

She  thought  for  a  second,  then  nodded  gravely.  "But  just  one  question, okay? Once I've answered it, you'll go and put your panties on like a good little girl? Promise?" 

I nodded. 

"Okay" she said. "Ask your question. You can take your thumb out of your mouth now." 

I  took  my  thumb  away.  Tried  to  look  her  straight  in  the  eyes,  but couldn't take the amused mockery I saw there. 

"Ellen? I'll do what you say – honestly. Anything you tell me, but please don't make me wear women's clothes. Isn't there something else you could do to humiliate me? Please, no panties." 

"Finished?" she asked. 

"Yes. Just please don't . ." 

She stopped me by placing a finger to my lips. 

“I hate to remind you Emily, but you're going to be doing as I tell you anyway. This is NOT a negotiable item. Second? It's important that you be feminized. Most men, whether they're sissies or not are abjectly scared out of their minds at being forced to wear dresses and stuff. Believe it or not? 

I'm  being  very  kind  to  you  by  just  putting  you  in  panties.  I  mean,  who's gonna see them?" 

She paused for a few seconds. "Well? I don't want to lie. Sooner or later, mom'll see them. That little maid, what's her name – June? She'll probably get a peek sooner or later. I think she's got designs on you as well." 

"June? But she's just a maid. . ." 

"And what do you think  you are on Saturday mornings while you help the  maids  do  the  housework  –  a  tenured  professor?"  Her  voice  was  laced heavily with sarcasm. 

"But how do you know about . . about . ." I stumbled to a halt at a total loss for words. 

"Don't  you  worry  about  that,  Emily.  Just  start  thinking  me  of  as  your goddess. Know everything about you. And? I'm putting my mark on you –

the panties. That way, when the others see them? You can tell them that I was  the  one  made  you  wear  them.  Don't  you  realize?  You  now  belong  to three women  –  well  maybe  only  two  right  now,  but  I  don't  think  June  is going  to  take  too  long  in  wanting  control.  Doesn't  that  make  you  feel  all tingly and wanted?" 

With  that,  she  pushed  me  upright.  "Now  go  and  put  your  panties  on. 

Then come back and sit on my lap again." 

The horrible thing that was happening to me was not so much as being given some idea of what was in store for me – it was the fact that I'd had a raging erection from the moment she'd taken me on to her knee. On the way to  the  suitcase,  I  tried  to  think  of  something  –  anything  –  that  would diminish  it,  but  couldn't.  I  kicked  off  my  shoes,  then  took  my  socks  off. 

Slowly  undid  my  pants  and  dropped  them  on  the  floor.  Took  as  long  as  I dared to fold them neatly and hang them in Ellen's closet. Fiddled with the openers  on  her  suitcase  as  long  as  I  dared,  then  opened  it  fully.  If  my erection had refused to disappear during all of this, it became turgid beyond belief when I saw the lustrous materials and hues of the panties spread in full view across the top. 

I  opted  for  a  pair  of  light  blue  panties  with  lace  insets.  Had  a  terrible time  getting  my  jockey  shorts  down  and  off.  Now  acting  as  quickly  as  I could, I stepped into the panties and pulled them up my legs and snapped them into place under my apron. 

I wasn't sure if I'd had any success at hiding my erection when I'd been walking away fro Emily, but accepted the possibility gladly. Had hoped that my apron would hide it as I returned, but it seemed incapable of doing this –

as an easily visible 'tent' bulged out in front of me. 

"Mmmm!"  Ellen  repeated  as  I  placed  myself  back  down  into  her  lap. 

"Here baby dumpling. Thumb back in mouth now – and what's  THIS?" And her fingers were caressing me under my apron, running feather light up and down over the material of my panties strained by my erection. 

For the next few minutes, I lay in her embrace as she slowly brought me to  ejaculation,  whispering  a  mixture  of  baby  talk  and  comments  of  how much I was going to enjoy myself under her dominion. Totally humiliated, again forbidden to participate in any action, hands crossed in front of me, totally  passive,  I  finally  spurted.  Naturally,  the  fine  panty  fabric  was  no restraint and I soaked both my shirt and my apron. 

"Ooh!  You  messy  girl!  Look  what  you've  done!"  Ellen  giggled.  "Why don't  you  take  your  new  lingerie  back  to  your  room  and  clean  up  and change. Then come back here and finish unpacking. You can put your pants on  after  you  come  back  –  I  want  to  see  what  color  panties  you  wear  this time."  With  that,  she  pushed  me  to  my  feet  again,  and  waved  me  away. 

Crestfallen  at  both  how  she'd  treated  me  and  my  wilted  appearance,  I curtsied and went and did her bidding. 

Feeling that the choice of blue panties may have angered her (blue being a male color) I opted for the most feminine pink pair to wear for my return, after  I'd  cleaned  up  and  put  on  a  fresh  shirt  and  apron.  Blushing,  even though  no  one  was  there  to  see  me,  I  put  the  rest  away  in  my  underwear drawer, then gave the apron, shirt, and panties I'd messed a quick rinse with cool water in my bathroom sink. Not wishing to aggravate Ellen by taking too long, I hurried back to the room. She smiled at me. "Well done Emily! 

You hurried nicely for Ellen, huh? And is that pretty pink panties I see?" 

Blushing furiously, I curtsied. "Thank you ma'am. Yes, the panties are pink." 

"Very appropriate! " With that, she approached me and taking my apron skirt in one hand, lifted it up to give herself a total view of my panties. 

"I  wasn't  really  sure  about  buying  you  panties.  Now  I'm  glad  I  did. 

Aren't you?" 

"Yes ma'am" 

"Well I may inspect you from time to time while I'm here. I expect you'll show your appreciation by wearing panties at all times from now on?" 

To further humiliate myself, I generated a brand new erection. 

"I take that as an unqualified approval?" she laughed and left the room. 

"You  can  put  your  other  clothes  back  on  now  Emily.  Then  finish

unpacking." With that, she was gone. 

To my dismay, Rene had come home by the time I got back downstairs again, and was sitting chatting with Ellen. They both smiled as I entered the room. 

"Come here and stand in front of me Emily. My daughter tells me that you're  now  enjoying  the  benefits  of  wearing  women's  undergarments.  I'd like to see, please." 

And,  with  my  step  daughter  looking  on  proudly,  My  wife  raised  my apron skirt, unzipped my trousers and had a good look. 

"Very nice! Most appropriate. But darling? Do you realize how jealous I am? Here you are, wearing pretty things for Ellen? What about me?" 

"I  don't  understand  ma'am"  I  said,  curtseying,  desperately  trying  to change the subject. 

She  ignored  me.  Addressed  Ellen  instead.  "Where  did  you  buy  the panties dear?" 

"Victoria's Secret mom." 

"Ah,  should  have  guessed.  I'm  thinking  I'll  take  a  note  of  what  color panties you bought. Maybe buy him some matching bras." 

I  must  have  made  an  audible  sound,  because  she  looked  up  at  me. 

"Well? Don't be standing about like a dodo bird. Haven't you some cleaning to do? Make dinner?" 

"He's got some laundry to do for me." Ellen said. 

"Good! Rene said briskly. "The devil finds work for idle hands. Off you go Emily – and for goodness sake fasten your pants!" 

Frankly,  I  was  quite  glad  to  escape  the  attentions  of  these  two authoritarian women to tell the truth. I spent some time in readying dinner for three instead of two. Rene had thought that Ellen might be on her way, but wasn't sure of her exact arrival date, so I hadn't been altogether ready for her arrival. 

In addition to this work in the kitchen, setting up the dining room table, getting Ellen's laundry started – and dancing attendance on the two women, I was kept busy. 

While  going  in  and  out,  pouring  and  delivering  drinks  and  serving munchies, I caught some snippets of conversation. Something about Ellen being approached by both the CIA and various universities – something to do  with  some  work  she'd  done  on  surveillance  techniques.  She  wasn't  too interested though – had developed a major interest in psychology – which

she thought would be of major assistance if she went into "spook" work as she called it. I was quite impressed – as a Junior, she was being courted by some heavy hitter organizations – much more than I had ever been. 

I also heard them discuss me – and in no admiring tones either – talking quite openly about 'submissive' males and their proclivities – giggling often. 

I  did  try  to  close  my  ears,  but  was  still  quite  embarrassed  at  their  frank discussions  about  how  best  to  control  me  sexually  –  by  'milking  or mouthing' as Ellen elegantly put it. 

Dinner was scheduled for approximately seven or seven thirty. I was put into a minor tizzy when they decided to go and run a few errands about five o'clock. I almost thought of raising an objection – then considered just what good my objection was likely to do me. In addition, I thought I'd get some peace, so held my tongue. 

I  think  I  knew  why  they  left,  but  denied  it  internally.  Couldn't  –  or wouldn't  -  understand  why  I  was  the  epitome  of  a  whirling  dervish  while they were gone – yet 'surprised' beyond all belief when they returned. Rene came in wearing a sly smile, and brandishing a shopping bag emblazoned with 'Victoria's Secret', and waved for me to join her. 

"My turn Emily! Come and see what Rene has bought you!" 

Then I had to go through a whole rigmarole of inspecting the bras and garter belts in the shopping bag and picking the bra that would match my panties.  Inwardly,  I  was  excited  beyond  credibility.  I  tried  to  tell  myself how shameful it was for a man in my position – a full professor for heaven's sake – to be put in such a position. My wife and step daughter smirking at my incapability of stopping them from making me do as they wished. But at the same time, I was starting to feel that maybe – just maybe – there might be something in what Ellen had said? I enjoyed being dominated? 

Once I had identified the bra that I was to wear, I was told to take my shirt off and put the bra on, just to make sure they had bought the right size for  me.  I  had  imagined  that  it  would  be  a  difficult  task  for  me,  but  I surprised myself – and the two women - by easily reaching behind me and fastening  the  two  tiny  sets  of  hooks  and  eyes  that  bound  me  into  the garment. 

It felt strange having a constraint tight around my chest. I blushed when Rene came and examined the fit, carefully adjusting the tiny buckles until I agreed  that  I  was  comfortable.  I  discovered  that  it  was  considered  semi-padded, but felt that it made me look as if I had a considerable sized bust. 

(This I later discovered to be not quite true as, once I put a shirt on over it, the size of the mounds seemed greatly diminished). 

Ellen brought over a small pair of scissors and cut the various tags from the bra I was wearing. She then handed the scissors to me and I had to stand there and remove all of the tags from the other bras before I was allowed to put my shirt back on. 



MILLICENT:

After a phone call one day, Rene informed me that we were going to be baby-sitting her niece Millicent. 

"Oh God! That spoiled little brat?" I was stupid enough to blurt out. 

"That  spoiled little brat is my niece – and not only that? She's a female! 

You  are  not  to  miscall  members  of  the  female  sex.  Especially  not  in  my company, understand?" 

"I'm sorry Rene. It 's just . . ." 

"Be quiet Emily! When my niece arrives, I expect you to treat her with exactly  the  same  respect  that  you  show  me  or  Ellen.  She  asks  you  to  do something? You do it! 

"Rene darling?" I faltered. 

"WHAT?" 

"I'm not wearing an apron just now . ." 

"SO?" 

"You  called  me  'Emily'  dear.  You  must  have  forgotten  that  you  were only going to use that name when I was wearing an apron?" 

"Oh  yes.  Sorry  about  that.  But  tell  me,  are  you  wearing  panties  just now?" 

I blushed. "Yes" 

"Ladies panties. And maybe a ladies bra?" 

"Please don't tease me Rene. You know I am." 

"And a ladies garter belt – and ladies nylons? ANSWER ME!" 

"Yes" 

"Yes WHAT?" 

"Yes Mistress." 

She nodded. "Now? Don't you think that Emily is a far more appropriate name  for  you?  Think  now.  If  you  don't  think  it  appropriate  when  you're wearing  all  that  lingerie.  Maybe  it  would  be  a  better  name  for  you  if  you had a pretty dress on as well?" 

Totally dominated, I could only whisper. "Yes Mistress. I suppose Emily is more appropriate." 

"So you don't mind me calling you Emily any more. Do you Emily?" 

"No mistress," I admitted. 

"At any time? Whether you're wearing an apron or not?" 

"No mistress." 

"Would you like to wear a pretty dress Emily? Bet you would." 

"Please, no. Mistress." 

She  smiled  pleasantly.  "Okay.  Just  wondered.  Now,  don't  you  have something to do? Like polish brass, or dust, or vacuum? Whatever it is that sissy maids do?" 

Glad to escape, I curtsied. "Oh yes ma'am. May I be excused?" 

"A woman's work is never done? Alright Emily. You're excused." 

Within the next few days, Millicent arrived. An intelligent young lady, quite small (I was surprised later to discover she was almost twenty one). 

Precocious.  Red  hair  in  a  series  of  pretty  ringlets  (rather  old  fashioned,  I thought,  but  pretty).  A  small  mouth,  with  full  lips  that  seemed  set  in  a perpetual pout. Pale gray eyes that seemed curiously washed out staring out at  the  world  through  light,  sandy  colored  eyelashes.  Initially,  she  seemed like  a  nice  well  behaved  little  womanl,  but  only  as  far  as  Rene  and  Ellen were concerned. It certainly didn't take her long to figure out where I stood in the hierarchy within the house, and soon learned that I was there to do her bidding. I discovered this to my cost the third day of her visit. 

Ellen was out at a conference of advances in surveillance equipment –

was actually one of the invited speakers. Rene had a meeting with a lawyer and  tax  accountant  which  had  been  very  difficult  to  set  up.  Both  of  the ladies  had  apologized  to  Millicent  but  promising  that  I'd  be  there  to  keep her company. (Sure!)

I'd felt strange the first time I'd worn an apron in front of her, and had blushed furiously the first time I'd had to wear my mob cap when serving up dinner. She hadn't seemed to find it strange though, and I'd forgotten my shame  and  was  wearing  one  of  my  nicer  aprons  that  particular  afternoon. 

Though no cap. 

She was sitting reading in the den, while I took the chance to get some dusting done. As I passed in front of her, she looked up from her book. 

"Turn  the  TV  on  ,  would  you  Emily?"  then  immersed  herself  in  her reading again. 

I gave her a stern frown. "You crippled?" I asked, heavy on the scorn. 

She looked up from her book, then placed a bookmark slowly where she had been. Closed the book. Turned her curiously expressionless gaze full on me. 

"No I'm not crippled. Are you deaf? I asked you to turn the TV on. Now please do it!" 

I  felt  myself  start  to  crumble,  but  fought  for  some  pride.  Still  couldn't altogether  hide  the  placating  tone  in  my  voice.  "Oh  Millicent.  Why  don't you  just  keep  on  reading.  I  don't  think  your  auntie  Rene  would  like  you watching TV at this time of the day." 

"Emily?  Turn  on  the  TV  please.  If  you  wish  to  be  a  tattle-tale  when Aunt  Rene  gets  home?  That's  up  to  you.  Right  now,  all  I'm  asking  is  that you turn on the television. Are there any big words I'm using that you don't understand?" 

"Millicent? That's no way to talk to an adult. What would your mother say?" 

"I know what she would say if she saw a maid dusting without her cap on. I'm just wondering what Auntie Rene and Ellen are going to say when I tell them." 

I  actually  felt  the  blood  drain  from  my  face.  "I'm  not  doing  anything wrong Millicent. You can tell them all you want.." 

"Okay. I'll do just that," she said, picking her book up again, then fixing her eyes on me over the top of it. "I ask you to do something and you argue with me. Not only once – but at least three times – and I did tell you nicely, didn't I? Then prancing around in your apron dusting – in the SAME room as  I'm  reading  –  without  asking  permission.  On  top  of  that?  Doing  it  all while improperly dressed – without your cap on!" 

I did my best imitation of a smile. Went and turned the television set on. 

"I'm sorry for teasing you Millicent. What channel do you want?" 

She didn't look up from her book. You're improperly dressed Emily. Go and put your cap on. Then report back here. Then we'll see who is teasing who, shan't we?" 

All I wanted to do was grab that bitch and shake her! But I gritted my teeth  and  smiled  in  the  most  ladylike  way  I  knew  how.  "If  a  cap  means THAT much to you, I hasten to obey your commands sweet princess." 

She put the book down at that. "I don't like sarcasm from maids! Last chance! Behave properly and do as I tell you! And? Curtsey when you talk

to me – and do that from now on! Now go and put your cap on! NOW!" 

Before  I  knew  what  I  was  doing,  I  curtsied.  Not  a  little  bob  -  a  full, deferential curtsey! 

"Yes miss." I said. 

She was back reading her book. Didn't acknowledge me at all. 

But  as  I  started  to  leave  the  room  she  spoke  again.  "You're  looking  a little pale Emily. Are you feeling sick?" 

"No miss. Why?" 

"I  just  told  you.  You're  looking  very  pale.  If  you're  not  sick?  Put  on some lipstick and blusher while you're putting your cap on. Thank you." 

With a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach I realized two things. One, I had fallen under the control of another female dominant and two, regardless of the fact that she was just a child, I was  enjoying it in exactly the same fashion as I did when Rene or Ellen were bending me to their wills. 

My  blush  enhanced  by  my  reddened  cheeks  and  lips,  and  my  prettiest cap  pinned  neatly  to  my  head  I  presented  my  self  to  her  and  curtseyed. 

"Would  you  like  me  to  turn  the  TV  on  to  any  special  channel  Miss Millicent?" 

She looked up from her book, the ghost of a triumphant smile playing around her lips. 

"That's  a  much  better  attitude  Emily.  Yes  thank  you.  Channel  eleven please." 

"Yes  miss"  I  said  "Thank  you."  And  went  and  turned  the  television  to that channel. "Will that be all miss?" 

"No. Come and stand here." She pointed at a spot just in front of her. 

I almost reacted angrily, but restrained myself. 'Almost over' I thought as I went and stood at the point she'd pointed at. Then she went back to her reading! 

After a few minutes – that felt like hour, I must have stirred. Slowly, she looked up. "Can't you stand at peace, girl? And stand properly. Fold your hands over your apron. I'll get to you in a minute!" 

And  in  the  time  honored  docile  fashion  of  a  maid  awaiting  her mistresses pleasure, I stood there for at least another three minutes. Finally, she  closed  the  book  down  and  looked  directly  at  me,  her  colorless  eyes cold. 

"I  may  tell  Rene  and  Ellen  about  your  behavior  and  I  may  not."  She said. 

"Please miss. Please don't." 

"Why not, may I ask?" 

I licked my lips, could taste the still unfamiliar taste of the lipstick she had made me wear. "They might punish me." 

"Might?" 

"Probably will." 

"That's better. Do you think they should?" 

"I'm not sure miss." 

She considered my answer for a moment. "You think that either of those ladies would possibly be unfair?" 

I sighed, having a good idea of what could transpire if I wasn't careful. 

"No miss." 

"So you must deserve to be punished?" 

"Yes miss." 

She looked down at the floor thinking. "Very well Emily. Go and fetch me a long wooden spoon from the kitchen. If you don't have such a thing A spatula will do. Hurry along now. I don't have all day!" 

There's no sense in pretending that I didn't know immediately what this female fiend had in mind, but what could I do? I made a demure curtsey and went and got a long wooden spoon. A minute or so later I presented it to her. 

"Thank you Emily. Now, if you will? Drop your pants and get over my knees." 

I said nothing. Did as I was told. She evidenced no surprise at all to find my  light  blue  satin  panties  or  garter  belt  and  nylons  when  she  moved  my shirt up out of the way, though she did give one of the suspender straps a tug and let it snap back into place. Then without another word, she gave me eight  whacks  with  the  spoon.  Nothing  like  the  ferocity  that  a  full  grown adult  would  have  used,  but  it  stung  fiercely  nonetheless.  I  cried  fairly quickly though, the shame at allowing myself to be debased in this fashion by such a young girl being too much for my pride to swallow. 

She  allowed  me  to  get  up  and  re-arrange  my  clothes  without  another word, then started to watch the television program that was on – laughing at some of the antics going on there. Then, without looking at me, she held the wooden spoon out towards me. 

"Thank you miss" I said, taking it from her and curtseying. 

Rene  and  Ellen  both  came  home  about  the  same  time  that  afternoon. 

Both  went  and  showered  and  changed  then  came  down  looking  refreshed and  calling  for  drinks.  Millicent  joined  them  and  requested  a  soft  drink, which I served along with the other two. 

As I did so, Rene gave me a cold glance. "So? You misbehaved with our young charge here this morning? Didn't I warn you about that Emily?" 

"Please don't give her any trouble aunt Rene," I already disciplined her." 

Millicent said. 

"You did, did you?" Ellen laughed. "Good for you!" 

"Yes. Spanked her on her panties." Millicent said. 

Rene shot a glance in her direction, then one at me. "She spanked you?" 

I looked downwards in shame. "Yes. She did." 

"Did it with a wooden spoon – and she cried!" Millicent gloated. 

"Goodness gracious! I'd have loved to see that!" Ellen said, giggling. 

"Me too!" Rene exclaimed. Then the two of them grinned at each other. 

"Why NOT!" they said, practically in unison, then Rene said. "Emily? Go and get the same wooden spoon please." 

Despite  my  pleadings  and  the  obvious  unfairness  of  the  total proceedings,  I  went  over  Millicent's  knees  again  and  was  spanked  just  as before. If anything, I wept more as my wife and step daughter mocked me. 

But additional humiliations came when, instead of letting me go back to my chores,  I  was  'allowed'  to  sit  and  play  with  a  doll  that  Rene  had,  after Millicent washed my face and talked to me like I was her little girl. I even had  to  call  her  "mommy",  which  the  other  two  adults  found  hysterically funny. 

That night, Rene made me start wearing nightgowns. Pretty lacy, silky nightgowns. The first one was long – almost to my ankles, and quite full in the skirt. It had short, puffed, sleeves and a scooped neckline. For the very first time – believe it or not – I understood the significance and tried to act the part, with an appreciative and accepting spouse. 

Finally  we  had  sex,  but  I  was  the  one  who  was  courted,  caressed, fondled, called pretty names, and finally mounted. 

"Now? Wasn't that worth all that waiting?" Rene asked afterwards, still sitting on top of me, my now-flaccid penis still inside her. 

"Yes. It was lovely." I said honestly. 

"You didn't mind me treating you as if you were the girl? I mean after all, you are the one wearing the sweetest nightdress aren't you?" 

"No. I didn't mind." I admitted. 

"Like your pretty nightwear, did you?" 

"Yes. Thank you for buying it for me." 

"How sweet! Now, want to do something for me? Something I'll like?" 

"Yes, of course." 

"Every night? Before you come to bed? Just a tiny little dab of perfume at your neck and wrists? Maybe a light coating of lipstick? Will Emily do that for Rene? Be Rene's girl when she comes to bed?" 

"Yes." 

That's a good girl!" 

The following day, I was "allowed" to go to work at the college. As I was forced to wear my bra, panties, garter belt and stockings – and a lacy camisole - I felt more than a little uncomfortable. I had, of course, become acquainted  with  wearing  most  of  these  items,  but  the  shirts  I  had  worn before were totally unlike the one I wore that day. It was an extremely fine lawn cotton – white of course, while my lingerie being an iridescent green was easily visible and made the wearing of a sports jacket mandatory. 

Along with this was the fact that heretofore I had been allowed to wear socks over my nylons to disguise the fact that I was wearing stockings. Now I wasn't and, to make matters worse, Rene had bought me ladies shoes. Not high  heeled,  thank  goodness,  but  flats  –  vaguely  masculine,  but  as  I  have fairly small feet, and my stockings were now highly visible - also distinctly feminine. 

I made it into my office where I spent most of my morning, reviewing assignments  and  grades  that  my  aides  had  been  handing  out,  returning phone  calls  that  had  built  up,  and  just  generally  playing  catch  up. 

Surprisingly, everything had gone very smoothly in my absence. It looked as  if  I  had  hardly  been  missed  at  all.  I  took  a  quick  look  in  to  a  class  in session  and  everything  there  looked  as  if  it  was  going  swimmingly.  I thanked  the  aide,  got  out  of  there  and  left  the  grounds  quickly.  As  I  was quite  hungry  and  did  not  want  to  face  the  cafeteria  or  go  to  any  of  the nearby eateries that any students might frequent, I rushed home. 

There, Rene and Ellen greeted me with wide open arms, asking me how my  morning  had  went  –  and  had  anyone  noticed  my  pretty  lingerie,  or noticed  my  new  shoes?  I  (quite  smugly)  told  them  that  I  had  evaded detection and they both seemed happy for me. 

"But  weren't  you  uncomfortable  in  all  of  those  restrictive,  feminine, things?"  Ellen  asked,  to  which  I  replied  that  yes,  I  wasn't  quite  used  to them. 

"Wouldn't you like to change into something a lot more comfortable?" 

Rene asked. Like an idiot, I assented. 

The first thing I had to do was strip my masculine clothes off and put a robe over my lingerie. Rene applied a hot curling iron to my hair, creating large  fat  bouncy  curls,  while  Ellen  applied  a  pink  polish  to  my  toe  and fingernails  –  with  matching  lipstick,  then  a  non-matching,  much  redder, blusher to my cheeks. 

To my surprise, I was then allowed to strip off my robe and all of my lingerie,  reduced  to  total  nakedness  in  front  of  the  two,  now  giggling, women. I was therefore quite pleased to pull the dress I was given over my head – even though it was pink and extremely frilly, with what seemed to be layers of white, built in petticoats . It also seemed to be absurdly short, not even hiding my erection too well. 

I didn't even see the significance of what I was being dressed as when Ellen buttoned my dress in at the back and tied my sash ties there with a pretty  bow.  It  wasn't  until  They  had  me  lie  on  my  back  and  started powdering my genitals and applying cool lotion, that it began to dawn on me  what  they  were  doing.  I  started  to  struggle  -  ineffectively  of  course, getting turned over and given a smart, stinging, reminder to be a good girl! I desisted immediately and lay meekly as an adult size diaper as pinned on me, then covered with plastic, heavily beribboned panties. 

White ankle socks edged with pink and black patent leather 'Mary Jane's almost  completed  my  outfit.  "Now  baby?  I  want  you  to  listen  very,  very, carefully." Rene said softly in my ears. "Are you listening." 

"Yes. But . ." 

"Hush – there's a good girl. You're now Baby Emily – but you're far too young to talk. Until we tell you otherwise? You can only make baby sounds like 'wah wah' and 'goo goo'. You can make happy little gurgles if you wish. 

You can say Ma-Ma as well. But that is ALL. If you say one – even ONE

word? You'll get the biggest nastiest spanking a baby has ever got. Say goo goo if you understand." 

"Goo goo." 

"Excellent  Baby  Emily.  Now  lets  get  your  bonnet  on  over  your  pretty curls! Oh  such a pretty girl! Now for your toys and your bottle! – and your

pacifier of course. Mustn't forget that!" And she fastened a ribbon tied to a large  rattle  on  my  left  forearm,  a  similar  ribbon  affixed  to  an  adult  sized baby  bottle  filled  with  milk  on  my  right,  and  slipped  a  huge  pacifier  in between my lips. 

I  hadn't  thought  everything  through,  figuring  that  this  latest development  was  just  another  way  of  humiliating  me  –  but  they  weren't finished – not by a long chalk! 

Standing  on  both  sides,  each  woman  took  hold  of  one  of  my  hands. 

"Come on Baby Emily. Time to go and meet your mummy!" Ellen cooed. 

I almost  spoke! Luckily, my pacifier was so large, that my words came out  as  meaningless  mumbles.  Rene  let  go  of  my  hand  and  patted  me warningly on my panties. "Don't forget what I told you sweetie." she said. 

"Look  at  the  new  dolly  that  we've  got  for  you  to  play  with  Millicent! 

She's called baby Emily, and she's ALL for you!" Rene said this, leading me over to where Millicent sat, her eyes shining with malicious glee. "All for me?" she squealed , "Oh thank you auntie Rene and aunt Ellen. Thank you! 

I thought I'd grown out of having a dolly to play with - but NOW?" 

"Yes Milly. You seemed to have such a nice time playing with your doll yesterday, we thought you might enjoy him again - more formal this time." 

Ellen said. She chucked me under the chin. "Say mama for Millicent now baby" 

"Mama" I said. 

"Can she talk?" Millicent laughed. 

"No. She can just say mama." Rene answered. 

"Can she walk?" 

"That's up to you dear.:

"Millicent  pondered.  "Okay,  she  can  walk,  but  only  when  a  grown  up holds  her  hand.  Any  other  time,  she  just  crawls  on  her  hands  and  knees. 

Want to show mummy how good a crawler you can be, Baby Emily?" 

And  in  front  of  three  females,  totally  ascendant  over  me,  I  crawled  at their feet, making baby sounds while busily sucking on my pacifier. 

I  was  starving  so  was  actually  quite  happy  to  be  given  my  bottle  and sucked  on  it  quite  happily  for  a  while.  I  wasn't  quite  so  happy  when  I discovered that I had to finish it "All up like a good girl!" 

Then  at  lunch,  Rene,  Ellen  and  Millicent  ate  grown  up  food  –  while Millicent spooned some kind of pap into my mouth – after, naturally, tying a bib on to save my pretty dress. 

Then  I  was  given  another  large  bottle  of  apple  juice.  By  the  time  I finished it, I wasn't hungry any more. 

I watched Millicent put a rubber sheet on the couch and wondered what she  was  doing.  Then  my  bib  was  taken  off,  and  I  was  put  down  on  the couch  for  my  nap,  while  the  grownups  talked.  Surprisingly,  I  must  have fallen asleep, because I woke up disoriented. It was lucky I was, because I almost said something, but didn't. Then I suddenly discovered that I needed to go to the bathroom! "Wah Wah!" I cried. 

"Sounds like your baby has woken up Milly?" Ellen said. 

"Yes.  Let  me  go  and  check  her.  Maybe  she  needs  changing"  Millicent said. 

The next thing I knew, she was smiling down at me. "Have a nice nap Baby Emily? What a good girl!" Then she lifted my dress and slid her hand in between my panties and my diaper. "Still dry?" she said, taking her hand away. "What a nice, clever, girl mummy has. Want your bottle?" 

"Goo Goo" I said desperately. Pleading with my eyes. 

"Sure you do!" she said, bringing another fresh bottle, filled with apple juice and putting it in my mouth. "Wah Wah!" I moaned, trying to push it away." 

"She's sounding very cross Milly. Maybe she wants aunt Ellen to feed her the bottle?" Ellen said. 

"What  a  good  idea  aunt,"  Millicent  said.  "Here  baby.  Come  with mummy" and she held out her hand to me. 

Then, I was pulled up from the couch and led over to where Ellen sat, smiling at me. Then I had to sit on her lap, and she cradled me back in her left arm while holding the bottle in her right. "Drink your bottle all up for your  aunty  Ellen"  she  said,  and  the  apple  juice  started  flowing  down  my throat. About five minutes later I couldn't hold on any more, and relaxed my muscles.  Started  to  cry  as  the  warm  urine  started  flowing  into  my  diaper, quickly soaking the whole thing as I lay weeping

Ellen looked down at me, smiling maternally. "Don't cry Emily. It's all right. All of us grownup ladies love our little girl. It's perfectly okay to wet yourself. Honest!" 

Then, complimented by all three grown ups for having been so good, I was  laid  flat  on  the  kitchen  table,  then  sponged  clean,  had  lotion  applied, then  powdered.  From  a  warning  from  Rene,  I  laid,  happily  gurgling  as  a fresh  diaper  was  pinned  in  place,  followed  by  the  plastic  panties.  To  my

horror, mummy changed me into another frilly dress – so I now knew that they had bought two dresses  at least! 

I wet another diaper that afternoon, before I was released from my role as Millicent's baby – well dinner had to be made, you know! This time, I fought  against  the  urgency  less,  wondering  how  long  it  would  take  me  to become  totally  accepting  of  my  position  –  and  learn  just  to  wet  myself without fighting it at all. 

Millicent had only two days left before her scheduled return – and I was counting  the  hours!  The  humiliations  the  little  beast  had  put  me  through were so numerous and never ending that I knew that I would never get my ego  to  return  to  where  it  had  been  before  she  arrived.  There  was  no  way now  that  I  could  ever  erase  the  memories  of  me  fawning  over  this  tiny dictator  –  being  her  Baby  Emily,  wetting  myself,  shaming  myself.  I  was praying for her departure, but fate – or the women who controlled me had something left in store. 

I was told I had to take her shopping in the mall on the following day, her  last  day  before  leaving  .  I  was  extremely  nervous  about  what  might happen  to  the  extent  that  Rene  gave  me  a  spanking  that  night  for  not attending  to  her  properly  in  bed.  I  didn't  feel  too  badly  the  next  morning though, because all I had to wear under my normal clothes were a bra and panties. 

This may have made me a little careless, not respectful enough? I don't know, but Millicent was supposedly looking for a present for her mother –

though  why  this  involved  us  having  to  look  through  scads  and  scads  of dress  and  lingerie  stores,  I  couldn't  figure  out.  Surely  the  monster  wasn't going to buy her mother clothes? And we kept going around and around the same stores! Some of the salesladies started to recognize us, I'm sure – but she'd always steer me out before we could be contacted. I could not see for the  life  of  me  what  we  were  doing  –  but  knew  better  than  complain  of course. 

It was early when we started, but we had lunch at the food court there. 

Then she looked at me over the table and gave me the smile I'd learned to fear. "Been wondering why we've been going around and around the same stores?" 

I shrugged. Smiled sweetly. "Just thought you were looking for the best present you could afford." I said. 

She  inhaled  deeply,  smiled  contentedly.  "No  Emily.  I  was  looking  for the best present  you could get  me!" 

"I don't have much money Miss" I said quietly. "But I have my credit card." 

"Oh – I don't think it'll take money – but it shouldn't be much if it does." 

She grinned. "Give me your wallet Emily." 

Without a seconds hesitation I dug it out of my hip pocket and handed it over  to  her.  She  took  it  and  put  it  in  her  handbag.  "Know  what  present you're going to give me?" she said as she closed it. 

"It's going to be hard to get you anything if you're going to hang onto my wallet," I said, grinning back at her. 

She shook her head, dreamily. "I love to see you get embarrassed. And this one will be marvelous! You'll never, ever, forget this one! It'll be such FUN!" 

I looked at her uneasily. Didn't really believe what I was hearing but, at the  same  time,  I'd  learned  that  the  women  of  the  family  I'd  married  into could generally back up what they said. 

"What do you want me to do?" I asked. 

"Easy. That store across there 'Top Drawer' where they sell all sorts of women's stuff? I want you to get a full set of matching lingerie from there –

panties, bra, slip, teddies, and a garter belt too, naturally. And that'll fit you too, of course. Don't get the right stuff? You have to go back again." 

My  mind  jumped  into  overdrive.  It  was  going  to  be  embarrassing  of course – but I could always pretend I was buying them as a gift? By now I knew my sizes in women's lingerie, so that shouldn't be much of a problem, should it? Shouldn't be  too awful. 

"Are you going to come with me?" I asked, expecting the worst. 

"Do you want me to?" she asked with a sly smile. 

"It's  up  to  you  Miss,  but  if  you  wouldn't  mind?  I'd  rather  do  it  on  my own.  Any  particular  color  you  want  me  to  buy?"  (This  was  going  to  be  a snap!)

"Glad you asked! Something nice and bright – not black. Okay?" 

I sighed as if defeated, still thinking that this wasn't going to be too bad. 

"Can I have my wallet back Miss Millicent?" 

She stared at me blankly. "Whatever for?" 

"I'll need my credit card to pay for these things." 

She laughed. "Oh. I must have forgotten to tell you. I want you to  steal them! Be a  shoplifter!" 

I  stared  at  her  in  consternation,  knowing  full  well  that  my  mouth  had dropped open. At that point my pride finally showed itself. I stood up and leaned over her. Spoke coldly, distinctly and rationally. 

"I'm a tenured professor at a college that is recognized nationally. I am also an adult, whereas you are nothing but a young woman. I am going to leave  now.  If  you  wish  to  get  a  drive  home  with  me,  you  may  come. 

Otherwise, you can call a taxi." 

She smiled up at me. "Emily? Be a good girl and do as you're told, will you?" 

I started to get a little angry. "  Little girl? I'm leaving now. Do you wish to join me?" 

She dug into her handbag and brought out a white envelope. "No. I think I'll  stay  right  here.  But  do  me  a  favor  Emily?  Post  this  letter  at  your  first opportunity, please?" 

"My days of doing favors for you are done –  finished – kaput!" I said, relishing my victory. 

"Well? If you're certain of that, I guess I'll just have to post it myself." 

She said, her evil smile reappearing. 

I looked at the envelope. It was addressed in a neat hand – to the Dean, Crowley College! And Millicent was saying "Oh, I must have forgotten to seal it. Want to have a look at what's inside before you leave?" 

I  didn't  read  the  handwritten  note  inside  –  just  looked  at  the  two, extremely  clear,  snapshots  of  me.  The  first  showed  me  over  Millicent's knees being spanked with a wooden spoon on my panties, face upturned in an  obvious  plea  –  tears  coursing  down  my  cheeks.  In  the  second,  I  was lying on the table, happily smiling and waving my rattle, while an obviously soaked diaper was being removed. 

"When  were  these  taken?"  I  said,  not  really  interested,  just  for something to say while I tried to think. 

"Tear them up if you want, aunt Emily – there's lots more." She said this quite  gently,  and  I  knew  I  was  beat.  She  saw  this  I  think,  because  she pushed  an  empty  paper  carry  bag  she'd  purchased  when  we  first  came  in, across the table at me. "There! That should hold every thing. Don't be too long." 

The  shop  was  just  across  the  way.  One  we'd  been  at  twice  before.  A young  salesgirl  approached  me  an  offered  help.  She  looked  puzzled  as  I turned her offer down. "But weren't you in here earlier with a young lady. 

Your daughter?" she asked, looking around her. 

"My niece," I explained, knowing that my attempt at a grin was ghastly. 

"She's at the food court." 

"Turned her onto the junk food so's you could shop in peace?" she said, smiling. 

"Something like that." I managed. 

"Well, just shout if you need a hand" she said and left me. 

I just knew I was going to get caught. Knew it! Trembled when I slid the bright yellow panties into the bag. Somewhat less when I got the bra. By the time  I  ad  everything  that  Millicent  had  told  me  to  get,  I  was  thinking  of myself as an experienced shoplifter. I even attempted to whistle as I left the store, but it was such a pathetic attempt that I gave it up. Was not ready for the two women who came up, one on either side of me. 

"Sir?" One of them said quietly. "Would it be possible for you to come and talk to Mrs. Bears, the manager of the shop you just left?" 

"Does she have anything particular in mind?" I asked weakly. 

"You seem to have left her store with clothes that you did not pay for." 

Somehow or other we had changed direction and were now back in the store. As I was being led towards the back, I saw the girl who had greeted me  earlier  shake  her  head  and  whisper  something  to  a  customer.  I  was shown into a small office where a woman in her early thirties sat behind a desk that was heaped with fabrics of all sorts and items of lingerie. I heard the door close quietly behind me, and I knew I was alone with her. 

"Would you take the items from your bag and place them on top of this desk  please."  She  said.  I  nodded  dumbly  and  proceeded  to  do  so.  Once  I was finished she held her hand out for the paper bag. I handed it to her and she checked to make sure it was empty. 

She  made  a  peculiar  clucking  noise  with  her  teeth,  then  said.  "We sometimes get transvestites in here. They're too shy to admit the clothing is for them, so try and steal it. Is that why you tried to steal these items?" 

"I wasn't . . well . . No. I was going to pay . . but forgot that I had given my  niece  my  wallet  to  pay  for  her  lunch  at  the  food  court  –  and  without thinking, I was just going to get my wallet then come back and pay for these items – they're actually for my wife – a sort of present." As I babbled on, I

was  actually  quite  pleased  at  my  prowess  in  invention.  The  woman  didn't look like she believed me, but she wasn't showing disbelief either. 

"I  thought  I  saw  you  with  a  young  girl  earlier  on,"  she  finally  said. 

"What is she wearing, and what does she look like. She's at the food court, you say?" 

I  told  her  and  she  called  one  of  the  women  in  who'd  escorted  me  and asked her to go and find Millicent. 

"I  can  take  you  right  to  her!"  I  offered,  but  Mrs.  Bears  just  shook  her head and sat back in her chair. "I know you from somewhere" she said. "Do you come into this store often?" 

"Today's my very first time." I said. 

She  looked  puzzled  for  a  few  more  seconds,  then  she  frowned.  "You teach at Crowley. Don't you?" 

"Yes.  Were  you  in  one  of  my  classes?  I'm  sorry,  but  I  don't  remember you." 

"I audited one of your classes one time some years back. You gave me a hard  time."  She  said.  "I  thought  you  were  a  pedantic  pain  in  the  ass,  so dropped out." 

I  didn't  know  quite  what  to  say,  and  was  still  searching  for  an  answer when the door opened and the woman appeared with Millicent. I was totally surprised by Millicent's reaction. 

"Oh, aunt Emily! You  promised!" 

"Emily?" Mrs. Bears said. 

"That's  the  name  he  prefers  to  be  called  by!  And  he  wants  to  wear women's  clothes  all  the  time! Promised  he  wouldn't  buy  any  this  time  –

that's why he left his wallet with me!" She turned to address me. "You tried to  steal  some,  didn't  you!  What  is  aunt  Rene  going  to  say!  She'll  blame ME!" 

"Why should she blame you?" Mrs. Bears asked. 

"Because  that's  why  I  was  sent  out  with  him  –  to  make  sure  he  didn't spend all of the housekeeping money on lingerie and dresses!" 

"His  housekeeping money?" 

"Yes. He does all the housework at the house. Aunt Rene says that if he wants to act the woman's part in the house – he may as well do the work while he's at it." She let out a phony wail. "But I'm still going to be the one that gets all the blame." Looked at me with malice gleaming. "I hope she

puts you over knee and gives you an even worse spanking than the one you got the other night!" 

"Don't  worry  ma'am.  I'll  make  sure  that  your  aunt  is  aware  of  what happened.  What  is  your  phone  number.  I  need  to  call  and  speak  to  her." 

Mrs. Bears picked up the phone, her finger poised to dial. 

"Please don't" I said. "I'll pay for the clothes." 

She  gave  me  a  very  cool  glance.  "Without  your  wife's  permission?  I think not. Anyway, it is my policy to prosecute  all shoplifters, so she needs to be made aware of the disgrace you are just about to bring down on your family. What is your phone number?" 

Horrified at this turn of events I supplied her with the number and she dialed. As soon as the phone was picked up, she put it on 'speaker'. Then she made sure she was talking to Rene. Then she got to the point. 

"I'm Mrs. Bears, the owner of a ladies store, 'The Top Drawer'. Sorry to inform you, but I have your husband Emily here, and your niece. He was caught shoplifting items of lingerie. Your niece is concerned that she will be blamed for his behavior. I just wanted to inform you that she is not at all responsible  for  his  actions.  In  addition,  tell  you  that  I  intend  to  prosecute him to the full extent allowed by the law." 

"Oh dear." Rene said, but mildly. "If you must, you must. Far be it for me to try and dissuade you. He is a tenured professor at the college, and this will probably cause his discharge, but I suppose it had to happen. Always harping on  over and  over how he wants to buy woman's clothes – look like a woman, act like a woman. So far I've managed to stop him – but now I suppose it won't matter any more." 

I listened to this litany of lies, totally dumbfounded, realizing that I was staring ruin in the face – and the disgrace! My god, the disgrace! 

But  Mrs.  Bears  was  musing  over  something.  I  could  see  the  ideas churning behind her eyes. "Well? Perhaps we could work something out. I'd hate to create such a problem for you. You sound like a nice lady." 

"Oh? I don't know. I've grown tired of all of his demands – wants to be the  woman  of  the  house.  I  may  as  well  let  him!"  Rene  said  this  sounding almost disinterested. 

"Please Rene? Won't you listen to the lady?" I pleaded. 

Mrs. Bears thought for a minute. "You say that you think it'll be difficult to keep him from dressing in women's clothes if I press charges?" 

"Difficult? More like impossible!" Rene retorted. 

"But he doesn't own any women's clothes right now?" 

"None to speak of. Oh, I know he sneaks in and wears panties and a bra now and then. Demands that he wear feminine nightgowns to bed, but other than that? No. Not that I know of – though Lord knows, he could have a full wardrobe hidden away for all I know." 

Mrs.  Bears  smiled  at  me.  "Let's  say  I  suggest  this?  Let  him  buy  his wardrobe here: Dresses, skirts, blouses – the whole ball of wax – lingerie too. I'm not that long in business, and I could use a good sale. That way? 

Emily get what  she wants, I make some profit on this episode – and you're no worse off." 

Rene  was  silent  at  the  other  end.  "Emily?  It  will  have  to  come  out  of your personal account. You are not going to spend any household money on this!" 

"But Rene. This is . . " 

"Be   QUIET  Emily!  Just  hush!"  she  said.  Then  she  continued thoughtfully.  "Yes.  That  might  work.  The  only  thing,  It  might  be  an extensive range of purchases?" 

"We  stock  everything  here  ma'am"  Mrs.  Bears  said,  deferential  now. 

"Except shoes – but I can get them from nearby stores." 

"What  about  corsets  –  you  know,  the  lace-up  kind?  And  really  tight skirts" I'm thinking that if he's going to dress like a woman, he should be reminded that it's all not loose flowing dresses – though I'll want him to get some of those too – and maybe a couple of nice tailored suits and blouses. I may  just  send  him  off  to  work  one  day  in  them  –  and  he  should  look businesslike, don't you think?" 

"Mrs. Bears, grinned evilly. "Absolutely!" she said. 

"And I was just thinking. Do you have any maid's uniforms? Nice ones? 

I mean, if he's going to do the work, he may as well dress the part, huh?" 

"That would be no problem ma'am – though we'd have to make them for him. I'm assuming you'd want the aprons and caps – petticoats as well?" 

I heard Rene clap her hands in delight. "What an excellent idea! But a few working uniforms too – can't have him scrubbing floors while wearing fancy uniforms, can we?" 

"Makes lots of sense to me, ma'am" 

Then Rene spoke again. "Just thinking. He wants to be womanish? Let's do him proud -

Make him a 'D' cup I think. Do you carry forms?" 

"Of course ma'am. A 'D' might be a little much for his frame – but he'll make  all  the  other  girls  jealous  I  think"  She  turned  to  me.  "Won't  that  be fun,  professor?" 

Rene spoke again. "And Mrs. Bears? Send him home all tarted up, will you? Nice and slutty looking? Something tight and sexy?" 

"No problem ma'am" said Mrs. Bears. 

They said their goodbyes after it was decided to send Millicent home by taxi as my 'shopping' was expected to take some time. Once she was gone, Mrs. Bears looked at me, a satisfied smile on her face. "Okay Emily. Let's be friends? You're going to be a very good customer here so why don't you call  me  Jane?  Get  off  on  the  right  foot.  I'll  admit  that  I'm  going  to  enjoy what is going to happen to you – but I'll try and be fair." 

"I  don't  know  what  you're  talking  about.  What  do  you  mean  'fair'?"  I asked. 

"Thinking  about  your  welfare  –  try  and  save  you  embarrassment.  For example?  I'll  let  you  change  into  your  lingerie  in  here  –  give  you  some privacy  to  start  with,  but  sooner  or  later,  you're  going  to  be  out  in  the changing room area. Understand?" 

"I can't stay in here?" 

"Don't  be  silly.  Now,  you're  going  to  look  like  a  man  in  women's clothes. But I have a friend down at the Beauty Salon. Want me to have her come up here? Put you in a wig? Make you up? She's good. It'll cost you some  –  but  it  might  be  worth  it.  How  would  you  feel  if  some  of  your students came in here and found you parading around in yellow lingerie?" 

"Yes. Okay. Thanks." I said, seeing the sense in what she said. 

"Fine!" she said briskly. "Off with your jacket and shirt then. I'll have to see if you need shaving." 

"I'm smooth." I said. 

"I'll be the judge of that!" she snapped. "You're not going to walk about here showing off hairy armpits and suchlike. Jacket and shirt – off now!" 

"Well, well, well!" she said when it became apparent that I was wearing a  bra  already.  Then  she  added.  "That  reminds  me?  What  size  bra  is  that you're wearing?" 

"A 34C" I told her. 

"Well get it off. You're going to need a different size if you're going to have a 'D' cup. Let me go get one in this yellow, so that your lingerie will match" With that, she took the one from the pile on her desk and left. She

was  back  with  its  replacement  in  a  few  minutes.  Gave  me  a  smile.  "Fine then.  I  can  see  that  you  won't  need  to  shave,  but  wait  for  me  to  get  back with your forms. We'll get you all fixed up, then you can get you’re your lingerie. Sara my friend will be up in a little while – I called her and she's free, just needs to pick you out a wig and get her makeup kit ready." 

It wasn't cold in her office, but I got a dose of the shivers waiting for her. I trembled more when she came back with two rather strange looking things, that became realistic breasts after she fixed them to my chest with adhesive. 

"I know you won't want to, but be sure you take these off in three days," 

she teased, "Need to give your pores a breather. Don't forget to ask me for the solvent that you'll need to take them off." 

She left the office and gave me enough time to put the lingerie on. Came back in with a pair of nylons for me. Stood grinning while I lifted up the hem of my slip and affixed them to the suspender straps. "Done that before, haven't you dearie?" Then she was called through to the shop and left me alone with my thoughts again. I noticed that she had taken all the clothes I had  been  wearing  and  put  them  in  the  paper  bag  I'd  been  using,  then removed them. I had absolutely no escape route now, I thought. 

The breasts felt huge! Thrust themselves right up from the bra in a most aggressive  fashion.  I  wasn't  sure  now  if  it  was  cold  or  my  fear  that  was making  me  tremble  so  much,  sitting  hugging  myself,  very  aware  of  the satiny material of the clothes I was wearing and the spaghetti straps of my lingerie seemingly under a great strain from my large breasts. 

Sara  came  in  within  a  few  minutes.  A  little  contemptuous,  but  very businesslike. Did not consult with me at all. Just started work immediately. 

To ease my humiliation, I tried to start a conversation. She just stopped and stood back a step. "Emily? That's the name, right?" 

"Yes." I admitted weakly. 

"Well Emily, I'd really like to have a girl to girl chat with you – but I've got a very good customer coming into the shop in about twenty minutes, so I don't have much time. I can get you looking like a reasonably attractive girl, or we can talk. What would you prefer, because I can't do both. Make up or chat up?" 

"Make up." I said quietly. 

She had brought about a half dozen wigs with her, all of which I had to try  on.  I  was  quite  surprised  when  she  picked  a  fairly  conservative  short

one,  dark  blonde,  a  sort  of  modified  bob.  "That  one  we'll  use  for  you  to wear  when  trying  on  your  clothes.  It's  kinda  nondescript,  but  I'd  imagine you don't want to stand out too much, right?" 

"Right" I said, blushing. 

"But then we'll pick this little number for you to go home in, I think. Let me see it on you." 

And It was the opposite – a bright, platinum, shoulder length wig. "The Jayne  Mansfield  model  "  she  sniggered.  "I  understand  that  all  of  you transvestites just  love this model!" 

I said nothing, stunned at the change in appearance created by the wig. 

Then she whipped it off. "Okay honey. Let's get to work!" 

She  was  very  good,  and  very  quick.  A  tiny  razor  was  used  to  shave around my eyebrows, then before I even had a chance to protest, a touch of something  cold  was  applied  to  my  ear  lobes,  and  seconds  later  she  was cleaning them with alcohol and fixing gold sleeper earrings in. "You should be  able  to  wear  earrings  pretty  quick  –  just  make  sure  that  they're  gold now!" she warned me. "After a week? Anything you want." 

She looked at my nails and selected press on nails. Quickly, they were applied after she warned me to start getting my nails manicured as soon as I could.  "You've  nice  nails,  but  the  need  shaping  –  and  your  cuticles  need work." 

As they dried, she went to work on my face, putting on just traces of a cosmetic,  examining  it  –  then  either  repeating  the  process,  or  applying more.  Fifteen  minutes  later,  she  attached  my  wig  to  her  satisfaction,  then gave me a light spritz of perfume. 

"Not perfect, but not bad considering." She said. "Don't understand why you little pansies all want huge breasts." She shrugged. "But what the hell. 

Emily? I have to go. My bill will be attached to Jane's bill. If you want to leave me a tip? I won't be offended. Once your hair gets a little bit longer? I could take you on as a regular customer if you want." 

I thanked her and said I'd think about what she said, now dreading the next phase of my humiliation. She did help me before she left though. Came and gently placed hr fingers under my chin, lifted until our eyes met. 

"Emily? You're not bad looking, and have a decent figure – apart from these  silly  breasts  –  but  stop  standing  around  hugging  yourself.  Stand straighter and try and look as if you really are a girl! Trust me, one or two may catch on – but that's all. Now have a nice day!" And she was gone. 

For  the  next  three  hours,  I  tried  on  clothes. At  first  it  was  difficult  to follow her advice, but follow it I did – and gradually forgot to feel shame, even started to joke with the salesgirls who helped me to get in and out of the clothes. To a certain extent, I even started to enjoy the experience, I was definitely  embarrassed  at  the  fitting  of  the  corsets,  even  though  secretly excited  at  being  laced  ever  so  tightly  into  them.  (I  discovered,  from comments  made  by  the  girls,  that  they  would  be  the  foundations  for  my

'discipline outfits' – the tight dresses and the skirts that were so tight that I could not take a step longer than six inches). 

I was embarrassed anew when measured for my maid uniforms. Some of the girls laughed and teased me about the frilly ones with the petticoats, but  made  sure  that  I  stated  my  preferences  for  materials  and  designs, writing  them  down  as  I  did  so.  They  did  actually  compliment  me  on  my specifications for the working uniforms, stating that they were attractive –

but obviously functional. Designed by someone who'd done the work and knew what was needed. 

Gradually, the pile of my purchases grew and grew – lingerie, dresses, skirts, blouses, tailored skirt suits uniforms – and shoes of course. Most of the shoes were quite conservative – two inch heels at the most – but Jane brought in a pair of black platform "Strappies" - as part of my 'going away' 

outfit. 

My  keys  were  given  to  one  of  the  salesgirls  and  she  drove  my  car around  to  the  loading  dock  behind  the  store.  At  that  point,  they  started readying  me  for  departure.  My  lingerie  was  jet  black  satin,  edged  with froths of lace. The dress was scarlet, also satin, with the scooped neckline showing off my oversized breasts – the hem almost half way up my thighs, making  the  connection  of  my  stockings  –  black  net  –  easily  visible.  Then my platinum wig , and the platform shoes – and I was almost ready. 

One of the girls, almost apologetically, changed my lipstick shade to a wet  crimson.  Also  deepened  the  color  of  my  blush.  Then  I  was  given  a black  patent  leather  purse  that  contained  my  keys  and  my  wallet.  In  the dress, I could only take tiny steps, with it working up my thighs as a moved. 

In the black shoes I was very unsteady, and obviously couldn't be expected to carry anything – so three girls were required to help me get my purchases to  the  car.  I  knew  they  did  feel  somewhat  sympathetic  towards  me,  but  it didn't stop the outbursts of giggles as we made our way. 

I was terrified the whole way, but going out the back it wasn't so bad as we only saw about three or four people who obviously worked in the mall moving  around.  I  did  get  some  curious  glances  but  hoped  that  it  was because  it  had  to  be  unusual  to  see  a  customer  back  there  more  than anything else. 

It wasn't a long drive, but I made sure that I stared straight out ahead, making certain that I made no eye contact with anyone. When I got back to the apartment, Rene, Ellen, and Millicent were all waiting for me. Jane had called them and said that I was on my way home. They all oohed and aahed at me, Rene coming and putting a strong arm around my shoulders, which was a help because I needed all the support I could get. 

We  made  it  to  the  apartment  without  incident.  Ellen  and  Millicent followed  behind  us,  carrying  my  purchases  between  them.  As  we  came almost to the door, Rene whispered in my ear. "You know darling? You look like such a  floozy! Got me all turned on! Bet your fellow faculty members would  get  a  big  charge  from  seeing  you  like  this.  Wonder  what  Agnes Hunter  would  say?  Bet  she'd  see  why  we  call  you  Emily  now,  don't  you think?" 

I  couldn't  answer  though  because,  as  she'd  started  to  speak,  she'd dropped  her  hand  down  to  my  backside  –  and  in  front  of  the  other  two, lifted  my  dress  up,  then  slid  her  hand  down  through  the  waistband  of  my panties – and stuck a finger into my anus! I couldn't move! Frozen, stood motionless as the other two passed us giggling and laughing, then opening the door and going into the apartment. 

"Please don't, Rene." I whispered. 

"Floozy? That's no way to talk! You dress like a slut, get me all excited and lead me on – what are you, a tease?" 

"No Rene. It was you that wanted me to dress like this. Please don't" 

She  was  leading  me  to  our  bedroom.  As  we  got  there,  Ellen  and Millicent came out of the door. "We just stacked the clothes in there. Emily can hang them later. Okay mom?" Ellen asked. 

"Sure. Thanks girls. Ellen? Why don't you take Millicent out for a show or something? I need to talk to Emily for a while." 

"Okay mom. Don't do anything I wouldn't" Ellen laughed, while I was propelled  into  the  room,  her  finger  still  inside  me.  Heard  the  door  close behind us. Finally, Rene let go and her hand pulled up and away from me. 

She went to the bathroom. 

"You weren't the only one shopping today, Floozy. Want to see what I bought?" 

I didn't answer, as I heard the water run in the sink as she washed her hands.  "Look  over  on  the  bed  there.  Inside  that  presentation  case.  Go  on. 

Have a look." 

Knowing better than to disobey, I minced over to the bed where a flat, fabric covered case lay. It was about twenty inches long, a foot wide, and a couple of inches thick. It had two tiny hooks at the front. I undid them and lifted the lid. 

There  were  five  'things'  encased  in  molded  red  velvet.  Black,  ugly, phallic looking things of different lengths and diameters, the smallest on the left – increasing in length and diameter to the longest on the right. Then it dawned on me – they were dildos, and I knew why I was dressed the way I was, and what she intended to do to me in that room. 

I let out a hysterical squeak and turned, my initial thought to run, but all I did was entertain Rene who laughed at my mincing, wriggling, gait as I tried to escape. She was laughing so hard by the time she caught me that she had to rest a moment while she held my arm. 

"C'mon floozy. Time to be Rene's girl. Let's pick out which tool Rene's going to use." And she led me back to the bed, her hand again working its way up my dress at the back, but outside my panties this time – but tapping impatiently at my anus as if waiting to get in. "Go on!" she coaxed. "Take the smallest one out. Doesn't that feel real?" 

I took the thing out. She was right. It had a fleshy feel to it. It also felt strangely warm. 

"These are the kind that fit inside me – so that when I'm inside you? I get lots of fun! Isn't modern science wonderful? What do you think. Want to try that one?" 

I was panting with a strange fear. This couldn't be happening! What had I  come  to?  Choosing  something  that  my  wife  was  going  to  use  in penetrating  me?  "No!"  I  said  firmly.  Then  I  squealed  as  she  nipped  my backside. 

"Too small, huh floozy? Well put it back and take the next biggest one out." 

As her fingers were resting suggesting a repeat nip, I did as I was told. 

"Is that more to your liking sweetie? Being a little bit bigger?" 

"Yes Rene." 

"Isn't  that  sweet!  Floozy's  found  her  new  friend!  Tell  you  what?  Why don't you give it a big, big, wet sloppy kiss? Just to get acquainted like?" 

"Aw Rene? Please don't make me do this?" 

"Still not big enough? You're really getting hard to please Emily. Take out the next biggest. See how that suits you." 

I started to weep a little, but did as I was told. 

"How's that one dear? Big enough for you now?" she giggled. 

"Yes dear. It's big enough" 

"You don't sound very enthusiastic darling. Give it a big kiss. Suck it for a minute – then tell it how much you love it!" 

I kissed it reluctantly. 

"That's not being very friendly!" Rene reprimanded me – and shoved it all the way into my mouth! 

Then I was forced to slobber all over the vile thing – then say how much I  loved  it.  Promised  to  squeal  with  joy  when  Rene  pushed  it  in  me. 

Promised to be all excited – that I'd be the best floozy that it had ever had. 

Admitted that if I didn't do all those things, it would mean that 'he' was too little for me, and he should call on his big brother to come and service me. 

Then,  I  had  to  go  and  lubricate  myself  with  jelly  that  Rene  had  left opened for me in the bathroom. When I came back into the bedroom, Rene was lying flat on her back on the bed, her legs hanging over the bed, her dress up – and this obscene thing inserted in her sticking up from her crotch in a grotesque fashion. She turned her head and smiled at me. 

"Hi floozy." She said gently. "My turn now. Come and say hello to him

– all over again. Don't forget all the nice things you said to him. I want to hear them  all over again. Come on now, little floozy." Then she spread her legs. 

And,  in  my  tight  satin  dress,  my  stockings  rubbing  together,  my  huge breasts  preceding  me,  I  crawled  in  between  her  legs  and  duplicated  all  of the awful things I'd said, and the promises I'd made to this awful thing, my wife writhing in pleasure under me as I did so. At one time, her hands found

– and held my ears as she thrust the thing in and out of my mouth – having mini-orgasms  as  time  passed.  (If  her  shuddering  and  moaning  were  any indication). 

Then  she  seemed  to  collect  herself  and  raised  from  the  bed.  "Okay floozy. Your turn now. Just stay kneeling there, but hoist your front up onto

the bed. There, that's a girl! Now? Open your legs up. Make room for your friend!" 

And she was behind me know, pressing in between my legs, pushing my dress  up  and  bunching  it  about  my  waist,  pulling  my  panties  down  until they were stretched tautly across my legs at about the knee level. 

Her  arms  stole  around  my  waist,  and  I  felt  something  jabbing  at  my backside. 

"Okay floozy. Say 'Happy to meet you!' and guide your friend in. Don't forget  all  of  your  promises  now!"  She  was  whispering  in  my  ear  and caressing me, all at the same time. 

And I helped my wife in 'converting' me to a woman. Squealing joyfully and  thrusting  myself  onto  her,  I  became  the  epitome  of  a  whore  –  her perfect floozy. She had made me put on a condom for some reason. I found out why, as I ejaculated with a fearsome rush. 

Later,  she  made  me  serve  up  a  light  meal  to  her,  Ellen,  and  Millicent. 

Not  allowed  to  clean  myself  up  or  change,  I  tottered  around  with  a  tiny excuse  for  a  serving  apron  over  my  red  dress  –  makeup  smeared,  eyes bleary  –  practically  unconscious.  Then  I  cleaned  up  –  with  no  help  from anyone - and was finally allowed to go to bed. 

Millicent left the following day – with no tears on my part, I can assure you. 



AGNES HUNTER:

A few weeks later, I was now spending little or no time at my scholarly duties,  and  more  and  more  as  a  (female)  flunkey  to  my  wife  and  step daughter.  I  still  managed  to  get  into  my  office  at  the  college  occasionally during evening hours, and by judicious use of 'sickness' and assignments by telephone seemed to be holding my head above water. Little did I know that my final degradation was looming over me. 

Ellen had started bringing a group of young ladies over to the house on a regular basis with the avowed intent of studying voice over techniques and various microphone usage comparisons. To them, I was just a sissy in the background – there to bring drinks, munchies, whatever. I think that some of them were actually surprised to discover that I was a man – by this time I was  losing  all  sense  of  gender  identification  myself,  so  I  was  extremely flattered when Ellen asked me to contribute male voice segments for some of their practice sessions. 

To  be  quite  honest,  my  voice  had  softened  to  the  extent  that  she  was getting  quite  aggravated  at  my  delivery.  Gradually,  however,  under  her direction I learned and began giving a reasonable facsimile of a male voice

– barking out commands "That won't do!": "Do that again!" : "Come on, try that again!": "Worthless!" – and many more of the same. 

And then, one afternoon, Mary Nye joined the group. 

She was a small, quiet redhead with nothing much to distinguish her –

except  the  fact  that  she  was  one  of  my  students!  In  the  maids  uniform  or dresses  I  had  become  accustomed  to  wearing  around  the  house,  it  was  no wonder that she didn't recognize me for a week or two. Finally, she did. 

It was a wet, dreary afternoon. Rene was off at something or other, but was punishing me for some transgression or other and I had been sentenced to spending the day in one of my hobble skirts and especially high heeled shoes. A usual, to increase my sense of shame, I had been made to wear a very sheer light blue blouse with all of my lingerie clearly visible. 

The girls were all sitting around, obviously bored with what they were doing. I was serving up coffee and soft drinks when Ellen decided to have me  make  some  more  voice-over  snippets.  For  the  first  time,  some  of  the girls began to notice that I was a man – as I stood there, the epitome of a subjugated sissy. 

"That's a great male voice that Emily can do. I didn't know she was that talented" one said. Another laughed. "Emily's not a  she dipshit. She's a  he!" 

And all of a sudden, Mary Nye's voice ran out clearly. "My God! Emily is professor Osborne! I  wondered what happened to him! Emily dear? Come here and let me see you!" 

It had been so long since I'd been recognized as a male that I blushed in some confusion as I presented myself to her and curtsied to the best of my limited ability. 

"You're Professor Osborne?" she asked. 

"Yes." I replied, blushing. 

"Don't believe it," she laughed. "C'mere!" and she hooked her finger in the waistband of my skirt and pulled me closer to her. Then she undid the skirt fastener and unzipped it, and pulled it down to my ankles, then took the hems of my apron and half slip and lifted until my erection was easily seen. 

Ellen  had  been  concentrating  on  her  equipment  readings  and  had  just caught the tail end of the conversation. She looked up as my true sex was

revealed.  "Watch  out  Mary!  Emily  might  think  she's  going  to  get  a  blow job. Used to love them when she was younger I understand." 

The  four  girls  all  laughed  and  probably  bored,  came  around  me, touching me in private places and laughing. My skirts wrapped around my ankles, hobbled me to the extent that I couldn't move at all

"Hate to admit it. " One said, "But I used to like giving guys blow jobs." 

"Bullshit!" Another said. 

"Oh? Watch this!" the first one retorted – and she dropped to her knees in front of me, and pulled my panties down! She was starting to fit me in her mouth when Ellen said something strange. "Abby? Turn around a little bit, would you? I want to see better." 

As  it  looked  as  if  she  could  see  what  was  going  on  perfectly  well,  I wondered  about  this,  but  had  other  things  on  my  mind  so  quickly  forgot. 

Much, much, later I remembered and figured out what had been going on, but at that time I was more concerned about the indignities being heaped on me. 

Because now I was an object of fun – nothing else. Joking and teasing one another now, all of the girls other than Ellen took turns emulating Abby on a 'dare' basis, – just for a few seconds each, but shameful nonetheless. 

Then Ellen thought of something and left the room for a moment. Came back with Rene's box of different sized dildos. "Fair's fair!" she announced, opening it. "Come one, come all! Here girls, get your dildos!" 

Giggling and tittering, the girls all gathered around her and were issued one apiece. Abby and one of the other girls didn't know how to insert them, so  to  a  bunch  of  appreciative  whistles,  combined  with  jeers,  I  was  forced down  onto  my  knees  to  insert  them.  Then,  lifting  their  skirts,  the  girls  all started parading around the room, waving the obscene appendages around in front of them, comparing sizes, while I was forced to remain kneeling. 

Then  things  turned  a  little  more  serious.  One  by  one,  still  giggling  a little,  the  girls  lined  up  –  and  I  was  forced  to  reciprocate  by  taking  each one's  dildo  into  my  mouth,  and  letting  them  thrust  into  me  a  few  times. 

Finally,  they  got  bored  with  their  little  game.  Made  me  remove  the  false penises,  then  watched  me  as  I  washed  them  all  in  the  bathroom  sink,  dry them, and put them all back in the box. Then, and only then, was I allowed to pull my skirt back up, then leave. 

Later,  just  before  the  girls  left,  Mary  Nye  called  me  over  to  a  corner where she stood. 

"Professor Osborne?" she cooed. "I wonder if you would do me a little favor?" 

I curtsied. "If I can, Miss Nye." 

"I'm  sure  that  you'll  have  no  problem  with  it.  You  see,  I  need  a  "B" 

average over the four courses I'm taking just now, but I missed one of the major tests in your class and your T.A said she gave me a 'D' – might even flunk me yet! My folks will kill me if they find out!" 

"I don't know what I could possibly do. How have you been doing in the other aspects of the course?" I asked. 

"Not very well – maybe carrying a 'C', but I wouldn't bet on it. But that doesn't matter – now that we're friends, does it?" She said carelessly. 

"I don't know what I could do." I said helplessly. 

"Easy! Just change the grade for that test to a 'B'. My other classes are strong, so I'd average out okay. I just can't get the average I need if I have a

'D' or flunk – they won't allow me!" 

"I don't think I could do that Mary. That's totally against all the rules of the school!" 

She  cocked  her  head  to  one  side.  Smiled  sweetly  at  me.  "Emily?  Just DO it! Okay?" 

I knew perfectly well of what trouble she could cause me at the school and,  from  the  look  in  her  eyes,  knew  that  she  was  well  aware  of  it  too. 

Maintained some measure of respect by telling her I'd see what I could do, but both of us were well aware that I was just mouthing useless words. 

I made a point of calling my T.A the following morning, casually asking how the class was going, any problems – how did the last test pan out, that sort of thing. Was properly astonished when Mary Nye was mentioned as on of three probable flunks. 

"Mary? Impossible! A clever little thing like that?" 

"We  talking  about  the  same  Mary  Nye?  Arrogant  little  redhead,  does nothing  all  term,  misses  tests,  then  whines  because  she's  not  getting  a passing grade?" My T.A. sounded incredulous. 

This  was  going  to  be  harder  than  I  thought.  Hurriedly,  I  invented something.  "She's  not  that  bad  really.  I  happen  to  know  that  she's  going through quite a traumatic time with her parents at the moment. Let me see if there's something I can do." 

There was a deep sigh at the other end of the line. "Professor Osborne? I sense that you want to over ride my grades for her? I certainly don't want to

fight you on this matter, but I'd have to take exception in her case. ." 

I  coughed  quickly  to  interrupt.  "Over-  ride  you?  Certainly  not!  Just please let me think about it. Maybe I can give her some individual coaching

– how would that be? Nothing definite of course . . " and I blathered on for a while. I then made sure that all of the grade working notes were always kept  in  my  office  at  night.  A  week  later,  I  visited  my  office  late  one evening,  very  conscious  of  the  women's  pants  I  was  wearing  –and  my makeup,  which  had  become  second  nature  to  me.  Hurriedly,  I  left  a  back dated  note  saying  that  I  had  worked  with  Mary  on  the  subject  matter covered by the last test and had examined her on a particular date. Indicated that I was changing her test grade to a "C+" and her overall course grade to a 'C'. 

It was a week later that I took a call from Agnes Hunter. There was no question we disliked each other intensely, but when I answered the phone, the  hatred  at  the  other  end  of  the  line  was  palpable.  "You  vile,  disgusting man, you! Do you think that I can't tell what you're up to? You  filth! A beast like you should not allowed to be within a hundred  miles of young women, let alone trusted to teach them!" 

I  was  shaken.  I  was  at  home,  wearing  a  light  floral  dress  that  day.  I'd noticed  that,  though  I'd  never  been  capable  of  defending  myself  to  any degree,  I'd  lost  whatever  facility  I'd  had  when  I  was  dressed  –  and especially if I was being attacked by a female. 

I naturally had no idea what she was talking about, and managed to say it, but my voice was trembling so much she thought I was laughing! 

"I hear you sniggering! Think I can't tell? Oh, you might think that with all  of  your  technical  skills  and  expertise  you  can  pull  the  wool  over everybody's eyes, but you can't fool ME! I want you to know that I'm the chairman of the committee established to look into this sordid episode, and I  will find out how you did it. Your days as a member of this community are over!" 

She  was  SO  certain,  SO  positive!  I  finally  managed  to  pull  myself together and demand to know what charges had been brought against me –

if  any  .  Her  voice  full  of  scorn,  she  informed  me  that  'someone'  had  left some pornography on the computer at the school and "vile filth" had been broadcast  over  the  in-house  network.  "The  voices  have  been  distorted electronically as have the video, but no one will ever convince me that it's not  you  up  there  cavorting  with  debauched  women!  If  I  have  to  pay  for

them out of my own purse, I will hire experts that will identify you as the monster responsible! Drum you from the faculty of this college! Throw you in jail, where you belong!" 

Finally I managed to work through her hysterical barrage of accusations and innuendo – just to discover that Edith Holmes had requested a meeting to 'discuss' the happenings. 

"Surely  she's  not  as  biased  as  you!"  I  argued.  "Am  I  coming  to  be accused? If so, I'll have my attorney with me!" 

I could practically hear her grit her teeth. "Don't act the innocent with me! Edith wants you here so that you can give her your "Expert" opinion on how someone could have hacked into our system! Perhaps suggest a way to clarify the picture or sound so that we can identify the malefactors. That's all!" 

I  had  to  laugh.  "  MY  expert  opinion?  I  don't  know  anything  about computer  hacking  or  how  to  clarify  things.  You  don't  need  me.  This  is silly!" 

"Silly? How dare you! If there is a supposed  expert at Crowley, it's you! 

Is this going to be your approach now? A sudden memory loss?" 

"Oh, be quiet Agnes! I don't like the tone you're using on me. A little courtesy if you will! What time does Edith want to meet and where?" I was starting to get worried, but managed to put enough snap in my voice that I quietened the bloody woman enough that she gave me the information. She did get in a final dig though. "I haven't seen too much of you about campus recently. Think you can find Edith's office or should I give you directions?" 

I hung up without replying, acutely aware that she had a valid point. 

Rene allowed me to clean my makeup off and to remove my earrings. I still had to keep my breast forms on though, so had to throw on a very full and heavy sweater as it was the only way I could hide them. She did allow me to remove my wig – but my hair was getting so long and androgynous in styling that I might have been better off with the wig I thought, looking in the mirror and trying to rough up my feminine eyebrows. 

Driving to the campus I got some queer looks as I knew I had to practice talking  in  a  man's  voice  again  instead  of  the  soft  womanish  tones  I  was becoming more and more used to. With all of the time I had spent changing my  appearance,  I  just  made  the  meeting  on  time  –  apologizing  for  my informal  appearance  by  pointing  out  that  there  had  been  too  little  notice. 

There were only the three of us meeting, and both Agnes and Edith looked

at  me  strangely,  and  I  knew  that  my  loss  of  masculinity  was  probably evident to them, but they couldn't quite put their fingers on it. 

Agnes  was  her  usual  hostile  self,  but  sugar  coated  for  Edith's  benefit. 

Edith  was  her  gracious  self,  but  concerned.  "I  don't  know  who  was responsible  for  this  disgusting  thing  Charles,  but  I  do  hope  that  you  can assist  us."  As  she  spoke,  she  was  fitting  a  tape  into  the  VCR  .  The  usual clicks and whirs were heard, and then I sat, transfixed. 

The film that appeared was in color, and beautifully focused. The people that appeared were disguised by having their faces distorted, like they do on Television  when  they  want  to  hide  an  identity.  The  voices  were  also distorted beyond recognition. 

But  it  was  me!  Standing  there,  with  my  hobble  skirt  down  about  my ankles, my erection out in front of me – being serviced by the four young women  that  rainy  afternoon.  My  face  being  distorted,  there  had  been  no need to lip-sync what I was saying. Things like "No! You can do better than that!" "Come on! Come on!" And other commands that Ellen had made me record. 

Then, my degradation was increased, because there I was on my knees, looking totally ridiculous with my skirt still about my ankles, and the girls dancing around me shaking the damn dildos around – then the shame! Me taking  the  phalluses  in  my  mouth  while  they  were  ordering  me  –   ME  -

around in the same fashion as I had used on them! 

Up to that point, I was fairly sure that nobody was identifiable. I mean, I knew  that  Mary  Nye  was  one  of  the  participants  –  but  even  I  had  a  hard time identifying her, so my horror was dissipating a little bit at a time – but just before the camera turned off, I got my fright. The camera moved and, for just a fraction of a second, it caught a partial reflection of our hall table

– an easily identifiable antique. I nearly fainted before I realized that neither woman had seen it. 

"How awful!" I said – with a great deal of sincerity. "May I take it home with me? Maybe see what I can come up with?" 

"You have no ideas just now Charles?" Edith asked. 

"No Edith. I'm rather shell shocked to tell you the truth." I said, again speaking more truth than she could have possibly guessed at. 

"I suppose you could take it with you if you wished," she said "Agnes? 

You do have another copy?" 

Agnes gave me an evil grin, as if she'd read my mind. "Oh yes Edith. 

 Lots of  copies!  Even  if  he  accidentally loses  or  destroys  it?  We  have  lots left." 

I was very indignant when I got home and faced Ellen, her tape in my hand. "You did this! How dare you! You have put my whole career at risk!" 

I started. 

She smiled sympathetically at me. "Emily? You sound all out of sorts. 

Lets go and you can put a pretty dress on. I'll help you with your makeup. 

Then you can tell me and Rene all about it. Come on now." 

In  my  prettiest  dress  –  the  long  sleeveless  floral  with  the  chiffon overlays, my white gloves and high heeled sandals and a new auburn wig that had just been bought for me, I was a lot less aggressive. Ellen had spent some time on my makeup, so I was quite attractive I thought as I sat down to have tea with her and Rene. 

"If this ever gets out ladies? I'll be ousted from the college. May I ask why you did it Miss Ellen?" 

"Just  for  fun  Emily.  Rene  thought  that  you  would  prefer  staying  full time  at  home  –  now  that  you're  becoming  so  good  at  being  a  woman.  I mean, just think of all the money she'd save if she didn't have to hire Irma and her crew every week." 

"By  the  way?"  Rene  broke  in,  smiling.  "Just  for  your  information Emily? I've notified Irma that we won't be needing her services any more, but I'm thinking of offering that girl – what's her name? June! That's it! A permanent job as Senior maid. You and she got on  SO well!" 

"But I don't want to leave the college! Please ladies, let me stay there." I said, almost weeping. "Please say you won't make me resign!" 

They looked at each other, surprised I think. 

"Alright Emily – seeing you feel so strongly about it." Rene said. "But isn't Agnes hot on your trail? I mean you can't possibly get away with what you've been doing for much longer. Surely you see that?" 

"Don't care! I can handle that witch!" I spat. 

"Emily! More ladylike please!" Ellen snapped. 

"I'm sorry. But if I'm forced to resign, I'll never get another appointment anywhere. I'll lose all of my insurances, my tenure, all of my benefits." 

"Don't  worry  darling.  I'll  take  care  of  you."  Rene  said  consolingly. 

"Whatever happens. Now lets talk of something pleasant." 

"May I ask one question please?" I said. 

"Yes. One only. I'm getting wearied of all this nonsense." Rene said. 

"Ellen? Will it be possible for them to clarify either the video or audio portions of the tape?" 

"No. No way. The top government agencies could maybe do it – your school can't. I did leave a little hint for them in the mirror though. Did you see it?" 

"Yes. But the only way they could prove it would be to get a warrant to search  the  house,  and  I'd  have  to  be  charged  with  a  crime  for  them  to  do that. Isn't that right?" 

"Yes. My, you're more than just a pretty face, aren't you" she laughed. 

Later that day, I surreptitiously moved the table to another less traveled part  of  the  house  and  put  another  in  its  place.  Rene  smiled,  but  made  no comment. 

I  had  a  few  more  meetings  with  Agnes  and  Edith,  in  which  I  said  I'd spoken with experts and had been told that it was next to impossible to get done – and that about the only places that could do it were law enforcement agencies. Edith shook her head vigorously

"Under  no  circumstances!  I'm  not  going  to  allow  any  publicity  of  this nature get outside these walls!" 

Agnes  was  furious  of  course,  and  I  may  have  infuriated  her  with  my smug complacency, but after I warned her that she better be careful with her slanderous  remarks,  or  she'd  be  hearing  from  my  attorney,  she  got  very quiet. 

A  few  days  later,  she  called  me  again.  "Charles?  As  you  know,  I  am chairman of the ethics committee, and a very serious charge may be brought against  you.  The  committee  will  be  meeting  tomorrow  at  ten  a.m.  I'd appreciate your attendance please." 

"If it's anything about those tapes? I am not . . " 

"Charles? You have been requested to appear before the committee BY

the committee – I abstained from voting on this matter. You can refuse to come if you wish. We will then assume that you do not wish to argue the point  and  submit  the  matter  to  the  disciplinary  committee  for  action.  I strongly advise you to attend. I will also do you a great favor and tell you that this matter has nothing to do with that disgusting tape." 

Rene allowed me to remove the breast forms for this meeting, and all I had to wear was a bra and panties. Looking very much the male, I presented myself before the four woman committee the following morning. 

Agnes  beamed  at  me.  "Thank  you  for  coming  professor  Osborne.  We have had something brought to our attention by one of your TA's. But first a question. 

"You  allowed  a  Miss  Mary  Nye  to  take  a  make  up  test  that  you administered. Is that correct?" 

"Yes." 

"Do you have a copy of her test that you could provide?" 

"No. I gave her a verbal test. She didn't do well, just scraped through. I gave her a 'C+' if I recollect correctly." I said. 

The four women all looked at each other. 

Agnes continued after consulting her notes. "What date did you give her that test?" 

Pleased with myself – I HAD made an entry in my pocket diary, I pulled it out and checked. "Yes. Here it is, Thursday May 22nd." 

"And, you updated her grades on the following day? Friday the 23rd?" 

"Yes.  I  remember  that  well.  Though  I  didn't  really  update  her  grades, just suggested that the TA upgrade them." 

"You are absolutely positive about those dates?" 

"Positive!" 

"Would you sign a statement to that effect?" 

"Gladly!"  I  said.  And  signed  the  piece  of  paper  she  passed  to  me. 

Stating that I had administered a test to Mary Nye and from the results of this test, had allowed her grade to be raised to a passing grade. Handed it back to Agnes. Her teeth bared in a sharklike grin. 

"Well  Charles?  Can  you  explain  why  Mary  Nye  was  in  the  college hospital  all  of  that  day,  and  two  days  before  that?  And  seems  to  forget exactly  what  date  she  took  that  test?  And  seems  to  remember  it  was  a written test? Can you explain those discrepancies?" 

I licked my lips – my defense totally destroyed. "No. I think I may have made a mistake." 

"Yes  Charles,  I'll  say  you  did.  You  can  leave  now.  Let  this  committee make  the  necessary  deliberations  as  to  whether  to  forward  this  matter  for action." 

Crushed beyond belief, I thanked them and left. Went home in a daze. 

Rene being curious as to what had transpired, asked me to recount what had happened. Just as I was about to finish, the phone rang. As it was right at her elbow, she answered it. Didn't speak much, just said "One o'clock then? 

Fine." Then she let me finish telling her about what had happened. Made no comment, but looked at her watch. "I think I'll take an early lunch today. Go and  dress  yourself  more  appropriately  –  one  of  your  nicer  maid  frocks  I think." 

I made and served lunch, though I ate nothing myself, having lost my appetite  completely.  I  did  spend  a  lot  of  time  wondering  what  action  the committee would take. If they forwarded it with recommendations, I knew that I would be dismissed in disgrace. With a more sympathetic chairperson, I might have escaped with a warning. But Agnes Hunter being the way she was, I saw little hope for me. 

Just before one o'clock the door bell rang. I went and opened the door –

to Agnes herself! She didn't recognize me at first, then her eyes widened in delighted surprise. 

"Ah! Now I see where the name Emily came from. My! You make quite a nice looking maid. Rene must make good use of you. Does she?" 

"Yes. I suppose she does." I mumbled. 

"But  hasn't  she  taught  you  to  curtsey  people  when  they  talk  to  you?  I must speak to her about that!" 

"I'm sorry mistress" I said, and curtseyed, blushing furiously. 

"That is SO nice! Thank you Emily. Now, would you like to come and talk with me and Rene? Keep you in the loop so to speak?" 

I  took  her  into  the  living  room.  Rene  and  she  met  each  other  like  old friends.  Agnes  turned  down  an  offer  of  something  to  drink,  and  I  was allowed to sit. 

"Emily's been a very naughty girl. Might get dismissed – but I have the deciding vote on the committee. All of us know you are guilty of forging the results of that test, but one of the ladies thinks it would be bad for the school  if  word  got  out.  The  one  thing  they  don't  know  is  that  Mary  Nye must have bribed you with her sexual favors." 

I could only look on, amazed. How had she reached that conclusion! 

She  reached  over  and  patted  my  knee.  "It's  so  nice  not  having  you butting in. Sitting there nice and docile. But anyway, let me explain how I know. You see Emily? I KNOW it was you on the tapes, and I spent many hours going over and over them, looking for any way to prove it. But guess what? It was Mary Nye I recognized. That hair, and those clothes! I know she has an outfit just like that. Ties it all together, doesn't it?" 

I was still speechless, but Rene was the one to speak. "But why are you here Agnes? Something on your mind?" 

"Truthfully?  I  came  to  gloat.  See  his  .  .  I  mean  'her  face  .  .  when  I handed out the news. 

But now? I've got something else in mind. Maybe you can think about it Rene?" 

"I'm  willing  to  listen  to  anything  you  want  to  say  Agnes."  Rene  said cautiously. 

"Well,  as  you  know,  colleges  don't  pay  much.  I  have  a  cleaning  lady comes twice a month. She's not very good. How is Emily at housework?" 

"Excellent!" 

"Stands  to  reason.  Well  how  would  lending  her  to  me  once  a  week sound – and maybe working as a maid for me at some of my parties?" 

"So you're NOT thinking of voting against censuring him?" 

"Well, I want him to resign – an administrative decision on his part. I've never wanted him on campus in the first place, so I can't resist it?" 

"Suppose he won't resign?" Rene asked. 

"Well, it's like this. I'm the only one that has tied everything together –

but I certainly won't hesitate in making my suspicions public if he won't." 

She turned to me. "You  will resign, won't you dear?" 

I started to weep. "Yes. I'll resign" 

"And  come  and  start  being  my  little  maid  next week?"  She  smiled.  "Know  what  I  think  I'm  going  to do? Buy you a little velvet col ar – and a leash. Lead you  about  and  teach  you  how  to  fol ow  commands! 

We'l  have such fun!" 

"I'm sorry Agnes. Not next week. Say in about a month?" Rene said. 

"I'm okay with that – but would you tell me why?" 

Rene smiled at me. "You see dear, we had something planned for you –

that's why Ellen hacked into the school system and ran the tape there. But after you stood up for yourself the way you did? We thought the plan was over, and almost cancelled." 

"What plan? I asked. 

Dora, my sister? Millicent's mother? They're both going on a three week trip  –  and  have  been  kindly  asking  for  you  go  along  with  them  -  as  their maid!" 

She turned back to Agnes. "Trust me dear. After a few weeks with my sister and her daughter? Emily here won't need  any reminders on to how to act like a maid." 

I shuddered in pure unadulterated terror. 



The End
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