
        
            
                
            
        

    
	  DRIVEN TO DISTRACTION

	  by Bea

	 

	 

	 

	       I knew I was in trouble as soon as I saw Maisie's shit-eating grin. 

	       Normally, I'd have answered the phone, but that particular morning she was already at her worktable, poring over advertisements for her upcoming trade show, so just picked up the phone, which was close to her on the first ring. I was just in the process of reading my morning newspaper and, as most of the incoming telephone calls are for my wife anyway, paid no attention once she started chatting and didn't call for me. 

	       I sat enjoying my croissant and sipping on my coffee as Irma, the maid, bustled around tidying away our breakfast dishes. I accepted her offer of more coffee with a gracious smile. As usual, her grim expression didn't alter by one iota – she falls all over herself for Maisie, but you'd think I was some insignificant member of the household the way she normally treated me. Okay, I'll admit it – I had maybe been a little rough on her when I'd first married Maisie – but I wasn't used to having servants. Knew that I wasn't supposed to get too familiar with them, so was probably a little overbearing when I first joined the household. She'd been friendly and polite at the beginning. Seemed genuinely happy that Maisie had finally latched onto a man. That hadn't lasted too long though. Now she was polite as anyone could ask for – but distant and cold towards me, to say the least. 

	       I was too far away from the telephone to hear the conversation that was going on – but something caught my interest. Didn't know what it was, but suddenly found myself very conscious of the pitch of Maisie's voice – or maybe it was a chuckle, I have no idea. Whatever it was, I finally gave up trying to read my paper and looked up. Maisie was looking at me, a look of amusement – a sort of pitying amusement that was widening into a look of unholy glee. She put the telephone back down into its cradle very slowly, her lips turning up at the corners as she fixed her piercing blue eyes on me. Beckoned to me with a forefinger. "Roger dear? That was mummy. She requires a large favor of you. Naturally, I said that you would only be TOO happy to assist her in any way that you possibly could. That's true, isn't it?" 

	       "Something go wrong on her trip?" I asked as I got up and made my way to her. "I thought she was over in France?" 

	       "No darling. Seemingly Mrs. Chalmers – her American friend - has become entranced by Scotland so instead of going over to the continent as planned, they've decided to spend the rest of their time in just gradually working their way back down south. As I see it, they're a little north of Aberdeen at the moment and will be there for a few days, then going cross country to Oban for a day or so, then spending a little time in Edinburgh before heading back here to London." 

	       "So what's the problem?" I asked. 

	       "Well, it appears that Elaine – mummy's companion? She's hurt her wrist badly and they'll need a driver. It looks like you're elected darling." 

	        "Oh shit!" I said feelingly. "How long is this going to be for?" 

	       "I'd imagine about five or six days. Don't think that Elaine's broken anything – just a bad sprain. But why do you ask? You have anything planned?" 

	       I blushed. "No. Can't say that I do. But how come your mother asked for me? She's not exactly too keen on me at the moment." 

	       Maisie's smile broadened. "You can say that again dearie – but she's well aware that you have been effectively unemployed for the last few weeks. Already realizes that you'll probably be after her for seed money for your next venture – whatever it'll be - and, as she says, she feels that she should be getting SOME return on all the money she's invested in you so far – even if it's only your time." 

	       As always, Maisie was making sense. Her mother had loaned me money to start my own business – and I had failed miserably, there was no two ways about it. I was perfectly aware that I was going to have to do something, but the thought of approaching the old battle-axe had scared the hell out of me even though it was the only viable solution to my problem. 

	       There was no way that Maisie would give me any of her own capital – she was already supporting me one hundred percent. 

	       Now? I was already beginning to see the advantages inherent in helping her mother out of her current bind – me becoming the hero to the rescue did promise certain benefits downstream. 

	       "Who's all in the party?" I asked. 

	       Maisie thought for a minute. "Well, there's mummy and Elaine of course. Mrs. Chalmers, the American lady – her name's May, if I remember correctly. Then Anne Smith, mummy's old friend." 

	       "So how long do you think Elaine will be before she rejoins the party?" I wondered out loud. 

	       "Elaine? No dear, she's not leaving the party at all. You're just taking her driving duties over until she can perform them again." 

	       "Five in a car? Jesus, that'll be cozy!" I said. 

	        "Darling – they're using mummy's old Rolls Royce – the damn thing is HUGE – you could probably get another five in it and hardly notice it!" 

	       "Oh." I said, visualizing the huge beast of a car I was going to be driving. "I guess that's okay. But when am I supposed to get up there?" 

	       Maisie grinned again. Looked at her watch. "There'll be a car here in about forty minutes to pick you up. Dennison's Tool Works have their own private airfield about ten miles from here and have a corporate jet in the hanger there. Being on the Board, mummy twisted a few arms and they're going to fly you up to Aberdeen this morning. So darling? If I were you, I'd get my arse in gear and get packed." 

	       I stared at her in some consternation. "Well – that quickly? I don't know. . " 

	       My voice trailed away as she picked up the phone, her grin diminished, but some derision showing still. "Want me to dial mummy? You can suggest something different perhaps? Maybe explain that you're too busy?" 

	       I gave her a weak grin. "Don't think that'll be necessary. Any suggestions on what clothes I should take?"

	       She shrugged. "I don't think that the ladies are into anything that will require business clothes – I'd suggest casual wear - but I'd get a move on if I were you. Have you showered yet today? And when did you last shave?" 

	       "No, I'd better shower." I said. "But I don't need a shave yet – it's only been about four or five days since I last shaved. Should be good for another few days at least." 

	       Maisie shrugged again, the smile back on her face. 

	       "Whatever." She said. "Want me to have Irma give you a hand to pack?" 

	       I exhaled through puffed cheeks. "No. Don't think so – but thanks. Think I'd better do it myself. God knows what I'd be missing when I got there." 

	       Maisie nodded. "Other than me, darling? I have to admit it; you seem to have a wonderful knack of pissing women off. Yeah, I see your point. Better safe than sorry." 

	       Normally I'd have suggested again that she should reprimand the maid. Get her to show me a little more respect, but it didn't seem to be the place or the time, so I just went and grabbed a few medium sized suitcases then packed, following Maisie's suggestion by taking practically nothing but casual clothes. I looked out an outfit for traveling, then went and showered. I had the suitcases at the front door about ten minutes before the car arrived, which gave me enough time to say my farewells to Maisie. She was preoccupied with her advertisements again, but bade me a fond farewell, the derision muted now – but still there. She gave me a kiss and said, smiling, 

	       "I hope that you manage to get the fright out of your eyes by the time you get there dear. Mummy's not really so bad you know." 

	       I kissed her back, and gave her a weak grin. "Easy for you to say. I don't think I'm her favorite son in law." 

	       "You're her ONLY son in law dear," she laughed. "And, unless we get divorced, the only one she's likely to have. So cheer up! Have a nice time!" With that, she kissed me quickly again and patted my backside in farewell as the chauffeur approached the door. A few minutes later, I was on my way. 

	       I was surprised by the smoothness of the whole operation. 

	       We drove onto the airpark, where a white Learjet was sitting going through preflight checking. The chauffeur took my luggage to the plane, where an attractive hostess stowed my suitcases, before welcoming me on board. I saw the car drive away and then the stewardess was asking me if I wanted a drink. 

	       A little intimidated, I asked for a large Scotch. She took only a minute or so to make my drink and then, she told me to secure my seat belt – and we were taxiing for take off. 

	       She then moved forward towards the pilot cabin and seated herself – and we were up in the air within a minute. 

	       The flight time was only about three hours or less, but it gave me a chance to think. Gave me some time to try and calm myself, because to tell the truth I was really frightened of my mother in law. Yes, I thought of her as a battle axe - had even referred to her in that fashion once to Maisie – but there was no affection in that term – not in my mind anyway. 

	       I'd met Maisie when I'd installed her personal computer at her home. She's a large, friendly, woman, not particularly good looking – although she can be stunning when she dresses up to the nines and gets her war paint on. On the other hand, I am on the small side – almost dainty. Tend to be shy of women and even though I don't look it, am quite a few years older than my wife, though am often taken to be younger. This doesn't faze Maisie in the slightest. She's aggressive and has once or twice laughingly referred to me as her "trophy husband". 

	       I'd never been used to money – and certainly not at the level of wealth that Maisie and her mother – Doris – enjoyed so, from the very beginning was somewhat intimidated by their wealth and confidence. I think that Maisie had actually been shy around men, but when I had appeared on the scene, she must have been getting fed up with her single status – or saw me as easy meat. Regardless, she simply gobbled me up. Naturally, her mother was NOT happy – seeing me as (decidedly) of a lower class and, what is worse, lacking in any form of charismatic or leadership capacities as a son in law. Treated me with a bored condescension at best – an icy disdain at other times. 

	       Doris was a damned attractive woman. Took excellent care of herself. Kept herself in shape by playing tennis and golf regularly. Dressed with taste at all times. Seemed to be thought of as an outgoing, friendly person, by just about everyone – except me. Elaine was her personal confidante, and had been for a year or two now. I wasn't sure how to describe the true relationship – it was a friendly one, of that there was no doubt, but Elaine handled her correspondence and performed other secretarial functions, while also performing such mundane tasks as taking to, and picking up, clothes from the dry cleaners and suchlike. Accordingly, she WAS a servant. I'd only met her once or twice and found her pleasant, but quiet. Seemed to consider me an equal. 

	       I was served a very nice lunch on the plane, and had a nice glass of Merlot along with it. Still a little scared of what the next few days would bring, I was nevertheless relaxed when we touched down at Dyce airpark, just north of Aberdeen. I was decidedly happy, and pleasantly surprised to find Elaine waiting for me. She gave me a sympathetic smile. "Oh, you poor thing. It looks as if I've got you into trouble. My sincere apologies. Here, let me take one of your cases." 

	       As I'd been struggling with the load, I was grateful for her offer. Her right hand had a lightweight cast, but she took one of my cases in her left hand, with surprisingly little effort. "I've got a taxi waiting for us," she explained as I puffed alongside her. "I had to go down to the doctor's in Aberdeen to let him have another look at my wrist, so everyone thought it a good idea for me to kill two birds with one stone by providing you with a guide back to the cottage. I also thought it would give me a chance to fill you in on what the ladies are expecting of you. Okay?" 

	       The taxi driver had opened the trunk, so I let him put my case in. Elaine just demurred his offer of service and heaved my other case in there with absolutely no effort. I was quite impressed. She and I are almost exactly the same size and physique – as a matter of fact, we had been taken for brother and sister a few times – twins on occasion. I knew that my cases weren't heavy, but I'm not very strong so had had a little difficulty. To make matters worse, I was pretty sure that she'd had the heavier case of the two. 

	       On the way to the house, she explained that she'd simply tripped and fallen awkwardly on her hand two days before. It had swollen badly, and ice had been applied immediately, but it turned out to be a very bad sprain. Despite her protestations, no one in the party would hear of her driving. May Chalmers was an accomplished driver but being an American categorically refused to drive anything, professing terror at the idea of driving on the 'Brit' side of the road. Anne Smith was too damn dithery, by her own admission, to drive anything but a golf cart and Doris declined. "Just as well," Elaine laughed. "She's scary driving. Feels that the bloody road belongs to her and that everyone else is just driving on HER road as a deliberate aggravation." 

	       Then she added. "I thought that it might be helpful too, if I had a chance to give you some of the scoop on what's facing you. Maybe offer some advice?" 

	       "I'd be very grateful for that." I answered honestly. 

	       "Okay then. May Chalmers first. She does NOT like men for starters. Being Doris's guest though, I think she'll be more inclined to ignore you than anything else. She's a tough cookie, but very pleasant on the whole." 

	       "I'm glad you told me that." I said. "Now I know not to try and win her over with my manly charms, huh?" 

	       Elaine smiled. "I don't think so." She paused. "She's already made quite a play for me." 

	       I was surprised. "Oh, you mean that she's a lesbian?" 

	       "Yes. I guess that's what she is. But she's nice. The minute I let her know I wasn't interested, she backed off." 

	       Okay, that's one down," I said. "But what is Anne Smith like?" 

	       "Annie? A delightful lady. Loves to fool around – just a barrel of fun. Not a mean bone in her body. You'll like here – guaranteed." 

	       "I wish I could say the same for my mother in law." I sighed. 

	       Elaine shook her head. "You two have problems with each other, but do you mind if I give my opinion as to why?" 

	       "Fire away!" I said gallantly. "I'd appreciate any sensible insight into the problems that Doris has with me." 

	       Elaine shot me a look that I couldn't read too well. Sniffed. 

	       "Frankly? I think you make a mistake by not standing up to her." 

	       I tapped myself on the chest. "ME? Stand up to HER? You must be joking! She'd run over me like a tank." 

	       She shook her head a little. "Honestly? I think that's most of the problem right there. You show that you're scared of her – and she only respects people who stand up to her. Trust me, you and she will get on much better if you tell her to get stuffed now and again." 

	        I blanched at the very thought of such a thing. Elaine laughed sympathetically and patted my knee gently. 

	"Honest? Doris is a NICE person! This will be a good chance for you two to get to know each other. A week or so? You'll be so friendly." 

	       "A week or WHAT?" I interrupted, dumbfounded. "I thought it was only for four or five DAYS!" 

	       She blinked. Shook her head a little. "Well, I don't know where you got that idea. Even before I went to the doctor again this morning it was known that my wrist was going to be out of commission for four days to a week. Just found out this morning that now that the X-rays have been evaluated, it'll probably be longer than that even." 

	       I made a prodigious sigh, remembering the amusement on Maisie's face. "Oh grief! Looks like I'm in for it! Now I think on it, my wife probably got a great deal of amusement from setting me up." 

	       Elaine smiled sympathetically. "Oh, it won't be THAT bad. Squiring four attractive women about on a fun vacation? Tennis, golf, all expenses paid? You can grouch all you want, but you're sure to have a wonderful time". She looked out of the taxi window and spoke to the driver. "A right turn at this driveway coming up driver. The house is well set back from the road." 

	       She turned her attention back to me. "Well at least you'll have a few days to settle in. Maybe get used to the car? We'll be heading for the West coast in a few days." 

	       "No specific schedule or itinerary then?" 

	       "No. We're just playing it by ear – the only thing is that we've got to end up in Edinburgh before we head South, back into England. May has something she wants to attend there." 

	       I had intended to respond and let her know that I hadn't brought my golf clubs or tennis racquet, but had the words driven out of my mouth by the sight of my mother in law and her two friends come out of the front door in an informal welcoming committee. The day was rather gloomy, but the trio made a very attractive display. Doris and one of the other women wore pant suits, the other wore a sleeveless yellow linen dress with white piping and sandals to match They all looked immaculate and colorful, standing out in stark contrast to the gray clouds above. 

	       As soon as the taxi stopped, Doris moved forward and as soon as the driver got out, paid him off – with a very generous tip, if his reaction was anything to go by. He practically ran to the trunk and pulled my suitcases out then, smiling wide thanks, he got back into the car and drove off. 

	       I was welcomed. A trifle formally I thought but for once, Doris wasn't glowering contemptuously at me as she did normally. As a matter of fact, she was quite pleasant as she introduced me to May Chalmers – the other woman wearing a pant suit – and to Anne Smith, she of the yellow linen dress. 

	       I don't know how to describe the three women. They were all completely different, yet I would swear that they were all cut from the same cookie cutter. Doris – brunette – about five foot eight inches. May a little taller – auburn hair, glowing hazel eyes, and a tan that never came from any tanning salon. Anne, maybe an inch shorter – bright and blonde. Blue eyes shining with mischief and a face a little on the plump side. Now, when I say her face was plump? It's in relationship to the other two women only. 

	       So, what have I described – a blonde, a brunette, and a redhead. All similar in height but with differing skin tones and eye color. Yet they were all alike in one important aspect – a money-glow. I knew that Doris was in her late forties, and assumed that her companions were in the same age bracket. But that was strictly logical thinking, because it's amazing what adhering to strict diets, personal trainers, exercise and beauty salon experts can do for a woman's appearance. None of the three would have had the slightest problem in passing for mid to late thirties. 

	       I'd been flattered by the fact that the women had come out to meet me – though that dissipated quickly when I discovered that they were more interested in what had transpired with Elaine's visit to the doctor. The looks of disappointment when they discovered that she was going to be disabled for even longer than they'd thought that morning, evidenced their liking for her. 

	       It brought their interest back to me again though. 

	        Both Anne and May had shook hands as we were introduced. As May was wearing flats, she was just a little taller than me. Anne, however was wearing heels with her dress and looked down on me with an amused smile as she shook my hand. "My! You're a tiny little thing, aren't you? You must have something going for you," she said insinuatingly. "Or else, why would a big girl like Maisie see anything in you?" 

	       "Now there's a question for the ages!" Doris said grimly. 

	       "Oh Doris! Don't be such a grouch." Anne laughed. "Leave the poor boy alone! He's doing us a favor, remember? Don't be scaring him off before we even get started." 

	       Doris snorted, but her expression softened as she looked at her friend. "Well – I'll try." She said. "Though what Maisie ever saw in . . ." 

	       "Doris! Behave!" Anne said firmly. 

	       "Yeah – yeah. I'm sorry Roger. Thanks for coming so quickly." Doris apologized to me, nearly knocking me over with surprise. 

	       May advanced on me, examining me openly, her eyes assessing me calmly as she also shook my hand. Like Anne, she had a firm grip, though there was no merriment evident in her eyes. Just a sort of distance – or disinterest. It was hard to tell. 

	       She was a damn fine looking woman though. We muttered politely at each other, then the group looked as if it were heading into the house

	       I went and picked up my two suitcases, one with each hand and started to follow the ladies into the house, struggling a little with the weight. "Here. Let me give you a hand." Elaine said, taking one of them in her left hand. 

	       "What are you doing Elaine?" Doris asked. "He's a big boy. Surely he can handle a few tiny suitcases? And you should be taking care of yourself, not . ." 

	       "Doris? I'm not a bloody invalid!" Elaine said tartly. "I'm just being friendly is all. Roger must be tired and I thought I'd help. Okay?" 

	       Again, I was surprised. Elaine talked to Doris as if she were an equal – and Doris accepted it! Just shrugged as if to say – 'okay then, do as you wish' – and walked in through the door. 

	       Elaine smiled at me. "See what I mean?" she said softly. "She's fine. All you have to do is stand up for yourself." 

	       I nodded, but knew damn well that I still wasn't altogether convinced. 

	       I had a nice room with an adjoining bathroom. I had just finished unpacking when a knock came to the door. "Yes?" I called out. 

	       "It's me Roger. Doris. I'd like a word with you if I may?" 

	       "Of course. Please come in." I replied. 

	       She opened the door and entered, closing it quietly behind her. "Before I say what I wanted? I thought to give my apologies if I was rude to you when you arrived Roger. I meant no offense." 

	       "None taken, Doris. No need to apologize." I said. 

	       She practically ignored my reply, looking around her. 

	       "Room alright? Any problems with it?" 

	       "No. It's very nice. Thank you." 

	       "Good." Then she turned her attention back fully on me. "I hope that requesting your assistance is not an imposition on your good will, but you seemed the logical choice. You are currently unemployed, so have time on your hands. You can drive an automobile, and I believe that you can play golf and tennis. Is this true?" 

	       There was no friendship in her voice. I was being addressed as if I was a servant. I remembered Elaine's advice and for a second, thought of telling her this – and that I objected to it. 

	       Nevertheless, I could feel my fear of her choking down any thought I had of showing rebellion. 

	       I grinned inanely. "All correct Doris. Though I haven't played much of anything in the last six months. I may be out of practice." 

	       She sighed softly. "Well, we'll see. Elaine isn't that good either but we play mostly for fun, and a foursome makes for more sense than three. But what I wanted to cover with you?" 

	       She paused, expectantly. 

	       "Yes Doris?" 

	        She shook her head sharply. "But before I start. First things first Roger! From now on? I think you should start calling me 'mummy'. For some reason it aggravates me and I react negatively every time you address me by my given name." 

	       "You want me to call you 'mummy'? But I'd feel like a little kid!" I protested, laughing. "That's what Maisie calls you." 

	       Her stare got icy. "Are you insinuating that my daughter is childish?" 

	       "Oh God, no!" I panted, visions of a furious Maisie riding through my head. 

	       "Well then?" She said, her eyes still cold. 

	       "I guess that it'd be okay . . mummy?" I capitulated. 

	       She smiled at my surrender. "That's much better Roger!" then she came and wrapped her right arm around my shoulders. 

	       "Now, here's what mummy wants. Okay?" 

	       Cooing down to me now, it dawned on me that she had gone from talking as if to a servant, to talking to as if to a four year old in less than a few minutes! 

	       Blushing, I nodded. 

	       "Good! Now this is important! May Chalmers, as well as being a friend of mine is also a very important factor in the amalgamation of some firms where I am a principal shareholder - with her company – one of the major advertising companies in the United States. With the amount of money that we spend on advertising for our individual companies here alone, the deal makes sense, but there are additional ramifications that make the possibility of her becoming part of our group of tremendous importance. Do you understand?" 

	       "Yes. I think so" 

	       She still had a hold of my shoulder – but I could actually feel her body cool and a drop in the room temperature. The reason dawned on me. "I'm sorry," I said. "Yes . . mummy." 

	       "Mmmm!" she said, but she was pleased, no two ways about it and her voice lightened as she continued. "Then Roger, it should be very clear to you that I'll expect you to behave very properly around May. She does NOT like men particularly, so I want you to be very careful in how you project your personality – especially in quoting any of those macho opinions I've heard you spout from time to time." 

	       I wanted to argue with her. WHAT macho opinions exactly? 

	       Any time around her, I was always more mouse than man – but she was now taking my chin in her left hand and turning my face so that she was staring into my eyes, intimidating the hell out of me. I couldn't meet her gaze. Dropped my eyes to stare at the floor. 

	       Her right hand dropped down my back and her hand came to rest on my buttocks. She was whispering in my ear now. "I think that Maisie lets you away with far too much Roger. I intend to keep you on a very short leash. You'll be GOOD. Do as I tell you, won't you?" 

	       As she spoke, she caressed my backside very gently, as if soothing me. 

	       "Yes mummy." I whispered in reply. 

	       "Not going to be naughty then, are you?" she asked next, her hand no longer caressing my backside, now patting it quite firmly – the implication of a spanking clear! 

	       "No mummy." I said meekly, my face aflame with embarrassment at my craven behavior. 

	       She gave a satisfied sniff, then turned me to face her. "Look at me, Roger. Come on now. That's it!" I looked up at her openly scornful face. "Now we know where we stand dearie – doesn't that feel good? Aren't you glad we had this little chat?" 

	       A timid little rabbit (Me) looked up into the power of a mountain lion (Her) smiled weakly and nodded happily. "Oh YES mummy!" I said – and she gave me an 'air kiss' in the manner of one woman kissing another. She then gave me another proprietary pat on the backside and left, saying. "We'll be going out for an early dinner Roger, so if you feel the need for a nap? Go ahead, but be up and ready to make cocktails about four o'clock. But I don't want you drinking and driving, so just soft drinks for you." 

	       I wasn't really sleepy, but did end up having a short nap. 

	       Then I showered and changed and went back out into the main part of the house just about four o'clock. 

	       The women had all changed clothes. Elaine, Doris and Anne were all now wearing simple dresses, very understated, but obviously expensive. May was in another pant suit, just a little more dressy than the one she'd worn earlier. 

	       I served up the drinks to everyone, then joined them in a rather pleasant chat. Started getting some idea of the itinerary we would be following as we traversed Scotland, working our way south to England. It turned out that, with the quick change in plans, Elaine had contacted a series of Doris's acquaintances and managed to get the 'loan' of a series of summer 'cottages' belonging to her friends. On such quick notice, the houses wouldn't be staffed with servants, but the group had said they'd gladly fend for ourselves, doing their own laundry, making beds – 'roughing it' for their time in Scotland. It turned out that we were staying in our current place for another few days, then heading over to the West of Scotland, not far from the town of Oban. 

	       Anne took an appreciative sip of her cocktail and looked around. "Hey Elaine? Great job! If all the places we borrow turn out to be as nice as this? It'll be great!" 

	       I joined the others in raising our glasses in a toast to Elaine, who blushed prettily. 

	       Shortly after that, we all left and piled into the Rolls Royce. 

	       Elaine sat beside me up front and the three ladies sat in the back. 

	       We lowered the glass screen that separated the two compartments and took off. The restaurant we were going to was about ten miles away by quiet roads, so it gave me a chance to become acquainted with the car. It didn't take me long to become comfortable. Despite its size, it was a car that was very quiet, very easy to handle. 

	       About three miles from our destination, I did something very silly and, to be honest, totally out of character. In front of us was a couple riding on a small motor bike – dawdling along. 

	       The girl riding pillion was quite pretty from the back, blonde hair flying even though she'd attempted to tie it down with a headscarf. 

	        I decided to pass them, even though the road was narrow. I could see a long way in front though, so saw no danger. Pulled out to pass, and did so. Then, stupidly – for god knows what reason – leaned on the horn. Now, it is quite a melodic horn, but loud. Loud enough to obviously give the bike driver quite a scare. The bike wobbled crazily for a minute and, though I immediately felt badly, I couldn't help it, I had to laugh at the antics of the driver as he tried to stay upright. 

	       "Good God Roger! What on earth are you doing?" Elaine snapped at me. "That was downright dangerous. I think you should stop and apologize." 

	       Actually? The thought had crossed my mind, but I'd just about had enough of being bossed around that day, so I just shrugged and ignored her. A few minutes later, I pulled into the parking lot of the restaurant, cut the engine and got out so that I could open the doors for May, who was sitting behind me, while Elaine was opening the door for Doris and Anne. 

	       I must have heard the sound of the motor bike coming into the parking lot, but my mind must have been on other things. I did see a look of interest on May's face as she looked over my shoulder, and she started to say something – but I didn't hear it in time as a hand grabbed my shoulder and spun me around. 

	       At first, I thought it was a small man – but it was a girl. 

	       Short hair mind you, but even in her motor-cycle leathers she was obviously a girl – a red faced, furious, girl! 

	       "You fuckin' son of a bitch!" she yelled – and punched me in the stomach! "Laugh at us, will you, you hoity-toity bastard!" 

	       I'd doubled over and gone backward, but the car had stopped me from falling. I looked up, just in time to see the next punch coming at my face, and managed to move to the side enough that it hit me on the shoulder and straightened me up. 

	       Madder than ever, she used one hand to grab my shirt at the front and pulled me towards her, lifting her fist to hit me again. 

	       I've never been a fighter. Not brave or anything. Didn't know how to even try to defend myself. Started to cry. "Please don't hit me! Please don't. I'm sorry. Honest. Please don't hit me again. I'm sorry!" 

	        She stopped her fist before it hit me again, a look of absolute disbelief written all over her face. She looked back over her shoulder. "Dorothy? You want to say something to this fucking Nancy boy?" 

	       I didn't hear any response, but the next thing was that she'd let me go – and now it was the blonde girl I'd seen riding pillion that was holding me by the collar, her blue eyes blazing. 

	       I cowered and put my hands up between us, cowering behind them. 

	       "Put your hands DOWN!" she commanded. 

	       I obeyed – and she slapped me across the face! "Ooooh! Ow! Stop it! Please don't hit me!" I wailed, gushets of tears coursing down my face. 

	       "Put your hands DOWN – you goddam Nancy!" she said again. 

	       "Please stop?" I cried softly, but obeyed her by taking my hands down. 

	       Her hand was flying towards my face again, when another hand came from nowhere and stopped the forward motion by grabbing her wrist. It was Elaine who had stepped in. She stared at both of my attackers. "You are absolutely right to be furious," she said calmly "but he has said he's sorry – and I think you've hit him enough. If it's anything to you? I don't think it was anything intentional on his part – just a stupid impulse. But you've punished him enough, don't you think?" 

	       Her calm reasonable approach worked wonders. Both girls lost the fire in their eyes immediately and actually looked somewhat abashed. She herded them back to their motor cycle, still talking softly to them. 

	       I was surprised to find a strong, comforting arm around my shoulders, a quiet voice whispering, "Come on Roger. Let's get you cleaned up. Let's go. Come on." What made it even more surprising was the fact that the soft, comforting, voice belonged to May! Still upset, tears still running, I found my head on her shoulders as we entered the front doors of the restaurant. I wasn't thinking as I was led into a bathroom, where May provided me with paper towels that had been cooled in water and gently bathed my swollen eyelids, talking comforting words to me all the while as, gradually, my crying subsided. 

	       Then, to my horror, two young ladies walked in and stared at me in astonishment for a second. Still stupefied, I couldn't figure out their reaction until May glared at them silently, and they forced their eyes away, then came to the mirror and started repairing their makeup – and I realized that I was in the Ladies room! 

	       They left a few minutes later, and I blurted out "I'm SO ashamed May! I was so stupid – I deserved everything that happened to me! But I HAVE to get out of here! I can't be standing in a ladies toilet!" 

	       "That's okay honey." She said softly. "Nothing to be ashamed about." A smile crossed her lips. "I use ladies toilets ALL the time – and I'm certainly not ashamed! But are you feeling better now? Finished crying?" 

	       She was being SO kind and considerate! She put her arm around my shoulders again. "And, honey? I'm told that a good cry helps a lot. Do you find that's true?" 

	       I did feel better. Calmed down and comforted. Nodded. 

	       "Well then!" she said cheerily. "Let's go and join the rest of the girls, shall we?" 

	       There was something in the way that she was treating me that made me feel a little off kilter. I just could not put my finger on it. I had a faint suspicion that she was coming on to me – but she was a lesbian  for Christ's sake! I finally came to the conclusion that she was just being kind. Nevertheless, this feeling continued as the took my hand and linked it in through her arm and led me to our table in the restaurant. I wasn't used to linking arms with a woman in making an entrance – but something felt decidedly wrong. Nobody else seemed to notice though as we joined the group. 

	       We had a pleasant, though subdued, meal. Again, being the driver, I wasn't allowed a drink, but everyone else seemed to benefit from the alcohol – particularly Elaine, who had been looking at me strangely since I'd rejoined the group. She wasn't cold, or distant, mind you. Seemed puzzled more than anything else. Anyway? The meal passed pleasantly enough and I was quite surprised to discover that it was ten o'clock in the evening when Doris finally paid the bill and we left. As we walked to the car in the parking lot, I was surprised to find that May walked close to me, her arm protectively around my shoulder. 

	       When Anne made a funny remark about this, May replied, seriously enough "Just taking care of our driver – amn't I honey?" and giving me a comforting squeeze as she spoke. I didn't quite know what to make of the fact that she opened my door for me, and patted me on the backside as I got in the car, though I was uncomfortably close to feeling like a girl on a date with her boyfriend. 

	       On the way home, Elaine was quiet. Anne and Doris got into some discussion about music. May, who was sitting behind me again tapped me on the shoulder. 

	       "Yes May. Can I do anything for you?" I said. 

	       "I've just been wondering?" she said. 

	       "What?" 

	       "These girls that beat you up? Both of them called you Nancy. How come? Had you met them before when you were going by that name?" 

	       I was speechless for a second, but Elaine stepped in. "No May," she laughed. "It's a figure of speech we Brits use. They didn't say his name was Nancy. They used a figure of speech. Actually called him a 'Nancy boy'." 

	       "A Nancy boy? Never heard that expression." May said thoughtfully. "At least I don't think so. What does it mean – a fag?" 

	       I felt as if I was shriveling up with mortification, but Anne laughed and joined in the conversation. "No May. Here in the U.K? A fag usually means a cigarette. They were calling him a sissy – you know, with him crying and not defending himself – that kind of thing." 

	       "Oh, I see. A sissy! That's a shame!" May replied. 

	       "Perfectly appropriate!" Doris said tartly. "He was certainly acting like a Nancy boy! Jesus! Letting a little girl like that slap him around! Standing there crying – and then going into the Ladies room with you May? Some man my daughter married!" 

	She leaned forward and tapped me on the shoulder. "Fix your lipstick while you were in there, sweetie?" 

	       "Oh leave the poor guy alone!" May protested. "That first little gal sucker-punched him and got him in trouble right there. I was just saying it was a shame for the name Nancy to be used like that over here. One of the sweetest little gals I ever knew was called Nancy – and I've been partial to people with that name ever since." 

	       The conversation had turned into one of the most humiliating experiences of my life – my masculinity being dissected and discussed by a bunch of women – so I was very glad to see the driveway to our cottage come into view. Again, I underwent May's possessive attitude as we entered the house as she put her arm around my shoulders and walked me in. 

	       I'd discovered that they had a nightly ritual of changing into their nightwear and having a coffee or drink before bed. I would have declined, but it was made pretty obvious that I was responsible for the coffee preparation and serving, so I went to my room and changed into my pajamas and robe. I'd just finished, when a soft knock came to the door. 

	       "Yes?" I said. 

	       "It's me. Elaine. Can I talk to you for a minute?" I heard. 

	       "Sure. Come in." I said and opened the door. 

	       She gave a quick look around her, then slipped in, closing the door very quietly behind her. 

	       "This looks very mysterious." I laughed. "What's up?" 

	       She simply stared at me in disbelief then said "What on earth are you doing? Are you absolutely nuts?" 

	       "What are you talking about? I'm not doing anything. Least, not that I know of." I protested. 

	       A look of amazement crossed her face. "You've not been coming on to May?" 

	       "What – me? Coming on to May? Of course not! You told me that she was a lesbian!" 

	       Elaine smiled uncertainly. Shook her head. "Well, in that case, she's surely coming onto YOU – or hadn't you noticed? All the hugs – and patting you on the arse? I thought you were deliberately acting all girlish to attract her! But you're not?" 

	        "Acting girlish! Me? Of course not!" I yelped, my voice filled with righteous indignation. 

	       She shook her head again. Started ticking off on her fingers as she listed her points: "One! Standing crying like that, pleading with a little girl to stop hitting you! Two! Weeping like a woman – and letting May take you into the Ladies room. Three! Linking your arm into hers – don't you know that when you came into the restaurant proper, you were led in like her possession? Four! Letting her open your car door for you? Five! Sitting in the car, letting a bunch of women call you a pansy – not even protesting when your mother in law asks you if you were fixing your lipstick? For god's sake Roger, how do you think you've been acting?" 

	       I stared at her in horror. Had no idea what to say – but just then, another knock came to the door. "Anybody home?" May's voice cooed. 

	       "Yes May. Just about ready." I faltered. 

	       She opened the door and stood there, resplendent in a red brocade robe, with dark silk pajama legs showing beneath it. 

	       "Well don't you look like just the cutest thing!" she enthused, coming forward and kissing me firmly on the lips. Then she backed away a little. "Come on, sweetie! May needs a drink!" 

	       She looked at me fondly. "But just wait a minute. I've messed up your lips with my lipstick. Just hold on a sec!" 

	       And, in front of Elaine, May took a fingertip and gently smoothed out the traces of lipstick on my lips until it was an almost even application. "Much better!" she enthused. "Isn't it, Elaine?" 

	       But without waiting for an answer, she took my hand, linked it through the crook of her arm – and once again, I was led into a room as if I was her girl – and although this time, I was well aware of what she was doing, I still didn't protest, even though I was sensing Elaine's amusement behind us. 

	       I thought I'd escaped when she allowed me the freedom to make and serve the drinks for Doris, Anne, and Elaine, saying that she was going to teach me how to make her favorite martini when I was finished. Somehow, she found ways to brush seductively up against me as I measured the gin and vermouth to her exact requirements, and carefully skewered the two olives she required. I was expecting to make my own drink when I'd finished hers, but she simply refused to let me, pulling me over to the couch – then to my horrified embarrassment, pulling me down to sit in her lap! 

	       Mouth open in astonishment, I looked over at Doris – to see how she was reacting to having her son in law pawed by a woman other than her daughter. But there was no doubt about it – she was delighted! Gave me a little nod of approval even. 

	       May practically ignored me though – gave me little sips from her drink at times, but held conversations with the others as if I wasn't there. Allowed me to get up to refresh drinks though, but when I tried to seat myself somewhere else, she snapped her fingers as one would to a dog, and I obediently went and sat back down on her lap again. It didn't dawn on me until later that night that she was simply laying a claim to ownership of me – and that I had acquiesced, without a murmur, in accepting the position as her 'pet'. 

	       About a half hour before we broke up and went to bed, Doris asked Anne if she would work on her hair. Anne was delighted – seemingly she loved to do things like that, and asked if anyone else wanted a minor fix. As nobody took her up on her offer, she simply pouted and went and got her stuff. I was impressed at the speed with which she fixed Doris's hair into rollers and wrapped her head up in a turban, while maintaining a conversation with both Elaine and May. 

	       Finally, we all broke up. I took the dirty glasses to the kitchen sink, rinsed them then put them in the dishwasher, then went and found that instead of just saying goodnight to the ladies I was expected to participate in a round of kissing everyone goodnight. I must admit that they all felt and smelled delightful though and, apart from a tiny pat on the backside, May kissed me goodnight in exactly the same fashion as she kissed the rest of the ladies. 

	       A game of golf was scheduled for the following morning so I fixed up a quick breakfast after I got up, and we took off leaving Elaine to do the clean up – for which I was thankful – I was starting to get the feeling that the ladies were starting to look upon me as their personal maid. I'd borrowed Elaine's clubs, but her shoes were a little small for me. It turned out that Anne had an extra pair of golf shoes that were almost a perfect fit. I took along a few band-aids in case of blisters but, as it happened, had no need of them. 

	       The golf game turned into another humiliation. We paired up – with May demanding me for her partner. I'd never been a good  golfer, but considered myself reasonable as I generally shot in the low to mid nineties. The golf course was quiet, but the starter notified us that a Ladies tournament was due to start, so we teed off right away to get ahead of them. This meant I had no time to warm up on the driving range. 

	       Not that this would have made much difference. The women were all intending to play from the blue (championship) tees, while I declined and played from the white (Standard) tee. 

	       They asked me to drive off first and, all things considered, I thought I did great when I hit the drive into the middle of the fairway, about one hundred and seventy yards. I felt good about this, until each of the three women, driving off about twenty yards behind me, still passed my ball by about thirty yards. 

	       May and I halved the other two on the first hole – but more by luck than good judgment I think. May then demanded that I should be allowed to drive from the ladies tees to even things up and, despite my protests, that became my teeing spot for the remainder of the round. So, once again, I was put into the position of playing the part of a weak woman, with May constantly cheering me on – giving me hugs if I did anything right – and verbal consolation if I did anything wrong. 

	       Then, she'd get behind me and putting her hands on my buttocks, proceeded to coach me into a more powerful swing – though all this did was make me feel more and more inadequate. 

	       I ended up shooting just over a hundred, while the three women were all in the mid seventies range. 

	       After we finished, we had lunch in the club house, with May occasionally feeding me tidbits from her plate. As it so happened, the tournament turned out to be for the female members of the club, so I was one of the few males in the club house. I got more than my share of amused, or incredulous stares from the women around us, as May fed me as if I was a little kid – but if she was aware of the looks coming our way, she certainly didn't show it because she kept on going until her plate was emptied. 

	       She sat on the front seat beside me as I drove us home, her hands busy – very close to my groin at times. I was so sexually stimulated by the time that we arrived there, that it was difficult for me to see straight. Naturally, it turned out to be my job to empty the trunk of the golf clubs and suchlike. I was so confused that I couldn't see what was happening as she pulled each set of clubs from the trunk easily with one hand – as it was 'obviously' too difficult a task for me to do on my own. 

	       When I finally had everything tidied away, she wrapped an affectionate arm around my back. "Roger dear? Would you be willing to do something special for me? Something that I'd really appreciate?" 

	       "If it's within my power dear lady!" I said, finally happy to be able to show off some masculine gallantry, giving her my best attempt at an old fashioned bow in the process. 

	       "Oh! You're so sweet!" she gushed. "I'm pretty sure you'll be perfectly capable, but are you SURE?" 

	       "POSITIVE!" I said in my deepest, most commanding, masculine, tones. 

	       She clapped her hands happily. "Wonderful!" Then she blushed a little and continued. "I'll admit I was kinda shy about asking you to do such an intimate favor for me – but I should have known you'd be a proper sweetheart about it!" 

	       "Intimate?" I said, trying to force a laugh, though all that came out was a sort of nervous titter. 

	       "Yes. Would you be nice enough to hand wash my lingerie for me? I really hate having them washed by machine. They're very delicate – made especially for me by a boutique at home, and I always have my maid wash them by hand. If you would just wash them out – and give them a little touch with an iron? I'd really appreciate it sweetie." 

	        "But . . but . . I don't know anything about washing women's lingerie. I'd probably wreck them – being a man and all!" I said desperately. 

	       "Nonsense!" she said firmly. "Let me see your hands!" And with that, she took both my hands in hers and examined them closely. 

	       "Like I said? Nonsense!" she repeated. "You have lovely soft hands. Maybe need a manicure if you're gonna be handling my lingerie, but I'll ask Anne to take care of that little chore tonight. Why don't you come up to my room right now and I'll give you the first batch?" 

	       "But May? I can't . ." 

	       She turned to me, her face hardening. "Didn't you just promise to do anything within your power? Are you going to tell me that your word means nothing? That you can't wash some fine lingerie?" 

	       I saw the mess that was facing me – she was looking increasingly angry. I immediately backtracked. 

	"Oh NO May! That's not what I was getting at!" I said desperately. "Washing your lingerie? NO problem! I Just was getting at the fact that I wouldn't know how to iron them – would probably wreck them – and I'm sure you wouldn't like that now, would you?" 

	       "Mmm." She said reflectively. "I most certainly would not like that at all! Put my last maid over my knees for the very same thing." She paused, while the implications of what she'd just said rattled about in my brain cage. Had I just been threatened with a spanking if I did something wrong? 

	       Then her face brightened. "Easy! You can get Elaine to show you how, and if she doesn't know, I'm sure Anne will." 

	       I knew now, that I was going to be doing her washing – but the thought of having to display my subjugated status even further by having someone else teach me how to do the ironing was more than I cared to think about. I licked my lips. "Perhaps . . maybe . . You could show me how yourself?" 

	       An amused smile crossed her face. "Show you how to iron lingerie? I haven't a clue sweetie – that's a girl thing!" 

	       I was so astounded that I could only gaze at her open mouthed. Washing and ironing lingerie was too effeminate a chore for her – but was okay for me? I wish I could say that I came up with a quick, sarcastic, retort – but I didn't and by the time I thought of anything at all, the moment had passed and it was a fact that I was now responsible for the care and upkeep of her underwear. 

	       She did agree that it would be better for me to come to her room later to pick the clothing up, and we separated. Shaken by this new development, I wanted to get a little privacy to see if I could come up with a plan to avoid this new humiliation – well aware that I'd have to tread very carefully if I didn't want to anger May – and then in turn, Doris. 

	       But I never even got that much privacy. Within seconds of me closing the door behind me, a gentle knock came. "Yes?" I said. 

	       "It's me – mummy!" came Doris's voice. I rolled my eyes in frustration, but managed to keep my voice calm. "Come in Mummy" I said, opening the door, wondering what I was in trouble for now. 

	       But her face was wreathed in smiles until she saw me. 

	       "What's the matter dear? Why the hangdog look?" 

	       "I thought I might have done something else wrong." I admitted. 

	       "On the contrary darling! I just came to thank you for the wonderful job you're doing on May!" 

	       "Wonderful job? But I haven't done anything. I don't know what you're talking about mummy." 

	       She beamed again. Reached forward and tapped me on the forearm. "You naughty thing! Think I don't see you flirting with her? You've got her in such a state! I think she has a great big crush on you!" 

	       "On ME? How can that be? You said she was a lesbian. And flirting with her? I don't know what you're talking about. Is it the underwear you're talking about?" I was literally panting now, totally lost. Was I traveling with a group of crazy women?

	        She smiled knowingly. "You're NOT flirting? Acting all soft and helpless? You've got her in a real tizzy, I'll tell you." 

	       Then a puzzled look came over her face. "What's that you said about underwear? What are you talking about?" 

	       "She wants me to wash her lingerie – and iron them!" I said. 

	       "Didn't she tell you?" 

	       Her eyes widened and her mouth formed an almost perfect 'O' of delighted amazement. "She DID? See? I told you she fancied you!" 

	       "But she's a LESBIAN! You told me so yourself! I'm a MAN!" I squealed indignantly. 

	       She snorted disbelievingly. "You're kidding! A man? Not exactly the way you've been acting, is it?" 

	       "What do you mean?" 

	       "The other day? Letting a little girl slap you around? Weeping and wailing and letting May console you – in the Ladies room? Playing off the Ladies tees on the golf course? Letting her pretend to be teaching you to golf? Letting her grope you in the car on the way home? Come ON! Who do you think you're kidding? You going to tell me that you haven't been acting like a helpless little girl on purpose? Don't you see?       She's rewarding you by letting you do her lingerie – letting you be her girl!" 

	       It was my turn to look at her with open mouthed astonishment. She had practically repeated Elaine's accusations! 

	       I wanted to ask if this was the case, but was too frightened to ask. "You thought I was acting like that – to attract her?" I said instead. 

	       "Well, for sure I never took you for a Nancy boy before. But now that you mention it? I guess you must be if you're not deliberately acting that way - and here I thought you were acting like that, just to please ME!" 

	       With blinding clarity I saw my mistake. I actually had Doris grateful  to me – and for the very first time! Then had almost stupidly thrown it away! Mentally, I scrambled to recover some of my lost ground. "Well, I just meant to say that it wasn't altogether a natural way for me to act." I ventured. "I mean, I could see that she liked me that way – and . . ." 

	       Doris started to smile again. "Ah! You naughty thing you!" 

	       Then she used a cautionary tone. "You were starting to get me upset there Roger. Here I was, beginning to think that you were beginning to see things my way. Trying to be of help to me . ." 

	       "But I WAS mummy. I was! Honest!" 

	       My ploy worked! She smiled again and came and embraced me. "Oh Roger! We've had our difficulties in the past – but maybe this little escapade will draw us closer together? I certainly hope so!" 

	       "Oh, I hope so too mummy!" I sighed gratefully. 

	       "So? You think you can do her lingerie without any problems?" she asked. 

	       My euphoria dissipated immediately – I'd forgotten this particular item. But what the hell – it was only for a week at the most – and if it got Doris off my back and got me into her good books? "No major problem." I said confidently. "Though she wants me to iron them – and I've no idea of how to go about that." I added. 

	       Doris shrugged. "Don't see that as being any kind of a problem. I'll have Elaine come and show you the first time. Just let her know when that'll be." Then she snapped her fingers loudly. "Got it!" she exulted. "I think I KNOW how come May's so attracted to you!" 

	       "Not my virile personality?" I joked. 

	       She sniffed. "I doubt THAT very much. Just dawned on me. She had a real crush on Elaine from the minute she met her." 

	       "So?" I asked cautiously. 

	       "You don't know? Haven't you ever noticed the resemblance between you and Elaine? You could easily be taken for sisters – well brother and sister," she added with a smile that had more than a little malice in it. 

	       "I still don't get it." I said. 

	       "Elaine turned her down FLAT! No interest at all. I think that May has transferred that attraction on to you! Hmmm. This needs some thinking on. I'll have to sleep on this." 

	        With that, she turned and headed for the door. "I'm very pleased with you Roger. Just please don't screw anything up. I'm really depending on you! I'll be talking to Maisie tonight. I'll tell her what a great help you are being." 

	       Her words were comforting – but again, her tone was what one would use when talking to a child, or an inferior. 

	       Nevertheless, I gave her a simpering grin of appreciation as she left the room. 

	       I sat on the bed, no longer thinking of how to get out of doing May's lingerie, but was more than confused by the recent turn of events. Tried to sort things out. Realized that in some ways I'd been extremely lucky. My arrant cowardice had been displayed as well as my naturally docile nature. If this hadn't attracted May? Doris would have seen me for something she really despised. By mistakenly thinking that I had acted in this particular fashion – in forwarding HER interests – she was now regarding me in a much more favorable light. 

	       Okay, it was now a given that I would have to continue along this path, but something was truthfully bothering me. In some ways? I was attracted to May! Enjoyed the way she was treating me! Examined my relationship with my wife Maisie – and knew that a large part of me being attracted to her was also the fact that I was submissive to her as well – though I was positive that she was not aware of how much this was the case. 

	       Took a deep breath and decided that it was time to get the show on the road. Stood up, left the room. Walked quietly to May's room and knocked on her door. 

	       "Who is it?" she called. 

	       "Roger." 

	       "WHO?" 

	       "Roger." 

	       "I'm sorry I don't know . ." Then I heard her laugh. "Oh dear! I'm sorry - Roger. Please do come in!" 

	       I opened the door and took a few steps into the room. 

	       Immediately blushed furiously and started babbling, retreating to the door as I did so – she was walking about in her lingerie! 

	       Okay, she had her bra, panties, and a full slip – stockings even. 

	        Wasn't wearing shoes. She observed my reaction, astonishment written all over her face. "Whatever is the matter? What's wrong?" 

	       She was gorgeous! Her lingerie was a shade of teal that set off her tan to absolute perfection and the beautiful lace trim of the slip showed off the smoothness of her full breasts and muscled thighs. "Nothing . . I . . didn't mean . . disturb you . ." 

	       I stammered, face burning. 

	       "Disturb me? Of course you didn't disturb me, you silly thing!" she laughed. "As a matter of fact, your timing couldn't have been better. There's a set of yellow underwear in the top right hand drawer over there. Go and get it for me, would you dear? Then you can help me change. I just changed my mind what I was going to wear for dinner. This stuff I'm wearing would be too dark, and the yellow will be more suitable. Come on dear! Don't just stand there!" 

	       "But . . But . . But . ." I faltered. "I'm a married man!" 

	       She shook her head as if trying to clarify her thoughts. 

	       Spoke slowly, as if this would make things clear to an idiot. "I'm perfectly aware of that, silly. Now, would you go and get me my lingerie!" 

	       She didn't seem mad at me – puzzled was more like it, but from her attitude it was obvious that this was not a matter I should press. I went to the drawer she had indicated, opened it, and there, right on top was the yellow underwear she had said would be there. Tentatively, I took it all out, blushing at handling her intimate garments. 

	       "Would you stop fooling about . . Roger . .? I'd like to get changed fairly soon – of it's all the same to you? And, while you're in there, would you pull a pair of pale hose?" 

	       I swallowed nervously but pulled a pair of almost transparent nylons that seemed more white that anything else and displayed them to her. "Like these?" 

	       "YES!" she sighed impatiently. "Perfect!" 

	       She was starting to get a haughty expression on her face – decidedly aggravated – so I forced myself to speed up and close the drawer and take the lingerie over to her. She stood there, doing nothing, imperious. 

	        "What do you want me to do May?" 

	       "Good God! Have you never undressed a woman before?" she snapped. "Married man that you are?" 

	       "Not really." I admitted, blushing at the jibe. 

	       "Well, isn't it about high time you learned? Put the lingerie down on the chair there. Kneel down!" 

	       Dry mouthed, I did as she had told me and she took a few steps so that she was now immediately in front of me. Where she was bigger than me to begin with, I now felt as if she was towering above me. She smiled. Took a hold of her slip hem and pulled it up to display the suspender straps of her garter belt. 

	       "Undo the clips holding up the stockings, then take my stockings down – carefully! Think you can do that?" 

	       "I . .I . .suppose so." I mumbled. 

	       "Then what are you waiting for?" she snapped. 

	       Now, kneeling like the maid she had obviously taken me for, I undressed her completely – slowly and completely – her stockings, then her garter belt, her panties, then her bra – and finally her slip. 

	       She was a magnificent specimen of womanhood – slim waist; long, well muscled thighs; shapely legs – though she had fairly large feet. Full hips, perky breasts, wider shoulders than I would have thought, sinewy arms. All of those physical attributes encased in flawless skin that had not one discernible tan line. A triangle of velvety pubic hair was the only thing that showed differently. 

	       "Stop gawking!" she commanded me – though she was obviously flattered. "and get me dressed – though I'll put on my own stockings." 

	       For the next few minutes I reversed the process, gradually feeling better as her body became hidden in clothes once more. 

	       Was gradually recovering my aplomb, when she proceeded to rock me mentally again. "I didn't wear those teal lingerie for long dear. Just fold them up and put them back in the same drawer, would you?" 

	       "No problem." I said gallantly. 

	        "They're gorgeous lingerie, don't you think . ." she paused . ."Roger?" 

	       I had to admit it. "Yes they are. Must cost a fortune! But can I ask a question?" 

	       "Trust me!" she exclaimed, "They do! What do you want to know?" 

	       "You seem to keep forgetting my name," I laughed. "Old age catching up with you?" 

	       She made a pretense at taking a swing at me "Rotten kid!" she laughed. Then an embarrassed look came over her face. "It's not that I forget your name actually . .?" 

	       "Huh?" I said stupidly. 

	       "It's just that since that incident . . you know . . with the girls on the motor bike?" 

	       "I don't understand." I said. "What did that have to do with anything?" 

	       "Well? Since then, I think of you as having a different name." 

	       "You've lost me." I said. 

	       She exhaled noisily. "Nancy. That's what name I think suits you better." 

	       I just stared helplessly at her for a second. "My name's Roger." I said, surprising even myself with the calm statement of fact. 

	       She came over to me, took the teal lingerie from my hands and put them down on the chair. Took a hold of both of my hands and gently pulled me over to the bed. Sat down and pulled me down with her so that we sat closely side by side. She took another deep breath. Then let go one of my hands touched me gently on the cheek. "I don't like men – Roger. I assume that you've been told this, or figured it out for yourself?" 

	       I swithered for a moment then answered "Yes. I'm aware of that fact." 

	       "But, guess what?" A smile flickered on her face. "I find myself attracted to you dear." 

	       "Well I guess you don't dislike ALL men then, do you?" I countered. 

	        She smiled. "Either that, or that maybe you have feminine traits that I see and like?" 

	       "Oh god!" I spluttered defensively. "Can't a guy cry? You gonna get on my case about that incident with the bikers as well?" 

	       She patted my cheek again. "No. Guys can't cry. They can maybe weep a bit if someone or something they love dies. But they can't cry and plead with women – little women – to stop hitting them. They can't  let women boss them about from pillar to post – and they most certainly CAN'T  act like ladies maids – like you just did a few moments ago." She smiled tenderly. "I think you're sweet. You remind me very much of an old girl friend – whose name was Nancy. So can you blame me if I think that should be your name? I want you for a friend. Is that not possible?" 

	       "Of course it's possible!" I said nervously seeing my prospects of peace with Doris evaporating if I answered differently. "It's just that . well . . I'm NOT a woman – or a girl – or anything like that. Don't know as I'd like to lie to you." 

	       "That's sweet." She said softly, patting my thigh. "I know that you're not a woman – trust me. But what's in a name? If I think of you as being Nancy? Call you Nancy? Something wrong with that?" Can't you humor an elderly lady?" 

	       "Elderly! Ha Ha!" I said, trying to divert the conversation into more acceptable channels. "That is the most . . ." 

	       "Nancy? Hush!" she said sharply. "I'm getting a little upset with you! I'm offering you friendship. If you accept it, your name will be Nancy to me. If you've no wish for my friendship? 

	       Well that will be alright too – I'm certainly not going to BEG you to be my friend! I'll talk to Doris and see if we can get someone else to drive that won't be so stand-offish!" 

	       "Oh!" I said weakly. "I guess it would be okay. But please not in front of anyone else, huh?" 

	       "You need to understand something – Nancy. Right off the bat" She said slowly. "I'm a very demanding person in a relationship. Like to call the shots. ALL the shots. Understand what I'm talking about?" 

	        "Not really." I mumbled. 

	       "Well – there's no time like the present to demonstrate what I'm talking about. Kick off your shoes please." She said firmly. 

	       "My shoes?" 

	       "That's what I said. Now hurry up!" 

	       As I followed her orders, I was astonished to have her reaching for the buckle of my belt. Almost as soon as my shoes were off, I had been shoved onto my back, my pants had been unfastened and she had tugged both my pants and underpants clean off. 

	       She stood. "Stay there, and lie still!" she commanded, pulling my socks off and throwing them on the floor – then walking to her chest of drawers. 

	       "I wasn't sure what laundry facilities would be available on this trip, so I brought lots of panties with me," she said conversationally as she went, opening up a drawer and rummaging therein for a few seconds. "So I brought some of my old, non-custom panties with me. Now that I have a sweet little laundress at my disposal?" She smiled at me, heading back towards the bed where I lay supine, "I won't be needing them, will I?" She waved a handful of multi hued lingerie at me. "So now? Lift your feet please. . ?" 

	       I wasn't quick enough for her, so she impatiently leaned over, and one lifting foot at a time, put the panties over both feet. 

	       Quickly she tugged them up to about my knees. "Nancy! Now sit up and put your panties on! And this?" she said, flicking my erection with a fingernail, " is not very ladylike! Though I appreciate seeing signs that you're having a good time." Saying this, she sat down on the bed and took a hold of one of my hands. "Pale blue looks nice on you dear. Now come over my knees, please." 

	       "Come over your knees? What for?" I asked fearfully. 

	       "I'm not going to hurt you. It's just a little symbolic gesture you're going to make showing that you respect – and accept – my authority. Now be a good little girl and get over." 

	       Her calm, confident, voice and demeanor brooked no argument so carefully, I lay over her knees, my rump pointing heavenwards. 

	        She didn't spank me – not by the normal definition anyway. 

	       It was more like a series of soft pats and caresses on my panties. 

	       While she did this, she asked me a series of questions that only required yes or no answers. As I lay there, totally subjugated, I agreed that I would be her girl, that my name was – and should be – Nancy. That I would do my very best to please her in all respects – and a lot more that I've since forgotten. 

	       Finally, she told me to get up and get dressed. I started to take the panties off, but she shook her head and pointed to the pile of panties on the bed where she had put them. "These are for you, sweetie. I expect you to wear panties all of the time until the end of the trip now. Just as reminders of . . who you are? And maybe what  you are?" 

	       There was an element of – something – in her voice. 

	       Derision? Scorn? Ownership? Whatever it was, I blushed furiously on hearing it, but went and got dressed anyway. 

	       Finally, I started to leave, but not knowing what to say to her, fumbled around, sort of. 

	       She sat on the bed, smiling at me – something obviously on her mind – but waiting for me with an amused tolerance. I knew that she was expecting some action from me, but wasn't sure what. Finally plucked up my courage. "Well, guess I'd better get going May? Maybe help Elaine with setting the table for dinner or something like that.?" 

	       "First things first, sweetie. Go and get my steel blue cocktail dress from the closet, would you please – and the matching shoes that are underneath it? "

	       I'd forgotten my new status – maid. May had reminded me – it was nothing more nor less than that. I actually smiled an apology as I went and got her dress and shoes. Once I had fastened her into her dress she dismissed me. Pleasantly enough mind you, but the inference was now clear – I was now her maid/companion, Nancy by name – with the stress on the 'maid' part. Her panties that were needing washing were contained in a crocheted wool bag of a particularly revolting pink color. (I think I was more embarrassed at the thought of being seen carrying it than having any observer knowing what it contained.) Went and put the bag of lingerie in my room. 

	       I was grateful to Elaine for having prepared the evening meal while we'd been gone that day. It didn't feel strange for me to don an apron and help her serve up the meal, then assist in getting the dishes done and the tidying up completed afterwards. 

	       May teased me all the while. She'd get a slight, secretive, smile on her face then make her mouth into the shape used to pronounce the letter 'N' – as in Nancy, then hood her eyes and change it to "Roger". 

	       Afterwards, everyone changed into their robes and nightwear. The ladies had a game of Bridge while I watched some silly goings-on on television. Then Doris accepted Anne's offer of a manicure and, at May's lifted eyebrow signal, I asked Anne if I could have her look at my nails as well. She was delighted to oblige me and shortly thereafter, I sat side by side with my mother in law as we both received manicures. Nothing was said or intimated even, but I felt that I was now discerned as being a full member of the group – one of the girls, so to speak. 

	       Anne did tease me – threatened to apply a scarlet enamel. 

	       Frightened immediately, I was so relieved when she admitted to just teasing, that I didn't complain when she applied a clear varnish – At least she SAID it was clear – it had a suspiciously pink tinge to me. Doris just laughed when I asked her to verify my opinion – stated that my new nail shape and tint suited me down to the ground. Laughingly suggested to Anne that she take "that ridiculous pony-tail of Roger's" out and see if 'something' couldn't be done with my hair! I declined Anne's eager offer though – and that was that. Relieved that this matter wasn't brought up any more, I finally wandered off to bed. 

	       Before I fell asleep I lay wondering what kind of a situation I'd gotten myself into. Knew perfectly well that I was not smart enough, or brave enough to be playing both ends against the middle. Felt that I was rapidly becoming subjugated by May. 

	       But was I allowing this because I, personally, wanted this to be the case – or was I truthfully trying to please Doris? Having to wear panties was embarrassing, no two ways about it – but if I was to do my own washing along with May's stuff.? Who was to know? Sleepily, I thought that I was going to have to put my foot down pretty soon. 

	       The following morning I wandered down to the kitchen to find Elaine busily involved in preparing breakfast. She gave me a bright smile and came and gave me an 'air' kiss. "Good morning Roger! Sleep well? How nice you look!" 

	       Now, Elaine had never been distant or unfriendly towards me, but this was a level of friendliness that she had never demonstrated before. Nevertheless, I was pleased and, in turn, thanked her, wished her a good morning, and complimented her on her appearance. She handed me an apron and chided me for being such a slugabed. The apron was a little on the gauzy side, but not much more feminine that what I'd worn previously, so I made no objection, just put it on and tied it at my back. 

	       Elaine made a 'tutting' sound. "For goodness sake, Roger! You'd think that you, of all people, would know how to tie an apron properly!" With that, she came and re-tied the apron strings into a bow. "There!" she said. "Much better! Why don't you start setting the table?" 

	       "Okay" I said, and proceeded to do that. 

	       But something was niggling at my mind. An itch that just had to be scratched. "Elaine?" I started. 

	       "Yes?" 

	       "A few minutes ago, you said that I 'of all people'  should know how to tie an apron? What did you mean by that?" 

	       She gave me a coy smile. "Oh Roger, you naughty thing! You know perfectly well! Surely there's not much sense in pretending any more, is there?" 

	       "Pretending? Any more? What are you talking about Elaine?" 

	       She had been moving around the kitchen but stopped then faced me. "I'm not altogether stupid you know. I may be quiet, but that doesn't mean I'm naive." The smile had left her face, but though her words were cool, her tone of voice was still cordial. 

	       "I've never taken you for being stupid or naive Elaine. Whatever gives you that idea?" I asked totally lost by the direction our conversation was taking. 

	        "If you'd told me that you were a transvestite from the beginning? You could have saved me a lot of embarrassment." she said quietly. "Letting me lecture you on how to be a man! 

	       Suggesting that you stand up to Doris!" She came towards me and touched me lightly on the arm. "I'm sorry dear. I'd no right interfering like that." 

	       I started to pant. "A transvestite? Elaine, I am no such thing! Whatever gave you . ." 

	       "Roger? Just STOP it! Just admit what you are, and we can move on! Enough already!" 

	       "But . . But . .But . . " I stammered. 

	       "Please dear? Don't insult my intelligence!" She had her hand on my arm again, speaking kindly. "You're a transvestite. I've nothing against that – in fact I'm sure I have some dresses that that would look pretty on you – if you wanted to borrow them. Just please stop pretending, huh?" 

	       "Oh Elaine." I wailed. "let me explain . ." 

	       "Aren't you wearing panties just now? Under your pants. And last night too?" 

	       I looked at her, my mouth open. She shook her head. 

	       "Roger? Do you think that a woman doesn't recognize panty lines when she sees them?" 

	       "Yes . . But I can . ." 

	       "Hush! Are you or are you not going to be asking me to show you how to hand wash and iron May's lingerie? Doris told me that you'd be approaching me. Was she lying?" 

	       "No." I said weakly. Looking down at the carpet. 

	       "So May has you working as if you were her maid? I understand that lots of sissy transvestites just love  the idea of working in that capacity. True?" 

	       "I don't know." I whispered. 

	       "Trust me, it's true. Now Roger, last thing. Does May have a pet name for you? Doesn't call you Roger, does she?" 

	       "Not all the time," I admitted. 

	       "Call you Nancy, does she?" 

	       "How did you know. Did she tell you?" I asked. 

	       "No. I didn't know. Just took an educated guess. Want me to call you Nancy as well?" 

	        "Please, no." I said softly. 

	       "Okay dear. That's up to you. But please don't try and BS me any more, okay? I don't mind people being honest with me – and I'll help you into being a pretty girl – but just don't be going around trying to pretend that you're something you're not. Understood?" 

	       I looked at this strong willed, intelligent, woman who had classified me as being mostly woman. Knew that there was no way on earth that I was going to change her mind. Nodded. 

	       "Yes Elaine," I said meekly. 

	       "That's a girl!" she said cheerfully. "I think we have enough time before the others show up for breakfast. Let's go and see to your laundry, shall we?" 

	       And, fully conscious of my new status, wearing my panties, my frilled apron with the pretty bow at the back – my pink manicured nails – I followed my prospective trainer in feminine arts to a quick lesson in hand washing, drying and ironing of the dainty articles belonging to May – my mistress. Elaine was then thoughtful enough to leave me while I attended to the hand washing. This way she would have the breakfast ready for the others and I would be able, hopefully, to get 'my chores' out of the way before any of the days planned activities were started. 

	       The washing of the lingerie was quite pleasant, I found. I mean – how can one find fault with handling such fine, satiny, fabrics – enhanced by warm water and soap suds? The necessary gentle rinsing and squeezing dry? I was reasonably excited (sexually) by the time I had finished. Stuffed my apron pockets with clothes pegs (as Elaine had instructed me) and went out to the back of the house to hang out the washing to dry on a clothes line. I was a little discomfited to find that my companions were all watching my efforts from a dining room window – especially as the drying wind was whipping my apron about me in a most attractive fashion. 

	       Accordingly, I returned to the dining room a little on the flustered side, knowing full well the picture I'd made of feminine domesticity, though no-one seemed to have noticed. I was,       however, well aware of the appreciative smiles that Doris was beaming my way – discreetly of course. 

	       It wasn't until I'd helped myself to a plateful of Elaine's excellent breakfast that I noted that all of the women – other than Elaine – were wearing tennis whites: Doris and May in shorts and sweaters, Anne in a very pretty dress. I didn't think too much of this. Started in on my breakfast with great enthusiasm – only to be pulled up by May. 

	       "Darling boy? You can't be thinking of eating all of that plateful, can you?" She said to me. "All that fattening stuff?" 

	       I smiled across at her. "Actually May? I'm quite peckish this morning! Thought I'd pack in some heavy carbohydrates, you know?" 

	       Her lips formed a distinctive 'O'. "But sweetie? We're playing doubles this morning! And you're my partner! Can't have you getting all heavy and sluggish, can we? Have a slice of dry toast instead." 

	       I was stupid enough to take another forkful and relish it. 

	       Saw the flare of anger in May's eyes. "But May?" I said, suddenly careful. "I didn't bring any tennis gear with me. No racquet. No clothes. Can't you gals play a threesome?" 

	       The way that she was staring at me made me very nervous. 

	       Her teeth shone as she spoke, her lips pulled back into something closely resembling a snarl. "Us GALS? That what you said? Us Gals? For your information, I, personally, don't like threesomes. I was given to understand that you can play tennis! I'd like you to partner me in a game of doubles. Assuming that you have the time? And the inclination?" Her sarcasm was cuttable with a knife, it was so thick. 

	       I promptly put my foot in it again. "But May . . ." 

	       She put her hand up, palm facing me, to silence what I was going to say then leaned back in her chair and helplessly, I knew what was coming. Had no idea of how to stop it. She spoke in a calm, self contained manner that brooked no argument. 

	       "Nancy? After you've eaten your slice of dry toast and finished your juice and coffee? Ask Elaine nicely if she can loan you something appropriate to wear on a tennis court – and borrow her tennis racquet while you're at it. I'm sure that Anne will have shoes that will fit, so while you are off, changing, she'll bring them back here for you. Okay?" 

	       I reddened at being called by my feminine name in public and at the obvious dictatorial tone in her orders, but face down, nodded. "I'll pass on the toast, if that's okay?" I asked humbly, obviously surrendering and acquiescing to her superiority. 

	       A confident look crossed her face. She smiled kindly. "Yes dear, that's perfectly okay. But when you return, you'd better be dressed, and acting, appropriately. If you are not? I'll put you over my knees again. This time it will hurt!" She turned to Elaine. "I'm sorry Elaine. I'm assuming that you won't have any problems lending your stuff to Nancy here?" 

	       Elaine considered this for a moment. "I would have preferred to be consulted first May. But no, I don't have any problems," she said coolly, then smiled at me. "Want to do it just now dear?" 

	       Elaine's room was similar to mine. Once we got into it and she'd closed the door behind us, she smiled at me. "Oh boy, Nancy! Been over May's knees already, have we? You played that scene very well back in the dining room – and I almost forgot to compliment you on how pretty you looked when you were hanging up May's lingerie outside – very domesticated, I must say!" She turned and went to her dresser. "Now, let's see. As far as white is concerned, I have some shorts, two skirts, but I only have one dress. Any preferences?" 

	       "The shorts will do, I guess." I replied. 

	       "Okay." She answered carelessly. "But don't you think you're taking an awful chance of being spanked? Shorts are kinda masculine for you, wouldn't you say?" 

	       Her comment struck home. Horrified, I realized that I had no firm idea of what I was supposed to wear to satisfy May's demands. "Maybe a skirt then?" I mumbled. 

	       "Sure!" she smiled. "I'd suggest the pleated one – it's nice. But you may still have a problem with May. I only have cotton 'T's' to go with my skirts. Very asexual. Now that I think on it? She won't be upset at you if you wear the dress – it's really nice. I know you'll just LOVE it! Let me show it to you. There are even lovely frilled panties and a built in bra to go with it!" 

	       She pulled the hanger with the dress on it from the closet. "I can't wear that!" I gasped, looking at the full skirted dress, with the scoop neckline, and puffed sleeves that tied with fine satin pink ribbon to match the wider band of ribbon intertwined around, just above the hem of the skirt. Elaine laughed as she lifted the skirts of the dress to display a pair of heavily frilled, pristine white panties hung from the cross bar of the hanger. 

	       "Okay!" she said happily, allowing the skirts to fall again. "Up to you!" and put the dress back into the closet. 

	       Her skirt and 'T' shirt fitted me just fine. She had little woolen socks with pink bobbles that fitted nicely as well. I looked at myself in the mirror. A boy in a skirt looked back at me. "Oh god!" I moaned. "I know I don't look right. She'll kill me! Could you help me Elaine? Maybe do something with my hair – something?" 

	       "Sure sweetie. No problem! You might want to think about a little make up? Maybe a touch of perfume? But I can't guarantee anything. Maybe I should call on Anne? She's much better at this kind of thing?" 

	       I shook my head. Being treated like this by just one woman was more than enough. 

	       She took my hair out of my accustomed pony tail and put a center part in it. Clipped a barrette in each side. Had me sit still while she applied a coat of lipstick to match my nails, then a little eye shadow, a touch of mascara, some pencil on my eyebrows –then just a touch of perfume. "She likes this, I know." 

	       Elaine said, touching behind my ears with her fingertip. "She told me so." She stood back from me and turned me to face the mirror. 

	       I looked more like a girl – no doubt about it, but a demon of doubt was now chewing on my internals. "What do you think Elaine?" I asked her. 

	       "What do I really think?" she replied. "That what you're asking?" 

	       "Yes. Please tell me." 

	        She shook her head, then took a hold of my shoulder and turned me around. 

	       "It's hard to say," she finally said. "You're girlish. That's for sure. But I did notice one thing?" 

	       "What's that?" I asked. 

	       "Your lipstick, nail polish, and color on these socks? All match the pink ribbons on the dress. I think you'd look cute in it." 

	       She was correct. In the dress I looked far more like a girl. 

	       The built-in bra gave a semblance of breasts and the full skirt give the impression of hips. Elaine overrode my objections and applied a little more lipstick and mascara – also touched up my cheeks with blush. "You KNOW you want to do this sweetie – so stop being so difficult!" she told me sharply. She also demanded that I take a small white handbag to hold the cosmetics she loaned me. 

	       Anne greeted my return enthusiastically and gave me her shoes. As I bent over to tie the laces, she lifted the back of my dress. "Doris? May? Just look at Roger's panties. Aren't they dreamy?" 

	       "Her name is Nancy now. Isn't it dearie?" May said, coming over to give me a little kiss. "ISN'T it?" she insisted, when I didn't answer. 

	       "Yes May." I said. 

	       Doris came over to me then told me to do a pirouette. "Yes Nancy! Very nice. Remind me to take some photos – I'll bet that Maisie will be suitably impressed!" She and the others laughed as a shudder of fear racked my body. 

	       I hadn't realized it, but a tennis court was hidden behind a rhododendron hedge at the back of the house. Anne and I, being the 'girls' led the way, our skirts swishing almost in unison our dainty handbags in our hands – with the 'guys' – Doris and May bringing up the rear. 

	       We adjusted the net height, then May and I teamed up against Doris and Anne and after we warmed up found ourselves in a tight game. I'm a better tennis player than golfer – and though both Doris and May were much stronger players, Anne and I matched up very closely. As we played, I gradually forgot my discomfort in the clothes I wore and started to enjoy myself – and must admit that the airy sensation provided by the dress was quite pleasant. Mind you, I was quite embarrassed again when, after we finished the first set, Anne demanded that she and I get a few minutes to repair our makeup. I saw the scorn on Doris's face as she watched her son in law touch up his lipstick and blusher while checking in the compact mirror he had brought out from his handbag.. 

	       Then, as is often the case in Scotland, it started to rain. 

	       Anne had been smart enough to bring a small portable umbrella, so the two of us shared it as we ran, giggling, back into the house, the guys not far behind. They, being much wetter than Anne and I, decided to change. I decided to do the same – it was obvious there'd be no more tennis that day – but May read my intention clearly. "Just stay the way you are Nancy. You can come and help me change though. Maybe tidy up my room and make my bed while you're at it?" She crooked her finger playfully and I joined her, extremely aware of the grins at my back as I did so. Was sure I heard titters as May's hand lifted the back of my dress and came to rest possessively on my panties before we had even left the room. She didn't remove it from there until we'd reached her bedroom. 

	       There, she surprised me by taking me into her arms and giving me a long, romantic, kiss. I couldn't have resisted her, even if I wanted to, she was just so strong and overpowering. 

	       I'm afraid to admit that my only respond was to make gratified sighs and snake my arms around her neck happily, rubbing my groin suggestively into hers. She whispered softly into my ear "Quite the little trollop are we? – but this bit here belongs to – what's her name? Maisie?" While saying this, her hand found my erection under my skirts and caressed it, ever so softly. Made me almost swoon with delight. "Doesn't it?" she continued. I only mewed softly in response. 

	       "Well, tell you what? I don't think your wife would object if I gave you a reward for being such a sweet little girl. You agree?" 

	       "I don't know." I answered honestly – if despairingly. 

	"What a truthful little thing you are!" she said happily. "Tell you what. If you don't say nothing to her? Then I won't. Do we have a deal?" 

	       "Promise you won't tell her?" I whispered, feeling the heat from my groin permeate my whole being, while continuing to rub up against her. 

	       "You got it sweetie. I promise." She said. "Now? If you can tear yourself away from me for a minute? Go over to the dresser. Second drawer down on the left? You'll find some of the lingerie I brought just in case? Like I mentioned earlier. Remember?" 

	       "Yes." I panted. 

	       "I think there's a really pretty dark blue satin camisole there. Go get it and bring it back to me, huh?" 

	       I wanted to stay with her. I wanted to ask what the hell she wanted a piece of her lingerie for – but I did neither. Very much aware of my lightweight dress floating about me I went to the dresser, found the camisole – a lovely piece of fabric – and brought it back to where she had sat on a chair. She took it in her right hand as she smiled up at me. Motioned that I was to sit down into her lap. I did, and laid my head into the crook of her left arm. Was immediately enfolded in her embrace. Found that my upturned lips were met by hers, that mine quickly surrendered to her forceful tongue as it forced its way in phallic fashion into my mouth – and that her right hand, wrapped in the satiny fabric of the camisole had slid between the fabric of my panties and my erection and took me in hand. 

	       My bones dissolved and I became a liquid thing – spineless, will-less – totally under the control of the woman who held me in her power and was treating me as her own, personal, woman. 

	       God only knows what promises I made – the verbal contracts I made, the utterances for complete obedience I made, as May subjected me to the most glorious – and self debasing sexual episode of my life – before I ejaculated into the material she held in her hand. 

	        I lay there, totally exhausted as she smiled down at me – somewhat triumphantly. "Could you be described as a happy little sissy just now – Nancy?" she asked. 

	       "I guess so." I answered agreeably. "Would you like to do that again?" 

	       She laughed. Shook her head. "Don't think you have it in you sweetie" 

	       "You could be right." I said – and yawned. 

	       "Okay sleepyhead. Work calls. In here first, then I think my lingerie needs ironing – should be dry by now. Up and at it dearie." 

	       It didn't take me long to do as she wished and, honestly, I found it stimulating to be going around, doing things for her – maid chores, while she chatted conversationally with me. 

	       "You know? Some of my friends with proclivities like mine? They've told me time and time again that a sissy will make an excellent maid – once they're broken in. Do you agree?" she said. 

	       "I don't know," I said softly, plumping up her pillows and arranging them on her bed. 

	       "Oh, I think you could make an educated guess," she insisted. "It's really a shame that I'm only going to have you for the next few days – I'd enjoy seeing you turned into a pretty girl – and I'd bet that you'd enjoy the uniforms I'd get for you – all the lovely materials – satin, taffeta, silk. Buying you pretty lingerie – bet you'd adore the sound that a full taffeta dress would make, especially over a multi layered petticoat." 

	       I was becoming sexually aroused again – an astonishing fact because my normal sex drive is such that after I have ejaculated, it is often hours before I get any indication that my penis is ready to function again. I hoped that the flounced skirt of my tennis dress his this from May. This was not the case, however. She grinned seductively at me. "I feel like getting a nice kiss" she said. 

	       "Want me to kiss you?" I asked shakily. 

	       "That would be lovely. So kneel down like a good girl." 

	       She said. 

	       Confused by this order, I lowered myself down onto my knees. She then moved forward until her groin was right in my face, then pulled me into it. "Now Nancy? Lots of tongue please." She said. 

	       I was very shy about this, but complied, because her hand at the back of my head kept my face exactly where she wanted it. I must have been doing it correctly, because within a few minutes I could feel tremors racing through her body, then a major shudder shook her and the room was filled with an exciting musky odor. 

	       "Very well done Nancy!" she gasped a few seconds later, finally releasing me. "Now I think I'll bathe myself. Off and do your ironing." 

	       I clambered to my feet, somewhat disappointed that I was not to feel that gorgeous body under my hands, but also relieved for a break from her dominating presence. 

	       "Okay May." I said. 

	       She smiled and stroked my cheek. "Such informality dear! I think it would please me a lot if you called me 'Mistress' occasionally? Dropped me a nice curtsey? Like a good maid would? Why don't you try? Let me see if you can do it nicely?" 

	       Blushing furiously I followed her suggestion. Her eyes sparkled. "Not bad! Not bad at all! You are just FULL of natural talents. But tonight, before bed time? Ask Elaine to show you how to curtsey properly. Don't forget now!" 

	       "No mistress," I said, attempting another curtsey. 

	       "Good. Now this evening? Ask Anne to do your hair – and have a look at your eyebrows while she's at it. Off with you now!" 

	       "May I change?" I asked. 

	       "Change? Absolutely not! I want you to stay just as sweet as you are, " she said. 

	       "I meant out of this dress?" I said tentatively plucking at the skirt material. 

	       She thought for a moment. "No. I don't think so. You can put on your nightwear before bed time, but prior to that? No." 

	        By the tone of her voice, and her facial expression I could see that she wasn't about to change her mind. With a secret little thrill at her dominant attitude I curtseyed and thanked her. Left the room. 

	       Ironing her lingerie took a little longer than I anticipated and was also somewhat embarrassing as I was doing it in the living room, on view to anyone who looked. But after lunch, the ladies held a discussion and voted to drive across to Oban the following day, so that once I had delivered May's lingerie to her room, she had me do most of her packing for the following morning. 

	       I did most of the cooking for dinner that night, though Elaine helped me with the clearing up and dishwashing chores afterwards. I was somewhat surprised then when Doris and May said that they fancied a drink at a local pub, and wanted me for a driver. Anne declined, saying she had letters to write and Elaine begged off, saying that she had packing to do. 

	       I humbly requested May to let me change out of my dress as it was too flimsy to wear outside at night time. She okayed it – only demanded that I borrow clothes from Elaine – though she did say that pants and a blouse would be okay. Elaine approved the idea, and actually I didn't feel that I looked too feminine by the time she had finished. I had black velvet pants and a sparkling white satin blouse – but the blouse was well concealed by a bulky sweater, so that only the collar points were visible when pulled out from the crew neck of the sweater. 

	       Okay, the sweater had a fair amount of Angora wool in it – and was a rather girlish shade of apricot, but I felt relieved nonetheless when May approved my outfit later. The shoes loaned to me by Anne were a black brogue type with hardly any heel whatsoever. Yes, my knee high stockings were visible between my shoes and the hem of my pant legs, but the material was almost black, so apart from the luster, was practically impossible to identify as women's hose. 

	       Being mid-week the pub we found was very quiet. I did get a few curious glances from the barmaid and some of the regulars, but luckily the place was too dark for anyone to actually identify what I was wearing, or even what sex I was. 

	        Nevertheless I was very nervous the whole time we were in there. Doris let me have a half pint of cider which did assuage the fear a little. 

	       My nervousness increased when once, when May left for the bathroom, Doris leaned across the table and spoke softly. 

	       "You're doing very well – Nancy. But there's a suggestion I'd like to make to you?" 

	       "I'm trying my best Doris. Honest!" I whined. 

	       "Yes. Yes. I can see that – and you're doing quite well. It's just that you keep answering to the name 'Roger'. You should just answer to the name that May has given you. I think it would make good sense to do that from now on." 

	       "But I've been called Roger all my life!" I complained weakly. 

	       She shrugged. "Big deal! Just learn to accept the fact that for the next few days, you'll only answer to Nancy." 

	       "But I can't help what people call me." I continued to complain. 

	       "True, very true. But I want you to start telling anyone who calls you Roger that you prefer being called Nancy – even me, if I forget. EVERY time! And don't forget, Roger!" 

	       I almost fell for her ploy. It took me a few seconds to figure out what she'd just said. "Doris? I think I'd prefer to be called Nancy for the duration of this trip. Please?" 

	       She beamed. "My, you're a docile little thing, aren't you? I'm beginning to see what Maisie sees in you. Picked that up very nicely. Just don't forget now, will you sweetie?" 

	       "No Doris." I said. 

	       She and May were decidedly talking business between themselves – mostly boring accounting stuff that I didn't understand. There seemed to be some point that they were disagreeing on – something to do with the re-issuance of shares, and shades of acrimony started appearing in their voices, but it never got much further than that. Finally, they decided it was time to get on our way home. On the way out to the car the topic came up again though and they decided to ride together in the back, with me driving up front. I was thankful when they raised the glass partition between us and I didn't have to listen. 

	       But about halfway back to the house the screen was lowered and I was told to pull the car over and stop. After a few minutes I was told to cut off the engine, so I did. I couldn't hear too much of their discussion, but it finally sounded as if they had come to some agreement and were just starting to work out the details. Then I heard Doris giggle, then say "That what you want? Don't see why not. At least I have no objection." Then she called me. "Nancy? Count to sixty, slowly. Then come through into the back, would you please?" 

	       I wondered what was going on as I stared out of the windscreen – was sure I heard Doris giggle a few times. After I got finished counting I called out. "Want me now?" 

	       "Yes. Good timing!" May called out.. 

	       I got out from behind the wheel, closed the door, then joined them in the back of the car. It was the first time I'd been there and I was quite taken with the amount of leg room provided. 

	       As I sat down next to May, Doris spoke without any preamble. "May tells me that she milked you earlier on today and that you seemed to enjoy it?" 

	       Abashed at her finding out about this, I had difficulty in speaking, but finally managed to say "Yes". 

	       "Did it relax you?" she asked. 

	       "Yes." I replied, still embarrassed. "I guess so." 

	       "Well how would you feel if I told you that May is all tense, and needs to relax?" 

	       "I don't know." I mumbled. 

	       "Would you be willing to pay her back? Make her feel better?" 

	       "I guess so." I said, still numbed by what was going on. 

	       "That's a girl Nancy! Now did you bring your makeup with you tonight?" 

	       "No. Didn't think I'd need it." I responded defensively. 

	       She reached into her own handbag. "That's all right dear. Perfectly okay. I think I've got a lipstick that will do admirably. Here, freshen up your lips with this. Use my compact mirror." 

	        With that, she handed me a lipstick tube, with a bright red tip already showing, and a compact, opened to show the mirror. 

	       I wanted to refuse – honestly, but by this time was so demoralized by previous events that I accepted both items from her. Felt the two women examine me applying the cosmetic with fascination. "Put LOTS on," Doris suggested. "Then. know what? Use the applicator and powder your nose – it's a little shiny." 

	       Both women laughed merrily as I performed this essentially female activity. 

	       When I'd finished, my lips felt thick and sticky and I could smell the faint scent of the powder I'd applied. "Very good Nancy! Now get down on your knees and give May one of the kind of kisses she likes," Doris sniggered. "You won't mind if we keep on talking business, will you dear?" 

	       I actually shook my head meaning that I wasn't going to kneel, but Doris simply took my ear lobe between her finger and thumb and pulled me, squealing, down onto my knees. 

	       As she did so, May slid around on the seat so that she was facing me – then lifted the front of her pant suit – to reveal a large dildo pointing up towards my face! 

	       "No . . No . . No . ." I moaned. "Please no!" 

	       "Don't be a silly girl!" Doris chastised me. "All she wants is for you to act like a good little sissy and give it a tiny kiss. Just brush it with your lips. That's all." 

	       "Just a tiny one? Honest?" I pleaded. 

	       "Of course. Just a little kiss." 

	       "Okay." I sobbed. "But you promised. Remember!" With that, I moved my mouth to the tip of the thing and brushed my lips against it. Moved away. 

	       "Nancy! That's not a proper kiss! Do it again!" Doris insisted. "This time? Take the tip of the dildo into your mouth – just a little ways. Then hold it there for a second or two. Now be a good girl and do as you're told!" 

	       I started to cry, but moved my lips to the tip of the dildo, opened them around the tip. Felt May's hand on the back of my head. "Just a little further Nancy – there! That's a girl!" And gradually, my mouth was filling with the rigid warmth of the thing as she pushed my head down and her groin up. 

	       Then, after a few minutes the two women started talking business again while, I continued my ministrations, still weeping at the humiliation, my mouth sliding up and down the smoothness of the dildo. May patted me on the head occasionally commenting to Doris how talented I was, while my mother in law looked on - poking me contemptuously in the side with her foot now and then. This state of affairs lasted for almost ten minutes. Finally, May took a hold of my hair and stopped me from bobbing up and down. "Enjoy that Nancy? Was it good?" 

	       I shook my head negatively. 

	       "Oh my!" Doris said negatively. "She obviously hasn't had enough. Must want more." 

	       "Maybe she didn't understand the question?" May said. 

	       "Nancy? Did you enjoy that?" 

	       The warning was there. I nodded enthusiastically. 

	       "See Doris?" May said. "I knew she'd really had fun down there." With that, she patted my head as if I were a pet dog. 

	       "Okay honey. Enough fun for now. You can get up and drive us home now." 

	       There, my mouth bruised looking and with bright red lipstick smeared all over – my cheeks ravaged with dried tear marks, I had to go immediately and ask Anne if she could possibly give me a hairdo and maybe fix my eyebrows before we all went to bed. 

	       Anne was enthusiastic about the idea, but both she and Elaine seeing my ravaged face, turned on both May and Doris castigating them for misusing me. These two just shrugged and made no attempt to apologize for their actions. Finally, I was allowed to go and wash my face with cool water – one of the most refreshing things I have ever done. Changed into my pajamas and dressing gown I felt fragile, but much better when I went back to where everyone was. Anne promptly draped a pink nylon cape around my shoulders and tied the ribbon at my neck. 

	       "Let's get to work then Roger, shall we?" 

	       I started to respond, when a warning cough was issued by Doris. Blushing furiously, I then had to remind Anne that I much preferred to be identified as Nancy. She simply nodded at me but spoke nastily to Doris and May, chiding them again, making it clear that she knew I was being forced into this position – but all the same, I was Nancy to her from then on. 

	       She actually apologized as she loosened my hair out from the pony tail bind. "I'm sorry dear," she said "I know this must be somewhat embarrassing to you – but you obviously have lovely hair – nice and healthy. Good body. I've been simply dying to get my hands on it because, speaking honestly? You haven't been showing it off to its best advantage. Now, I know that I'm not a professional . . but I'll bet you agree that it will look better after I'm finished. Trust me." 

	       After describing what humiliations I had faced over the previous days, I'm sure that anyone reading this will find it difficult to believe how mortified I was when retiring that evening. I'd had my eyebrows plucked into fine arches. I'd had my hair shampooed, then cut, then parted into two 'center' partings, then had rollers used (Bright PINK rollers, at that) to roll my hair into various diameters of sausages, then pinned in place. In a final indignity, some setting lotion had been squeezed onto each curl, then my head bound with a turban formed from a pink chiffon scarf. Included in a group of five women, I was the personification of womanhood in my curlers and turban when going to bed. This time, when we all kissed each other goodnight, I was well aware that I had now crossed a line that up till then had separated my gender from theirs. 

	       Anne must have set her alarm clock, because she woke me up early, knocking on my door. Unused to the rollers in my hair, I had not been able to sleep properly and was, consequently, muddleheaded. 

	       "Nancy! Wake up you sleepyhead!" she was calling through the door. "Can I come in?" 

	       "Okay!" I called back sleepily. "Come in!" 

	       She burst in through the door, a bag in her hand. "Come on dear! Get up! Let's see how your hair turned out! I'm just dying to see it!" 

	       Grumbling, I got out of bed. She did let me go to the bathroom and brush my teeth and take care of my necessary toilet, but it wasn't long before I was sitting in front of the mirror as she removed my turban and then the rollers. Chattering happily, she tugged a brush through my hair, then set into doing some gentle combing. 

	       Finally, smiling proudly, she stepped back from me and I finally saw what people had been commenting on for some time – my resemblance to Elaine! There was no doubt about it, Doris's comment to the effect that we could be sisters was accurate. If it wasn't a woman's face that stared back at me from the mirror, it was a very close approximation. Transfixed I looked at my reflection. Realized that with my build, lack of facial hair – finely shaped eyebrows? I could pass for a woman. 

	       Also came to the stunning conclusion that it might be more difficult for me now to pass as a MAN! 

	       Anne left, very pleased with herself. I got showered making sure not to get my hair wet by using a cap that she gave me, then dried myself and dressed slowly, with much to occupy my mind. 

	       Knowing that the plans were to leave early, I had done most of my packing beforehand, so did a little more before venturing from my room. I carefully folded the pants, blouse, and sweater that Elaine had loaned me the day before and took them with me to her room. Caught her just leaving to start making breakfast. 

	       "Good morning Nancy. My, Anne has worked wonders with your hair! It's very pretty, don't you think?" 

	       I blushed. There was no scorn in her voice, just a natural level of friendship. But then she shook her head. "Is that my clothes you borrowed last night?" 

	       "Yes. I thought I'd better return them," I said. "Thanks." 

	       "Why don't you just keep the pants and the sweater? I'll give you another blouse to wear for today. I don't think you want to travel across Scotland looking like that." She said. 

	       "Looking like what?" 

	        She sighed. "Dear? You look like a girl in men's clothing. You look like you need makeup – and I think that May will want you to look nice for her, don't you? But it's your choice. Want to change in my room?" 

	       I stared at her, realizing the common sense in what she was saying. "Do you think I should, Elaine?" I said. 

	       "I think that you want to – no matter how much you try to hide it from yourself, or me. If you ARE being bossed into this by May – which I seriously doubt? She's going to have you put makeup on, is she not? If you do, just think of how you'll look when we stop somewhere for lunch – girl's hairdo and makeup – in men's clothes yet? On the other hand – if you voluntarily present yourself to May in women's clothes – reasonably masculine clothes – I don't see her telling you to change into something else – say a dress? That way, anywhere we stop – I think you'll pass as a girl with no problems, But as I said, it's up to you." 

	       As always, she made perfect sense. "Okay. Can I change in your room?" I asked. 

	       "Told you you could. Let me look out some stuff for you. The shoes you wore last night: have you given them back to Anne yet?" 

	       "No. They're still in my room." I said. 

	       "Good. I'll go and get them while you change," she said, pulling a white cotton blouse out from a suitcase where she'd obviously packed it. Then she paused for a second, and pulled out a white lacy bra. "May as well put this on too," she stated matter-of-factly. 

	       I let go a short humorless bark of a laugh. "Hah!" 

	       "Nancy! Knock it off! Girl's wear bras. If it gets too hot for you to wear a sweater, the fact that you are not wearing one will be far too obvious under the material of that blouse. Stop acting like an idiot!" 

	       "But I don't have any breasts!" I demurred. 

	       Elaine blushed very prettily. "To tell the truth? I'm not overly well endowed there either. My bras are padded – so you'll just look like me – a slightly flat-chested girl. That's all. Want me to give you hand to put it on?" 

	       I shook my head, blushing as much as she had. 

	       She then looked me out another pair of knee-high stockings and left to get the shoes from my room. 

	       I had surprisingly little trouble in getting the bra on – and was actually sitting on the bed in my blouse and velvet pants, putting my stockings on when she knocked on the door and asked if I was decent. 

	       When she came in, she nodded approvingly – and laid my handbag down beside me. "You looked quite nice last night, so thought I'd bring your stuff in case you wanted to use it. Let me help you with your makeup when you have your shoes and stockings on." 

	       When we left the room together my transformation had become even more noticeable. I wasn't wearing much makeup – but it had been expanded to include eyeliner, eye shadow, and mascara. I'd also dabbed on a little more perfume – but Elaine had loaned me a double strand necklace of faux pearls and clip on matching earrings. I also wore two rather pretty rings – just costume jewelry, but I thought them most attractive. I wasn't wearing my sweater, so knew that the lace of my bra had to be somewhat visible. 

	       I was very nervous as we approached the dining room as I could hear Anne and Doris talking. I wondered how I'd be received. I shouldn't have worried. Anne was obviously delighted with how I looked and even Doris examined me without much disapproval. Both bade us 'good morning' and we slipped our aprons on and got to work. May appeared a little later and came and gave me a proprietary kiss – and a pat on the backside of course – as well as a very gentle tug on my bra strap. 

	       Considering that Doris's friend had assured her that we could leave the place in a mess – her staff would clean it up on their return – we left the house pretty clean – stowed our luggage in the huge trunk of the Rolls and took off to drive across Scotland with Oban being our objective. 

	       A Rolls Royce – especially one of the stately old models I was driving – is not built for speed. Naturally, it is capable of breaking just about any speed limit, but it's a very comfortable means of sedate transportation – if a little large for some of the narrow roads we traveled that day. We stopped and had a very nice pub lunch in a small town called Kingussie. I was hesitant about appearing in public for the first time as a female, but no one paid me the slightest bit of attention, and in the semi darkness of the pub, my chances of being 'made' became even less. 

	       It was strange when I discovered that Doris now perceived me as one of the group – not as a friend per se but at least an acquaintance – and the group's dynamic even seemed to shift. 

	       The topics of conversation didn't change much, but there seemed much more earthy honesty when they spoke now. I'll never know for sure, but I think that they had been a little on the defensive with a man in their midst. Now that I was one of them (at least in appearance) they were a lot more natural. 

	       We arrived in Oban about two thirty in the afternoon. It's a small town, but has a very pretty harbor. Anne, Doris, and May decided to do some shopping. Doris decided that I should go on ahead and air out the house, and maybe do some unpacking. 

	       Elaine offered to come and assist me, something I was truly grateful for. We didn't do much talking as we drove – other than Elaine giving me directions, but we soon drove up to a beautifully landscaped house on the outskirts. She had the key, so we let ourselves in. 

	       It wasn't as big a place as the last, but we all had separate rooms with en-suite bathrooms. Naturally, we took the smallest rooms for ourselves. She lugged in the luggage – by now, my physical weakness was well known and I was accorded the rights normally assigned to a woman. We both slipped on aprons. I started unpacking the clothes for the three ladies and when I'd finished that, gave the place a light vacuuming. We didn't have any food worth talking about, but Doris had assured us that they'd take a taxi to the house, and bring a takeout meal with them. About six o'clock we showered. I was not surprised when Elaine offered me a change of clothes – though this time       she told me that I'd be responsible for returning them – laundered and ironed. 

	       Scotland, being as far North as it has, has very long days in summertime.. It was probably around seven by the time a taxi deposited three noisy women on the doorstep who, by the packages and parcels they carried showed that a vigorous shopping spree had occurred – and by their flushed faces and shiny eyes showed that they had probably toured as many pubs as boutiques. They were all in high spirits though, and had brought home two large pizzas and a few bottles of wine to wash them down with. We all tucked in with a vengeance and had very little left of the wine or food by the time we had finished. I was even a little tipsy myself, finally being allowed to drink because I had no more driving to do that evening. We had also found the house bar well stocked with liquor and had raided that with enthusiasm. 

	       Which possibly explains my curious lack of embarrassment when May gave me one of the parcels she had brought in. 

	       There's no sense in pretending that I didn't know it was clothes. 

	       Somewhat bulky and soft to the touch. The soft pink wrapping paper and darker satin ribbon was another giveaway – I knew damn well it wasn't male attire I was being given. But at May's laughing insistence, I opened it up in front of everyone. 

	       A multicolored silk dress, full in the skirt, with a built in petticoat, scoop neckline and puffed sleeves. 

	       "Hold it up against yourself Nancy." Doris suggested. "Give us an idea of what it'll look like when you have it on." 

	       "Better yet sweetie? Why don't you go and put it on?" May said. "And while you're at it? Here's some lingerie for you. This way you won't have to be borrowing Elaine's all the time." 

	       She grinned. "And here's a pair of shoes for you. Anne tried them on and they should fit you just fine. Just a little heel. Now you'll be dressed properly," her grin widened, "Just the way I want you to be." 

	       I didn't know what to do. I seemed to have been swept up a circumstances and in doing so had lost all forms of self-determination. Knew that I was looking at May blankly, my dress over one arm, the parcel containing my new lingerie and the box containing my new pair of high heeled shoes under my other, but was powerless to say anything – or do anything. 

	       "Jesus Nancy!" Doris snapped. "Have you no manners? Can't you at least say 'thank you?" 

	       Life has pivotal moments – I'm sure that everyone will agree with that. How we act in these split seconds of time often changes our whole existence. Looking back at that point, I'm positive that my immediate reaction to the comment made by Doris, was instrumental in dictating everything that has happened to me since that moment. I blushed in true embarrassment for my apparent bad manners. Managed to catch the sides of my apron in both hands. Curtsied prettily to May. 

	       "Thank you mistress. The dress is lovely, and I'm sure I'll love the lingerie." 

	       I wasn't aware of it then, but there could have been absolutely no doubt about my sincerity, and something happened in that room at exactly that moment because of it. Some sense of recognition seemed to dawn on all the women present at precisely the same moment. I was somewhat aware of this, but entranced by the feel of the naked dominance that May had now shown publicly, lost track of it almost immediately. Some signal passed between Doris and Elaine, I'm sure of it now, but the next thing was that I found myself in my room, with Elaine there to help me. 

	       The lingerie was lovely – no two ways about it. Beautiful satiny material, enhanced by edgings of lace – and in a lovely shade of buttery white. It didn't take long, but soon I had divested myself of the clothes I'd just put on less than two hours before, and was totally enclosed in my new lingerie – Elaine making enthusiastic noises in the background, and helping me to adjust the tine buckles on the bra and slip shoulder straps. 

	       Before I put the dress on, I studied myself in the mirror. 

	       Bra, panties, full slip, garter belt and light stockings all had their own individual sensory impact on my body every time I made the slightest movement. Lace rubbed over satin – or satin rubbed over lace every time I took a breath. Straps held tight in places I'd never had straps before – and straps gave way seductively in others. It was if I was imprisoned in a soft cocoon that still gave me constant reminders of my imprisonment – but in delightful ways. Ways that I'd never imagined before. And? 

	       Though it was a soft cocoon and pliant, I was as effectively imprisoned as I would have been in cast concrete – there was NO way that I could release myself. 

	       After Elaine had fastened me in, using the small fasteners at the back of the dress, I sat on the bed, the sounds of the underskirt alive in my ears. Put on my high heeled shoes, then stood up. Did not have the slightest problem. The shoes fitted comfortably and being not very high in the heel were comfortable and easy to walk in. I went to the dressing table. 

	       Ran a comb through my hair. Then I touched up my lipstick. 

	       Turned to Elaine. "Shall we go?" I said. She nodded and we linked arms and went back to join the others. 

	       I think that, at that point, I truly knew what was facing me – at least that evening anyway. Yes, I was shy at the events that unfolded and was reluctant to participate – but I participated without any major objections. Was a party to the events that were to change my whole life from that moment on. 

	       I was received with smiles of appreciation and compliments regarding my looks and, to be quite honest? I never felt that they were anything but sincere. I was treated, and felt like, a friend who had been gone for a long time and was being welcomed home. From somewhere, someone had unearthed an old fashioned gramaphone – the hand-wound type. Along with it, a tin of the necessary record needles and a pile of old records. 

	       Doris handed Elaine and I drinks just at the moment Elaine got the thing working. The sound, though tinny, was excellent. 

	       "That's a military two step!" Doris said, smiling. "Haven't heard that in years!" 

	       "They said something about military two steps in this ball I've to attend in Edinburgh" May said, pronouncing it in the American fashion 'Edin-burg' – we all jumped on this, explaining that the correct pronunciation was 'Edin-burro'. She just shrugged this off. "What IS a military two step?" she asked. 

	       "It's an old time dance, they have them occasionally still – most of the dancing is old-time." 

	       "Yes. Like the Saint Bernards Waltz" I interjected. 

	       "Or the Gay Gordons" Doris said, with a sly look at me – which I pretended I hadn't seen. 

	       "Yeah. I think they mentioned names like that too." May said. "Looks like I'm gonna have a dull time there because I have no idea what you're talking about." 

	       "Oh, they're pretty easy dances to learn," I said. "Ever done square dancing?" 

	       "Yeah." May replied, "But a long time ago. Have you?" 

	       "Yes. And trust me, the square dances are a LOT more complicated." I told her. "Here, let me show you." I took her hand and led her to the center of the room, then started showing her the steps. She picked them up very quickly, so that by the time we had finished playing the record a second time, she and I were cavorting around the floor in fine fashion. 

	       Elaine had been searching through the records and had discovered records for a whole series of dances, so shortly thereafter, we started in to teach May the Saint Bernards waltz. 

	       As I positioned her, she looked at me strangely. "Why are you taking the man's part?" 

	       "It's the only part I know, May" I replied. 

	       "Well, it's time you learned your place in the scheme of things." She said, smiling, but reversing our positions. 

	       It really wasn't so difficult. I'm a reasonably facile dancer and though the high heels presented a problem, it was minor and soon, I found that with Anne and myself as 'girls' and Doris and May as 'boys' we were having a grand time, Elaine in charge of the gramophone and the making and serving of cocktails – of which I probably had more than was prudent. 

	       Doris produced a Polaroid camera and proceeded to take photographs of the whole group – including quite a lot of me. I was terrified when she laughingly joked that Maisie would probably be interested in one where I'm sitting with my legs crossed – and my petticoats highly visible. The threat reeked of blackmail, but after being aware that I was being captured on film in a number of feminine poses and that there was nothing I could do about it, the fear gradually diminished. 

	        As the dancing continued with me taking the female role always now, I found the experience of being led and bowed to delightful. Actually enjoyed the deep curtseys I had to make in response – and what a THRILL it was to be taken in May's arms in the slower, more romantic, numbers. I was flushed, happy and excited when ten-thirty rolled around. Almost sorry when everyone decided to go and change into our nightwear. 

	       In my room I wasn't overly surprised to discover nightwear laid out invitingly on top of my bed. How it had got there, I'd no idea – but the implication was clear. I was expected to wear it that evening. It was a gleaming white satin nightdress and a silk and chiffon negligee to match. Nervously, I touched it. It felt wonderful. 

	       I wondered what I should do for a minute or so. Finally decided that I'd been in a feminine dress all night – and acted appropriately. Wouldn't it smack of hypocrisy for me to complain now? I made up my mind, and divested myself of my dress and lingerie. As I picked up the gown, I discovered that a matching set of lacy panties and bra had also been provided. I could see the reason for the bra, as it was padded a little but nevertheless put the panties on as well. Quickly slid the nightgown over my head, relishing the almost liquid sensation as the material slithered over my body, all the way down to my ankles. I then went for a hanger so that I could hang up my dress. Can't honestly say that I was surprised to find another dress and a few skirts and blouses hung there. 

	       I was just about to investigate this, when a soft knock came to my door. "Nancy? You decent? It's Anne." 

	       "I'm okay I guess" I replied picking up my peignoir and starting to put it on, "Come on in." 

	       She was wearing a lovely green robe and matching nightgown. 

	       "Wow!" I said. "That's the first time I've seen that outfit.. Buy it today?" 

	       "Yeah, Isn't it nice? But enough about me – let's see how you're looking." She said as she advanced. "My, that IS a pretty nightdress. I was sure it would look good on you. Let's get you looking pretty too. I brought some of my special makeup items. But let me fix the ties on your robe first." 

	       Docile as a little lamb, I stood as she re-tied the fine ribbons of the negligee around my neck, then went and sat in front of the mirror, but with my back to it. She used a cream to remove any of the makeup I'd applied earlier, then started in on applying a whole new line of cosmetics. She seemed to be taking an inordinate amount of time and care, but I knew better than to complain. As she was applying the lipstick, another knock came to the door. "Elaine here!" was called. 

	       "Okay Elaine, come on in." Anne shouted, without hardly pausing. 

	       "Mmmm!" Elaine said when she came in and got a look at me. "What a yummy outfit Nancy. And those blue slippers? When did you get them?" 

	       "What slippers? I didn't see any." I answered. 

	       "They were lying down at the bottom of the bed," she replied as she picked them up to show me. "Probably didn't see them because you were ogling your new clothes." she giggled. 

	       She put them back down, then came over to us and took a close look at me, peering over Anne's shoulders. "Yes Anne! Wow! What a great job you've done. Have you seen yourself Nancy?" 

	       Anne had just finished my lips, so I was able to speak. "No, Anne won't let me look." 

	       "It's okay now, sweetie" Anne told me. "Look all you want." 

	       I turned and looked at the woman in the mirror. I don't think that anyone in their right mind would describe me as pretty – but I had to admit that Anne had made me much more attractive. I had a little more makeup on than I'd been using. 

	       My lipstick was redder with a darker shade defining the outline, and the blush she'd applied to my cheeks had heightened my coloring by an appreciable amount.. My eyelashes were darkened by mascara, and I had a sort of blue/gray eye shadow – both of which combined to make my eyes appear hooded and sultry. Fine eyebrows arched over my eyes, then flared off a little, pointing to my temples. 

	        "Thank you Anne. Thanks for making me look so nice." I said quietly. 

	       "Here Nancy. Turn around and I'll put your slippers on" Elaine said, tapping me on the shoulder. 

	       "Such service!" I said jokingly, but she didn't reply as another knock came to the door. "It's Doris!" We heard. 

	       "Decent?" 

	       As usual, she didn't wait for a reply, just barged right in. 

	       She was carrying something white and gauzy, but I couldn't identify what it was. Elaine finished putting my slippers – blue velvet, I saw – on my feet and Anne was applying discrete amounts of perfume behind my ears and other strategic locations. 

	       "Stand up, girl! Let me have a look at you!" Doris commanded, though with a great deal of friendliness in her voice. Blushing, I obeyed. 

	       "Turn around!" she commanded. "Do a slow spin for mummy – that's a girl!" 

	       I did my spin as ordered and turned back to face her. She approached me. Examined me closely. "You make quite a decent looking woman" she said thoughtfully. "I think that May is going to be delighted. She's waiting for us now, so let's not be annoying her by delaying with a lot of girlish chatter. Sit down Nancy, please." 

	       I obeyed immediately. 

	       She paused for a moment, came over to stand looming over me, and looked over at Anne. "What's that old saying?        Something old, something new, something borrowed, and something blue?" 

	       "Haven't heard it used in years – but it sounds right." Anne said agreeably. 

	       "Well then, let's see if I got it right," Doris giggled, pinning something shiny and a little heavy onto my hair. "This is my mother's wedding tiara – so that's old – right?" 

	       Anne and Elaine both nodded. 

	       "And Nancy's pretty gown and negligee? New, if I'm not mistaken?" 

	        "For the money that May paid for it? I'd certainly HOPE so!" Anne said briskly. 

	       "And look at this pretty veil that I had to surgically remove from one of my favorite hats! I certainly want it back – so as far as Nancy's concerned? It's borrowed, right? You will give it back to me, won't you Nancy?" She beamed at me as she arranged it, fastening it to the tiara in some way, then gently arranging it as it flowed down to cover my face. 

	       "Yes mummy. I'll return it." I answered softly through my veil. 

	       She then took a hold of my nightgown and delicately lifted the skirts to reveal my dainty blue velvet slippers. "And blue slippers to complete the bridal criteria requirements! So let's get you to your husband, shall we Nancy? I'm sure that May must be pawing at the ground by now." 

	       "Must I mummy? I'm scared." I said this honestly, my voice beginning to break a little. 

	       "Yes dear – you must. You've been promised to May, and you wouldn't want me to go back on my word, would you? And anyway? Every girl gets a little scared on her wedding night. It's perfectly natural!" With that, she took my hand and gently raised me to my feet. "But first darling? A photo or two? Just as mementos?" 

	       Someone, Elaine I think, pressed a small bouquet of plastic flowers into my hand and after posing with Anne and Elaine for a few snapshots, with mummy's arm around my waist, I was led down the hall, followed by Elaine and Anne, both cheerfully humming the Wedding March. My nightgown was tapered so that the hem was quite constrictive around my ankles, forcing me into taking delicate feminine little steps which made the satin around my thighs slide back and forward actively, while my chiffon peignoir and veil drifted cloudlike around me. These particular sensations were raising my sexual temperature with every step I took. 

	       Finally, we were back into the living room where May stood, resplendent in a maroon robe and navy blue pajamas, smiling at me. But she spoke to Doris. "Are you giving Nancy to me?" she asked mildly as we trooped in. 

	       "Yes! And I hope you realize how lucky you are!" Doris boomed, before theatrically wiping a tear away. "I now know that I am losing a son – but gaining a daughter!" With that, she released me from her embrace – and urged me towards May. 

	       May smiled confidently as she took my hand and pulled me closer. "Will you be my bride tonight Nancy? And obey me in all things?" 

	       Speechless, terrified, I looked at this strong confident woman – knew that she would work her will on me regardless. 

	       Nodded my assent. 

	       She nodded in return and moved to me. Gently lifted my veil, so that I could see her face clearly. She studied me quizzically then, seemingly satisfied, took me in her arms and kissed me gently – but firmly - on the mouth. I found it impossible to resist the impulse to snake my arms around her neck and kiss her back, fiercely. We embraced in this fashion for some time. Then she broke off. "Shall we retire, my dear?" she asked. 

	       I looked at her fearfully. "You won't hurt me, will you?" 

	       "I'll TRY not to, but you'll have to relax. Give yourself to me voluntarily. Think you can do that?" she answered in return. 

	       "I don't know." I whispered. 

	       "That's all right darling. Just as long as you try." She turned to our audience. "I hope you'll excuse us? It's been a long day – and my bride is tired." 

	       The others beamed their assent, but demanded the right to kiss the bride. Even Doris participated. Then, trembling in fear, I was led into May's bedroom. She quietly closed the door behind her, with a finality that intimidated me even more, though she was smiling sympathetically at me. "It won't be so bad Nancy. Trust me – I'll be gentle. I think you can take your veil off now?" 

	       My confidence started to return at her gentleness, so I sat at her dressing table and unpinned the tiara and the veil. Laid them down carefully. Saw the girl with the sultry, though scared, eyes looking back at me – and touched up her hair with a comb. 

	May came and stood behind me, her arms slid down over my shoulders and gently tugged at the fine ribbons tying me into the negligee. The bow came undone and the neckline slumped down about me. Still gentle, she pulled it off backwards. I had to raise myself so that she could remove it completely. Couldn't help making a little sound of protest when she tossed it onto the floor. She laughed. "See?" she said, taking my hand and leading me to the bed. 

	       "See what?" I asked. 

	       "You have decidedly feminine tendencies, " she said, sitting down beside me. "I really wasn't so sure – thought that you might be getting bullied into it by Doris." 

	       "Or blackmailed!" I said with some heat. "These photographs she was taking . . ." 

	       "I know. I know." May interrupted soothingly, stroking my arms gently. "But at the same time there's an awful lot of evidence pointing to the fact that you are decidedly feminine," 

	       She embraced me. "You're scared right now. But won't you admit that you're a little bit curious? That you might be liking this – just a little bit?" Her hand slid down over my satin sheath and brushed delicately against my erection, and she nibbled on my ear lobe a little. 

	       "Evidence? What evidence?" I panted. 

	       "You're soft and weak. You cry like a girl. You're docile – and you DO like pretty clothes, don't you?" 

	       "Well, I'll admit that they feel nice." I said as she ran her hand over the lace at my breasts. 

	       "Of COURSE they do! And you folded your wedding veil ever so carefully – just as a girl would do! And when I threw your pretty peignoir down on the floor? That was a squeal of protest, wasn't it? I wasn't treating your nice gown properly, was I?" 

	       Even I had to grin to myself as there was a great deal of truth in what she had said. I didn't answer her though. She took her arm away from my shoulder. Grinned at me. "Like to hang it up properly?" she said. 

	       Talk about a Pavlovian response! Without a seconds thought, I said "May I?" 

	       She patted me on the backside. "Get ON with it dear. No sense in having you fret about it all night, is there?" 

	       I felt very shy as I minced across the floor, fully aware that she was smiling at my effeminate behavior but the tightness of the nightgown around my ankles forced my way of walking, and I just hated the idea of such a pretty thing being left lying on the floor, so I had no choice really. I hung the garment up in her closet, then walked as sedately as I could back to her. Let out a sigh of relief as I sat down, and was taken into her embrace. 

	       She started to kiss and fondle me, something that I enjoyed very much. She wouldn't let me caress her back though, and I started to undulate against her. She pulled back the bedcovers and laid me down on my back, my head up on the pillows, then stood. First she leaned over and pulled my slippers off, then hoisted my feet up onto the bed. Then she took her robe off. I wasn't surprised at all when I saw the dildo projecting up from her crotch. It looked awfully big, and I cringed. 

	       She saw my reaction. Smiled. "Nothing to be scared of Nancy. I call him 'George'. Why don't you give George a hello kiss, huh? Tell him he's welcome to come inside you?" 

	       "You . . won't . . ask me to do what I did the last time?" I quavered. 

	       "No dear. Just a kiss – but a nice one now!" 

	       She moved towards me. I rolled over onto my side, then took a hold of the thing. "Hello George," I whispered. Then I opened my mouth and sucked on the tip for a few seconds. "It's okay if you want to come in." I added when I took my lips away. 

	       Looked up at May. "Was that alright?" 

	       "Very good!" Now let me get you ready." She said. 

	       Let's face it. Once I was 'ready', I felt totally ridiculous – kneeling on the bed with my front propped up by stacked pillows, my nightdress hiked up to bare my backside which was almost hanging over the bed – and my anus liberally slathered with some kind of gel. May came up behind me and I could feel something hard bumping against me. She then did something that surprised me, by reaching around me and slipping a condom down over my erection. I wanted to say something about this, but while I pondered on exactly what to say, I felt her hands spread my buttocks and heard her say. "Relax now, sweetie OH! What a cute little tight ass!" And something came into me. 

	       It entered slowly, but I instinctively clenched my muscles and received a stinging slap on the buttocks. "Be a good girl Nancy! Relax!" Then another slap as I was slow in obeying. 

	       "Do as you're TOLD!" 

	       I must have obeyed, because suddenly I could feel the thing growing inside me. Inexorably, it kept coming. It may sound strange, but it felt almost exactly opposite to what I would have expected – I simply started feeling as if I needed to go to the bathroom – immediately. This didn't last too long though and I finally knew that I'd finally taken in everything that May intended. 

	       Then, though she started slowly – she eventually humped me – humped me hard and humped me long. I know that the noise we made must have been heard throughout the house – me squealing and squalling, her yelling like a cowboy as she rode me. Finally, to my own mixture of disbelief and terror, I actually CAME! Ejaculating in frenzied spurts into the condom. 

	       She slowed down right about then and finally came to a halt. I felt her withdraw from me – oh, it felt weird! 

	       "There Nancy! That wasn't so bad, was it?" She whispered. 

	       "If you want? You can go and clean yourself off." 

	       Gratefully, I went and did exactly that. Put my panties back on, then slid into bed beside her and into the crook of her waiting arm. Was asleep before my head hit the pillow I think. 

	       I woke up in the middle of the night. Felt that her breathing indicated that she was awake too. 

	       "May?" I whispered. 

	       "Yes, sweetie, what is it?" 

	       "You want me to sleep with you tomorrow night too?" 

	       "Of course sweetie. Why?" 

	       "Oh nothing." Pause. "Was I any good tonight?" 

	       "Sensational sweetie!" 

	       "I was not! But know something?" 

	        "What, sweetie?" 

	       "Were you with Anne when she bought green nightdress outfit today?" 

	       "Yeah. Nice isn't it." Then there was a significant pause. 

	       "But what are you getting at sweetie?" 

	       "I really liked that color. Did they have any other nightwear in it?" 

	       Another pause, then "Ah! Think you'd look nice in it too?" 

	       "Yes." 

	       "And you'd be nicer to me tomorrow night? That what you're saying?" 

	       Even in the darkness, I pouted. "Maybe." 

	       "You little minx!" she said, and pulled me into an embrace. 

	       I've read since that some males can take being raped in the way that I was with surprisingly little emotion. Others become effeminate. I belonged to the latter category. 

	       The next morning, languorous and sleepy eyed, makeup mussed and hair just brushed I appeared for breakfast in my nightgown and negligee. I was subjected to a few rather coarse remarks from Doris and some giggled comments from Anne and Elaine, but I didn't mind. Later, I showered and dressed in one of my new skirts and blouses – then after Elaine and I cleaned up, approached Anne for some serious lessons in applying makeup and taking care of my hair. 

	       For the next few days we had wonderful weather – touring the Western side of Scotland like the avid group of lady tourists we were. A strange thing happened in that time period. I totally lost my fear of Doris. It's not that I took her on in any verbal jousting or anything like that – but I realized that she had lost the power to terrify me and, realizing that herself, she treated me like an equal (well almost). I was a little upset when May decided that my hair color had to be changed – and even more so when I found that it was identical to Elaine's after the process was finished. I pouted with jealousy, but May either ignored me – or laughed. 

	       I can't say that I truly enjoyed the sex with May – but I was always turned on by the dominion she exerted over me. I had a dreadful fear of what Maisie was going to say – I was positive that Doris was going to tell her everything – but kept on quashing any thoughts I had on the subject. 

	       The weather turned cold the day we left Oban and we hastened to Edinburgh as fast as we could. Got into our hotel (We were only staying overnight before heading down to London the following day.) There were a few eyebrows raised at the desk when it was discovered that I was sharing a bed with May – they obviously took us for lesbians, because by that time anyone who took me for anything other than a woman had to have eye problems, but we were finally ensconced in our rooms, laughing together at what had transpired. 

	       I was surprised to find that I had been booked into the hotel beauty salon that afternoon – for a quick 'touch-up' as May explained it. I was terror stricken, but Anne came along with me to show me the ropes and kept chattering on and on that I barely noticed what was being done. 

	       When I got back to the room, I quickly discovered why – Anne informed me that I was to be May's date for her special ceremony – some sort of award for something or other from a Brit lesbian group holding their annual bash. I actually gasped with a combination of pleasure and terror when I saw the dress I was to wear hanging in front of me – a gorgeous creation in a coral pink, a sequined, strapless, top – supported by a froth of chiffon layered skirts. 

	       As I gazed at it in a sort of horrified pleasure, I got jolted out of it when May entered the room. She looked very handsome, but extremely – and I mean EXTREMELY – uncomfortable in her own outfit for that evening – a Scot's ceremonial outfit! Red tartan kilt, green velvet jacket with a frothy white jabot sticking out from the chest. Plaid stockings up to just below the knee – with a dirk placed strategically in one stocking. Jet black shoes with laced up tie-ribbons. 

	       She got very red faced as I howled with laughter and pointed at her. "But . . But . . That's a MAN'S outfit!" I cackled. 

	       Her nostrils flared and her face crimsoned even further – and then she got a hold of her temper. "And? Guess who's pretty dress this is?" she mocked me, pointing to my wear for the evening. 

	       But despite our mutual awkwardness at what we were wearing, we both had a wonderful time. It was too cold for just going outside (even for a moment) in my dress. I did have a matching chiffon stole – which looked lovely, but was worthless as far as keeping warm was concerned – so was able to borrow a Mink jacket from Doris – talk about LUXURY! 

	       As I indicated, it was a lesbian affair we attended. I'd bet that I wasn't the only male there – we were all in full drag of course, but I was positive that I had the prettiest dress – and, of course, was the escort for the guest of honor. 

	       I learned the fun of being the belle of the ball – what a wonderful night we had! (I did try and show my appreciation when we returned to our room that night, and think it was appreciated). The following morning started with one shock – and didn't improve much as the day went along. 

	       I was rudely awakened by someone shaking my shoulder. 

	       "Nancy! Nancy- you stupid girl, wake up!" 

	       Groggily, I opened my eyes to see that it was Doris who was manhandling me. 

	       "What's going on?" I grumbled. "Where's May?" 

	       "None of your business – but she's left you a new outfit. Get up and get it on – and get MOVING!" Saying this, she pulled the bedclothes back. I shuddered inside my nightgown. It was a nice hotel, but I found the rooms on the cold side. After the nice warmth of the bed, being exposed to the cold air wearing nothing but a flimsy nightdress was a real shock. Doris was in the act of giving me a slap on the legs, but paused. "That IS a pretty shade of green on you. Same color as Anne's outfit, isn't it?" 

	       I blushed, wondering if May had told her what I'd done to get it, but nodded. 

	       She returned to being all business. "Get a move on! If you want any breakfast you'd better shake a leg my girl!" 

	       Well she chivvied and harassed me for the next half hour. 

	       After I came out of the bathroom, she gave me a set of white, rather plain, lingerie to wear – though the petticoat was rather full and pretty. I almost commented how silly it was to wear very dark stockings but the look on her face made me decide against it. I saw the reason for the dark stockings when she produced my new outfit – a black satin dress, very full in the skirt and with a scoop neckline. The sleeves were full and puffy and they, like the hem of the skirt and neckline had white ribbon edging. 

	       "I think May is out of her mind, buying you this!" Doris complained, fastening me into it at the back, "But she has a mind of her own, that woman! Now get your makeup on and comb your hair. Hurry!" 

	       As I complied with her wishes I was thinking that what she was saying about May was a pure case of the pot calling the kettle black, but decided not to comment. When I presented myself for her inspection she nodded her approval, then placed another article of clothing over my head, then proceeded to tie me into it, sniggering about how appropriate it was – and that I'd finally found something I'd probably be good at. What she was saying made perfect sense – I was now wearing a maid's apron – and obviously a maid's uniform! From the apron, she produced a filmy piece of ribbon and demonstrated how I was to pin it in place. Then she had me do it to show her I could do it. Then, she made me curtsey to her before she had me take the 'cap' off and put it in my apron pocket. This confused me, but I made no comment. 

	       She then escorted me to Anne's room where Elaine and she had just started eating a breakfast that room service had just delivered. There were meals there for Doris and myself. Anne and Elaine were nice and made favorable comments about my dress, but seemed somewhat embarrassed. At Doris's urgings, I ate my breakfast quickly – then was surprised again when she produced a blue gaberdine raincoat for me to wear. Then, I was told to say goodbye to Elaine and Anne. 

	       This should not have been a surprise because Elaine's wrist had improved tremendously and she'd be perfectly capable of driving the car home but, as Doris, May, and Anne would be flying down to London the next day – I'd thought I'd be allowed to accompany Elaine at least. But this was obviously not to be. I said my hurried farewells and, truly upset at the fact that May had not said goodbye, went with Doris. 

	       She had ordered a taxi and took us to a private corporate airstrip, where the same plane awaited me. The attendant was the same girl and she was just as pleasant as before, but looked strangely at me, obviously sure we had met before, but too polite to say so. Doris had warmed a great deal as she said goodbye. 

	       Actually thanked me for my 'great' help – and gave me a nice kiss on parting. 

	       Believe it or not, it wasn't until we were almost half way home that it dawned on me that I had no other clothes to change into, nor cash nor credit cards to purchase any – and I was to meet Maisie. I was to meet her while I was dressed as a maid! 

	       Oh god, what was I to do? I clutched my handbag as My mind raced, but no ways of escape presented them selves to me. 

	       The same limousine was waiting for me at the airstrip, though there was a different driver. A short time later, I was at my front door, nervously searching for my keys as the automobile left. 

	       I needn't have bothered. Maisie herself opened the door, Irma standing right behind her. 

	       "Well, well, well!" Maisie exclaimed. "Is this the Nancy that I've been hearing about? My, isn't she pretty Irma? Why don't you help her off with her coat please." 

	       Irma curtsied and came forward and proceeded to wait for me to unbutton my coat, then she helped me by easing it off my shoulders. 

	       They both grinned at my uniform, Maisie picking up the hem of my skirt to reveal my petticoats, then lifted them to reveal the edges of my panties and the suspenders for my stockings. 

	       "Just look at my pretty husband Irma!" Maisie said. "Isn't she pretty? But wait a minute Nancy – don't you have a cap?" 

	       "Yes ma'am." I said, pulling the flimsy thing from my pocket. 

	       "Well? Get it ON girl!" Irma admonished me. 

	        Nervously, well aware of the mockery on both women's faces, I did the best job I could. Knew I'd done it all right when Maisie smiled approvingly. Then I got my next surprise. 

	       "All right Irma. She's all yours now." Maisie said. "Nancy? Be a good girl and do what Irma tells you, you only have a few days." 

	       I curtsied. "Mistress? I don't know what you mean? A few days?" 

	       She had been on the point of walking away, but turned back again. "Oh, that's right! You don't know, do you?" 

	       I looked at her. Knew I had a puzzled look on my face. 

	       "Well Nancy? You did SUCH a good job of being May's girl? She wants to take you back to the States with her for a few weeks, so you can be her personal maid for that period. Mom and I are scheduled to go over to meet with her next month, so we'll bring you back with us when we return." 

	       "But ma'am?" I said desperately. "My passport isn't active – and I can't get one issued that quickly, can I?" 

	       Maisie beamed at me. "That's okay dear. Why do you think we spent the time and money to make you look even more like Elaine than you did? She's lending you hers." 

	       Irma was tugging insistently on my sleeve. "Come ON girl! Don't be taking the mistresses time!" Then she spoke to Maisie. 

	       "Mistress? Can I discipline this girl if she doesn't behave?" 

	       Maisie smiled. "Absolutely! A good spanking never hurt anyone! Nancy? You can run my bath tonight. I'm taking off for London tomorrow – then Irma's going to have you for two whole days, all to herself! Won't that be fun?" 

	       And Irma's strong fingers cinched onto my earlobe and I was pulled away, squealing with fear, well aware of the kind of things that would be facing me in the next few days. 

	       

	 

	The end
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