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PREFACE

Classifying what I write is difficult.

I write fantasies for heterosexual males who are submissive to females.  They are NOT Gay - and obviously NOT Lesbian, but you'd never know that from the categories I have to use to categorize my books.

I'm not a homophobe by any means, yet I get concerned thinking that people with those traits may be buying my books under false pretenses.  So to clarify?  I have little or no male homosexuality in my stories.  There is some Lesbianism, however, because I use it as a tool to show women who desire to humiliate males that just can't perform well enough to satisfy their needs.

I don't have women in black leather underwear, wielding whips - well not often anyway.  What I'm trying for are women who may not have a dominant bone in their body to begin with, gradually accepting the role as the major dominant role in a relationship. There is absolutely no 'golden showers' or suchlike in my plots. Humiliation and subjugation are my main themes - and I try more for psychological domination than anything else - though spanking and dildo training are not uncommon.

So?  If you're a male who fantasizes about being totally in thrall to a woman? Maybe being trained to become a lady's maid? I think you'll find my stories of interest. 

I've written a lot of books.  At the moment, there are very few on Kindle - but trust me, there are more on the way!

Bea


Preface

Maids Who Want Sissies is the third in a trilogy by Bea.  The others are "Wives Who Want Sissies" and Moms Who Want Sissies.  Like the other two, this book has six stories, all relating to the subjugation of males by downright physical abuse (normally spanking), or as is more common psychological domination.  I hope that you enjoy this.

Bea
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BODICE RIPPER READER

I'm not going to even pretend that Dorothy and I had a perfect marriage before Hortense came, but it was peaceful.  Dorothy had a little money from her parents, enough for us to live on.  We had Emily a local girl come in from the village on a part time basis.  Me?  I must admit that I didn't do much of anything.  A little reading.  I little gardening.  Not much, but we were satisfied – I think.

I probably did – alright - I KNOW – I laughed at Dorothy's first attempt at a Historical Romance – a Bodice Ripper – I told her – in an amused fashion of course.  She was apologetic in a nice way, but said that it gave her something to do.  Having been brought up as a proper young lady – with a few years in College to round her out – I don't have any idea where those silly plots of hers would come from. To make things even more puzzling? The publisher raved about the first.  Then so did the public – women, all of them I suppose.

A little while later – for some reason, Dorothy never told me, she published another!  Then another!  Within a few years she actually had a FAN club!  Of all things!  Bunches of twittering women descending on us – and over my objections I may add. But the publisher pointed out that Dorothy owed it to her public, so I gave in with bad grace, I must admit.

Dorothy had always been a charming woman.  Did as I suggested with customary grace and a sense of ladylike humor. It was therefore a terrible surprise one day when she announced.

"I'm SURE you'll love it darling!"

I looked up from my book. "Love what, my dear?"

"That's you!  Nose stuck in a book! I was telling you my dear that I may have done something naughty!"

I smiled gently as I marked my page in the book.  "Naughty?  You, my dear?  Nonsense!  You couldn't be naughty if you tried for a year!"

"You are the dearest, sweetest, husband!  I'm just positive that you'll fall in love with our new house!  You've often said that this house is so small and pokey!" 

I had little, if any, remembrance of me complaining about our house – but she had bought a new one?  Without consulting me?  But she was obviously so happy!  Naturally, being the male of the house, I had to look at the practicality of what she'd done.

"Oh darling! I hope that you haven't signed anything of consequence, without me having a look at it?' I was as nice as anyone could have hoped for!

A look of contrition was on her sweet face.  "But it was to be a surprise for you my darling! How could I tell you about it in advance?"

"Oh dear!  I hope that you haven't done something womanly and stupid?" I couldn't help it, knowing that my voice was rising – just a little mind you.  "After all, there are practical considerations! The monthly payments!  Taxes!  Upkeep!  All sorts of things!"

"Oh them?" She laughed with that beautiful tinkling laugh of hers that I loved so well.  "Well – with me buying the house outright?  There's no monthly payments.  As far as taxes, I took the lawyers advice and placed enough in escrow to cover us for the next twenty years.  And upkeep?  I know that you will be delighted – I've asked Emily to work for us full time as our maid – cum housekeeper."

"Huh?" I asked stupidly, inundated by events. "Where did you get the money?"

I will admit that my darling took on a smug expression.  Tinkled her laugh again. "Why my darling?  From those Bodice Rippers that I author.  Isn't that what you called them?  So funny you were!"

"You made enough money from your writing to pay for all of this?" I said.

An astonished look came over her as she explained.

"You see my darling?  I used to suggest that you kept an eye on my business, but you felt – amusingly – that I didn't do enough money-wise to merit your attention.  So I had one of the publisher aides – a lovely girl called Hortense – advise me. She has been such a wonderful help while you were – were – were – busy with other things?  To tell the truth dear?  We're quite rich now."

There was an edge to her tone that I'd never heard before.  Naturally I put it down to the unusual aspect of what she was telling me.  Put my best face on it.

"Wonderful darling! Absolutely wonderful! Congratulations!  But Emily?  She's so . . so . . young?  So . . so . . pretty?  Does she want to be stuck with us on a full time basis?"

"To tell you the truth dear?  She was a little concerned about you."

"About ME?"

"Well, she did feel that you talked down to her quite a lot. I assured her that there wasn't a snobbish bone in your body!"

"Snobbish?  Me? I honestly felt that the girl was more like a daughter to me. The only time I talked to her with any earnest intent was when I saw her walking out with that young lout from the village!" I was properly indignant.

Dorothy smiled warmly at me. "Of course dear! I knew that you were only looking after her interests! But you know that you should never, ever, have patted her backside?"

I was embarrassed. "Told you about that.  Did she? Well, I can't deny the truth.  She just looked so sweet and innocent that I felt avuncular – like an uncle giving advice.  Patted her.  That's all.  If I was wrong, I'm sorry."

"Of COURSE dear.  But you won't do it again – will you?  She's a good servant, likes working for me.  I raised her wages and promised her some lovely new uniforms as an inducement." She looked at me, and I could swear there was a shrewd look in her eye. "You will NOT do anything like that again.  Will you?"

Somehow, I felt as if my lovely wife was chastising me – and though that was obvious nonsense – hurried to convince her that I would be as good as gold.  Felt deliciously like a schoolboy in front of a master.  Nonsensically wondered how I'd feel if she was brandishing a cane around! Ha Ha!

The new house was lovely.  A fair size with some servants quarters. I breathed deeply with satisfaction once we moved. Of course I had very little to do with the ACTUAL purchase – but who had taught my rather dim little wife to behave so well – huh?  Naturally, I didn't show this knowledge off to anyone – kept it to myself.  Just like a gentleman should!  Need I say more?

Though a few things bothered me, right from the start.

Emily became – as expected by Dorothy -  an exemplary house servant.  With her young girlish appearance and sprightly manner, one could expect nothing else.  She also looked wonderful, delighting in the beautiful servant uniforms that Dorothy indulged her in.  Toward me, however, she seemed to feel that I had wronged her.   It was hard to pin down, but if Dorothy asked her to do something while I was there, her dimpled face actually shone and her curtsies were things of grace.  If Dorothy wasn't there, however, it was as if her curtsies were short – if they existed at all - when I told her to do something.  She'd do whatever I asked – but don't ask me how many times she'd 'misinterpret' what I'd tell her – then look at me insolently as I explained what I really wanted.  Her explanations, if given, were often bordering on insolence.  Altogether, I wasn't happy with her.

It's probably true that I did try to get her fired.  Just got fed up with her one day. Thank goodness I had enough sense to go and speak to Dorothy first, she'd have probably been offended if I'd fired Emily on my own, as I came very close to doing..  I probably saw that she was busy with her writing and should have been more circumspect I suppose but – as Dorothy pointed out later – she was not accustomed to me becoming involved with anything to do with – women's work – the running of the house.  I was probably more surprised than offended by her glaring at me – MY sweet and loving wife?  But I had to agree that my timing and attitude were probably all wrong.

"This is awful!"  She said. "I don't really have time for tiny little household matters today.  But I suppose we should get it all cleared up.  Would you go and get her?  Bring her here?"

I smiled graciously. "Whatever for darling?  I can see that my timing was bad.  Let's just forget the whole deal, shall we?"

She stared at me.  "No Dennis.  Let's just get this out into the open.  If the girl deserves to be discharged, I will do exactly that.  But if she doesn't?"  She left the rest unsaid. "Just go and get her, will you dear?"

"What does the mistress want?" Emily asked me in a worried tone when I got her.

"Hah!  Well. She may have got the idea that  -- well, I suppose I'd best leave explanations up to her.  Nothing of great importance!"

I must admit that Dorothy explained everything in the nicest possible light – but once she saw what had happened, Emily was livid.

"You can have my resignation right now Miss Dorothy!" she quivered. "You are wonderful.  But this man . . this man . ."  Words failed her.

"Oh dear.  Don't be silly!" Dorothy calmed her.  "The master indicated that you weren't being properly respectful of him and . ."

"ME?  Not respectful of HIM?"  Emily broke in excitedly.  "He talks to me as if I was some sort of lower caste.  All I can see is him doing nothing – and you doing all of the work.  He's not nice to me!  I just respond in kind!  I always do as he wants . ."

Dorothy broke in kindly.  "Emily!  Dear Emily.  Don't you worry about a thing!  Just go on about your business, and I'll have a little talk with my husband.  Okay?"  

I was starting to say something as Emily curtsied, glared at me, then left.  A freeze in Dorothy's eyes put a stop to any ideas I had along those lines – at least until Emily closed the door behind her.

"Dorothy?  You've had a hard day . ."  I started pleasantly.

"And it wasn't made any easier by you!" she said, practically snarling.  "Getting me all involved with your petty disputes with my maid!  Honestly . ."

"Well I tried to tell you . ."

"IF   YOU  INTERRUPT   ME   ONE   MORE   TIME?"  She spat out slowly, one word at a time.  "I'll do what your mother suggested and put you over my knee!  Give you a damn good spanking!"

She wasn't kidding and I blanched.  Tried to talk my way out of it.  "Darling?  It wasn't altogether my fault you know . ."

"ENOUGH!" She almost shouted. "I've heard you speak to Emily as if she's some brainless twit – you even talk to ME sometimes as if I'd only half a brain!  You'd think that college degree you got was something special! Now I'm TELLING you!  Behave!  Get on well with Emily – and Hortense too!  She's starting to think that you're some kind of a snob.  Now start repairing fences – or by God you'll make me mad!  That what you want to do?"

I shook my head.  Obviously the poor dear was tired.

"Well your mother said that your cousins treated you badly and gave you some sort of a psychosis!  I've put up with it for some time.  But no more.  I warn you!  My sympathy only goes so far!"

She continued to glare at me, but said nothing more.  Just waved me away.  Common sense being called for, I didn't say anything and walked away.

That silence explains why I almost fell over Emily, who was obviously listening at the door. My first reaction was delight – I could take her back in to Dorothy!  See what she thought of her little darling then!  But I immediately reconsidered. Dorothy really wasn't in the humor to be bothered any more.

"That's disgraceful Emily!" I whispered. "I've a good mind to take you back into Dorothy again!" I said this after I closed the door.

She eyed me.  Scared at first, then confidently.  Even put her hands on her hips and smiled. "Okay then?  Do just that.  Be a tattle tale!"

I immediately went to my high horse attitude.  "I think you should appreciate what I'm trying to do for you, Emily!"

She shot me down immediately. "Or maybe you're just scared that Mistress Dorothy will put you over her knees and spank you on your bottom?"

"Nonsense!"  She'd overheard us!  My mouth was dry!

She shot me an evil grin. "Or maybe I should take YOU back in there, huh?  Tell Mistress that you spoke meanly to me again?  See how she felt then?"

I made a mistake at that point. Let my weakness show.  "Please Emily?  Please let's not do that.  Be friends?"

She smiled slowly and confidently now. "Of course Dennis. You don't mind if I call you that, do you?  Much friendlier and I'm sure that the Mistress would be happier with you if we were friends."

My smile was a little forced, but she did make sense. "Of course – Emily."

She didn't even pretend to curtsey, but smiled. "Wonderful!  Now why don't the two of us go and have a nice cup of tea? Start becoming REAL friends?"

This made me very nervous. Okay, Dorothy had indicated that I should get along with Emily but frankly?  I'm a little nervous of women – Dorothy excepted of course, although even she can make me feel a little nervous at times. This seemed to be a little too friendly, but I didn't know how to get out of it.  I did try though.

"That's a LOVELY invite Emily!  But I've.."

She stared at me and interrupted in a tone that brooked no nonsense. "I'd really like you to come with me, Dennis.  Please?"

It wasn't as nice a tone as before, but I hated to let the young girl down.  After all, she had made it SO obvious that she wanted us to be friends. Accordingly, I followed her down into the kitchen. To be honest, I thought that she linked arms with me went a little too far, but she DID smell nice – and the sound of her uniform was pleasant, so I didn't complain.

I also felt uncomfortable with her sitting side by side with me as we drank our tea.  Okay, I'm a man and she's a woman (damned attractive too) but I felt that she was predatory in a way.  I'd have described her as being aggressive if I didn't know better.

When we were about half way through our tea she put a warm hand on my thigh. "Now tell me about those terrible cousins of yours. The ones that gave you such a complex.  Boys can be such monsters, can't they?"

"Boys?"

"Yes, your cousins!"

"Oh, I'm sorry.  My cousins were girls."

I could see that she was taken aback, but she recovered. "Well, girls can be naughty and do mean things at times.  You were probably a little scamp, weren't you.  Teased girls who were much older than you."

I blinked. "They really weren't that much older – in fact Terry and Nancy were younger and I wasn't really a scamp.  They just bullied me is all.   But honestly Emily?  I don't like to talk about it."

She smiled softly and stroked my thigh. "Dennis?  You obviously don't have much faith in women – you don't trust us!  But your wife has secrets about you that she never divulged – that spanking thing she was talking about.  Even I know some secrets about you that I've never discussed."

"Secrets?  I don't have any secrets!" I said, even though I knew I was mumbling.

"Silly boy!  Think I don't know that you and Mistress don't share a conjugal bed? And that if she wants sex, she visits you – not the other way around?"

"I'm  .. I'm . . not so sure that that's absolutely correct."  I said defensively.

"Dennis!  Who do you think does the bed sheets?  Think I'm silly?  Now, I'm just trying to tell you that the Mistress and me – we're both girls – and I'm sure you'll feel better once you tell me about your cousins."

"But I don't . ."

"Dennis!  How can we possibly be friends if I know that you keep secrets from me?  Come on now – please!"

I sighed and felt myself relax.  Her hand was now stroking my thigh regularly and it was kinda sexy – but relaxing too.  Almost hypnotic.

"Those girls?  Bigger than you?" she whispered.

"Well Joan was a little bit – but I was small, and Terry and Nancy were about the same size as me.  They all looked alike.  Blonde and on the thin side."

"All gang up on you?  I mean, three girls to one boy – that wouldn't be fair, would it?"

I shuddered. "No Emily.  It was just that I'd never been brought up to fight – and all three girls just seemed to thrive on rough stuff."  My voice got bitter. "Real tomboys!"

"Girls like that are a disgrace to their sex!"  she said soothingly.  "Can be really mean!  Did they bully you?"

"Yes. They'd tease me more than anything."

"They should have got a good spanking! Didn't your mummy see what was going on?"

I sighed.  "She felt it would do me good. Teach me to fight back. Then when I didn't   do as. ." I stopped.

"They teased you more?  Spanked you?  Naughty girls!"

"Not very often,"  I said. "Just when I was naughty."

"But Dennis?  You don't sound as if you were naughty to me!"

I was having a terrible job saying what actually happened, but couldn't.  Finally managed to say. "When I complained or wouldn't act properly.  They'd say I was naughty!"

"But girls like to tease boys.  Make them act properly.  Surely there's nothing wrong with that?"  She spoke so softly and understandingly. Kept on stroking my thigh. It didn't feel so bad to finally admit it.

"They wanted me to act like a girl."

"Oh, you poor thing!"  Now she was actually hugging me!  I almost complained, but really it felt so nice and, to tell the truth, Dorothy hadn't come to my bed in quite some time.  It was nice.  "What did they make you do?  Girl things like knit or sew?"

"Yes." Then I found myself blurting.  "And to wear girl things at the time!"

"Bad girls! Make you wear hair barrettes?  You're hair is nice and I could understand that!"

Somehow, I was on my back, my head on her soft. Silky, lap – and I was looking up into her sympathetic eyes.  I could not speak.  Shook my head.  She kissed me softly. "It's all right Dennis.  Tell Emily now!"   I knew that she was being firm for my own good.

"Made me dress up in girl clothes!  Curled my hair – and they made me wear makeup!" I finally confessed.

"My goodness! Nice undies too? Call you Denise?"

"Yesssss!"

"But little boys look so much like little girls – I know.  I used to have such fun with my six year old nephew.  He quite liked being dressed up to look pretty, I think."

I stared up at her. "But I was fifteen!"

Her mouth formed a perfect circle.  "Ooooh!  But just for little lengths of time – surely?"

I could feel the blush rise all the way up my face. "They dressed me as a girl the first week – and kept me that way for the next few months!"

"But didn't your mummy say anything?"

"No.  She even gave them clothes she'd kept from when she was a young girl."  I added bitterly. "There even were times when we'd all eat – and they'd all be – my mother as well – in jeans and tops – and I'd be in pretty party dresses and all made up. If I complained, she'd giggle and used to tell me in front of them that they were doing it all for my own good.  When I got some backbone – like a man – they'd stop."

"Well?  Maybe she was right?"

I felt the tears come to my eyes. "I DID try once or twice, but it was SO hard.  I'd be in little frilly dresses and makeup – and by that time they even had me acting like a girl – and they'd be in cut offs or some other rough clothes.  I stopped trying when Nancy, the smallest and youngest, hardly even tried – and mummy came and saw us fight – if that's the word.  Nancy was laughing so hard as she finally put me over her knees and spanked me on my panties!  That was bad enough, but then mummy got very sarcastic and made me put on a nightgown and peignoir set – and keep it on until that night – and get my hair done – right beside her!"

"Oh!  That's such a shame!" She said. "But I'll bet you made a pretty girl – didn't you? I can see that you still have nice and soft arms, curly eyelashes.  Wavy hair?"

"That's not the point!" I tried to say, but she kept kissing me with her hand stroking me. It was further up now.   

"Please stop Emily?" I said.

"But I'm just being friendly! Isn't that what we should be doing?"  Then she gasped.  "What are you DOING?  Look at the mess you've made of my lovely clean apron!  Oh, wait till the Mistress hears of how I tried to be friendly and you got all sexual and came all over yourself!  Yech!"

I gazed up at her.  "Oh please Emily?  I didn't mean it! Don't tell Dorothy!  Please!"

"Silly thing!" she cooed and kissed me tenderly.  "I can see that you want to be my friend now – and friends don't tattle on their friends.  Isn't that right? You want to be my friend, don't you?"

I really didn't care for her mistaking my attempts at friendship.  After all I was still – or Dorothy was – her employer.  But what could I do?
"Of course Emily!" I breathed.

"Thought so!  Now, if you don't mind? I know I'm just a maid, but I HATE doing laundry!" She giggled.  "And I especially don't want to clean your current clothes up – you can see that, can't you?"

"Oh yes.  But what do I do?" I asked.

"Go and change out of them – then bring all your dirty washing down to the utility room and I'll show you how to use the machines." She smiled.  "I bet that your cousins taught you how to wash and iron nicely, didn't they?"

"Yes.  I guess so." I admitted somewhat reluctantly.

"Great!  Stop being so shy! And maybe you could do mine while you're at it? Like I say, I hate doing that stuff – and what are friends for?"

*     *     *

Three or four weeks later, Hortense joined our household.  Nothing much had changed, although Dorothy seemed busier than ever and hadn't chided me for being unfriendly with Emily again.  This may have been due to the fact that, unbeknownst to her I was doing Emily a favor – just now and then, but our relationship was much different.

I had met Hortense a few times when she came to visit.  Another sycophant for Dorothy I thought.  A rather nice looking girl I suppose although not the type of woman I normally like.  I mean – Emily now – is a perfect example of the type of girl I have always enjoyed.  Rounded and soft.   Dimples.  Feminine.  A mite bossy at times – ha ha – but what woman isn't, huh?

Hortense, although a nice looking woman I suppose, was more business like. Rather mannish with short straight hair and rather commanding blue eyes. Very low voice.  She doted on Dorothy – made it clear that she thought Dorothy could walk on water.  Me?  She was polite enough. But suffered me more than anything else. Reminded me in some ways of my cousins.  That thought made me shudder at times.

Then, to my complete surprise Dorothy and Hortense called me into Dorothy's study one day.  They were so happy when Dorothy informed me that she'd hired Hortense on – as a sort of private secretary.  Again, I probably could have done a better job of welcoming her. But I was surprised.

"Why on earth would YOU need a private secretary?" I blurted.

Dorothy's warmth diminished. "I know that you are BUSY with your own affairs, but have you any idea of how much clerical and secretarial duties are tied in with what I do?  The public relations that have to be kept up with my fan clubs?  The many trivial things that keep me from my writing?  I'm SURE that you have never considered them – but they have to be done, nonetheless.  What do you think keeps this house up?"

I saw that I had upset her and turned on my charm. "Mea Culpa my dear!  I was hasty and thoughtless.  Please forgive me!"

She forgave me with a smile, but it was not a good beginning between Hortense and myself.  She was pleasant enough to me and I have to admit that when Dorothy wasn't there, I could have been more pleasant – but I don't think I deserved the treatment that followed about a week or two later.

Dorothy was working in her office and Hortense was poring over some books in the library when I went in to check one of my crossword entries in the dictionary – one of those obscure words that just seem wrong. We nodded to each other as I went in, but then I got the dictionary and, still standing, checked the word to my satisfaction. Closed the dictionary and shelved it.  Started to leave.

"Oh Dennis?" she spoke most cordially.

"Yes?"  (I'll admit that I could have been more cordial – but I wasn't THAT bad!"

Her voice was still pleasant, but her words made me halt.

"Be a dear, Dennis. Go up to my room and fetch me the shawl that's lying on top of my bed. This room is rather drafty."

"Are you paralyzed?" I asked – still a little edgy, I must admit.

"No.  I just want you to get my shawl and fetch it here!"  She was staring at me over her book now in a very confident, belligerent, attitude.

I felt myself weaken.  After all, I hadn't had Dorothy upset with me for a while and didn't want any quarrel to start between the most recent member of our staff and myself.  I managed a sort of smile. 

"Sorry Hortense.  I didn't mean that to sound as bad as it did.  I'll just go and tell Emily."

"You'll do no such thing!  Emily may be busy – and anyway?  I want YOU to do it. Now, my shawl please?"

I stared at her for a minute.  Felt the old compulsion to do as any confident woman told me to do, but knew that things were getting out of hand.  Had to make a stand.

"I don't understand this.  Who do you think you are?" I asked.

I think she heard the weakness in my voice because at that point a small smile crossed her lips and she leaned back. "Since you ask?  I'm Dorothy's second in command. I'm in charge of this house.  Other than her?  I call the shots here."

"Not for me.  I'm Dorothy's husband!" I retorted.  "I don't report to you!"

"Oh.  You agree that I tell Emily what to do? If you don't, should I call her here to find out?"

"We all tell Emily what to do," I stated.

"Oh?  I thought it was her told YOU what to do!"

I felt my knees buckle slightly.  "I don't know what you're talking about!" I managed to get some indignation in my voice.

She leaned forward, smiling openly now.  "When was the last time she did the washing or ironing?"

"Oh THAT?  I only do that as a favor to her – she really hates laundry." I tried.

"So you do it for her?  How nice." Sarcasm was evident.

"I don't understand how you know all this!" I said.

Her smile deepened.  "Emily and I get along just wonderfully.  But she's just a young girl.  Likes to boast a little to her superiors – me."  She shrugged.  "Strangely?  She doesn't feel that you are her superior!  Matter of fact?  She hinted that YOU do what SHE tells you!"

I swallowed.  "Nonsense!  She's just a poor, uneducated girl!"

"While you are far superior with your college degree?"

"That's not the way I would put it – but yes!"

Her smile left her.  "You boast about that degree a lot. The only thing is I find that when I go to work for somebody like Dorothy?  I check them out – completely. You only did one year of college, didn't you?  Didn't even pass all of your courses, did you?  So that degree is a figment of your imagination. Like me to pass that onto Dorothy?"

"Hortense?  I'm sorry."  I managed a weak smile.  "We got off on the wrong foot.  Can we be friends?"

"I don't know about friends.  But about that shawl?"

"Let me get that for you," I said humbly.

"Why don't you do that?" she asked pleasantly… .

"Would you like to drape that around my shoulders dear?" she asked when I returned with her shawl.

"What else can a gentleman do?" I asked gallantly and went and carefully draped her shawl around her shoulders.

"I don't know," she admitted when I finished. "But when gentlemen do the ironing? Do they give any ladies lingerie a little touch to keep it fresh?"

"Please Hortense?" I asked abjectly.

"Well?  That's what I want you to do when you do mine.  Also put them away very neatly in my chest of drawers when you're done. The same for Dorothy.  What Emily gets is between you two.  Any problem with that?"

"None.  Is that all Hortense?"

She then proceeded to twist the knife. "Of course not. You have been waking Emily up in the morning with her tea – correct? Or is this just another sign of your authority over an uneducated girl?"

"She likes it."  I admitted.

"So do I.  So add me to your list of people to wake up with tea.  You don't have a problem with that?"

"No Hortense."

"Good.  Off you go now."

"Thank you," I said and started to leave.

She halted me. "Before you go.  Understand.  When Dorothy asks you to do something – you jump. When I tell you to do something, you don't need to jump quite as high but you'd better NOT argue."  She shrugged. "I don't really know how much Emily was boasting – but if she tells you to do something?  I'd think before I refused if I were you. Got that?"

I nodded glumly but didn't answer as I left. I heard the sound of a tinkle of feminine laughter come from behind the door as I closed it.

Okay, doing laundry isn't too feminine, but when you take early morning tea in to someone on a regular basis, that's bad enough.  Not too bad because the person is usually sleepy and doesn't meet your eyes. But entering a woman's bedroom with clothes that you've washed and ironed? Something else all together.  I usually put Emily's laundry away when I knew she was I another part of the house, but it was nearly impossible with Hortense – and I goofed the very first time.

She smiled nicely when she came in and caught me hanging up her blouses and a skirt.  I'd laid her lingerie – pretty stuff it was too – all folded on top of her bed.

"That looks lovely!" She smiled and went and fingered her lingerie. "No bother in handling my intimate undies?"

"No, Hortense."

"Wonderful!  I wondered how a man would feel doing such a thing.  But I shouldn't have worried about you – should I?"

Her eyebrows were raised as she asked me.

"What was that dear?" she asked clearly, as I mumbled something.

"No problem." I managed.

"Much better.  Now let me show you where I like my lingerie.  Put my panties over here, my slips over here, and my bras here. Stockings here. Let me see you do it so that you won't forget next time.

Blushing furiously now, I had to put her clothes into the areas she'd indicated, while she stood by and watched. I won't say that she gloated – but there was a decided air of satisfaction as she dismissed me, saying that she was VERY pleased with me.

I don't care. I was still the only man in the house, but doing a few of the tasks that rightly belong to the maid?  Diminishes one.  Though, in all honesty, both Hortense and Emily seemed friendlier toward me.  There never HAD been a great deal of respect offered me, and that definitely diminished – but that was about the only change that I could put my finger on.  Dorothy seemed totally unaware of what was going on – but naturally, that changed.

Let's face it.  I did what Hortense 'suggested' and though it didn't amount to a great deal it became pretty obvious that she looked upon me and Emily as equals.  Naturally, it didn't take Emily long to consider this her due – though there is no doubt that she considered herself MY superior although, at that time I think she was too scared to press this idea. Just as long as I did what she wanted, she'd leave things as they were.  But as I just said, things changed.

When Hortense first 'suggested' it, I have to agree that I was all for it.  Dorothy was deeply involved in a major re-write and liked to spend the evening on it – leaving the remaining three to our own devices.  Hortense suggested that we get together in the lounge area and watch TV  - read magazines – whatever, but together.  This way we'd all get some company.  Maybe become friendlier?

Emily was definitely partial to it.  She had her own lounge area, but the idea of a larger TV and company was very appealing to her. On top of that, she was struggling to learn to knit and crochet.  Had a book and was starting to practice more – so the idea of more company was very receptive to her.  Since Hortense had come, I'd found that Dorothy spent a lot more time working in the evening so, frankly, I was starting to feel quite alone myself.  So the idea of company at night was quite appealing.

It wasn't bad at all.  Okay, it got established pretty quickly that if something was needed Dennis would get it.  After all, it was explained – smilingly – that the other two worked for a living – it was only fair that I do any small favors that were required. I really couldn't argue with this – but I felt that it might be taken as another small instance of the hierarchy within the house – but no one ever mentioned this – so I didn't.

We hadn't been doing it long when one evening Dorothy had obviously had more than her normal intake of pre-dinner drinks.  Then a few glasses of wine with dinner – and a few liqueurs afterwards.  But she was not mean with alcohol, so the rest of us just smiled gently at her.  Then, another drink in hand, she excused herself to go and work.

Hortense and I chatted for a while then, Dorothy out of the way, we helped Emily tidy up and once we were ready, retired to the TV room and settled down.  I had my crossword.  Hortense had a book.  Emily was concentrating fiercely on a crocheting book and practicing with her needles, muttering to herself.  Then, just around nine o'clock, Dorothy wanders in – (with a fresh drink in her hand I notice) and says that she is fed up working.  Can she join us?  Naturally, we all smile and she sits beside Emily.  Looks intently.

"What's that?" she asks Emily after a moment or two.

Emily laughs. "Supposed to be crocheting – but I know it's a mess.  Just can't seem to get the hang of it."

"So?  Why don't you ask Dennis to teach you?  He's really good at all that stuff.  Crochet, knitting, sewing!"  Dorothy was quite matter of fact.

"Dennis?" Emily and Hortense both laughed disbelievingly at the same time.

"Yeah!" Dorothy responded, a little stung by their laughter. "According to his mother, his cousins made him learn all that stuff in the three years they visited."

"Cousins?"  Hortense asked.

"THREE years?" Emily asked.  "I thought they only came for ONE?"

Dorothy looked at me. "Been telling Emily all about those three girls that made your life a misery? I thought it was a big dark secret?"  She turned to Emily. "He didn't say that they came to visit him and his mother for three years in a row?"

As Emily shook her head, Hortense spoke again.  "I haven't heard anything about cousins?" She laughed. "Made his life a misery for three years?  And what does teaching him to sew and crochet have to do with it?"

"Yes."  Dorothy giggled, a little tipsily. "His mother told me all about it.  Roared with laughter too.  Those girls made my husband dress up like a girl.  Made him learn to act like one too! According to her he was quite pretty as well." 

"Well!  I think that was mean of her!" Hortense said after a pause.  "Letting that go on for two years after the first time? I think that's very mean!  Making a boy wear dresses!  Goodness sake!"

Dorothy shrugged. "Well as far as I know he did put up a struggle the first year – but after that? I don't think he gave them any trouble.  May even have helped?"  She shrugged.  After the first time, he didn't need to be told."

"Huh?"  Hortense asked.

"Oh, his mum thought that if he stood up to them, showed some backbone, it would make him a man.  But she told me that on the second year when she told him they were coming, he got all pale and frightened. Talked about running away."  She took a sip of her drink. "She thought that that was at least SOME show of manliness."  She shrugged. "But he didn't. Came to her two nights before they arrived, all weak and trembling.  At HIS request, she showed him her old outfits that would fit him.  Then she curled his hair.  When his cousins arrived, he was just a pretty girl."

"The next year too?" Emily asked.

"Oh yes.  Same thing, only this time he was well ready for them.  Dressed as a girl for four days before they got there."

"Oh Dennis!  How could you!" Hortense asked me.

Dorothy didn't wait for my answer. "The fourth year they weren't coming – but his sweet mum told him they were due. He was a girl for a week before she broke the news.  She thought it was funny."

"I'm still not sure about his mother!"  Hortense maintained, although she wasn't as sympathetic to me as she'd been.  "I'm still mixed up Dorothy?" she said. "About the sewing and stuff?"

"I'm not sure of this."  Dorothy said. "But the three girls were ALL tomboys, but their mother wanted them to be LADIES. When they came to live with his mother, she was the first adult that didn't give a shit about how they dressed or behaved and they learned they could act and dress any way they wanted.  They weren't too far off his size – and once they learned that he didn't have the will power to argue with them?  Why, they made him into the little girl their own mother had always demanded. It may have been their way of getting payback.  I don't know. But he was NEVER out of little party dresses and crinolines- and ALWAYS doing girlish things while they stayed with his mother.  That's why he learned to sew and stuff.  Matter of fact?  I don't think there's a girl thing around a house he can't do."  She looked at me, and I could see that she knew she'd talked too much – but she finished up.  "They'd sit around in his clothes – boy stuff like jeans and cut offs – and make sure he was the perfect little lady in his petticoats, dresses, and hats."

She looked at her glass. "Think I've gossiped long enough – and think I need another drink. Goodnight girls!"  And headed for the door.

"Goodnight Dorothy!"  Hortense and Emily answered immediately.  I didn't.

"Oh dear!"  Dorothy laughed as she opened the door.  "Naturally, I meant to say 'Goodnight Dennis' too.  Sorry."

"That's okay Dorothy.  G'night and sweet dreams."  I said, but I knew there was bitterness in my voice.

I blew out my cheeks as she left. Was totally unprepared for what followed next. Emily threw her crochet work into her bag quite violently, with her mouth pursed.  "Good NIGHT!" she said and stormed from the room!

"What the hell is . . .?" I started.

"Oh Dennis.  Stop that!" Hortense said.

"Eh?"  I asked.

"You don't know that you've hurt Emily's feelings?" Hortense asked in a disbelieving tone. "You don't KNOW?"

"I'm lost. No, I don't know!" I said.

She looked at me.  "Emily thinks that you're her friend!  Thinks that you sat laughing at her while she struggled with crochet and could have helped her . ."

"Well?  She IS pretty bad!" I laughed, then realized what I'd said.  "But WHAT am I supposed to do?" I asked plaintively.

"What else?  Teach her!  Or are you not friends?"

"Well?  She is  - I don't want to sound  - but –"

She finished what I was trying to say.  "A maid?"

"Yes.  I don't want to sound like a snob, but . ."

She held up a hand to stop me. "Dennis?  Who takes her tea every morning?  Who does her laundry?  Irons her undies?  I hate to say it dear – but you're HER maid as much as she's yours!  You tell me that you want to be her friend – then when you're given a chance . ."

"You're right.  What should I do?"  I hated to admit it – but just didn't want to hear any more.

"Go to her right now.  Apologize. Offer to teach her!  I'd get to it!"

"Who is it?" Emily called through the door a few minutes later.

"Dennis.  Can I talk to you?" I said

"Come in." she said, but sounded distant.

"I wasn't laughing at you Emily.  I just wasn't thinking.  That's all"

"Sewing and crocheting too girly? Too feminine?" She asked bitterly.

"I really didn't think of it.  Honest."

"Well?  What do you want to talk about, huh?  Laugh at me some more?"  She was getting pretty mad.

"Oh no.  I wanted to ask if – maybe – I could teach you – if you still wanted? I'm not really that good – and I probably have forgotten."

She brightened. "You really would?"

I hid my sigh.  "Yes.  Of course."

Just then a knock came to the door.

"Grief, I'm popular tonight,"  Emily whispered then said.  "Yes?"

"It's Dorothy.  I have something for you."

Emily jumped to the door.  "Come in Miss Dorothy, come IN!"

Dorothy came in.  She had a fair sized bundle of shiny garments with her. "Hi" she said to Emily. "Mom left me these sewing jackets. Not something I would ever use.  Thought you might get some use out of them."  She handed them to Emily, then looked at me. "What are you up to?  Running around behind my back?"  She was obviously joking.

"Oh no!"  Emily laughed.  "Not him.  He came here to offer to be my teacher – just like you suggested!"

"About time!"  Dorothy laughed. "Time he did something useful around here."

"Well,  I'll admit that I was a little mad at him.  Not offering to help me."  Emily said, but absently.  Eyeing up the jackets that Dorothy had given her.  "These are really lovely ma'am.  Real satin – and in beautiful condition.  Aren't they sir?" she asked me, handing a jacket to me.

I took it.  It was a brightly patterned, heavy satin, smock type of thing.  "Lovely."  I said, trying to pass it back to her.  "You'll look like a real professional wearing that."

"Oh.  I wasn't so much meaning ME," she smiled. "But if you're going to be teaching me – couldn't I wear this one – and you wear the one in your hand?  We'll look proper then, you and me.  Like teacher and pupil."

"Ha ha!  I couldn't . ."

She was putting the other on as I started. "Why not?  Put it on – please?"

Her voice wasn't leaving much doubt as to what I was supposed to do. Her words were pleasant and requesting, but her tone left me in no doubt.  Then Dorothy grinned.

"Here darling.  Let me help you?" she said.

Seconds later, red faced and blushing, I had been buttoned in and stood beside Emily in front of the full length mirror.

"You two look smashing!" Dorothy laughed. "If I didn't know better?  I'd swear you were sisters!" 

"We're not!"  Emily said.  "But we're friends – NOW!"  Then – in front of my wife! – she patted me on the rump.  "We'll get together tomorrow night.  I'll make sure I have needles and stuff for you."

"Don't worry about a little thing like that,"  Dorothy laughed.  "Never use it myself – but I have tons of sewing stuff left to me by my mother."  Then she turned to me.  "If you're done here?  Why don't you escort me back to my room?"

Glad to get away from my embarrassment I nodded 'sure' and started to take the smock off.  Dorothy laid a hand on my arm.  "Why don't you just keep it on dear? You look nice in it – and actually?  It's very appropriate for what I want to tell you?"

"Tell me?"

"Later.  In private."

I was embarrassed and bemused – what could she possibly want to talk to me about. But we said goodbye to Emily and walked back – not to her bedroom, but into the adjoining one – mine.  "Why don't you sit down on the bed dear."  She suggested.

I felt silly, sitting there in my floral satin smock. "I was going to take this off," I said, touching the fabric lightly.

"Don't.  Not for a moment."  She said.  Then.  "Haven't you wondered why I haven't been through here to see you at night recently?"

I swallowed.  "Well Dorothy.  I knew you were busy and. ."

"You ever wondered why we got married in the first place?"  She interrupted.  "A girl like me that didn't like sex – and a man like you – with major questions about his gender?"

"I didn't know there were any questions about my gender?" I said stiffly.

She barked out a laugh.  "Scared of women?  Never date?  Live with a mummy who tells stories about you being frightened out of your wits by girl cousins?"

"I can't help  - -" I started, when she sat beside me on the bed and put an arm around me.

"I'm not laughing at you Dennis. I have my own hang ups – just like you.  A man raped me when I was young.  I was at therapists and psychiatrists – the whole bit – but I disliked men intensely from then on.  There was a fair sized trust I'd get if I was married  and stayed that way – but I wasn't about to get married – no way!  Our mothers were old school buddies and got together. It was THEM that pushed us into it dear.  But now, I want to know if you want a divorce."

"A WHAT?" I asked, horrified.  "No.  I do not.  Do you?"

She shook her head. "No.  I don't need to be married any more.  I'm well enough off without the trust. A man – a husband – is okay at times – but to be honest dear? I've been wondering about you.  Wondering if you want your freedom.  Am I wrong?  Do you like Emily?"

I blinked.  "Emily?  In that way? Absolutely not!"

She exhaled.  "I'm glad to se that dear.  It's just that you're acting a little strange around her recently, and I wondered if you wanted her.  Now I'm glad to see you don't fancy her.  You see, I think she likes men."

"I'm a  . ."  I started.

"Probably."  She interrupted. "But when I saw what an easy job she had putting you into that sewing smock tonight – I sort of wondered?"

"Wondered?"

She paused. "Dear?  Even with me, you couldn't initiate sex.  I often used to wonder if your three cousins had made you like a woman in bed – receptive, not aggressive at all.  It was absolutely fine by me, but I wondered."

"I   - - I - - Don't know."  I said honestly.

She kissed me on the cheek. "Well I'm glad we had this little talk and, if it's anything to you? I think you look cute in your smock.  I'm not kidding. If I was one of your tomboy cousins? I might want to see you looking pretty?"  Then she laughed.  "Don't blush dear!  It actually makes you look MORE feminine!"  Then she kissed me good night.

Mortified, I took the smock off.

The following night I blushed again when Emily led me into the lounge where Hortense was already sitting I think that Emily wanted to make an entrance – and she did – making me take her arm, so that the two of us, in our brightly colored satin smocks entered the room together.  Normally, Hortense was fairly nonchalant, but even she whistled when she saw us.  Naturally, nothing would satisfy Emily, but that the two of us went over to Hortense and had her exclaim how lovely our smocks were.  Her eyes met mine as she fingered the satin of my smock, but all she said was how lovely it was.

Then, another diminishment in any male status I had.  One that I'd never even considered.

I'd noticed how much Emily had made herself up.  She was more feminine than usual was all I'd thought.  But now? Here she is, in her lovely smock, leaning into me – as I sit in my very own satin smock – telling a young lady how to do feminine things – like crochet.  She thanks me most prettily – but do you think that I'm not aware of how those two effeminate creatures sitting whispering together look to Hortsense?  Of COURSE I blush prettily when I feel her eyes on us, and feel her acceptance of what I'm becoming.

But that old story about the boy with his finger in the dyke?  I didn't realize it, but my finger against the rising tide of womanliness that seemed to be engulfing the other side?  I was becoming absolutely worthless.  Even didn't see the spiral I was on, spinning idiotically against the tide – not that I struggled that much.  Things just happened – know what I mean? I was just settling down – slowly perhaps – but settling into a sea of effeminacy. 

Dorothy thought that Hortense's idea of a get-together at night was a wonderful idea. About four days later, she finished her extensive work and started to join us. Not every night, mind you, but most nights she was there.  Naturally, by that time I had become used to my smock and being Emily's mentor in feminine things so that by the time that Dorothy joined us, I was just that little bit more used to my changing position in the house.  More and more accepting of it being MY job to fetch and carry things for the other ladies.  I didn't quite understand Dorothy's look when she wanted a drink one night and was going to get it herself, when Emily looked up.

"Don't exert yourself ma'am. Dennis will get it for you. Won't you Dennis?"

It shows how much I was accepting what happened to me when I wondered at the half smile that Dorothy gave me when I brought her drink in – on a tray, with a doily – naturally.  After that she had no problem in asking me to do things for her.

Then one night she brought in her latest start for a book.  "I wondered if you three wouldn't mind reading it for me.  I'd like to see how it sounds.  I've a couple of new characters and want to try them out."

Naturally, we agreed.  I was given the role of Sir Alex Reid and Hortense was Rowena – the lusty, bawdy, heroine.  We read for a little while then Dorothy said there was something wrong.  Tried Emily out for Rowena, but she was patently not interested – it interfered with her crochet, so she was dropped to minor parts.

Innocently, Dorothy suggested then that I should try out for Rowena – my voice wasn't too bad.  Then as she had a low voice, Hortense would read the part of Sir Alex.  

I had to admit that it was much better, although I did get embarrassed when I'd have to describe things that I done that were NOT ladylike at all – and through some nights, it was not unusual for me to be addressed – jokingly of course – as Rowena.

Then it happened. Totally stupid, but that's the way it was.  All four of us were together one evening.  Hortense and I had been reading Dorothy's new novel, which may explain my part in the mistake, but Dorothy wanted to look at something, so we had halted. Hortense was looking through a magazine and Emily was engrossed in her crochet. I was looking to see what TV programs would be on.  Still poring over her crochet, Emily spoke without thinking.

"Rowena dear?"

"Yes Emily?" (I guess I was still caught up in my part)

"I've been meaning to ask you if you would make my tea a little stronger when you wake me in the morning. I've been meaning to bring this up for a week now.  Keep forgetting."

"Me too!"  Hortense said absently. "Have you changed brands of tea or what?  It's decidedly weaker."

"No.  It's the same stuff . ."

"What's all this about then?" Dorothy interrupted and looking up from her work.  "You Rowena making early morning tea and wakening Emily and Hortsense?  Sorry – I mean Dennis of course."

All of a sudden it dawned on me what had been said.  I licked my lips and stared at Dorothy like a deer caught in the headlights.  "Eh . . Eh . ."

Emily too, knew of our social gaffe but was able to speak up. "Remember you wanted him to be friends with me ma'am?  He felt it was a sign of friendship to do that."

"But that was a WHILE ago!"  Dorothy expostulated.  "He's been doing it since then?"

"Yes ma'am." Emily admitted.

"My husband . ." Dorothy started.  Then her gaze went to Hortense. "He does you in the morning as well?"  Her disbelief was obvious.

Hortense was embarrassed.  "Well.  It seemed – seems - -"  She halted, red faced.

"Proper for him?"  Dorothy asked with the sarcasm not too well hidden.

"Yes . . well . . kinda."  Hortense said with an apologetic look in my direction.

"Well doesn't that beg the question?" Dorothy asked me.

"Question?" I mumbled.

"Yes.  Why am I being left out?  Don't I deserve some loving attention from my husband?"

"I didn't think you'd want me . ." I started lamely.

"But now I DO! Would you like to bring me in my morning coffee? Plump up my pillows?  Run my bath?"  She pretended to simper. "Be my new little Emily? Or – even better yet?  My brand new Rowena?"  She was cooing at me now. "You wouldn't mind showing me that affection – SOME affection?  Would you?"

"No dear."

She smiled. "Very well then.  You can come in with Emily tomorrow and she can show you what to do."  She held out the scripts.  "Now ROWENA? Think you can get back to reading?"

Flushed and embarrassed, I tried my best. "Yes of course dear.  Now, where were we?"

Then as Dorothy handed Hortense her script, she added sweetly.  

"I don't suppose that there's any other household duty that my husband does – to prove his friendship – huh?"  Then the look of total disbelief on her face. She'd obviously meant to ask a rhetorical question.  Now Hortense and Emily were looking at her guiltily – then at me.

Hortense spoke in a very small voice. "He does our laundry and ironing."

Dorothy's eyed widened, but then she controlled herself.  "That's it then?  He doesn't run you up little dresses in his spare time?  Do your hair?  Your nails?"

"No ma'am"  all three of us spoke at the same time.

"Well  that's nice to know!  Mmmmm!" was all she said.  "Let's read."

The following morning was just like normal.  I took the tea into Emily and Hortense.  Nodded when Emily told me to show up in the kitchen about nine o'clock to take Dorothy's coffee in to her.  I nodded, still embarrassed.

But I was even more so when I turned up in the kitchen a few minutes early. Emily showed me how to make the coffee for Dorothy – and how to lay it out on the tray.  She looked at the clock  "Okay.  Better get you ready I suppose."

I looked at myself.  No stains or disorder that I could see.  "Huh?  I'm ready, I think."  I said.

"Silly!" She smiled.  "You can't be taking in the Mistresses coffee like that!"

"Eh?"

"You'll need your apron and cap on."  She was matter of fact and certainly not being funny.

"You want me to wear an apron . ."

"And a cap!" She interrupted.

"In front of my wife?"

Emily looked at me.  There was a touch of sympathy in her eyes now. "You say that she's your wife.  That may be true most of the time. But is she asking you to behave like her husband here? Be honest now!"

"Well.  I don't suppose . ."

"So if you're not her husband? What do you suppose you're acting like?"

"But Emily?  I . ."

"If I have to wear an apron and cap, I see no reason why you shouldn't. Now are we going to quarrel about this Rowena?"

Hortense hid her mouth when we passed her in the hall.  If she was smiling, she hid it very well, except for her hand being where it was. I suppose she wasn't used to seeing me in my frilly lace serving apron and the matching lace cap I had pinned to my hair.  I was carrying the tray with Dorothy's coffee and trailing behind Emily.

At her knock, Dorothy bade us enter and we did.  Emily showed me where to put the tray and then, as Dorothy sat up, I was shown how to arrange the pillows behind her.  She smiled as she saw my apron and cap. "Aren't you ashamed?" she asked mildly.

Blushing, I fingered the apron. "All this dear?  It's Emily's idea! I tried to tell her . ."

"What are you talking about?" she interrupted.

"The apron and  . ."

"You look NICE in them dear!  I was just supposing that you were embarrassed for not letting me see you dressed properly before!"

"Oh."

"I suppose you're going to tell me that you don't wear a nice apron when you do the laundry or ironing?"

I looked at her helplessly.

"He doesn't ma'am.  But I'll take care of that – if that is your wish?" Emily said, bringing over the tray stand and placing it on the bed. "There.  Like that Rowena!" she ordered.

"Yes Emily. Have some nice aprons looked out for Denn – I mean Rowena."  Dorothy said.  She looked at me.  "Rowena seems to be your name now dear?  I'll admit that it seems a little feminine.  But you don't mind, do you?"

I was starting to say something – anything, but Emily broke in. "No ma'am.  Rowena doesn't mind. Come along dear."  She said to me.  "I'll show you how to collect the tray properly afterwards."

"But I . ."

"ROWENA?" Emily said – no nonsense.

"Yes Emily," I said obediently.

"Let's GO!" She said, curtseying towards Dorothy.  Then she looked POINTEDLY at me! as she said "Thank you ma'am." to Dorothy.

So help me!  I took the sides of my apron in my hands.  Dorothy looked on me kindly as I did an inept curtsey then dismissed us.

I was still in shock, and Emily did nothing to help me once we were outside.

"What you trying to do?  Embarrass me?"  She was quite belligerent.  "Couldn't you have at least lied? Told her that you wear nice aprons to do stuff around the house?"

"Huh?"

"Now she thinks I'm some sort of lenient idiot!  Can't dress my maid's right!"

"But I'm NOT a maid!" I tried to explain.

She stopped and looked at me.  Shrugged.  "Maybe not.  But listen UP Rowena!  From today on, you'll have some nice aprons and caps to wear. The mistress has made it very clear what she wants. Up to me to see that she gets it!  God HELP you, if I ever see you dressed improperly when you're doing maid work next time. So HELP me!  I'm ashamed!  And that curtsey you dropped the mistress?  I HATE to think what she thought of me!"

"But Emily?  Please?  I'm NOT a maid!  Doesn't anyone . ."

"When you are doing as me or Hortense tell you? You can act in a fairly decent manner.  When you are doing stuff for the Mistress? You are a bloody maid and will act accordingly!  She's made it very clear that when you are doing the laundry or ironing?  That is EXACTLY what you are! A bloody MAID and you'll wear the aprons to prove it!  Now stop your bitching!"  She paused and got red in the face.  "Want me to put you over my knees?"

I could tell that she was really upset.  "No Emily."

"Well.  Come along then."

Meekly, I took another flimsy lace apron and cap from her – then two more long, full length aprons – again with matching caps. I tried to explain to her that when I did the laundry, the chance of Dorothy seeing me was practically nil – but she just glared at me, so I stumbled to a halt.

It's like anything else I guess.  Something that embarrasses the hell out of you the first few times you do it gradually becomes commonplace and even though you're ashamed – it gradually becomes acceptable.  Let's face it.  Taking morning tea into Hortense in my lace apron – particularly the cap – was very humiliating at first – but I got used to it.  Same thing when she'd come across me getting ready to do the laundry – with me now resplendent in my long apron?  But looking back?  It was just another indication of my growing femininity – just as my name had become Rowena all of the time.  Taking coffee into your own wife was it's own kind of hell, but after a while you even get used to taking instructions – even curtseying becomes just something you do.

My remaining masculine traits were disappearing a little at a time and so imperceptibly that I was becoming more and more 'in' with my wife, Hortense, and Emily. So it wasn't unusual when one night when Dorothy saw Hortense bring lingerie sewing repairs to our get-together – 'That why on earth don't you ask Rowena?  He's wonderful – if his mother told me correctly' - at sewing?"  Dorothy said.

And I couldn't refuse – could I?

Another nail in the coffin.

Then I couldn't very well do fine sewing jobs on lingerie with rough hands or nails – could I?  That required nightly applications of creams – and Emily giving my nails a manicure.  Of course they ended up being rounded and feminine – she didn't know how to do them any differently – did she?  The fact that the polish had just a tinge of pink?  Then discovery that we'd run out of polish remover?  By the time to get that had passed (a few days) I was so used to it that it didn't seem worthwhile to change it. The ladies convinced me that it was almost impossible to see the pink.

Another nail in the coffin so to speak.

I keep my hair fairly long and Emily had trimmed it mostly, then I went to the barber in town when I needed it cut.  That night when the four of us were in the room, I said that I'd probably go to the barber the following day.

"What for?"  Dorothy asked.  "I thought Emily usually did your hair?"

Well, she does, normally."  I said. Laughed. "But it IS getting kinda long and I want it cut."

"Oh dear!"  Dorothy said. "And I was going to ask a favor of you this weekend."

I shook my head from side to side.  "You lost me.  What does the length of my hair have to do with your favor?"

She sighed.  "Well, this is kinda awkward. But I have three of my fan clubs coming this weekend.  All at the one time."  She paused.

"And?" I said.

"Well?  I mentioned to Hortense and Emily that  . . well . .it might be a good idea to get you out of the house while they were here – they DO like to tour around you know – and I was scared they might meet you.  Not only that, they're forecasting possible rain, so I can't very well ask you to go outside while they're here."

"I still don't get it."  I said.  "I know that I don't particularly care about meeting with your fan clubs – but I'm not some kind of monster you know. Why should I hide outside?"

"Well, anyway.  I mentioned this to Emily – and she saw my point.  But then she commented that it would probably be a large group – and she could use a hand to wait on the ladies."  She looked at me, then seeing I hadn't a clue, added. "Look dear!  I don't wish to hurt your feelings, but I write Historical Romances.  My men are all tall and broad and very commanding.  That's what my ladies in my fan clubs expect!"

"But?" I asked.  "I don't . ."

"Oh Rowena!"  Hortense broke in.  "She doesn't want to hurt you – but you're not very masculine those days!"

"Oh!"  I blushed.  "Well I could take off the nail polish and . ."

"Rowena?"  Hortense added. "I don't know if it's the nice smocks you wear at night – or your aprons during the day?  But your walk is . . is . . has "  She blushed.  "Become rather girlish.  Pink nail polish is about the least of your problems!"

I blushed even more.  "I suppose I could get out of the house?"

"No dear."  It was Emily's turn now.  "You can give me a hand to serve the ladies."

"But I don't understand?" I said again.

"Come along dear and I'll explain." Emily said.

"But I'd like to understand . ."

"Rowena!  Go along with Emily!"  Dorothy said. "You can argue when you come back."  She was staring at me in a way that made me very uncomfortable.

"Okay."  I said.  "I suppose I could . ."

"Come along then,"  Emily said standing up and putting her crocheting together.

It was a good two hours when Emily and I knocked on Dorothy's bedroom door and we entered on the "Come in"

"I hope you don't mind, Mistress, but Rowena wanted to talk to you.  I was pretty sure you'd still be up and probably wanted to see him.  So I brought him."

Dorothy smiled.  "You did perfectly well Emily."  She turned to me.  "You had something you wanted to say dear?"

"Dear?  I feel ridiculous!" I said, but weakly.

"Most women feel ridiculous with their hair up in rollers dear.  D'you think you should feel different?"

"But I'm a man Dorothy! And I'm pretty sure Emily's given me a woman's hairdo – all curls and waves!"

She smiled tenderly. "Of course she has silly!  Don't you think you'd look silly serving up canapés and high tea to my fan club looking anything like a man?"

"Serving?"

"Naturally!  I was stupid enough to want to get rid of you while my ladies were here – couldn't let them see the effeminate creature you've become and I'm married to, could I?  But Emily opened my eyes.  She needs a girl to help her – and who do you think is the best candidate?"

She wasn't pulling any punches now, but I felt that I had to try.  "Dorothy?  Please don't!  I'm not really that effeminate!"

My wife actually giggled!  She's a serious woman normally and the only time I'd seen her behave like that was if she'd had too much to drink – which wasn't common at all. But she giggled for quite a few seconds before speaking again. 

"Dear?" She said patiently.  You're standing there, in front of me because the maid – the maid -gave you permission to do so.  You're hair is all curled up in hot pink rollers – in what is definitely a girl style, and wrapped in a pink chiffon scarf.   If I looked at your fingernails, I'd probably see that they matched your scarf."  She took a breath.  " You have on a pretty satin smock – a girl's one by the way – and more and more we call you Rowena . . ."

"But it's not what I really . ."

"Rowena?  Please don't interrupt!  Now Emily is going to alter some of her dresses for you and we'll scrounge up the necessary petticoats, bras, panties and stockings.  She'll brush out your hair and you'll help her to serve at my fan luncheon.  Now are you going to complain?  Force Emily to do what needs to be done – or are you going to behave?"

"Behave?" I was docile now.

"THAT'S a good girl!  Now tomorrow morning?  Just report to Emily in your robe and pajamas.  She'll get you ready for the day."

I shook my head slowly.  "I don't understand dear?  Your fan club doesn't come until Saturday."

It was her turn to shake her head.  "You just called me 'dear'.  Now that isn't proper behavior for a maid to her mistress, is it?"

"No.  I'm sorry."

"Understandable dear.  But starting tomorrow morning you'll be dressed as a maid – and act like one. We don't have a lot of time to train you properly – but you will try.  Won't you?"

"Yes Dorothy," I said meekly.

"May as well start now!" Emily said briskly to me. "She's your mistress!  Now curtsey and say  'yes' properly!"

And, in front of the maid, I curtsied my wife and called her "Mistress".  

She smiled gently at Emily.  "I don't think you'll have much trouble at all."

"Don't see why I should."  Emily said matter of factly.  "Come along Rowena.  You'll have a long day tomorrow.  Time for bed!"

Sleeping with unaccustomed rollers in your hair is not the most comfortable thing, but I managed. Emily made some 'tutting' noises when I reported to her the following morning, but she explained that she wasn't making disapproving noises at me – she was just upset a little that some of the rollers had loosened.

"Never mind."  She said to me as she brushed my hair out. "With me to teach you, you'll be rolling up your own hair pretty quickly."

I didn't point out that this was just for a short term thing.  After all, we didn't have Dorothy's fan clubs coming THAT often.

But Emily was taken by the overall impression of the hair and even I was surprised. Let's face it, I'd never had a masculine set of features to begin with, but the gently waving hair coming down the side of my face seemed to bring out the latent effeminacy even more.

"Just wait until we get a little makeup on you!" She said, pleased. "But let's get you dressed first. "I had some nice uniform dresses that didn't fit me too well. Should look nice." She took me by the shoulders and looked me straight in the eye. "Now?  You're not going to give me any trouble with your lingerie – are you?"

She nodded approvingly as I shyly said "No."

It sounds silly, but I noticed a tremendous difference between the way that Dorothy, Hortense, and Emily treated me that day – compared to my cousins. Instead of being mocked, called a sissy – or a pansy – or a pantywaist?  I was told how pretty I was and how nicely I moved inside my satin uniform.  Alright, it took me a little while to realize that I may have considered myself a male – but it was becoming difficult to tell that I was one.  Certainly didn't LOOK that way.

The embarrassment and humiliation of taking in Hortense and my mistress in their morning tea or coffee was, in great part, ameliorated by their calm inspection of me – then the complimentary remarks. Dorothy even kissed me gently on the cheek and thanked me for being so cooperative.

And. as the morning wore on, I actually found that I liked – no, enjoyed – what I was doing!  Consider that although I was probably sissified to a great extent during my bringing up, I was always criticized.  This continued somewhat into my adult life. Maybe the criticism wasn't there exactly, but it was always as if I was out of step – not quite right with those around me – regardless of sex?  Now suddenly, I could feel the lightness in my step, feel the sway of my dress and petticoats when I moved.  Even enjoy the strange feeling of the slip and bra straps that held my false breasts in place.  Started to view the maid I was seeing in the full length mirrors.  Realized that it wasn't a new thought.  Knew I wasn't pretty – but wondered what Emily would suggest to help. Reluctantly shooed those thoughts away.  Reminded myself that what I was being asked to do was strictly a passing thing – just for the day!

I was allowed to take my cap and apron off that night, but like Emily did on occasion, I wore my uniform dress under my smock.  Was delighted when nobody made any slighting comment – in fact the other women all commented what wonderful progress I'd made.  Emily also wanted me down at her bedroom early – she would help deliver the mistresses and Hortense's early tea's as she and I had a lot to do in preparation for the fan clubs coming.  Again. She and I left early so that she could roll my hair.  With it being unused to this type of care, it tended to go back to it's original state.

*     *     *

The forecast was correct.  It was raining.  Started early in the day and the leaden skies promised it wouldn't let up for hours.  This meant that the ladies from the club would not be dispersed around the garden as we had hoped but would instead be concentrated inside the house.  Normally this wouldn't really be a problem, but I was concerned about slipping up and I know that the other ladies in the household were too.

But I was secretly excited.  Nervous – but I could see that it would have to be a very close examination that would reveal my true gender and, let's face it?  I was simply a maid – so who was going to check?  Dorothy's fan club were here to see HER.  Nobody else counted – least of all a maid.

All four of us gathered after breakfast. Dorothy, naturally, would be the chief attraction but reserved the 'right' to disappear into her own office for a rest. Hortense was basically in charge of the guest tour –while Emily and myself were to keep them well supplied with glasses of wine, hors d'oevres and various munchies .  We also had to make sure that the bathrooms were kept clean – and that no single stragglers were allowed to be in a room by themselves – little knick knacks have a habit of disappearing – the fans think that anything like that is MARVELLOUS!  It's not stealing of course, but Emily and I made sure that the small, expensive, items were out of harms way as much as possible before our guests arrived.

The fan clubs had hired a large bus for the ladies and, just in case, Emily and I stood by the door with large umbrellas to escort them in. As we stood in the hallway, Emily and I side by side, and Hortense in a welcoming mode in the center of the hall, we heard the bus pull in to the gravel driveway.

"Here we go girls!"  Hortense said and Emily and I took the last few seconds we were going to have for the next few hours to check that our makeup and caps were okay.

Despite the weather, the day went off marvelously.  Emily and myself had coats and a few umbrellas to check before we started doing any serving, but while we were doing this and setting up the trays properly, Dorothy came and welcomed the fans.  As her adoring audience tittered with excitement at meeting the great lady, Emily and I began dispersing the wine and canapés.  All of our guests were women of course and had already had lunch – but you'd never have known it. We were kept BUSY!

Nobody paid the slightest attention to me, except for the occasional 'thank-you', but I certainly didn't mind.  Even saw Emily grin at me one time as I flounced my skirts a little – just for the fun of it.  Hortense  - or should I say 'Miss Hortense' had her joke. At a lull, she sidled up to me.  "Rowena?  Your slip is showing disgracefully!"

I think I paled in mortification. "I'm SO sorry Miss Hortense!  I'll . ." I whispered.

She grinned and whispered and actually patted me on the rump!  And I was THRILLED as she spoke!

"Oh Rowena!  I'm only teasing!  You and Emily are doing wonderful jobs!  I know that Dorothy is VERY pleased!  I am too – for what it's worth!"

I blushed.

Because the fan club couldn't be shepherded out into the wet gardens, Dorothy gave them a big thrill.  She produced a recent write up she'd done – and let Hortense, Emily, and I read our usual parts.  It doesn't mean much now. But dressed and looking like a girl, I now played Rowena.  Thrilled me out of my mind to play the woman in front of such a receptive audience.  It wasn't long after that, when we escorted them back onto the bus and watched them depart.

"Girls?"  Dorothy said. "It's been a wonderful day. Let's all get stuck into getting this place tidied up.  Maybe some defrosted pizza and wine for dinner.  Everybody pitch in!"

We were all tired by the time we said goodnight.  None of the women said much, but I was a very confused boy – girl – when they all kissed and thanked me genuinely before we broke up for bed.  To tell the truth, when I got into my bedroom I didn't really want to change.  Laugh all you want, but I couldn't help but admire my looks.  Then a knock came to the door that adjoins Dorothy's and my rooms.

"You decent?" She called out.

"Yes.  Come in," I answered a little embarrassed at not having changed yet.  Dorothy came in.  Didn't close the door behind her. "I think we need to talk seriously."  She said.  "Okay?"

"Is it bad?" I asked nervously.

"No.  I don't think so.  But can I ask you what you do for sex these days?"

I blushed.  "Have it with you dear."

"Nobody else?"

"No."

"I'd hoped that you and Emily would get together – but I'm afraid that she likes masculine men."

"I'm not that, am I?"    I asked with some humor.

She smiled sympathetically. "No.  I assume that you masturbate?"

A gulp and a deepening blush was my only answer.

She nodded.  "Thought so.  And I don't mean to embarrass you."  She stood up.  "But strip down to your panties and bra.  I'll be back in a second."

"Huh?"

"You heard me.  Please Rowena?  Just for me?  Indulge me.  Okay?"  With that she went back into her room again.

All I had on when she came back was a full length slip, a bra and panties.  She handed me a yellow chiffon nightdress.  "Here.  Shy about me seeing you in your bra and panties?  That's all right.  I'll close my eyes while you take the slip off and put the gown on.  Okay?"

"I don't understand Dorothy?" I asked.

"I'll explain after you've done what I asked, then put the negligee on.  Okay? Just be careful you don't get makeup on your gown."

A few seconds later, she was tying the fine cord at the closure for my peignoir. "You know Rowena?"  She said thoughtfully.  "You'll make a nice looking girl. I've thought for a while that you're effeminate, but I have to admit that the female role fits you like a glove. I don't think that one of our guests today ever figured out that you were anything other than a  maid."

She was speaking conversationally and although I knew that the gown and robe felt wonderful, I was still lost.  "You said you'd explain Dorothy?"

"Well cream off that makeup.  Okay?" She said.

I sighed patiently but sat at the dressing table and started to use cream and tissues to wipe my makeup off.  I could see her reflection in a mirror.

"I tried to tell you Rowena.  But truthfully?  Once I was raped, I never enjoyed sex again. I did it with you as little as possible – but it was simply that I felt bad at not being a proper wife."

"It wasn't that . ."  I started.

I saw her reflection hold up a hand.  "Please don't interrupt dear."  She paused then restarted.  "Then I started writing and that, truthfully, sublimated even more of my sex drive, so there was even less for you."

"You want a divorce?" I asked.

She looked amazed.  "Heaven's NO! Gender wise you really aren't much of a husband – but that's fine by me.  On top of that, if I'm married – I avoid a bunch of men who might want to marry me – and I don't want to explain.  But let me ask you this – and please be honest with me now!  Do you enjoy being treated and dressing like a girl? Be honest now!"

"I don't know." I said.

"Stand up and face me." She said quietly.

I did.

"Now twirl, and fluff out your gown and peignoir."

"Huh?"

"Please do it.  As extravagantly as you can.  Please?"

In front of my wife, I twirled around, then used both hands to fluff out me nightwear.  "So?"  I asked, embarrassed.

She smiled and asked. "Did you enjoy what you just did?"

I looked down at the carpet.  "Yes."  I admitted.

"If you're finished taking off your makeup.  Sit down on the dresser bench and face me."

"I'm finished.  But why?" I asked.

"Because I think I can put on makeup better than you – and I just want a little – lipstick, eye shadow and blush.  A touch of perfume?" She said, picking up the eye shadow.

"But I'm going to bed?" I protested.

"Of course you are. But I want you to look nice."

"I don't understand."

"Don't worry about it.  Just sit still."

She allowed me to look at my face in the mirror when she had finished.  I was still blushing a little, but had to admit that she had done a nice job.

"Come along then Rowena," she said, taking my arm.

"But you said that Emily liked men!" I said.

"Yes dear. It's Hortense I'm taking you to see. I think she likes you."

I felt my eyes go big. "Me?  Like I am?"

"Yes.  I could be wrong.  But I know that Hortense does NOT like hairy, masculine men. I think she went through some sexual problems like I did – and I think you appeal to her – just the way you are."

"She's never given me the slightest sign!" I exclaimed.

"Well?  I think it's a woman thing – and you're not enough of a woman yet.  I really think she doesn't want to upset me.  So come along dear.  Time we found out."

Hortense was not long in bed when we got there, with me terribly shy and Dorothy almost pulling me inside the room when Hortense, hearing just Dorothy, invited her in. When she saw me, her eyes got round and she sat up in bed, pulling the bedclothes over her breasts.

"Why on earth is Rowena dressed like that?" She exclaimed then blushed. "Not that she – he – isn't very pretty."  Then she looked confused.  "I'm sorry I was trying . ."

"It IS a pretty gown, isn't it Hortense? It was an old one of mine that I'd never used.   Rowena? Go over to Hortense and let her feel the material!"

"Oh Dorothy!  She doesn't. ."

"Rowena!  Please?"

Blushing nicely, I floated over to the bedside and sort of stood, not knowing what to do.

"Hortense?  Have a feel of Rowena's gown.  See what you think." Dorothy was urging, and Hortense's arm snaked out from under the clothes and touched my chiffon peignoir. As if burnt, the hand retreated quickly.

"Very nice!" Hortense said.

"Silly!"  Dorothy laughed. "Take a proper feel.  Go on!"

This time, Hortense slid her hand out and slowly took a hold of my negligee.  Her eyes met, and held mine.

"That's lovely," she said slowly. "I had a prom dress felt just like that when I was at school.  Loved it.  The color is lovely too. Suits you nicely."

"That's better!" Dorothy said approvingly.  Now scoot over in the bed Hortense!"

"Huh?"

"You heard me.  Now do as I ask!" Dorothy was nice but firm.

"I don't understand?"  Hortense said, but she was smiling up at me and moving over.

"Of course you DO!"  Dorothy laughed.  "Now Rowena?  Get into bed beside her.  Go on."

Hortense, still smiling, but seemingly puzzled, held the bedclothes open for me.

"Should I take my peignoir off Dorothy?" I asked pausing before geting into bed fully.

"Depends.  Hortense may want to take it off you herself. But let me explain what's going on to her."  Dorothy said quietly.

"But I don't want to steal your husband."  Hortense said, although her arm around my shoulders, pulling me towards her, told me differently.

"You're not.  I'm giving him to you if you want him."  Dorothy said. "I just want your promise that you'll be good to him."

"Of course.  But can I spank him if he's naughty?" Hortense giggled and I wiggled happily beside her.

"Silly!"  Dorothy laughed. "Anything you see as being necessary. But should I leave and let you two get acquainted?"

She wished us good night as both Hortense and I assured her that leaving might be a very good idea.  Put out the light and closed the door behind her.

"I think I'd like to kiss you.  Would that be okay?" Hortense asked, her hand untying my peignoir.

"I think I'd like that," I whispered, raising my lips to hers.

And she did. Then she did it again.  Slower this time.  Then she did it again – even slower.  I was undulating up against her, my hands softly caressing her breasts – when Dorothy's voice came.

"Oh! I forgot something!  May I come in?" She didn't wait for a reply, came in and turned on the light again.

She smiled at my peignoir thrown untidily over the foot of the bed and my hair now tousled and my lipstick messed up.

"Meant to mention this to you two. My New York publishers want me out there to work out a deal for a general publishing tour.  I'd like you to go Hortense – you have a MUCH better head for that sort of stuff than I do."

"Me?" Hortense said, and I was so glad that the dismay in her voice matched the feeling in my heart.  "How long for, Dorothy?" She added.

"Of course you!  Who else?"  Dorothy said.  "I spoke to the publisher and they've got a lovely brownstone house all looked out for you.  Not big.  Just two or three bedrooms and I understand it has a lovely kitchen."

"A HOUSE? What on earth do I need a house for?" Hortense asked, a note of indignation starting to creep into her voice.

"I thought you'd enjoy coming home to a welcome – and a cooked meal.  Someone to brush your hair when you're tired.  Look after your baths, your clothes.  That sort of thing.  Much better than some old hotel."

"But I . ."  Hortense started to say, then laughed joyously. "You don't mean Emily I guess?"

Dorothy laughed.  "Silly!  Emily's MY maid!"

The end


GIRLS

I was engrossed. The stamps were beautiful, their colors brightening the sheen of the table in the gloom.  I hadn't turned the lights on – probably because I was too lazy.  Hadn't called for one of the girls to do it either, probably for the same reason.

The rain hammered against the windows and the wind howled occasionally, but I was nice and warm.  Truthfully?  I was bored, but mummy HATED the television to be turned on in the afternoons and there wasn't that much for me to do.  My boredom was short lived though.

The door opened quietly and Doreen and Dora, two of the maids came in.  They were of the younger set, coming from the village.  Not as compulsive about doing things as their predecessors and – I don't know – they had an 'attitude' about them.  I may have been a little stuffy with the older girls, but I have to admit that I may have gone a little too far in being friendly towards them.  Them being of my own age perhaps?  Anyway, I looked up as Dora closed the door behind them and smiled. 

"Good day girls!  Or should I say – Miserable day girls?

They looked at each other and smiled. To tell the truth?  I had the feeling that something was wrong immediately.  They weren't holding themselves upright or with any circumspection at all.  Sort of slouching – as if we were friends.  That sort of thing.

"We're BORED!"  Dora said, and Doreen laughed.

"Me TOO!" I said agreeably.  "Bloody miserable day.  Isn't it?"

Both of them nodded, then to my surprise they sort of slid into easy chairs across from me. "He looks surprised, eh?" Doreen asked Dora.

"Yes.  You surprised Peter?" Dora asked.  But there wasn't interest there.  A sort of curiosity.   "Not used to serving girls making themselves comfortable about you?"

"No.  To be perfectly honest, I'm not really used to it."  I said, though all of a sudden aware of the tight feeling I was getting in my chest.  Saw them look at each other meaningfully, and I hastened to add.  "Though It's perfectly all right, I mean.  You're mummy's girls.  Not mine!"

"Whooo!  Did you hear that?  I find it hard to imagine a young man talking about his 'Mummy'"  Doreen asked Dora scornfully .  "And telling us that we're HER girls?  Sounds so stuffy!"

"Yesssss!"  Dora said in an affected snobbish way, then added slyly. "Maybe he would prefer it if HE were one of mummy's girls too?"

I looked at the girls. Was reminded of the tormentors I'd had at the boy's school. Different genders perhaps, but identical looks of enjoyment on their faces as they teased me.  I swallowed.  Had to say something, 

"I don't know what you're talking about,  But I think this has gone too far.  Why don't you girls go on about your business?"  I tried for haughtiness, but it didn't quite come off.

"You know?  Doreen said to Dora. "Rich people tend to forget that servants like us have brains too.  Curiosity even." She turned to me.  "And Peter?  Your mother – sorry Mummy – kept records.  Even some photographs!  Kept letters that were sent to her by other womenfolk in your family.  Nosy us?  We looked!  She really didn't take proper care of confidential stuff!"

They saw my look of terror and laughed. Dora got up from her chair and sashayed slowly over to me.  Sat on the edge of my chair.  Took my small hand and placed it on her warm thigh. "Isn't the satin uniforms your mummy makes us wear lovely?  Don't you think?" She moved her hand so that my fingers moved along the material a little. "Don't you have an opinion Peter?"

"It's very nice," I said in a strangled voice.

"When she put you in girlie things?  Was it satin Peter?" Dora asked softly and kindly.

"I really can't remember," I managed in a strangled voice.

Dora chucked me under the chin again.  "Peter?  You're being VERY naughty!  All we're asking if it was satin dresses she made you wear?  You know?  When you were being a bad boy and she thought she should punish you?"

I saw a glimmer of hope in what she said.  Tried for nonchalance. "I guess I was a standard little boy.  Getting into trouble, you know?  Mummy had read some books on petticoat discipline, I think.  Thought she'd give it a try."

"Naughty Mummy!"  Doreen muttered.  "Imagine dressing a boy up in girls dresses – just to make him behave!"

"Not only that?" Dora spoke up. Then had the cheek to feel my bicep!  "Treating this soft little boy with no muscles – as if he were a REAL boy!  I can't imagine him being really bad!  What did she dress you up for Peter – trying on her makeup?"  She giggled.

I found myself blushing at the insult. Had to try and explain.  "Well?  She had her ideas of how a young person should behave! I guess I was just too rowdy for her!  I may have been sickly and small as a young boy. But I never tried on her makeup!"

"Mmmm!"  Doreen mused. "Bought you your own, did she?  I distinctly remember seeing a photograph of you on an evening dress?  Color too, if I remember correctly.  Eyebrows plucked and a necklace?  Bracelets too?  I could have SWORN you had on lipstick and blusher.  Mascara too?"

"Oh.  I may have forgotten that one!"  I said.  "Maybe an amateur theatrical in the house here?"  Mummy was always very keen on that!"

"That's right!" Dora laughed.  "You had ALL sorts of girl cousins, She had to keep them entertained too!"

"That's RIGHT!" I replied, relieved.  "You wouldn't believe how many girl cousins I had.   All over the place!"

"Yes!  But what gets me?" Doreen said. "Is how come YOU often played the girl part – while so many of the girls played the male part?"

I swallowed again.  Tried to shrug.  "Maybe it was because of the dress size? I fitted the dresses that were available – and some of the girls fitted boy clothes?"

"Mmmm!" Dora asked.  "That makes sense.  But how did you feel playing girl parts,, huh?  Other girls, playing boys?  Had their hands up your dresses when they'd get you off private like, huh?  After all, isn't that what boys like to do to girls?"

After they both laughed at my discomfiture because there was a little truth in their guesses.   Doreen moved so that she was now settling in on the other side of me. "This is VERY interesting, Peter.  Did you wear nice crinolines, petticoats for your cousins?"  She leaned in more to me.

I felt that I was being smothered in femininity.   Dark satin and white lace aprons rustled and crackled around me.  Everywhere I looked, pretty girls were smiling down on me.  The scents they wore weren't expensive I don't think, but they filled my nostrils with a sort of powerful femininity.  "C'mon Peter, we won't tell.  Were the girls nice to you?  Teach you how to be a better girl for the plays?  How to walk and sit.  Maybe even how to talk nicer?"  Doreen was giggling softly but suggestively.

It wasn't exactly what had happened – I remembered some of the teasing – but this explanation at least cast me in a decent light.  "Yes.  There were times when they'd see that I couldn't play a part right, so would help me do things better."

"Did you ever have to wear a bra, Peter?" Doreen asked softly.

"Of course he didn't, silly!" Dora replied instantly.  "He's a boy!  Girls wear bras to hold their breasts in place.  Boys don't HAVE breasts!" But her voice had a teasing quality to it now. "I would think that some of the parts he would play would call for a womanly shape!"  

Doreen now said, mock indignantly. "I'd bet that Peter wore bras fairly often just to make sure there was no confusion about what gender he was playing. Isn't that true, Peter?"

"Nice lacy ones to match your panties?" Dora laughed as I finally nodded.  "Pad them with tissues to make them look real?  And look at his pretty blushes Doreen!"

I started to whimper a little. "Some of my cousins brought me falsies .  That's what I wore."

The girls were twining their arms around my neck sympathetically now. "Don't cry Peter!  You were just playing the part of being a girl and had to wear nice clothes.  Isn't that true? You're mummy made you.  Right?"  Dora was being SO nice now.

I nodded weepily.

"But Dora?  I don't think you remember those cuttings we found in his drawer.  Looked as if they'd been hidden?" Doreen was acting puzzled.  "Remember that they were cuttings and photos of him in his school plays – and he looked JUST like a girl?"

I started to cry then.  "It wasn't MY fault!" I whimpered.  "Somehow, mummy was friends with the mothers of some of the other boys – and must have shown them pictures!   Word got passed down to the other boys  I suppose!"

"You POOR thing!" Dora crooned.  "Bet that they gave you the girls parts because you were so nice and dainty."

Doreen broke in. "And don't forget that they knew he had experience as a girl!"  Then she kissed me – softly!  "Did you take your own girl clothes to school?"

"Only after the first year.  Some of my cousins were related to boys there."   I looked up at my tormentors with tear filled eyes. "They MADE me.  Honest!"

"Of COURSE they did!"  Dora consoled me. "Some women just LOVE to make a man's life miserable. We're not like that, are we Doreen?"

"Hate to say it – but some boys are just as bad.  Look at your school Peter.  Once a boy gets the idea that another one is a sissy?   They tease something awful! Isn't that true, Peter?"

"Yes,"  I gulped.  "I got teased something awful."

"Well!  You got US as friends now!"  Doreen said.  "And we won't tease you."

Dora laughed lightly.  "Well NOT much!  It's just that it's SO boring out here away from the village.  Nothing much for young girls to do.  So you DO understand if we tease you – just a teensy weensy amount?  After all, it gives us something to do."

I could tell from the tone that both of them used that they weren't far from making my life miserable. But what was I to do – disagree?  I put on a weak smile. "That's so nice of you.  Thanks."

They both leaned in and kissed and stroked my burning face mockingly then left.  "That's all right then dear" they laughed in unison.  "See you!"  Then, with a swish of petticoats and satin dresses they were gone.

As I suspected, and dreaded, they didn't leave me in peace too long.

I'd been doing some desultory shopping in the village one day.  Came back in the late morning to pass mummy as she left in the other car – and the two maids waiting for me inside the house.  At least that was the impression I got.  They were in a state of suppressed excitement.  "The forecast says it's going to be raining for more than the next week Peter."  Dora said immediately.   (I noticed that when mummy wasn't around, I got neither "Sir" nor curtseys. They treated me as if I were a friend.  Someone inferior to them perhaps, but a friend).

"So?"  I asked innocently.

"Well?  Your mummy got a call this morning.  Seems that your aunt Cecilia and her two daughters, Anne and Margaret, are coming to stay for a few days.  In about three weeks from now ."

"Oh?" My heart sank. Cecilia was almost as bossy as mummy – and her two daughters had made life miserable for me in the past, but I shrugged helplessly. "Nothing I can do about it I suppose."

"Well?"  Doreen was saying.  "The mistress was wondering aloud what to do with them.  How to keep them entertained if it is wet."  Then she stopped and looked at me expectantly.

"Well?  What can I say?" I asked.

The girls looked at each other, then came very close to me. "Simple!" Dora said, then put on a sort of mincing tone.  "Just suggest to mummy that maybe you and the girls put on 'Angela and the Visitor'"

"The play that mummy wrote?" I asked after a moments thought.  "Especially for them and that other set of cousins that used to come visit?"

"Exactly!"  Doreen answered, stroking my lapel.   "Your mummy would like that, having something that she wrote resurrected!  Would probably love to put it on again."

"But that's got five parts,"  I said, remembering.  "Angela – her three daughters – and the man visitor – and there'd only be me and the two girls.  Don't think that Mummy or aunt Cecilia would want to join us."

"You're forgetting us two!" Dora said sweetly. "Bet the mistress wouldn't mind!  And you'd be almost perfect for the youngest daughter – you've grown into the part now.   Were a wee bit young before."

"Ha Ha.  I'd probably be better for the man visitor now!"  I stated.  Not as firmly as I wanted to, but I was quite pleased with myself.

"Wasn't that Anne's part before?" Dora asked innocently.

"I think it was," Doreen answered her.  Then she turned to me.  "Wasn't she a bit on the masculine side as it was?"

"Yes.  You're right.  But she's probably grown out of that."  I answered hopefully.

"Well, that's an idea you have."  Dora said disdainfully.  "I guess that you and Anne could negotiate?"  Here she sniggered a little.

Then Doreen surprised me a little.  Stood right in front of me and took hold pf my lapels. Pulled me into her so that our faces were very close together, and although her words were gentle enough, her eyes were very threatening.  "You won't forget to ask your mummy, will you?"

I couldn't take my eyes from her – but heard Dora giggle as my voice quavered my answer.   "N . . No . . Doreen.  I . .I  . . won't forget,"

"You're SO cute when you're obedient!" she said and then, with them both laughing, they turned their backs and left me.

Mummy brought up the subject of Cecilia's visit with the girls at dinner that night.  As always, she looked tall and invincible.  Very intimidating.  I knew that her acquaintances and friends thought she was wonderful, but I was always scared around her.  I pretended that I didn't know of the visit.  "But what are you going to do to entertain them?" I asked innocently.

She shrugged. "They'll find something to do, I guess."

"But what if it’s raining?" I pressed.

She shot me a glance "You have something in mind?"  Her tone was a bit suspicious.

"No mummy.  Not at all," I murmured. Then I added, as if I'd just thought of it.  "We could always do a play.  One of yours?  If I remember they got a big kick out of it."

Her look was now decidedly suspicious – and she surprised me completely.  "No.  I don't think so.  I think we'll have to find other things for them to do."

I was totally flummoxed at her refusal, but happy that Dora had overheard this exchange.  I felt that I couldn't be blamed for anything.  I'd done my very best, I thought happily.  Nothing else I could do.

That night as I was readying myself for bed, the two maids knocked perfunctorily on my door and came in quickly.   I saw the looks on their faces and they were NOT pleased..  "Hey Dora?  You were there and you saw me trying.  Mummy just didn't want to do a play!  Wasn't MY fault."

"You didn't try very hard!" said Doreen.

"But he didn't do anything wrong that I could see,"  Dora said.  "But like I said?  I think she's of the opinion that He wants the male part – and maybe she hasn't thought of the fact that the play needs more players. He didn't suggest us at all!"  She looked a little truculent

"Girls?  Please?  The subject didn't come up!"  I pleaded.  "Mummy just wasn't interested."

"We've thought of another way you can bring up the subject.  Tomorrow night, Mrs.  Dundas comes for their get together."

"You want me to interrupt them -  while they're knitting or crocheting?" I asked incredulously.  "They enjoy their girl talk.  It's more than my life is worth to break in on that."

"No problem!" Dora said, grinning. "Just tell your mummy that you're bored.  Want to learn to knit and crochet.  Easy.  Join them, then as you get warmed up?  Bring up the business of the play again."

"But she'll maybe think that I want the male part again.?"

"Easy.  Simply tell her about us – and how welcome we'd find a little break – and mention that as the male part was written for Anne to begin with – you wouldn't mind her having it.  You could play the youngest daughter – just as you did the last time!"

The girls didn't – couldn't – know that mummy had at one time really pressed me to learn how to knit and sew.  I was well aware that it had been a close thing but, had been at the boys school then.  Had been able to convince her that I wasn't interested at all – had other things on my mind.  About then, she had started to drop the idea of dressing me in girl clothes when I misbehaved – figured that I was growing too big?  I don't know.  But that was why I was so desperate to hide from her that I was being forced to act the girl in so many school plays.  Now these girls wanted me to get back into that camp, so to speak?

Looking back?  I think that was a watershed mark for me.  I think that both Dora and Doreen were acting confidence that they didn't actually feel.  Some kind of rebellion from me – any, and I mean ANY defiance from me – would have stopped their nonsense immediately.  But my weak-kneed acceptance of them increased their own sense of power – and I, virtually, became THEIR servant. 

"Yes!"  Dora insisted.  Ask her at breakfast.  First thing!" The girls exchanged a look as I nodded meekly.  Then acting maternally, they came and tucked me IN! Can you imagine the shame I felt as I pouted my lips up to them – and let them kiss me 'good night'?

But I knew what I had to do. Next morning, at breakfast, I asked Mummy.  "Isn't Mrs. Dundas coming tonight?"

"Yes. This our night for girl talk, " Mummy said with some levity.

"I've been wondering?" I said, with my mouth suddenly dry. "I've been kinda bored?  Thinking that knitting or crocheting might pass the time for me?"

"You would like to learn?  With us?" Mummy replied her eyebrows raised.  But she had a gleam of interest in her eye. "You? With a couple of old ladies?  Knitting?  Sewing?  If I remember correctly, when I mentioned this to you before, you thought it too girlish?  Now you're interested?"

I felt my cheeks redden.  Felt, rather than saw, Doreen lurking behind us at the breakfast buffet. Suddenly was rather frightened of what she would do.  Felt that I'd better try at least.  "Well it's probably a short term thing mummy.  But I'm really finding it rather boring around here.  Very little to do."

She sniffed. "Well in that case? I don't think I can use you.  I'm not here to entertain you, so you'll just have to find something else to do."

Things were NOT going very well at all.  Quickly I thought that I'd better mend what fences I may have broken with mummy.

"Oh mummy! I just didn't want to sound too interested!  Didn't want you thinking it was too feminine a task for a young man. I was reading something a while back that says that that kind of thing is marvelous for removing stress. Thought it would be good for me."

But I could see now that she was going to have her pound of flesh. "Not too girlish for you any more?  You won’t mind sitting with the girls?  Mrs. Dundas may tease you, you know?"

"Oh mummy!" I said helplessly. "You're making it sound worse than it is."

"I am, am I?"  She laughed shortly. "Well, I'll let you join our little society – but you attend at least once per week – and you don't stop until I accept that you're reasonably adept at all forms of needlework. You'll come to join us here – and keep me company when it's Mrs.  Dundas's turn.  Is that acceptable to you?"

Blushing, I accepted.

"Oooh!  It was SO funny!"  Doreen was saying later when she and Dora had cornered me by myself. "As I told you Dora, this sweet little lamb has volunteered to join the Mistress and Mrs. Dundas in their sewing circle.  Isn't that sweet?"  and she hugged me!  hugged me tightly, and I was utterly helpless within her grasp.

"I think that's lovely of you!"  Dora coooed as I stood there powerless in the other's grasp. "But the reason we got with you just now?  What's your favorite color or pattern?"

"Huh?" I said, lost.

"Well, they wear these lovely satin smocks – to hold wool and that sort of stuff," she continued. "The mistress will probably suggest one for you? May as well get a color you'll like?"

I looked at them in horror as Doreen let me go,  and they giggled, with me remembering now the smocks that mummy and Mrs. Dundas usually wore:  knee length in brightly colored satins with rounded large collars and large patch pockets.  Surely not!

"Oh !  Just look at that face!" Dora taunted me. "We're only teasing!  You'd never be caught dead in a smock like that – they're SO girly!  We just want to remind you to really press that issue about the play to your mummy wrote!"

"Yes! We'll not be happy at all if you don't talk her into it!"  Her words were light, but her meaning was clear.  She shot me a glance to make sure that I got her drift then, satisfied, left me alone.

All through dinner that night, I felt uncomfortable.  Mummy's gimlet eye was on me and she obviously thought I was up to something, but I pretended that nothing was wrong.  Nevertheless, it was an uncomfortable meal.  Nervously, I was aware of both Dora and Doreen serving us up at various times.  His my apprehension under a bland exterior.  Finally, mummy could stand her thoughts no longer.

"Peter?  Why can't I help but think that you're up to something?"

"Me mummy?"

"Yes you!  I detect a note of insincerity in you – and I'm damned if I'll have you make a fool out of me!  Are you really serious about this?"

I took a deep breath.  "About learning to knit and sew mummy?  I'm pretty sure that I do!"

"Serious?"

"Of COURSE mummy!"

She looked at me sideways. "A serious knitter or sewer usually wears a nice smock to keep some of her various requirements – small sewing scissors, wool remnants, thread and so on."

I felt my throat contract.  "Is that so, mummy?"

Her voice took on some firmness.  "Yes!  And if you're serious?  I just thought about it this afternoon.  There aren't any smocks that cater to MEN sewers – but I have plenty.  Think you'll mind?"  her last sentence had a silky smooth delivery. 

"Well mummy?  I don't MIND per se?"  I answered trying very hard to keep the desperation out of my voice.  "But after all, what would Mrs. Dundas think?"

Mummy paused thoughtfully before she spoke.  "She might think it a little effeminate of you my dear – but there again?  She might take you wearing a pretty smock as a level of your commitment?  As I would?"  She smiled at me.

When I didn't answer she smiled.  "I’ll look out a smock for you then?  Send it around before seven thirty so that you can wear it when you meet her?"

She smiled a little when I didn't respond.

Doreen and Dora again came into my room without knocking a little later.  Dora had her hands behind her back "Now Peter? Just close those eyes and see the lovely smock that your mummy has sent for you to wear.  Keep them shut now!"

Giggling softly, the two girls closed in on me as I stood there in blindness. I felt something being held up against me.  "That's SO lovely!  I think that his mummy has such wonderful taste.  Open your eyes now dear!" Doreen said.

"No  . .No . .No!"  Dora said. "I think we'd better take off that shirt Doreen – it would be far too hot under that nice smock.  You Petey?  Keep your eyes closed until your aunts Dora and Doreen tell you!  I have an idea!"

It sounded as if she left, but I couldn't tell.  "Please Doreen?  Don't!" I asked helplessly as I felt her fingers tug my shirt up from under my pants and unbutton the front.

"Now you just SHUSH!"  She said in mock severity.  "I know you can't wait to see what Dora and I do for you – but just be patient.  Ah, here she is now."

Just then, my shirt was removed. "Wonderful!  Dora was saying.  Now join your hands and point them as if you were diving,  That's a boy!" she said – and something smooth and silky was going over my arms.  I knew it wasn't the smock, because it was far too light and I was pretty sure that I could detect a fine lace at the hems.

"That's better!"  Dora was saying, satisfied.  "Now just help Doreen and we'll have your pretty smock on in a jiffy!  Don' be opening those eyes now!

I felt my arms being fitted into soft sleeves than a jacket like thing being arranged around my shoulders. Humming happily, I knew that both girls were working on my smock now feeling buttons being fastened securely at my front and around my wrists.

"I think that camisole helped,"  Dora was saying to Doreen.  "His own shirt would have been too warm, and I don't think that a nice smock like his should have been on bare skin."

"Absolutely right!" Doreen agreed.  "Right enough the pink on the cami doesn't match his smock – but I don't think anyone can see that, can they?"  She laughed.

"I think we can let little Petey open his eyes now, don't you?" Dora said.

"Oh yes!  Isn't he lovely!" Doreen laughed agreeably and I felt her pulling me across the room to stand in front of my large mirror.

I didn't really want to open my eyes.  Did NOT want to see the epicene creature that I'd see in the mirror.  But I had to.  It was worse than I thought.

The problem wasn't that I looked wrong.  Far from it.  I looked cute! I am somewhat small – tiny perhaps – and the soft pink satin of the smock emphasized my frailty and daintiness.  A "V" neck with a large brown velvet collar and large brown velvet cuffs to match.  The front was fastened by thee large velvet covered brown buttons, while the cuffs had Satin covered, pink buttons.  To make matters worse – far worse – the edge of a lacy pink undergarment  was showing at the 'V' of the collar.  I looked like a woman!

None of this was helped by the fact that my hair is quite long and has a tendency to hang over my forehead.

"Ooooh!"  Doreen gasped then simply took a comb and some mousse from my dressing table – then rearranged my hair a little – but then used some bobbi pins from her own hair to fix mine in place.  "LOVELY!"   She said.

"But ladies?  I look like a girl!" I said desperately.

"But aren't you going to ask your mummy for a part in her play?" Dora said lightly.

"And?  I girl's part at that!  What do you want to look like – a truck driver?"  Doreen added.  "C'mon!  I think I just saw Mrs. Dundas's car turn into the driveway.  Come along dear"  

I was led into the hallway and to the main reception room.  Dora went to answer the door – and I was left with mummy for a second.  She looked at me, eyebrows raised. "Mmmm!  I must say that you look nice in that darling.  A trifle effeminate perhaps, but let's go and meet our guest, shall we?"

Mrs.  Dundas was a small, birdlike woman.  Her eyes were on me the whole time that she greeted mummy.  Then she turned to me. "I must say darling that you are looking especially nice tonight.  Have a date or something?"   Her eyes took in the lace at my chest and lingered there long enough to let me see that she saw it.  Then she kissed me hello as I made some unintelligible comment to her.

"Oh he's not going anywhere special." Mummy said.   "He just wanted to join you and me – learn how to knit and stuff."

"Buy that smock himself?  It's very becoming!"  Mrs. Dundas sniggered.

"No.  I suspected his motives to tell the truth,"  Mummy said.  "He's agreed to join us until I think him competent at women's stuff – and I felt he should be dressed properly."

Mrs.  Dundas shrugged and brought up a large bag that contained her smock and the stuff she was working on.  Mummy had her smock on the back of a chair.  Shrugged her way into it, then brought out some needles and wool for me.  Sat beside me and then, without fuss began to educate me on the easy stitch she wanted me to repeat over and over again.  Once she had shown me that, and how to advance a row, she settled into her own work.  Then, there were the three of us, quite industrious in our work.

Even though I was asked to join the conversation a few times, I passed – frightened of losing my place.  Finally, the two girls appeared, asking if we wanted anything – and casting arch glances at me – out of sight of Mummy and Mrs. Dundas of course.  We finally broke for tea and small cakes.  At that point, Mummy brought up the point I'd been waiting for, describing the visit of Cecilia and her two daughters.

"Don't know what to do with them," she muttered, nibbling at a cake.  "The girls will be BORED out of their mind!" She added.

It was the opening I had been waiting for.  I shrugged. "Well Mummy? They DID enjoy your plays before!"  I looked over at Mrs.  Dundas.  "But she thinks they won't like it any more."

"Nonsense Peter!  Anne enjoyed her part before - that of the male visitor.  But she wouldn't enjoy being moved over now.  The other one doesn't care – but SHE would.  And I don't want to create ant fuss where it's not needed."

I knew what I had to do. Still my mouth was dry as I responded.  "Why do you think you have to give her another part, Mummy?"

She put her cake down. "The only other parts in  that play are women Peter! And even though you agreed?  There's still not enough people to play the roles necessary!"

It was the point of no return. To be honest, I was glad that I could see Doreen flitting around in the background.  Lent credence to anything I had to say – and if Mummy refused?  Nobody could say I hadn't tried!

"But Mummy?" I said.  "What about Dora and Doreen? The two of them would fill the gaps perfectly!"

"Huh?  Who are they?" she asked.

This shook me, but I recovered.  "The maids mummy.  The MAIDS!  I wouldn't be surprised if they weren't bored out of their minds TOO!"

"Oh!"  Her expression showed that she saw the light. "That might be nice for them.  But you wouldn't mind taking the girl part?  Being one of four women in the play?"

"He'd play the part of a woman – again?" Mrs. Dundas drawled.  "I thought you'd given up on dressing him as a girl?"  She asked mummy.

Mummy drew herself up in pretended outrage. "I only used petticoat discipline when he was naughty!"

"Mts.  Dundas laughed. "He must have been very very naughty – a good deal of the time?"

Mummy shrugged.  "Couldn't have been THAT bad, could it?  He's asking – without prodding from me, I may add – for a girl's part?"

"Mrs.  Dundas laughed.  "You've probably turned him into a sissy by now.  Look at that pretty smock he's wearing – and am I wrong?  Or do I detect a camisole under that, huh?"

Mummy smiled. "Must admit it?  I thought that he was over wanting to be a girl when he went to that boy school.  Then I saw that pretty lace camisole he was wearing tonight, and I must admit that I started to wonder."

I looked at her in horror, then realized that there was nothing I could say.  By pretending that I hadn't discussed any of this with the maids at all, they had no input to what I was wearing.  She might believe that I had borrowed it from one of the girls – but what was the sense in telling her that?

"Yes dear," she said in a disbelieving tone. "Why don't you get started on your crocheting again?  Maybe tomorrow we can work through the costumes I kept?  There should be a couple of nice dresses for you somewhere.  In the meantime?"  She called out "Dora?  Doreen?  Do you girls have a moment over here?"

"Yes ma'am!"  came the answers in unison and both girls were curtseying to her.  "Peter's just had an idea!"  She said.  "We're having company pretty soon.  Before you gals came here, we used to have small theatricals and we intend to have one in a few weeks."

The girls looked interested, but a little puzzled as if they knew nothing of what she was going to say, but responded – "Oooh Lovely!" when she mentioned that I'd suggested that they take certain parts – and cast grateful glances in my direction.

But then Mummy continued. "Peter will be taking the part of one of the girls.  He used to do that quite regularly – but I'm afraid he's fallen out of practice."

The girls looked interested but non-understanding until Mummy continued. "So?  I'm concerned that he'll have forgotten how to be a proper girl. I've got some dresses and undies he can wear, but I was wondering of you two young ladies would like to take him in hand for the next few weeks?  Remind him how a young girl is supposed to act?"

Dora and Doreen looked at each other and smiled broadly.  Then at me, still smiling.  "We'd LOVE to!"  They said.  "When would you like us to start?"

The end


HEN COOP

The house wasn't big enough for me to avoid Maria for ever.  I did manage to stay out of her way and, for a couple of days, when she did get close to me, either Ellen was there or I'd be saved by the telephone or something.  But nothing lasts forever.  That morning, she was actually coming out of the sitting room just as I was entering.  I couldn't very well back out, so started to go past her, into the room.  She smiled sweetly at me as she curtsied.

"Good morning sir,"   she said.

"Good morning Maria."  I replied.  "Ellen in here?"

"Oh no sir.  Madame left for her charity work some time ago." 

"Oh." I said.  "Guess I'll have to wait until she gets home then, won't I?"

She smiled at me again.  "That would appear to be correct sir."

"I wouldn't be too keen to drive any distance in this kind of weather."  I commented, pointing out through the French window at the rain that was teeming down.

"Yes."  Maria said.  "But the mistress is very interested in chairing that committee of hers - and I heard her say that today was the day that some very important decisions are to be made.  Anyway?  I don't see a little rain stopping her.  She's very strong."

I shrugged at what I felt to be her unspoken criticism of me.  "I guess so."

She nodded brightly, then her face got serious. "Sir?  I have a favor to ask.  I've been meaning to ask it of you for the last few days?"  She gave me a wry smile.  "You're a very hard man to catch, do you know that?  I actually thought that you were trying to avoid me.  But that's silly, isn't it?"

"A favor?"  I said weakly, avoiding the question.  "I don't know as I could be.."

"Oh, of course you could.  And I'd appreciate it so much?"  Laying a firm hand on my arm and smiling confidently at me.  Then, tightening her grip, she gave me a slight pull. 

I thought of resisting her but couldn't seem to find the will or the strength.  The materials of her uniform and apron crackling against my side and legs, I found myself being led all the way down the hallways to her room. I felt a sense of dread as she put her hand on the doorknob to open the door.

"Oh, I don't know as I should come in here."  I protested weakly.

For a second, I actually thought it might work.  She did seem to pause, but then giggled, and I was easily pushed in to her quarters and she then closed the door quietly behind us.

"Oh sir!"  She tittered.  "Are you saying you would maybe take advantage of me?  Poor little me?"  Then she looked at me slyly, her pretense of humility starting to slip.  "Or are you thinking that I'll maybe take advantage of sweet, little old you?"  Then she paused to collect herself, her polite face back on. "Sir, why don't you sit here?"

She pulled out a bench seat from her dressing table.

"That's a kinda funny place for me to sit, isn't it?" I said lightly.

"Not that I can see."  She said tartly.  "And sit looking into the mirror - please!  There, that's a good ..."  She didn't finish the sentence, for which I suddenly felt very grateful.

I was now sitting, looking into the mirror which reflected the whole room behind me.  My attention was momentarily distracted by the array of makeup, colognes and perfumes set on little filigreed trays on the surface of the dressing table.

She had been rummaging in a chest of drawers while I'd been surveying what was in front of me.  She got my mirrored attention again by throwing something white onto the bed then coming up behind me, something black and white, beribboned, quite small, in one of her hands.  I couldn't make out what it was.

She caught my eye in the mirror, and stopped dead behind me, the thing in her hands, whatever it was, out of sight now.  She held my gaze until I dropped my eyes.

"You were eavesdropping when my friend Veronica and I were talking that day, weren't you?"

"I  .. I don't know what you're.." I started but stopped as she gave me a rap on the head with her knuckles.

"Don't lie!"  She snapped.  "I won't have you lying to me!  You were listening, weren't you!"

"Yes Maria."

She nodded approvingly.  "That's better.  Learn something, did you? Learn that some maids know how to deal with Sissy masters?  Learn that Maria was just too stupid to see what was in front of her face all along?  You, being so nice and helpful.  So sweet!"  She pursed her mouth mockingly and batted her eyelashes at me. "Veronica sure knew a lot about Sissy men, and how to take advantage of them, didn't she?"

"But I was being helpful."  I protested.

She shrugged.  "Maybe so.  But I couldn't understand why the 'master'"  she tittered. "- Some master!  Of the house was so pleasant to me - the maid, for Chrissake!  Then I started noticing how Madame treated you - more like the little woman than anything else.  Tell me, do you know of any other men who's wives make them shave every inch of their bodies below the neck - so's they can be nice and smoooooth?"

I didn't answer.  Hung my head in shame.  She continued.  "And, while I was serving up the drinks and stuff for Madame's ladies club?  I heard her talk about power in business and personal relationships - pecking orders and all that stuff.  Didn't dawn on me for a long time - but that's what she practices on you.  You're under her in the pecking order.  You're her hen.  Her own, sweet, obedient little hen.  She's the cock of the walk around here, right?"

I hung my head even lower.  Didn't answer.

"But see?"  Marie continued.  "I started to figure.  Where do I come in?  Where am I in this pecking order?"

I had to look up at her.  "But - but, you're the maid."

She smiled prettily at me, her eyes flashing brightly. "Right!"  She said.  "Right first time!  Give the little lady a coconut!" 

Then she patted my head approvingly as I shriveled inside.  She'd referred to me, openly, as a 'lady'.  I hadn't protested. Couldn't.

She now brought the object in her hand into plain view.  It took me a second or two before I realized that it was a rather ornate maid's cap. A round, frilled, white cap with a shirred black and white rim.  Two wide black on white ribbons extending down the back.

"And here's the favor I wanted to ask you."  She muttered, her concentration on straightening out the ribbons for a moment.

"What favor?  What are you talking about?"  I said.

"Why. Isn't it obvious?"  She said, lifting it up and putting it on my head, taking her time and smiling at me all the while. "I need to see how this thing looks on.  I can sew things like it no problem, but I really never get much chance to see how they look on someone.  I thought you wouldn't mind?"

"But .. Isn't it a maid's cap?"  I gasped.

"Of course it is.  Don't you think it looks pretty?  Now just hold still for a sec while I pin it in place.  Oh damn!  I thought your hair would be long enough.. Wait.  Just a second.  I think I've got just the thing."

She reached into a drawer at the side of the table and pulled out what became immediately apparent as a platinum blonde wig.  Deftly she pulled the cap off my head and, before I knew it, I was wearing the wig and she was arranging long blonde tresses down the side of my face, still smiling. I had hardly time to breathe a complaint before the maid's cap was back on top of my head, bobbi pins anchoring it in place.

"Please Marie?"  I sighed weakly.  "Please don't do this.  Please?"

"Sorry dear.  But we've got to establish our pecking order.  Don't we?"  She laughed softly.  "As a matter of fact?  Why don't you say 'cluck cluck' my little hen.  Say 'cluck cluck' to your new little rooster.  C'mon now!"

"Cluck cluck."  I managed.

"Thassagirl!" She crowed, reaching behind her and pulling the white object from the bed.  "Now let's see how the apron and cap go together, eh Sissy?"

"Marie?  Please?  I'll admit that you're tougher than me.  Is that what you want?  I'll admit that you deserve to be higher than me in the pecking order.  But please?  Please don't humiliate me any more."

She made an impatient tutting noise.  "For goodness sake!  Would you stop your complaining!  Stand up.  Let me put it on for you.  I don't want to muss your hair.  That's better!"

And I was now wearing a maid's apron.  Full skirted, white, ruffles at the hem and breast line with black ribbon threaded through to match the cap.  She tied the bow at the back, then stepped back.

"My my!"  she crowed.  "Don't you look sweet?  I'd have never thought how pretty a girl you'd make."  Saying this, she took hold of my shoulder and turned me to face her.  "Why don't you just drop me a curtsey.  Say 'thank you miss Marie' eh?  Will you do that for me?"

I took the sides of the apron in my hands and bobbed a quick curtsey.  "Thank you miss Marie."  I said.

She grinned widely.  "I just got an idea.  Why don't you just bend over.  Get that cute little ass up in the air.  Go on now!".  As she was saying this, she started to walk behind me.

"Like this?"  I asked, bending over from the waist.

"Yes.  But a little more.  That's better.  Now just hold it there.  Now?  I want you to start clucking.  Don't stop until I tell you.  C'mon now.  Let's hear your little clucks.  C’mon.  Be my little hen."

"Cluck cluck cluck"  I began, wondering what she had in mind.  It didn't take long for me to find out.  

Bent over the way I was, looking backwards, I could only see her from about the waist down.  Suddenly I saw her pull her full skirts up and advance right up to my backside.  Then I felt as much as saw the skirts being placed over my back, then her groin being pressed into my rear.

Her arms snaked around my waist, and the next thing I felt was her pulling away a little, then banging her groin into my back again.

"Come on now Sissy.  Cluck for Marie.  Come on now.  Louder!"

And, as I 'cluck-clucked' submissively, she started crowing like a cockerel and going through all the motions of riding me - without any penetration of course.  I knew that I had reached the ultimate degradation, my wife's personal maid making it obvious how womanish I'd become. In addition, as if I wanted to convince myself even more of this, I started to cry.

"Oh, please don't cry."  She said in mock sympathy after another minute or so.  "Did Marie hurt her little hen?.  C'mon, you can straighten up now.  So come sit down and I'll dry your tears for you."

She sat beside me on the bench, and twisted me to face her.  True to her word, she used a couple of tissues to dry my face.  Then she picked up a lipstick tube from the table, removed the cap and rotated it until a crimson tip showed.

"Now purse these pouty little lips of yours."  She told me.  "Bet you look even prettier when I make them nice and red."

I did as she said, even though my lips were still trembling from all of the humiliation she was putting me through.  She used one hand to hold me under the chin and pulled my face towards her.  I closed my eyes in shame when I felt the lipstick actually touch my lips.  But then, for some reason, she paused.  I waited for a few seconds before opening my eyes again.  The lipstick was now less than an inch away from my mouth, but her face held a very thoughtful expression.

Then, was I to be let off?  She let go my chin and recapped the lipstick before slowly putting it back down on the table.

"I just had a thought."  She said.  "Quite interesting."

I tried to look as interested as I could.  

"This is all wrong."  She muttered to herself.  Then she placed both hands on my shoulders and turned me to face her even more directly.

"Do you consider me feminine?"  She asked after a moments thought.

"Oh yes Marie."  I answered.

"Pretty?"

"Absolutely.  Very pretty."

"Not masculine at all?"

I wasn't sure what she wanted to hear, but guessed correctly. "Oh no.  Not at all."

"And you?  Are you masculine?"

From the corner of my eye I could see my reflection, the little maid's cap perched on my peroxide 'hair',  the frilled apron.  I licked my lips.

"Not very, I guess."  I said, blushing.

"Not very?  Does that mean you think you're somewhat masculine?"

"Well .. I .."

"Think you're more masculine than me?" She interrupted quickly.

I didn't know what she wanted me to say, but guessed. "No.  Not at all."  I stammered quickly.

She smiled happily and touched my face lightly with the tips of her fingers.  Then she spoke again.

"So?  Didn't you just say a moment ago that I was very pretty and not masculine at all.  Right?"

I nodded dumbly.

"And then you admitted that you're not as masculine as me.  You did say that, didn't you?"

Again, I could only nod.

She leaned away from me on the stool as if to get a better view.

"Look at me."  She said mildly.  "Am I properly dressed?"

I had no idea of where she was going with her line of questions.  Took another guess.  "Oh yes Marie.  Very properly. That's a very pretty uniform you've got on."

She preened.  "Yes.  Made it myself.  Did you know I made my own uniforms, most of my clothes, lingerie as well?"

I could only shrug. "Honestly?  No.  I didn't know that."

She nodded.  "But getting back to business.  Do you feel that you're properly dressed?"

"I guess so - at least I think so."

"But, if you're more feminine than me, shouldn't you be wearing a pretty dress too - I mean, an even prettier dress than the one I'm wearing?  And pretty lingerie - and stockings - and high heels.  Wouldn't that be the proper thing for you to be wearing?  I mean, that’s feminine, is it not? Maybe some makeup and perfume as well?"

I could see the way she was going now. "Please Marie?  Please don't.."

"Sissy?"  She said firmly, ignoring my plea.  "Cluck cluck for me please.  Go over there and stand by the chair.  C'mon now.  Be a good girl!"

And seconds later I was back being 'ridden' again.

After she was finished, I was only too agreeable to take my apron and cap - and all my other clothes off with the exception of my underpants. As I undressed, she was pulling what looked like frothy black underwear from a drawer.

Grinning, she held up a black bra. "Isn't this pretty?"  She asked.

"Yes.  Very pretty." I managed to get out.

"Like to try it on?  Bet you would."

I nodded, knowing to deny it would just lead to more embarrassment.

"Oh c'mon Sissy!  You can do better than that! Say 'please can I borrow that pretty bra?  I'd like to try it on'."

"Please can I borrow that pretty bra, I'd like to try it on." I said. 

She hid her mouth with a hand, giggling.  "But this is a girl's bra.  Wouldn't you feel funny wearing it?"

I could only shake my head.

"Ok then.  If you're absolutely sure?  Here."  She waited while I did nothing but blush and she handed it to me.

I slid my arms through the loops.  She came around to my back and fastened it.  Then she adjusted the straps to fit.  I stood, blushing fiercely as she stuffed the bra cups with some tissues from her dressing table.

The next item was a matching satin, lace edged full slip.  Again I was put through the exercise of asking for it.  After that, I slipped it on over my body.  The lace hem came down to just below my knees.

I had hopes for a minute that she was going to allow me to wear my own undershorts, but this was not to be.

"Now you can take these ugly jockey shorts off."  She smiled.  "Just reach up under your slip, and pull them down eh?  Have to get you into something that'll match, like these gorgeous little things."   She said, holding up the matching panties.

Finally, after a great deal of pleading on my part - and agreeing that yes, the clothes I was putting on were feminine, but they were really what I wanted to wear, I stood in front of Maria wearing panties, bra, slip, garter belt and smoky dark nylons, with seams running straight down my legs. Then she asked if I'd like to go over her knee "Not for a real spanking,"  she said. "I mean, you haven't been naughty or anything like that.  In fact, you've been really sweet.  But just a sort of ceremonial exercise?  Impress on you of who's boss?  Really establish our pecking order"

I smiled weakly, but agreed that it would probably be a good idea for us to firmly establish for once and for all, who was the dominant, and who was the submissive in our new relationship.  She sat down, allowing me to lay myself prone over her knees.  I slithered around for a few minutes then, squealing and giving genteel little kicking motions, I felt her lifting the hem of my slip and start to spank me on my panties.

"Liked that, did you?"  She grinned, looking at the bulge in my slip after she let me up. "Well, you'll really like what you're going to do next.  Come on over to the wardrobe and pick yourself out a nice pretty uniform dress.  C'mon now, there's a girl."

Standing there, holding up various maid's dresses in front of me, I knew I made a most feminine picture, sometimes holding the dress beneath my chin, while I draped the skirts around my legs, checking the hem lengths.

After looking at five or six, I opted for a royal blue one, full skirted, with a square cut neckline and full sleeves that came down to the elbow and then tied in place with ribboned ties. White lace ruffles bordered the hem, neckline, and sleeves. The back had lacing eyelets all the way down to the waist.

"Great choice!"  She complimented me.  "It'll be gorgeous on.  But put it down for now."

"But I thought you wanted me to wear it."  I said, confused.

"Of course I do sweetie!"  She confirmed.  "But we gotta get your petticoat on.  A dress with a bouffant skirt like that really requires one, so we'll just add the finishing touches, eh?"

The petticoat she brought out for me was plain at the bodice, but more than made up for that in the layers of full frilled tulle alternating with taffeta.  Maria actually started giggling as she slipped it over my arms and head.

"You know?" She laughed.  "I can't get over this.  Here you are, letting me make you into a little woman.  I'd never have believed it.  That afternoon with  Veronica telling me all about a little pantywaist boss she'd had, and how she used to boss him around.  I don't know what made me think you were eavesdropping on our talk, but when I snuck up to the door and opened it quickly, there you were - all blushes.  Just like now - though you're a lot prettier now.  Aren't you? "

And now, it was time for me to put on the last item of femininity - the dress. She undid the lacing that closed the back, and widened the room in the bodice.  Then she lifted the skirt so that it was open directly in front of me.  "Dive into this dear."  She told me.  "Make sure you get your arms in through the holes for the sleeves."

Obediently, I put my arms into a sort of 'diving' position and entered the dress.  Inside of the cave of material for only a second or so, I had a blinding insight into what I was allowing this young woman to do to me.  I even considered putting up a struggle.  It was too late though.  My arms found the sleeve holes and slid through, and my head emerged from the neckline.  I was wearing my first dress.

Maria wasted no time, tightening the laces that bound me into the garment at the back, then tied them with a quick bow. Just as quickly she tied the ribbons at the sleeves into little bows, then helped me into a crisp white lacy apron, then pinned the ribboned maid's cap onto my hair to complete the picture.

"Oh how yummy you look."  She enthused, stepping back to view me.  "Here.  Go and look at yourself in the mirror.  Twirl around.  That's it!  There, isn't the dress beautiful when it bells out like that.  Don't you just love the sound of the taffeta?"

Yes, this new force in my life was making me do what I was doing.  At the same time though, a current of pleasurable sensuality had started to course through my body from almost the beginning of her assault on my masculinity.  It was now almost making me breathless with excitement as the feeling of straps rubbing against my body in places I hadn't thought existed, the satiny feel of the silks and laces against my shaved body - the actual sounds of the materials - especially the taffeta, all combined to put me in an almost euphoric state. I looked, with increasing amazement at the girl in the blue dress with the bouffant skirt, the frilled edges of her petticoat flashing underneath.

But my excitement was soon replaced by fear.  I did fidget in a pleasurable state while Maria painted my fingernails in a bright shade of crimson.  Couldn't help but let out a girlish giggle when she showed me the lipstick I was going to wear to match.  But I actually did try and complain as my eyebrows were being plucked down to two feminine slim arches over my frightened eyes.  I even struggled against her when she pierced my ears, but she overcame my weak resistance easily, hardly breathing harder as she straddled me on the ground, fitting the new gold posts in through my lobes. 

By the time she had finished applying my foundation cream, blusher, eye make up, lipstick, and perfume, I bore an even more incredible resemblance to a young girl. Red, sulky lips.  Frightened eyes peering out from long lustrous lashes.  A faint pallor behind the touch of blushed cheeks.  Soft shades of brown and blue surrounding the eyes. A miasma - faint but noticeable of a well known perfume.

As she had worked on me, her bantering tone gradually went away.  I think that even she was impressed by what she had created.  She did do one thing though that broke my mood of increasing confusion.

"Sissy?"  She said.  "I'm starting to wish I hadn't done this to you now, but it's too late to worry about.  I'm thinking that you're very confused?"

"Yeh."  I said softly.  "I don't even know what I'm thinking' myself."  

"Well.  I don't know if this will help or not,"  she said  "but go and get me a pair of panties from that drawer there, would you Sissy dear?"

I didn't know what she wanted them for, but followed her request by going to the drawers.

"Any particular color?"  I asked.

"Nah.  Just as long as they're satiny and lacy."

I found a yellow pair that fit her description.  Shut the drawer and turned around.  She had gone to her couch and was sitting there. On arm laying along the top.

"Bring them over, would you dear?  And sit down here beside me."  She indicated that I'd to sit inside her arm.  I put the panties into her other hand and sat down.  Her arm encircled my shoulder.

"You're all tense Sissy."  She cooed.  "Just lean back.  Maria knows how to help."

I leaned back into her arm.  

"Now?  Normally I'd kiss you and make you feel just fine - but I don't want to spoil your makeup.  So just sit there.  Relax - and enjoy."

As she said this, I felt just a slight sensation of 'something' at the hem of my dress.  Then I felt one of her fingernails run lightly up the material of my stocking, up to my knee. I gasped in surprise and pleasure, and relaxed even further back into her arm.

"There.  Isn't that nice?"  She asked, her hand now worming its way up under my petticoat and slip.

It was incredible.  I took a deep breath, but couldn't seem to exhale as her finger worked its way to the top of my nylons, fidgeted around there for a second or two, then slid under my panties to my marvelous erection.  Sleepily, I closed my eyes.  A tug at the elastic of my panties, then the feel of them being pulled down about my knees.  Then I felt the cool silken feeling of the panties in her hand as she wrapped them around my penis.

I started stroking one of her breasts with my hand.  She drew back a little, startled I think, then her own hand re-started its magic.

The feelings were beyond description.  The soft, gentle touching between us, the sound and the feel of the materials we wore.  Our combined perfumes.  

"Ah!  The hell with it."  I heard her say.  "You're gonna have to learn to repair smudged lipstick sooner or later."  And her lips found mine.  I kissed her back, then her tongue was in my mouth.  Her hand was stroking my erection with more force now. I gasped when I came, then shuddered violently.  I could feel her lips opening with her smile.

"There!  Feel better now?"

I lay even further back in her arms.

"Oh yes Marie.  Thank you.  That was lovely."  I said honestly.

"Kinda enjoyed it myself."  She admitted, smiling.

She wiped me off, and pulled her hand and the yellow panties down from under my dress.  "Not the most hygienic thing to do to you as there's no time for you to clean up."  She said.  "But come on.  There's lots of work to be done around here, so pull your panties up, lets get your lipstick freshened, get you some shoes, and we'll start getting lunch ready."  With that, she went and threw the panties into her laundry hamper in her bathroom, then washed her hands.

I rearranged my clothing then, under her critical eye, repaired my lipstick.  She nodded approvingly, and I blushed with pleasure.  She was quite surprised to find that her shoes were too big for me, but found a pair of Ellen’s that weren't too high in the heel and fitted quite well.  I had the strangest feeling there in my own bedroom, trying on Ellen's shoes.  Try as I would, I couldn't escape the occasional reflection I saw - a young maid in familiar surroundings.  The pair we finally chose were black with a heel of about one and a half inches.  To tell the truth, I was astonished at how quickly I learned to walk in them.  Not only that, the additional height they gave me was very flattering - at least, I thought so.

By the time we got back downstairs it dawned on me that Maria had been right.  The release of the sexual tension had done me the world of good.  I actually felt refreshed and full of energy, and thoroughly enjoyed swishing around the kitchen with her as we prepared lunch for ourselves.  I was complimented by the fact that she made me eat quite a lot less than my usual - "better start watching your figure"  was what she said, but I was extremely complimented by the fact that she was showing such an interest in me.

We chattered happily as we tidied up after lunch, then I had to give her a hand with the household chores:  vacuuming, dusting, cleaning the silver.  The day was flying by.  With the rain still pelting down, I started feeling very snug and secure in my new uniform and job.  Around four o'clock though, I started getting very nervous, and started looking at the clock frequently.

"What's the matter with you Sissy?"  She asked impatiently.  "Surely you can't be needing to be .."  She paused tactfully " 'handled' again?"

It took me a second or two to catch her drift.  I reddened a deep shade of crimson.

"Oh no Marie.  Not that!"  It's just that Ellen should be home pretty soon and.."

"Who?"  She asked coldly.  "Who is going to be coming home pretty soon?"

I was totally confused again. "Ellen.  Ellen - my wife."

"If I were you, I'd refer to her as 'Madame' or 'the mistress'"  Maria informed me firmly. "I don't think she'll take too kindly to a maid calling her by her first name."  She paused again.  "What is that strange expression on your face?"  She asked.

"I thought - I thought.."

"What?"

"That this was just for today.. This morning .. This afternoon."  I stammered, taking hold of my skirts with both hands and shaking the material.

"Well then?  You were wrong, weren't you?  Come on, we don't have all day.  Better get dinner started."

"But Ellen  - mistress - what will she think?  What will she do when she sees me dressed like this?"  I cried.

"She's the boss.  Can think anything she likes - except I won't have her thinking that she's got a couple of lazy serving girls.  Not going to have her think that, are we now!  C'mon!  Or I'll put you over my knee again, and it'll hurt this time, you can bet on that!"

Horrified now at this new development, I followed Maria's instructions dumbly for the next hour or so, my whole being permeated with a strange mixture of dread, humiliation, and yet at the same time a peculiar sense of sexual excitement.  As if to make up for the time flying earlier, it crawled by on leaden feet.  I finally heard the car drive into the driveway.

"Here Sissy.  Stand here to take Madame's coat when she comes in.  I'll go out with this umbrella - and don't forget your manners.  Curtsey when she speaks to you.  Act properly!"  Maria glared at me, and left out into the pouring rain.

I heard Ellen - no, mistress, laughing as the two came running back in through the door I was holding for them.

"Hello?  What's this?"  She said, catching sight of me.

"That's Sissy ma'am."  Maria said.

"Who?" Madame asked, her attention divided between taking off her coat and looking at me, with just a trace of puzzled recognition in her eyes.

"Well.  Beggin' your pardon ma'am?  I call him Sissy.  You might want to call him something else..."

"Him?  Him! What on earth are you talking..?"

My wife peered at me, then started to smile. "My  my!  Here, let me see you.  Spin around for me, would you."

Remembering Maria's admonition I curtsied, then started to turn under Ellen's scrutiny.  Before I did though, I caught the look of amused contempt in her eyes.

"Stop there."  I heard her say when I had turned half way around.  I felt my skirts and petticoats being lifted.  She held the layers up for quite a few seconds.  "Yes.  Quite. I'm assuming that these are your clothes Maria?"

"Oh yes ma'am - though I hope you don't mind, my shoes were a little big, yours were a much better fit."

Ellen waved her hand. " No problem.  Did he - I mean 'she' give you much trouble?"

"Oh no ma'am.  Let me put her into her dress and undies like a little lamb." 

My skirts were dropped, and Ellen put a hand on my shoulder.  Turned me back to face her.

"Well.  I don't care for Sissy as a name."  She said, shaking her head. "Melissa sounds much better.  You agree Melissa?"

"Yes ma'am."  I replied, my spirits dropping, but curtseying politely.

"Very well Melissa.  Hang up that wet coat, then come into the parlor.  You can serve Maria and I drinks in there - we have a lot to talk about. Don't we Maria?"

Maria looked surprised at this friendliness from Madame, but nodded agreeably and followed her into the parlor.

I hurried so that I wouldn't miss any of the conversation between the two of them, but I needn't have bothered.  They sat, their heads close together, laughing occasionally.  Every so often, Maria would 'suggest' that I go and do this or that, pertaining to dinner, or Ellen - Madame - would request another drink.  Either way, I didn't learn anything. I was agreeably surprised at how nice it felt being a servant to my wife, my pretty uniform swirling around me as I went and fetched the drinks.

Finally Madame called me over.  "Melissa?  Run up to my bedroom, would you?  Take boxes, bags - whatever.  Go into the drawers and closets.  Any ugly men's clothes you find?  Pack them away for the Red Cross - and hurry please?"

"Yes ma'am."  I said, bobbing a curtsey.

"And Maria?"  She continued. "While she’s at it? Why don't you see to whatever's left of getting dinner to the table?  I'm starved."

Maria got up, curtsied nicely, and left the room with me.

"You're doing well."  She whispered.  "Keep it up.  Madame is really impressed!"

I blushed with pleasure at the compliment.  Reddened even more as she patted my posterior approvingly.

I wasn't doing 'exactly' what I had been told, but didn't think Madame would mind. Knowing of some old suitcases we had, I hurried to get them, then filled them with my personal belongings - shirts, socks, pants, jackets, underwear.  It didn't take long - I didn't see much sense in being neat about it - I had the funniest feeling that I wouldn't be using any of these articles for at least a couple of days.  Quickly, I filled the cases then lugged them downstairs.  Put them in the utility room.

When I got back I discovered that Maria had almost finished making dinner.  I also noted that there were two places set at the table. I wondered to myself whether the mistress would want me to change before taking my place there.  I needn't have worried - Maria was to keep Madame company - I was to serve up the meal.

They retired to the den with a couple of brandies while I cleared away the table and got the dishes in the dishwasher.  Just as I finished, I heard the tinkle of the maid's bell.  I hurried to the den.  Maria wasn't there, just Madame.  She sat on one of the easy chairs.  Motioned for me to go and sit on the couch just across from her.  Nervously, I sat down, arranging my skirts as I did so.

"Well Melissa.  It looks as if you've had a most interesting day?" 

"Oh yes ma'am."  I replied.

"You're surprisingly good at playing the girl's part."  She said.  "I'm quite impressed.  All things considered, I'd say that in a weeks time - maybe even less, nobody would ever think that you were once a man."

I hung my head, blushing.

"Not that you were ever much of one to begin with," she continued,  "but I wish I'd known about your feminine proclivities.  Things might have been different."

She took a reflective sip of her brandy.  "I really don't know if you're aware of it or not, but I've taken up being a girl friend to Dorothy."

She saw my puzzled expression. "Dorothy Cavendish. You know?  That divorced lady we met? Her girl.  I decided that I didn't like men at all - especially you.   It did help a little when you started making yourself nice and smooth for me, but it was probably too late.  By that time she was coming on to me, and I found out that I really enjoyed it."

She looked at me carefully. "But now?  Maria has opened up some extremely interesting considerations.  Do you know where she is?"

"I'm sorry ma'am.  No."

"Well I'll tell you.  She's upstairs in her room moving a few clothes of hers to a spare bedroom.  She's going to be my housekeeper.  Know what you're going to be?"

I shuddered. 

"That's right Melissa."  She smiled. "My new maid.  Won't that be fun!  You're going to get all of Maria's pretty clothes and uniforms - and I'm going to give you some more pairs of shoes.  Maria's room will be your room from now on."

"Please ma'am.."  I started.

"But you'll have to learn to sew real quick - to help Maria make scads of new clothes - and of course, pretty new uniforms for yourself as time goes by.  But just one more thing for you to do."  She paused, waiting.

"Yes ma'am?"

"We'll have to make sure that you're really a girl from now on.  So stand up and bend over the arm of that couch. Stick your little tush out into the room and look at the couch material."

"Like this ma'am?"  I said, following her orders.

"Yes.  My, you're an obedient little thing, aren't you.  So just stay there like that."  She got up and came and sat on the couch at the opposite end of the arm I was leaning over.

"Maria was telling me that you two were playing hen and cockerel today?"

"Yes ma'am."

"Enjoyed it, did you?  Clucking away like a little hen?"

I didn't answer.

"Well?  Start clucking for me, would you?  Nice and soft like a little plump hen."

As I clucked, I heard the door open and Maria come in.

Madame was still looking at me, smiling sweetly.  Our little hen is all ready for you Maria.  Are you all ready for her?"

"Well?  I don't know about this Madame, I've never done anything like it before."

"Oh I'm sure you'll be very good."  Madame said.  "I'm sure that Dorothy will be MOST impressed when she sees how you do. Now keep clucking Melissa, there's a good little girl." 

And, as I clucked, I could feel Maria come up behind me.  Feel my dress hem, petticoat layers and slip being lifted.  Then her dress being lifted and laid on my back, just as before. This time though, there was a difference.  A finger was hooked into my panty elastic, and the next thing, my panties were down about my ankles.

"Kick your panties off Melissa."  I heard Maria say.  "That's good!"

Then Maria's legs were in between mine and I was being spread.  Obligingly, I opened up my stance a little, and she moved even closer in behind me.

Then a hand was at the entrance to my backside.  Something wet and smooth was being fingered into my back passage.

"Keep clucking, there's a girl."  Maria's voice in my ear sounded softly.

And, as I clucked, something quite hard came inside me with a quick thrust.  I squealed and tried to push away from the couch, but Madame had moved up close to me, and her hands took hold of mine and held me there.  I looked up to see her eyes widen with amusement as the thing, whatever it was, kept forcing its way further into my backside.

"Cluck cluck cluck cluck."  I cooed softly.

"Cock a doodle doo!"  Maria crowed, laughing in delight as her groin started banging into me.

The end


HONORS

MARY

“Mary?”  Alice said.  “Stop fussing about the bloody weather. Come here and help me into my dress”  I looked at the rain beating against the windows.  Shook my head.

“No way love!”  I laughed.  “You're just trying to seduce me.  Got your new satin uniform on and feeling all sexy.  Is that what this is?  A rainy day seduction?”

She laughed.  “Away with you!  Who’d want a kiss from a grumpy old broad like you?  huh?”

I tossed my head.  “Not what you were saying last night, was it?”

She giggled.  “You’re no gentleman.  No gentleman at all.!  Bet you’d kiss and tell the first chance you got.”

“You need some sex education girl.”  I told her.  “If I don’t have the necessary plumbing, I can’t be a gentleman now, can I?  Any kind of man, for that matter, huh?”

“Stop it!”  she giggled.  “Getting me all sexed up.  That’s what you’re doing. You do all right with what you got.  Now behave, and come here, and zip up my dress!”

As I walked towards her, she turned her back.  I couldn’t help but admire the womanly curves under her uniform - and she knew it.  Looked back over her shoulder at me and got her eyes all dreamy.  I went and put my arms around her waist, loving the feel of her under the satin.  Nuzzled her neck.  She let out a contented little whimper.  I bit her gently.  She snaked her right hand out behind her, and up under my petticoats.  Started stroking my inner thighs.  Gently stuck her fingers down between the top of my nylons and the flesh

I sighed, and widened the gap of her unfastened dress at the back.  Kissed her there, right between the shoulder blades.  Slid my hands up to cup her full breasts.  Her hand found it’s way to my centre.  I gasped a little with delight.

“You feel all nice and moist” she whispered.  “Thought you didn’t want to fool around?”

As she said this, she turned around to face me, the dreamy look still there, but mixed with the confidence that she’d got me going again.  We kissed, nice and slow, nice and soft.  Her hands worked their way up my back, started unzipping my dress.  It finally fell away from me.  I did the same to her.  We both stepped out of our dresses at the same time, then kicked off our shoes - starting to kiss with some heat now, tongues probing with a little more strength - lips starting to meet together with a little more firmness.

Our petticoats were too full and got in the way, so they were the next things to go.  A few seconds later, we were on top of her bed, both seeking consumnation of the sex needs that drove us.  It took us a while though - a nice leisurely voyage of discovery for both.  About an hour later, we were both sated.  Lay there on our backs, arms around each others shoulders, the rain still pounding on the windows.

“Got to tell you Mary.  Love our little get togethers.  Never thought I’d enjoy it so much with another woman.  You’re scrumptious!”  she was saying her words softly, but happily.

She was a great lay.  Not my first girl, but luscious.  Womanly, soft, sweet.  Seductive.

It had taken me a long time to get her to bed the first time- she was SO scared of what others might think.  We were both under-maids in a big house though - so had lots of chances for ‘accidental’ meetings - and I took advantage.  Then , some time later, I’d seen the ad for a house needing two maids - and the money was much better.  We checked it out - a young man and wife, newly wed  - not too experienced in the hiring of ‘domestics’ - and, I thought more importantly, the ‘firing’ of domestics - were looking for servants who would combine the usual maid duties with that of ‘cook’.  Alice is a great cook - and loves cooking.  I think we were both surprised to get the job. Had a nice big room to share.  Had our own bathroom, a nice big color TV, and a sofa that was deep and comfy - and just right for two girls to cuddle on.

Mr. and Mrs. George  Walsh.  Both shy, and obviously unused to hiring servants.  Had money. Hers I thought.  The minute I saw them - right before our interview - I whispered to Alice  “Play it soft and young.  They won’t be looking for lots of experience - trust me.  Smile a lot and tell then we’re just learning!”

I was dead on.  I think all the other, more experienced servants, they interviewed scared them.  Now that I think on it?  They should have been scared of ME!

“Mary?”  Alice was saying lazily.

“Yes love?”

“What got you onto girls?  Did you always prefer them?”

I thought for a minute. “Yes - and no.  Chased boys, like everybody else.  Just when I caught them?  They seemed - I don’t know?  Missing something?  Always rushing!  Fumbling around.  I don’t know.  And HAIRY!  God, I hate hairy!  Maybe that what it was.  Girls are nice and soft - smell nicer - and never, ever, need a shave!”

Alice laughed, rubbed her smooth ass up against me for a second.   “I think you just like to be boss.  Play the male role.”

I shrugged.  “Maybe.  Don’t know.”

“C’mon Mary! I think you’re more macho than our boss - Mr.  George Walsh!”  She giggled again.  “Ever wonder who’s on top when they make love?”

I laughed.  “Maybe not that exactly.  I wonder if they make love at all!  Does either one have the nerve to start coming on to the other?”

Alice snuggled into me.  “You never had much of a problem that way, did you?  Not the way you came on to me?”

I laid back further, smiling.  All of a sudden, an idea came to me.

“Is George in the library?”

“Yes”

“The Missus?  When’s she due back?’

“God knows.  No earlier than eight o’clock.  Some volunteer meeting.”

“And it’s what now?  About three?”

“About.  What you got on your mind?” she drawled lazily.

“Some fun!” I answered.  “  Where’s that nice red lipstick of yours?”

“The REAL REAL red?” she laughed.

“You guessed it babe.  I want to borrow it.”  I said.

“Over on the dresser there.  Telling me you’re gonna borrow MY lipstick?  Girl stuff?”

“Damn tootin’” I said.  “Now how’s about lashing up some tea and crumpets?”

“Hungry darlin’?”  she asked.

“Not really - about a half hour?”

“Sure thing honey.” she said

“Last thing? “  I said, stepping back into my petticoats. “Help me on with my dress, would you  love?”

I looked at the rain pounding against the window panes.  God, I was bored!  Leslie off at some stupid meeting or another.  Me stuck  here in this ridiculous big house - with nothing to do!  Sure - I could work on my illustrations for the kiddies books - but did anyone think that someone would EVER pay me for these amateurish scribbles?  What had I got myself into?  I sighed.  watched the water run down the windows.  Boy, this was fun!

GEORGE

I jumped when the knock came to the door.  “Yes?”  I called out.

“It’s me sir - Mary.  May I come in?”

“Of course.  What do you want?  The mistress is out at the moment.” I said, as she swept into the library.

She curtsied - most gracefully, I thought, her eyes downcast.  “Oh yes sir.  But we were wondering....?”

“WE?  Who are ‘WE’?”  I answered - pleased with the forcefulness of my voice.

“Why, me and Alice sir?”  She looked scared, so I relented somewhat.

“Well?  Speak up girl!  What are  ‘WE’ wondering about?”

“About our uniforms sir?”

“Your uniforms?  What are you blethering about?”  I asked loudly.

It must have been a lightning flash - or just the way the light hit her face - but was that a flash of resentment I saw there?  I had to be mistaken, because she gave me the sweetest, most apologetic smile.

“Sir?”  she said. “  We know that everything pertaining to us maids is the mistresses bailliewick, so to speak....?”

“Yes.  That’s true.”  I admitted.  “Has to do with the house?  It’s Leslie’s decision.”

She nodded subserviently.  “But sir?  You live here as well?”  Then she curtsied!  I felt wonderful!  This beautiful, lithe, girl was subordinating herself to me so nicely!

“Yes girl!” I snapped.  “Get it out!”

“Well sir?  Don’t know if you’re aware of it?  But Alice  - you know, the other maid?”

“Of course I know who Alice is!”  I answered.

“Well, she made our new uniforms and ... we thought....?”

“For goodness sake!  Would you get ON with it?”  I was starting to laugh.

She smiled back at me.  Never could describe this girl as pretty, I thought - more handsome than anything else. “ Well?  See what your opinion was sir.” she was saying.  “Make sure that you approve as well.”

“That’s very nice of you Mary, but I’m afraid I don’t know anything about dresses.....”

“Well, you’re a man sir.  You’re not expected to know anything about women’s clothes, but I’ll bet you know what you like.”  she said, coming towards me, around the back of my desk “See?  the outer dress is satin.  Here, feel it.  Doesn’t it feel lovely?”

She was literally crowding up against me now.  “No need to get embarrassed sir.  Just feel it.  It feels lovely!”

I had to do something.  Put my hand out, touched the silky material. “Yes, yes!”  I said.  Very nice!  Lovely!”   Snatched my hand back again.

She was laughing at me now.  “Sir? It won’t bite!  Here, take it between your thumb and finger  Yes!  doesn’t it feel good?  Have you ever worn satin?”  She tutted “What am I saying?  You’re a man! Of course you haven’t.   Now feel the materials in the petticoats...”

To my horror, she had lifted her skirt to reveal the layers of petticoat underneath.  I was beginning to feel most intimidated by this crazy maid.  Took the materials in my hand.  “Yes Mary.  Very  pretty!”

I was hoping that my ordeal was over, but it wasn’t.  She now lifted all of the  petticoat layers.  I could see the tops of her stockings, the lacy edge of her panties.  “Yes” she was saying  “Alice made the petticoats too.  I hope you appreciate the workmanship. Look at the seams - and all these layers!”  And she was now so close to me that her underskirts actually were over the arm of my chair.

“Yes Mary.  Lovely work.  She’s very talented.  Thank you for showing this to me.”  I was babbling now, just wanting this lunatic girl to back away from me.  My prayers were answered.  She stepped back and allowed her clothes to return to their proper configuration.   She also dropped her eyes demurely.

“Thank you sir.  So you like this dress?  Like the petticoat?”

“Absolutely Mary.  Please tell Alice that in my humble opinion she did an excellent job.” I said, starting to feel less pressured.

“You are SO kind sir!  I’ll be sure to tell her that.”  She started to curtsey, then paused.  “Sir?  It’s been a rotten day.  Very Gloomy.  Alice is preparing some tea and crumpets.  Would you like some?  It’ll pass the time?”

“That sounds wonderful Mary.  Yes, I think I’ll take you up on that offer.  Good idea!”

She beamed at me.  “Oh wonderful sir!  You’ve no idea how much a couple of young girls like us need a man to talk to every so often.  How nice of you to join us!”

I swallowed quickly.  “Join you?  Oh, I’m afraid I misunderstood....”

Her face fell.  “Oh.”  she said.  Then she put a patently false smile on her face.  “I’m sorry for being so stupid sir.  What was I thinking of.  You are the owner - the master of the house.  Why would I expect you to join a couple of stupid servant girls?  And?  What would the mistress say?  I’m sorry sir.  Truly I am.”

She curtsied quickly and started to move away.  “I’ll bring your tea and crumpets up here, shall I sir?” she added sadly.

I felt such a SNOB!  Here was this young girl reaching out to me in friendship - and I was rejecting her because she was a social inferior!  Impulsively, I held up my hand.  “Mary?  Where are you ladies going to have your tea and crumpets?”

“The kitchen sir.  May I ask why you want to know?”

“With your permission?  May I join you there in, say, fifteen minutes?”

Her face was illuminated by a wide grin. “Why certainly sir!  It would be our pleasure!”  She curtsied and, beaming, left the room.

MARY

Alice was humming one of her little tunes when I went into the kitchen.  “You look like the cat that ate the cream.”  she said.  “Why the smug look?”

“Got enough tea and crumpets for three?”  I asked instead of answering.

“Yeah.  Why?” she asked, then grimaced.  “Aw dammit Mary!  If he wants tea and crumpets, you’ll be the one that serves him in the library, not me.  What did you go and do a thing like that for?”

“No serving required, my darling,”  I said snootily.  “He is coming to join us - as MY guest of course.”

She gawked at me.  “Here?  In the kitchen?  What are you up to?”

“I don’t really know,”  I admitted.  “Just a little feeling I have about our lord and master.  Think I’m going to have - no let me rephrase that  - think that WE’RE going to have some fun with him before we’re done. He should be here in a few minutes.  Now, just follow my lead, eh?”

“Sure!”  she laughed.  “Say this for you Mary, life isn’t dull around you.  Where do you want him to sit?”

“The couch I think.”  Then a thought struck me. “Yes - the couch!  and when you come to sit - you take one side of him.  I’ll take the other.  Okay!”

GEORGE

I was regretting my actions almost before Mary left the room.  What was I thinking of?  I’d never been anywhere that servants were used until now, but I had a very good idea that it wasn’t considered too smart to be hob-nobbing with them.  But, there again, Leslie had been accusing me somewhat of being too stand-offish with the girls, so I could always say it was because of her comments that I was following the path that I was.

I thought of putting on a fresh shirt, but decided against it.  Wasn’t a formal tea party I giggled to myself.  A short sleeve polo shirt and slacks would be fine.  I did go to our bathroom and give my face a rinse and combed my hair.  Hope the girls will be properly honored , I mused.

As I did all of this, I had this funny feeling.  Couldn’t quite put my finger on it.  Almost as if I were frightened?  No, it couldn’t be that. All my life I’d been small, and often teased by girls who were bigger than me.  But it couldn’t be that, could it?  Surely I wasn’t scared of a couple of MAIDS for god’s sake!

But I could feel the tenseness in my body.  Couldn’t seem to be able to take a deep breath.  I finally shook my head to clear the nonsense away and walked downstairs to the kitchen.  Could hear the friendly, girlish, chatter as I got there.  Appreciated the friendly smiles when I knocked on the door and said  “Safe to come in, girls?”

“Of course sir!” they said in unison. “Would you like to sit here sir?”  Mary suggested, pointing to a bench/sofa  type thing.  “You have the place of honor!  Right in the middle there!”

“Thank you very much.”  I replied, smiling, and sat down in the middle - then noticed that there were cups and saucers set up on a long low table in front of  where I sat - and that I was going to have a girl on each side of me!  My nervousness returned.

Both girls were extremely well turned out in identical uniforms.  Black satin overdresses that occasionally allowed flashes of  full tiered petticoats of pristine white underneath.  Lacy white aprons - immaculate, and matching caps, frilled and feminine.  At the same time, they seemed so large.  Took up so much room. I felt surrounded by femininity.  This was increased when they finally finished pouring the teas and setting the crumpets on the table, and settled in beside me - with a great deal of silken rustling from their dresses.  When Mary leaned forward to get a drink of her tea, it was if any spatial territory I had the expectation of was further reduced, as I now seemed to be sitting almost directly behind her.

“Isn’t this cozy?”  Alice laughed.  “It’s good that you’re so tiny sir.  That big lump on the other side of you is always hogging the room.  I’m always yelling at her.”

But, as she spoke, she did almost the same thing!  I felt as if I was being smothered.

“The master was admiring your dress Alice earlier on.”  Mary said. “Weren’t you sir?”

“Oh?  Do you like dresses sir?”  Alice asked me.

“Well.  Pretty ones like you’ve made here.  The uniforms I mean.  I mean .. I don’t like dresses for me...”

I was blushing and stammering dreadfully.  To make things worse, Mary patted my knee gently.  “No need to be embarrassed sir.  I don’t think that Alice was asking if you liked to wear dresses.  Though it would be all right if you did....?”

“Of course it would be sir.”  Alice stated firmly.  “Frankly?  I think its a shame that a man can’t be allowed to put on a pretty dress now and then...and with your build...?”

I coughed.  Tried to recover my composure.  Struggled up out of the satin cocoon that seemed to be forming about me.  Was suddenly aware of my companion's perfume.  Not overmuch, just pleasant, but I was in the middle of it!  Managed to get my hands on my cup.  Gratefully took a sip of tea.

“Delicious!”  I croaked.

“And Alice?  He was admiring the petticoats you made as well!”  Mary added.

Alice blushed prettily and lifted her dress to reveal her own petticoats.  “Thank you sir!  It was nice of you to say that!  Did you notice the seams?  I was very proud of  them...”

“Oh yes!  Very well done!  Though I’m not an expert of course!”

“Well I think it’s very nice of you sir!  You’re the very first man I’ve ever met that was interested in sewing women’s lingerie.  I could teach you some time if you’re interested?”

I was speechless.  I seemed to have got into some sort of position with TWO lunatic girls where they assumed  I was interested in this feminine frippery!  And, before I could think of an answer, Mary was unpinning her cap - and handing it to me!

“Yes sir!  Just look at the detail on this cap here.  Yes, I know it just looks like a piece of twisted ribbon, but have a look at the cunning construction..”

And Alice was now leaning in on me even more, her fingernail tracing out areas of the cap, showing how she had re-inforced that to do this - all sorts of things that I had no interest in.  At the same time, manners dictated that I listen to my hostess.  I surrendered and sank into a sea of feminine sights and sounds.

Our little tea party didn’t last much longer, thank goodness.  I hope my delight at getting out of their clutches didn’t show too much.  Though there was a tiny little incident that bothered me.  After we had finished discussing the cap, Mary reached in and took it from me.  As she lifted it to re-affix it to her hair, she paused and a strange look came into her eyes.  I honestly felt as if she was considering putting it on me!

That moment passed though, and I breathed a huge sigh of relief, back in the safety of my own bedroom.

MARY

He wasn’t thirty seconds out of the kitchen when Alice burst out laughing.  “Mary!  What are you doing to that poor man?” she managed to say finally.  “He’s like a little rabbit in front of a snake!”

I went and bumped foreheads with her.  Threw my arms around her neck.  “Me?  What about your ‘Do you like dresses sir?’  Oh Alice that was precious!  His face!  Ooooh!  I think I need to go to the bathroom!”

When I got back, we had both sobered up - a little anyway.

“I don’t know.  Is he scared of you?”  Alice asked.  “He acts  funny - almost as if he’s expecting you to hit him.”

“That’s the impression he gives me as well”  I answered  “But I think he’s scared of you too.”

“Think he’s frightened of women in general”  Alice asked.

“Seems fond enough of his wife.  Doesn’t seem scared of her.”  I said.  “Can’t figure it out.”

“You’ll figure it out.  I’m sure of that.”  Alice told me.

LESLIE

I’ll admit to being a little upset  by the time I got home.  That Mrs. Robinson on the steering committee for the library volunteers.  She was really bossy.  Had wasted so much time in the afternoon spouting off her opinions instead of letting us all do what we were there for.  Then Jenny being late for our dinner date - and whining about her new boyfriend the whole meal.  I couldn’t see how she could always act the part of the more experienced ‘woman’ when we were together.  Laughing at George - making snide comments.  Calling him ‘Rambo’ with that sneer in her voice.  What had she done that was so great?  A whole mess of boyfriends - and I’m pretty sure that some had beaten her a few times.

George would never do that to me, that was for sure.  He is SO nice.  Wouldn’t hurt a fly.  Very considerate and .. well ... cuddly.  Not mean and aggressive.  Nice and ... soft ... gentle.  Sometimes I wished....

And that waitress!  Slow and insolent.  I just have to learn how to demand things.  We were there first - and all she did was spend most of her time flirting with that hunk who was by himself in the booth...  Well, maybe I couldn’t blame her.  But I really don’t care for my meal to be cold.  I have to learn to speak up I guess.  Then all this rain.  They’re forecasting it for another week!  It’s so depressing!

And then George acting all funny when I did get home.  Guilty or something.  Almost as if he was ashamed.  When he kissed me ‘hello’ I could feel the heat coming from his cheeks.  Wonder if he’s coming down with a cold?

But bless Alice.  How did she know I was starving?  What a lovely omelette she made for me - just perfect!  She is such a pretty girl - and I loved her new uniform! Told her she could make as many as she wanted - I’ll be more than glad to pay for the materials.  When I touched her arm that time?  Under the satin she felt lovely.  Warm and  ... stop it Leslie!

GEORGE

Maybe I’m cursed with feminine intuition?   I DID try and keep Leslie at home today, but she wouldn’t listen!  More concerned about that stupid library than me!

“George!”  she said firmly.  “I’m the youngest - and the newest Board member.”

“And you also live the furthest out of town Leslie.  Nobody’ll blame you for not driving into town in this kind of weather.” I protested.

“But I’ve nothing to DO here!”

“You could keep me company!”  I moaned.

“Oh George - you silly doofus!”  she laughed and gave me a kiss.

“Gonna be home for dinner tonight?” I whined.

“Yes - of course darling.  I told Alice that we’ll be a little later though.  Drinks at six, dinner at seven fifteen?  Okay darling?”

“Yes Leslie. Have a nice day.”

MARY

“How come you’re taking so much care with your makeup?”  Alice asked.  “Some more devilment on your mind?”

“Moi?  Never!  You gonna be sewing this morning - right?”

She brightened up - Alice is a girl that just loves to do feminine things - “Yeah!  I’ve got two more petticoats almost wrapped up.  You should see what I’m going to do ....” She faltered to a stop.  “As if you were interested.  Right?”  she added, but smiled.

“You got that right kid!”  I said, putting the top on the lipstick tube.  “Gonna be starting soon?”

“Soon as I can get my cute little buns up there”  she answered, heading for the door.  Stopped.  “I can feel it!  You’ve got something on your evil mind, don’t you?”

I widened my eyes, innocence all over my face.

“Knew it!”  she said, going out of the door.

GEORGE

She caught me doing the crossword.  She did knock, but didn’t wait for me to answer.  Just came right on into the room.  “Good morning sir!  Glad to see you’re not busy.”  Curtsied.  “Alice will be delighted!”

“About what?”  I was stupid enough to ask.

“Well?  She’s sewing petticoats this morning.  She thinks that they’re probably complicated things for you to understand, but even just watching?  You’ll pick up a lot.  She’s just setting up now.  Want to come along?”

“To watch her sewing?  I don’t think so.”  I said this firmly, but she fixed an unblinking stare on me.

“I thought you were fairer than that sir!  You told her of your interest yesterday.  Got her all excited?  Now you’re saying you don’t want to?  She’s my friend - my very best friend - and I hate to see her hurt!  It’s not that she’s expecting a lot.  Just a little bit of your time?”

“But I’ve got things to do!”  I said, but could hear the defensive tone in my voice.

“Of course sir.  That’s understood.  But you don’t want to hurt Alice’s feelings, do you?”

“Of course not.  All right then - but just for a few minutes. Understood!”

“Thank you sir.  You won’t regret it.”

MARY

Don’t think I’ll ever forget the look on Alice’s face when I led him into her sewing room.  To tell the truth, I think she was a little disgusted at being interrupted by my shenanigans - but saw the potential for fun.

I spoke before she had a chance to screw it up  “He just can’t stay away Alice!  Bursting for you to show him your sewing secrets!” 

“Wonderful!  Come in sir.  Let me get you a smock.  Don’t want you getting your clothes all thready and stuff..”

He started to give out some kind of protest, but I shut him up.  “Oh sir!  Don’t be silly.  You really need one if you’re to help Alice - hell, even I have to put one on when I help.  Nobody’ll laugh.  Here’s a nice blue one!”  And I have him in a pretty velvet smock - blue, with pink flowers on the Peter Pan collars and am buttoning him down the back before he knows it!

And, all morning, my feminine girlfriend is a tiger!  Won’t let him get away!  Tells him that he’s doing SO well, that he must have a natural talent for dressmaking!  When I go in to tell them that lunch is ready - naturally, he’s eating with us now - she has him crawling around her, pinning up something or other while she’s standing there in her petticoats giving him orders!

Still wearing his cute smock, he eats lunch with us. He’s somewhat embarrassed I think, but gradually settling into the role I want for him - one of us girls.  I can’t believe how docile and sweet he’s become. I tell him this and he blushes.  Then I call him Georgette.  He looks as if he’s going to cry, so I go and give him a hug - then kiss him as if he was a girl.  Naturally, I leave some of my lipstick on his mouth.  Take my fingertip and spread it just a touch. Tell him how nice the color is on him.  He does cry.  Alice comforts him with hugs.  Tells him that I’m just an old meanie - but then agrees that the color would look nice on him too.  I’m laughing inside, seeing him squirm as Alice and I then discuss what type of cosmetics would  make him ‘prettier’.  He even agrees that he should take ‘his turn’ at doing the lunch dishes.  Stands all meek and mild as I put an apron on him to protect his pretty smock!

GEORGE

I am so ashamed!  Humiliated!  How can I possibly explain allowing these servant girls to treat me the way they did yesterday?  Putting  a woman's smock on me.   Allowing myself to be taught  how to sew woman’s lingerie!  Clearing up dishes for maids!  Crying!  Accepting being called Georgette!  I can’t let this go any further. Must put my foot down!  Starting now!

MARY

I found little Georgette hiding in the library.  He looked so nice and cute.  So scared.  Wanting to be so manly !  It was easy to see that he had every intention of revolting against my authority - tight lips, holding himself very erect in his chair.  Thought I’d play with him for a  while.

“Good morning sir!” I said cheerily.  “Another ugly day?” and gave him a sweet curtsey.  I think I threw him off by being so cheerful and maid-like.

“Yes.  Dreadful!”  He said.  (I almost died!  He’d dropped the tone of his voice about two levels - he was being macho-man!)

I went over to the window that looked out over the garden.  “Yes sir and if I may say so sir?”

“Yes?”  (voice still down in the lower registers)

“A man of your energy!  To be cooped up like this!  If you don’t mind me saying?  You should have a hobby sir - something physical.  Something to keep your body tuned.?’

“Never have been a  man for hobbies.  Would rather do something constructive - you know, build things - do things.  Hate the thought of  exercise for exercise’s sake.  Seems so narcissistic.”  (His voice was still deeper than normal, but getting back up to the normal soft voice he used).

“Yes sir.  Very pragmatic sir.”  Curtsied again.  “I’m just going to vacuum the hallway outside here sir.  Just wanted to ask if it would disturb you sir?”

The relief that washed over his face was almost funny.  He waved his hand dismissively.  “No Mary.  You won’t disturb me.  Just carry on.”

“Thank you sir.”  Curtsey again.  Walk to door.  Open door.  Start to leave.  Turn back to face him.  “Sir?  Sorry.  Quite forgot. Lunch at usual time?”

He looked a little nervous.  “Yes.  Would one of you girls bring it up here?  I think I’ll work through lunch”

(He’s back to his normal voice I notice).

“Oh sir!  Please don’t ask that!  Alice and me?  We’ll be SO disappointed.”  I look at the floor, then shyly back up at him again. “We thought of doing something ‘special’.  Alice has put a LOT of thought into it.  Please don’t disappoint us?”

As I come to the end of what I’m saying,  I let the smile disappear, and start giving him the ‘stare’.  He starts to fidget.  Won’t look at me.

“Well Mary.  I don’t mean to sound...”

“SIR!”  I say firmly, interrupting him.  Stare coldly.

He blushes a deep red.  “Well - if it means that much to you girls.  But just this last time.  Understood?”

I give him my best smile.  “Perfectly sir!  And thank you so much.  Eleven thirty in the kitchen then?”

He nods - a sickly expression on his face.  I smile then go outside the room.  Do not start the vacuum.  About three minutes later, the library door opens - very slowly, very quietly.  He peeked out - like a frightened little mouse.

“Looking for something sir?”  I asked loudly.  The poor dear jumped about a foot in the air, stuttered something, then closed the door.  ‘Think you can escape Mary that easily darling?’  I said to myself.

GEORGE

I knew something awful was waiting for me in that kitchen.  But what was I to do?  I had really tried to stop that she-devil Mary from continuing her program of humiliation, but didn’t seem to have the strength of will or purpose to stop her.  I consoled my self somewhat.  I had acted firmly with her at the beginning of the conversation.  Maybe had given her a sign that I wasn’t that much of a pushover?   I wished with all my heart that I hadn’t given in to her forceful invitation - but maybe it would be something normal - one of my favorite dishes perhaps?  Alice had been asking me what foods I preferred while we’d been sewing the previous day - maybe it was just that?  I brightened up.

It wasn’t that, or anything like it.  When I entered the kitchen, both girls had kind - but condescending looks on their faces.  Mary stepped in behind me, and shut the door quietly, cutting of any chance I had of retreat.

They were wearing uniforms similar to the ones of the previous day, and again, even though standing, I got the same sense of claustrophobia, of being drawn into and smothered in femininity.

Alice came forward to greet me.  Kissed me on the cheek.  “Thank you for coming dear.  You’ve been so nice, we thought we’d give you a nice reward.  Shut your eyes please?”

“No reward is necessary Alice!  Please.  I was just trying...”

“Georgette!  Shut your eyes please.  Don’t open them until we tell you!”  This came for Mary, behind me.

“Please girls?  Please don’t...” I started to plead helplessly, but closed my eyes.

“Just shush dear!”  came from Alice in front and close to me.  And I felt something go over my head.  Then something was tied at my back.

“Just a sec more dear.”  Alice said, and I felt something being clipped into my hair, then adjusted.

“Very nice Alice.  Looks good.”  Mary said.  “C’mon Georgette.  Don’t open your eyes now, until  I tell you.”  She pulled me about for or five feet.  “Okay dear.  Open up!”

The mirror in front of me reflected a tiny man in a full, frilled apron, and a matching maid’s cap.

“Welcome - Honorary Maid Georgette!

“Ahem?”  Came from Alice.  “Junior,  Mary - Junior!”

Mary looked puzzled, then laughed softly.  “Oh Alice - such a stickler for titles!  Sorry - Junior Honorary Maid Georgette!”  Then she added “I don’t see what difference it makes.”

Alice made a little ‘huff’ of indignation.  “Maybe you don’t care if she curtseys you or not, but I care for her to curtsey me!”

I listened indignantly - they were talking about me!  It seemed that my name was now permanently Georgette, I was now a ‘her’ - and supposed to curtsey THEM?  I coughed to draw their attention.  They smiled at me.  “Ladies?...” I started.

“Oh no Georgette!” Alice interrupted.  “We’re maids - not ladies.  Just use “Miss” when you talk to us.”

“Miss?”

“Yes - like ‘Miss Alice’ when you talk to me.  ‘Miss Mary’ when you talk to Mary.  See?  Not that hard, is it?”

“And don’t forget to curtsey Miss Alice”  Mary added sarcastically.

“But.. but... “ I stammered.

“Georgette!”  Alice cautioned me.  “You’re forgetting !  Already!”

“Alice! Stop being so mean!” Mary said.  “Georgette probably doesn’t even know how to curtsey properly.  Is that what it is dear?”

I grasped at the straw.  “Yes.  I don’t know how .. “  I was going to add  ‘nor want to’ but got interrupted again by Mary.  “Well?  Let me show you.”

It took me less than five minutes to learn how to curtsey to their satisfaction - and when (which seemed to be just about any time one of them spoke to me) - but ONLY when I was wearing my honorary ‘insignia’ of course - the maids cap and apron.

Lunch was a pleasant enough meal - I was allowed to go into an ‘informal’ mode while we ate together - I had to serve it up of course, and do the clean up afterwards  - ‘“That’s the bad side of being an honorary maid”  Mary chuckled.  I was allowed to leave after that, but only after I was warned to make sure I kept my cap and apron sparkling clean and ironed at all times.  I had to curtsey them as I left.

MARY

I looked at Alice knowing the awestruck expression was showing on my face. “Junior  Honorary Maid!  Where did you come up with that one?  Bloody brilliant! Miss Alice!  You are a holy terror girl!  That’s what you are!”

She smiled complacently.  “I thought I did a nice job on the cap and apron, didn’t you?  Fitted our little Georgette to a ‘t’, wouldn’t you say?”

“Maybe dear - but it was nothing like the number you worked on him, I’d say.”

She smirked. “Don’t you mean ‘her’?”

I said, “Seriously?  I think you maybe have a ‘thing’ for our feminine little friend”

She looked thoughtful.  “Seriously?  I wouldn’t mind taking her in hand for a while.

GEORGE 

The day after my ‘induction’ I awoke with dread.  What humiliations were to be piled on my head that day?  As it happened though,  Leslie decided that she needed a break from her volunteer work and suggested we take a short trip into the nearest big town for some shopping.  I think she was surprised at my eagerness to join her, as I had usually refused all like offers in the past.  Once there, I didn’t have any problems in convincing her that we should maybe stay and have dinner?   Take in a show?  Get a hotel room for the night?

LESLIE

George’s behaviour keeps puzzling me.  He seems strangely nervous all the time.  Looks like he’s about to jump out of his skin.  I saw him talking to Mary and Alice - he kept making funny little gestures with his hands - sort of grabbing the sides of his pants.  Did the same thing with me a few times.  He seems - I don’t know - frightened?  Timid?

I had a dog once.  A good size, but the biggest scaredy cat.  He’d run in behind my skirts if another dog even looked at him.  George has something the same look about him.

And, here’s a man who usually sneers if I even think of inviting him on a shopping trip - just jumping at the chance.  And so obviously scared of going home after we’re finished - acting all cute and cuddly - kinda girlish? to get me to agree to stay in town for the night.  Neither of us had any nightwear of course, but we bought toothbrushes and stuff at a drugstore.  In the hotel, he was SO shy at being in the nude in front of me, that it really turned me on!  For the first time in our married life, I was the aggressor.  The sex was great!  I really enjoyed being on top - and truthfully?  I think he seemed glad to give up that position. I may just try that again.

It was such a relief to finally have sex again.  I’d been getting a little horny (such an UN-ladylike word) over the last few days.  For some reason I’ve been  getting  flashes of Mary - the maid for goodness sake! - flashing  in behind my eyes.  Maybe I’m turning gay?

MARY

Alice and I had a great time after Leslie called to say they wouldn’t be home that night.  I put on my terry robe and my royal blue pajamas.  Alice was stunning in a lace and nylon nightgown she’d made.  She’d pre-made dinner - which I served up.  After we’d finished,  I started in on doing the dishes, but she got her ‘dreamy’ expression on again, and smiled seductively from the couch.

“Aw come on Alice!”  I complained. “These dishes will be a bitch if we don’t get them done right away, and...”

“Georgette won’t mind doing them tomorrow.  Will she?  I think she needs the practice.  And me?  I need something else, I think.”  She lay back in the couch and lifted her lovely arms invitingly.

“That’s a thought.” I said  “But I think I don’t care whether she minds doing the dishes or not.”  I laughed and put the dishcloth down.  Walked slowly towards her, savoring what was to come.

GEORGE

Leslie just had a quick shower when we got home, got dressed and took off after giving me a quick kiss.  She seemed different somehow.  Stronger?  More confident?

It wasn’t five minutes after she left that I heard Mary’s voice calling   “Georgette? Little Georgette?  Where are you?  We’re waaaiiittttiinnng!  Come out, come out, wherever you are!”

I rushed into my apron and pinned my cap in place.  Ran out of my door.  “Coming Miss Mary!  Coming!”

She was waiting for me at the bottom of the stairs.  “Alice thought you might not want to come and help us this morning.  Was going to ask me to come up and get you.  I told her that you were just getting ready and that there was no need to get upset with you.  You really do want to come and help, don’t you Georgette?  Learn how to be a proper maid?”

“Yes Miss Mary”  I said, and curtseyed.

“Lovely!  Now just let me adjust your cap, and your apron bow?  You’ll really need to learn how to tie a pretty bow.  Honestly - you young girls!”

She laughed when I blushed at her reprimand.

It seemed that Alice was busy sewing something, so I didn’t see her for a while.  There was an awful pile of dirty dishes that hadn’t been soaked or anything and it took me a long time to get them all done and put in the dishwasher.  Then I was given dusting, then vacuuming to do.  That kept me occupied until lunchtime. 

I gave Alice a hand in the kitchen, setting up the table and washing the lettuce for a small salad she was making.  She was very nice to me, and I actually enjoyed her company.  I couldn’t quite figure out why she was at her meanest when Mary was around, but was too scared to ask why.

I had to polish the silver before I was finished for the day.  Just as I was finished, Mary came into the room and struck up a conversation.  She made a request - no, that’s not correct - ordered me to do something that night.  I started to cry in fear and humiliation,and threatened not to do it.  She just smiled a terrible smile, and told me what the consequences would be.  She ended this awful talk by presenting me with a small, very light parcel, wrapped in pink paper.  “This is from Alice.  She’s worked very hard at making them for you today.  You might want to go and thank her?”

Curtseying and blushing, eyes tearful with the shame, I thanked Miss Alice for the seven pair of  lace-edged satin panties she’d made for me.  Assured her that I could hardly wait to try them on - and that I realized now that I should have been wearing panties for a long time - and would start correcting that situation immediately.  Shattered at the conversations with both women, I climbed the stairs totally subjugated.

LESLIE

I could feel ‘something’ in the air the minute I got home that afternoon.  George was even more fearful and nervous.  I saw that the ‘twitching’ of his hands was even more prevalent.  I seriously thought that it  might be an idea to get him to a doctor’s.  Alice had made a marvellous dinner - what a find she is!  I even had a few drinks before, and after, dinner.  Could hardly keep my eyes off of Mary.  Gosh, she’s a handsome woman!  I could feel myself get all squirmy and moist sometimes when she looked at me!

Something funny happened at dinner.  Just for conversation, I asked  “George?  What did you do all day?”

He jumped as if he’d been shot!  But what was strange?  He looked at Mary, as if he was looking for permission to speak?  She also had a peculiar expression on her face.  ‘What in god’s name was going on?’ I thought.  If I didn’t know my shy little husband, I’d swear that something.....

We watched TV for a while, but it was boring.  On top of that? To tell the truth, I don’t know if it was the drinks, or George’s ‘scared’ act - but I was getting turned on!  

I made a phony yawn.  “Sack time George.  Wanna come?”

“It’s kinda early dear, don’t you think?” he said.

I don’t know whether it was his servile manner or what, but something possessed me to stare at him and say firmly “Bed time George!”

The look of fear in his eyes was genuine I thought, a tiny jolt of pleasure coursing through me.  Again, he made that funny gesture with his hands, almost as if he was grabbing for something at his thighs.  Mary giggled!  I actually heard her, but by the time I’d turned to look, there was no evidence on her face.  Her eyes were bright though.  ‘What a smashing looking woman’ came through my head like lightning.  ‘Wonder if she’d mind coming to bed?’

In our bedroom I stripped off and got into my slinkiest nightie quickly.  Lay squirming inside it, waiting for my dolt of a husband.  He had stripped himself down to everything but his pants.

“George?  Am I going to have to drag you into bed?”  I asked in a honeyed, sarcastic, tone.

He looked at me, his eyes haunted.  “Leslie?”  Licked his lips nervously.

“What darling?”

“I’d like to borrow .. may I?... I don’t suppose you’d mind...?  Sounds crazy...”

“Borrow what, for god’s sake!  Would you stop dithering like a stupid woman!” I hissed.

He looked at the floor.  Blushed.  “You know that teal nightgown of yours?”

I shrugged.  “Guess I should.  It’s mine, isn’t it?”

He lifted his eyes.  Looked at me pleadingly.  The light went on in my brain!

“You want to borrow - wear?  My teal nightgown?  Why?”

He looked down at the carpet.  Didn’t answer me.

I was absolutely blind with fury for a few seconds, then the thought struck me. This might be fun!

“Want to be pretty for Leslie?  My little Georgy Porgy want to play dress up?    Oooo!  Bet you’ll look nice.  But first?  Take these silly pants and your underpants off.  I want to see you get my - I mean your - nightie from the closet - in the nude.  Come on now!”

The speed he dropped his pants amazed me - actually stripped both his pants and underpants at the same time.  he almost got away with it - would have, except I got a glimpse - just a flash of color - or texture, that jangled in my brain.  “What was that dear?”  I asked.  “Show me these underpants please?”

His face was pale when he showed me the yellow satin, white lace edged, panties he’d been wearing.

“We’ll talk about them later darling.” I said slowly.  “Just go and put your nightie on.”  I noticed he’d an erection.

‘He’s enjoying this humiliation’ I thought.  ‘maybe give him a little more?”

I could see his hands shake as he slipped my nightdress over his head, and let it cascade down his body.  It fitted him just fine.  Maybe needed a little padding for the bust, but not absolutely necessary.  I slipped out of bed and went up to him.  Wrapped my arms about him, the silken materials of our nightgowns coming together in a very stimulating way. 

“Hi pretty girl, “ I whispered.  “Let’s make you really pretty for Leslie.”

He cried when I put some lipstick - not much, and a  few dabs of perfume on him - my little sissy husband, then I took him - or should I say ‘her’? to bed.  Great sex!  Best ever!  Three times during the night!  Guess who was on top all three times?

GEORGE

I woke up.  Everything felt strange, smelled strange.  A soft, warm, arm was draped over my chest.  It felt possessive somehow.  As if it ‘owned’ me.  I had an erection, which wasn’t unusual this early in the morning - but I felt raw, and ‘used’ down there, which was.  Sleepily, I slid my hand down to scratch myself.  felt something silky and nice under my fingers.  The underside of my upper arm seemed to be rubbing against something nice - but, scratchy?  I squeezed my eyes open, saw the teal lace covering my breasts.  What the hell?

My eyes opened wide, some of the events from the previous night forcing themselves back into my memory.  Oh god!  What had I done!  What had I allowed to be done to me?

I sensed that Leslie was awake, before my eyes saw her wide stare looking at me.

“Morning sweetie!  Thought you’d never wake up!”  She gave me a big smile, a contented expression behind her eyes.  “Gonna go grab me a cup of coffee?  It’s almost seven.  Alice will have made it by now.”

I inhaled deeply. “Sure.  Think I can smell it.  Hold on.”  I got up and padded to my closet.  Started pulling my nightdress over my head.  Heard  Leslie call  “Sweetie?  What are you doin’?”

“Goin’ for your coffee honeybun.”  I replied cheerfully.

“That’s GOOD lover!  Just leave your nightgown on.  There’s a pretty matching peignoir inn the closet.  Just put that on instead, Okay?”

Then she added.  “On second thoughts?  Why don’t you come and tell me what’s been going on?"

MARY

“Hey  Mary?  Wake up!  Come get a gander at our little Georgette!”  Alice was whispering in my ear.

“Wha..?  Eh? Georgette?”

“Shut up!  Come and see out little girl.  She’s getting coffee for the mistress.”

I staggered out of bed and pulled my terry robe over my pajamas. Went towards the kitchen, Alice tugging me along by the sleeve of my robe.  I wasn’t awake by the time we’d got to the kitchen, but what waited for me there opened my eyes quickly enough.

“Caught her here.  Told her to wait until I fetched you.” Alice said. “Isn’t she just the cutest thing you ever did see?”

I had to agree.  Our erstwhile employer - George - stood there in a matching nightgown and peignoir set, the negligee tied at the neck with a narrow ribbon - in a neat little bow of course.  His lipstick was smudged, and there was an aura of perfume surrounding him.  I blinked.

“So?  You did ask to borrow her nightgown?”

“Yes Mary - she did.  According to Georgette, it’s you I have to thank?”  Leslie’s voice came from the doorway.

I did jump a little, but wasn’t really surprised.  What she said next, did make me smile.

LESLIE

I waited a few minutes  after Georgette left the room.  It hadn’t taken much for me to force the truth out of her.  She looked so pretty after I tied her in her peignoir that I was seriously tempted to take her back to bed.  At the same time, I figured I had other fish to fry - and there was no time like the present.  I slipped into my own  negligee, ran a brush through my hair quickly, freshened my lipstick - and applied a hasty splash of perfume.  Slid my slippers on to my feet, and followed my husband downstairs - quietly.

I heard Alice catch him in the kitchen and peeked around the door.  She had him in her arms and was kissing him - as if she was a man, and he was a woman.  I’d suspected as much from what he’d told me.  I heard her tell him to wait while she got Mary, so pulled myself out of sight again until the two maids returned.  Heard Mary ask if he’d followed her instructions to humiliate himslf by asking to wear my clothes.  I stepped into the doorway where I could be seen.

“Yes Mary - she did.  According to Georgette, it’s you I have to thank?”

She was surprised, but for a portion of a second only.  Turned and smiled invitingly at me.  I returned her smile.  “Alice?”  I said.”  How’s about taking Georgette with you down to your room?  You can have her for, say,  a few weeks?  Make her into a real girl?   Mary?  Want to join me upstairs?  We can..”  I paused  “Talk?”

She smiled beautifully and walked towards me.

GEORGE

Alice put her arm around me, pulled me to her and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek.  “Well, those two look like they’re a match, don’t they?  Why don’t you come along with me?  You can be MY girlfriend.  I think I’ve got some old uniforms of Mary’s that won’t need much in the way of alterations.  Isn’t it wonderful how quickly you’ve promoted from being an Honorary - Junior Maid at that, into the real thing?”

I nodded shyly.

The end


JOB INTERVIEW

I knocked on her office door.

"Dennis?  Come in please."  I heard her say, so opened the door and went in.

She was sitting at her desk, reading a piece of paper in her hand.  Gleaming blonde hair pulled back from her face, a yellow silk blouse over white pants that I could see in the knee space of her desk.  As she looked up from her paper, a gust of wind threw some rain against the window behind her.  She took a quick look outside.  Smiled.  "Miserable day, isn't it?"

I nodded in agreement.

"Why don't you ring for one of the girls?  Have tea sent up..."  she said, ".. seems like a perfect day for it."

"Oh.  I don't think.."  I started to reply.

"Very well,"  she said curtly.  "But would you ring the bell anyway?  Thank you."

I went over to the fireplace and pulled the old fashioned velvet cord that signalled to the kitchen that a maid was required.  Already I was starting to feel intimidated by this self-possessed young woman.  I didn't know how I managed, but it seemed that every time we met I'd have her upset at me within minutes.  Her voice interrupted my thoughts.

"Why don't you stay there Dennis?  I'll be finished in a moment.  Take any chair."

Gratefully, I sat in one of the easy  chairs that surrounded the fireplace.  Sank into its softness.  She went back to her paper and, apart from the sound of the rain hitting the windows, all I could hear was the ticking of the clock on the mantel.  This continued for a few minutes, my nervousness increasing all the time.  What did she want?

The soft knock came to the door.  It opened, and Mary came in, her immaculate starched apron crackling as she did so.  She curtsied.  You rang, Miss Cara?"

"Yes Mary."  Cara replied.  "Bring up some tea and scones for me and Dennis here.  And while you're at it, send Janice up to light the fire, would you?"  She returned her attention to the paper she was reading.

Mary curtsied.  "Yes ma'am."  And started to leave the room.  As she did so she shot a quick look at Cara to make sure she wasn't watching, then rolled her eyes comically at me.  I grinned, and rolled mine back. She closed the door behind her, and silence descended on the room once more.

It wasn't two minutes later when Janice came in to light the fire.  It didn't take long.  She also made funny faces at me while she was doing so - but only when Cara couldn't see her of course.  I had a hard time not laughing because I was in a much better position for Cara to catch me, but managed to contain myself.  Janice stood up, wiping her hands on her apron, only after ensuring that they weren't dirty from her task. 

"Thank you Janice"  Cara said.

Janice bobbed a curtsey in thanks, and left the room, giving me an impish smile as she did so.

The next one in was Edna, bringing a tray with the teapot and assorted pastries and biscuits, along with the cups, saucers, and sugar and cream pots. 

"Why didn't Mary bring the tea?"  Cara asked.

"Got a call from the butcher in the village ma'am,"  Edna said, curtseying  "and as she'd made up the order, I thought it'd be better if..."

"Oh.  That's all right,"  Cara said.  "I just wondered.  Dennis?  Would you pour?  A little milk.  One sugar please."

I hastened to obey.  Decided to pour myself a cup as well.  There were no smiling faces from Edna.  She gave me a cold look as she curtsied and left the room.  As she did so, Cara got up from her chair and came across to the fireplace.  "No funny little faces with her, Dennis? No rolling of the eyes?  No sticking your tongue out at her?"

Dry mouthed suddenly, I faltered  "Er.. Er .. I don't.."

She smiled and laid a calming hand on my arm.  "It's all right Dennis.  I'm not upset - it's just that sometimes I feel like I'm the headmistress of an all girls school at times.."

I blushed furiously.

"Did you think I didn't see you rolling your eyes and making faces with Mary and Janice?"  She smiled again, settling down into her chair.  

She didn't seem to expect an answer as she then leaned forward and took her teacup in hand.  Turned her attention back to me.

"Don't you like Edna too?  Why no smiles for her?"

I grimaced.  Took a sip of my tea, then decided that honesty was the best policy. "She doesn't have the same sense of humor as the other two."  I explained.

" And kinda bossy too?"  Cara asked, smiling.

I smiled shyly in return, and nodded in agreement.

She cocked her head to one side for a moment, and looked at me.  Her smile slipped a little.  "I'm rather disappointed with you Dennis.  Want to know why?"

"I'm very sorry Cara.."  I started, but she held up a hand to silence me.

"Your late aunt, my employer, left me well off in her will - but left much more to you.  Now, she had told me that you were a surprisingly obedient young man - and I believed her.  I laid plans, taking your obedience into consideration, and now - within what?  Three weeks?  I find out that you're not so submissive after all."

"I don't know what you mean!"  I managed to blurt out.

She shook her head.  Put her teacup back down on the table.  Started listing her points off on her fingers.

"One!  Did I, or did I not, tell you to stay away from these maids!  Two!  Weren't you given instructions to catalog these books in the library?   Three!  Didn't I indicate that you should eat your meals with me?"

"Please Cara?"  I mumbled.  "I can explain.  Please?"

"That might be a very good idea."  She said sternly.  Looked at her watch.  "We've got plenty of time.  Why don't you pour me another cup of tea before you start?"

Meekly, I complied.  She took her cup and settled back into her chair.  “Well?”  she said, a hint of impatience in her voice.

"I'm not used to bossing servants around."  I started.  "I know you told me how important it was that I keep myself separate from them - and what you said made sense.  But Mary and Janice were just so ..  so .. nice.  I felt really mean not talking to them.."

"What about Edna?"  Cara asked  "She not so nice?"

"She was okay at first.  More distant, if you know what I mean.  But then she started getting mad at the girls for coming and talking to me instead of doing their work.  Blamed me - as if it were my fault.  Then she'd lecture all three of us.  Started treating me like .. like.."

"Like one of the other girls?"  Cara offered.

I blushed again.  "Yes."  I admitted.  "Then one day, she caught us fooling around again - and Mary and Janice said it was my fault.."

"Was it?"  Cara asked quickly.

"Well.. maybe."  I admitted.

"See what I mean?"  Cara retorted. "Where's all this so-called obedience?"

I faltered.

"And so?"  she prompted me.

"She said that if I was going to hang around with her girls, I may as well do some work with them while I was at it."  I said in a rush.

"You didn't tell her that she was only a maid?  That she was there to do what you said?  That I had told you to work in the library?"

"Oh I did!"  I said  "Well, not the bit about her being the maid - but honest, I did tell her about you wanting the library books cataloged.."

Cara said nothing.  Just looked at me over her teacup.

Hesitantly, I took up my tale again.

"And she said that she'd take my turn there, and I could go and help Mary and Janice with the housework.."

"I see."  Cara said softly  "You didn't tell her that I had said you weren't to mix with the girls?"

I shook my head.  "She was awful mad - and I thought it was only for the one afternoon.. and I kinda hoped you might not find out"

"But it wasn't just that once, was it?  And I did find out, didn't I?"  Cara asked innocently.

"Well, you obviously found out"  I said bitterly.  "And she kept me doing that sort of stuff after."

"And why was that?"

"Well, she was really a lot better in the library.. See.. I didn't like it that much, and when I couldn't talk to the girls, it got awful lonely."

"You'd have missed your little friends, eh?  But when did you start wearing the apron and dust caps?"

Was there anything this woman didn't know about? I thought.

"Well Mary and Janice started complaining that it wasn't fair that they had to wear these things - and that I didn't."

"And Edna thought that they had a point?"

"Yes."  I admitted.

"I see."  She said, nodding.  "So you effectively give up the job I give you to flit around in aprons and lace caps and be one of the maids?"

"Yes."  I admitted, face down.

"So I did hear your voice in the maid's lounge the other night?  What did you do there?  The other girls hair?  Wearing your little apron and cap while you did so?"

"No.  Not that.  They're teaching me to knit and sew.  But I didn't want to!  They made me!"

"Seems that you are a proper little sissy after all, doesn't it?  But it still doesn't answer why you wouldn't join me for meals?"

"Edna said that maids needn't serve other maids - but if I put them in such a position, she'd make me wear a dress and makeup.. just to humiliate me."

She nodded.  "I see.  What do they call you now?  Denise?"

"No.  They sometimes call me Deborah."  I admitted.

"Very good Deborah.  Go and bring that sheet of paper from the desk.  Bring a pen as well."

I started to do as she said.  "Deborah!"  I heard.  I stopped and turned around.  She simply stared at me.  I took the seams of my pants in my hands and dropped a bob curtsey.  "Yes ma'am"  I said.  She nodded approval.  I got the paper for her.

She held the sheet of paper in her hand.  ""You're obviously a silly little thing - head full of nonsense - just like your two little friends.  It's obvious to me, that you won't know what to to with all the money that your aunt left you, so I've decided to make things easier for you."

She waved the paper at me.  "Once you sign this, your total financial worth is in my hands.  I will look after it for you, decide how much you get - and when you get it.  You will have absolutely no say with regard to your own finances.  It also says that I can charge you any amount I wish for my services - which effectively means that I can take it all if you don't behave.  Do you understand?

"Well.. To tell the truth.."  I started.

"Deborah?  Be quiet!  Just sign the contract.  Don't bother your pretty little head about it.  You know that you don't want to be put into the position of having to make all these hard decisions - don't you?  And?  Once you do sign, then you'll just have to be obedient to me - and that's what you really want.  Isn't it?  So just sign it.. Now!"  

I curtseyed again and took it over to the desk so that I could have a backing for it when I signed.  I heard her give the pull rope three tugs as I did so.  

I signed and dated it, blotted it on her desk blotter, then took it back to her.  She checked it, folded it.  Laid it on the table.  As she did so, a knock came to the door.

"Come in girls."  she called out and Mary, Janice, and Edna came in.

Cara beamed at them.  "Girls?  Congratulations!  You've done a wonderful job, so I'm going to promote you all immediately - with the appropriate pay raises of course."

Edna smiled widely, Mary and Janice made little clapping motions with their hands.  Cara continued.

"Edna?  You are now permanently in charge of the library - and these three girls - including Deborah of course.  Mary?  You're now the senior maid, Janice?  Next in line.  Deborah here will be the junior maid.  I'd also like her trained as my personal maid so that she can accompany me on the trips I'm going to be taking.  Edna?  Did you order these pretty uniforms.  The ones I asked you to get?

"Yes.  Of course Miss Cara."  She replied. 

"And you're positive they'll fit him .. her?"

Edna smiled.  Cara smiled back.  Turned to Mary and Janice.  "Why don't you take her along to her new room?   She can borrow some undies from you Mary if you don’t mind?   You're both the same size, eh?  Then put her in one of the taffeta uniforms.. She can serve the meal tonight.  Doesn't that sound like fun Deborah?"

I stared at her in horror as, grinning, my two friends Mary and Janice advanced on me. Put their soft, but strong, hands on my arms.  "C'mon now Deborah"  Janice said softly.  "Come and see what pretty clothes we've got for you to wear."

I felt totally surrounded by women, and all of a sudden, realized just what I'd done. I had arrived at this house less than four weeks before, the main benefactor of a rich aunt.  Now, I had signed away all control of my own wealth and future to Cara - a woman who had made it perfectly clear that she now considered me as her servant.  Not only that,  it seemed I was now to be under the control of all the other women in the house.

And, though I now tried to resist, it was obviously too late.  The two women guided me to the door with relative ease.  Mewling and struggling like a weak kitten in their grasp, I was gently ushered out of the room by my new supervisors towards my new life.  I thought I saw Edna and Cara move into an embrace with each other as Mary shut the door behind us.

"Let's get her dressed quickly,"  Mary said, winking at Janice  " and we can all get back to normal that much quicker."

The end


ROOKIE MAID

"What?"  Rene said in astonished tones, putting her book down and peering at me over the top of her spectacles.  "Brenda's what? Bossy?  What on earth possesses you to say such a thing?  How can a maid - a junior maid at that - possibly be described as bossy?"

"I don't know."  I said hesitantly, my mind already recognizing my error, and trying to come up with a plausible explanation.  "I don't really mean 'bossy' per se, it's just that she's so busy all the time.  Seems so .. well .. efficient.  Not like Elma at all."

"Oh.  Is that it?  She's not falling for your lord of the manor line, like Elma does?  Is that it?"

"That's not it at all"  I said huffily.  "She's different, that's all - and anyway, I can't see why you need two personal maids.."  I stopped, wishing I'd bitten my tongue.

Rene shook her head.  "John?  I've said this before, and I'll say it again.  I'm used to having servants, especially personal maids.  I'm paying them from my money.  It's a subject that's nothing to do with you.  I'll concede that you, on the other hand, are not used to servants, and seem to have absolutely no idea as to how to act around them..."

"But I find it very difficult not to be friendly with people .."

"Knock it off John."  She grated.  "I know what's bugging you.  You've been a condescending son of a bitch to Elma since you got here.  She's not used to that - and I'd bet that's she's not comfortable with it either.  But there's a good chance that she's going to visit that sick mother of hers one of these days - for what may be an extended period, so I'm having her train Brenda in the way I like things done.  I've warned you, a number of times, that getting overly friendly with servants can only lead to trouble.  Now, all of a sudden, I have the feeling that you've totally ignored what I told you."

She gave me a stare as if challenging me to disagree, I declined the dare.

"And"  she continued, "here comes Brenda, not about to be patronized, and not going to take any of your guff.  Now?  Why do I get the feeling that you just started this conversation to get an idea of how I'd feel about getting rid of her.  Am I right?"

She was absolutely right, and my embarrassment must have shown clearly on my flushed cheeks.

She nodded again and picked her book up.  Before starting to read again, she spoke to me out of the corner of her mouth.  "I'll admit that I'm too strong willed to let you have the normal male's authority in the house, but you're just going to have to learn to live with that.  It might also help if you learn that maids are here to do as they are told - not to be friends with - and certainly not to be bossing anyone else around.  If you've managed to get yourself into a predicament like that, then you're the one that's going to have to extricate yourself.  I'm divorcing myself from anything like that that's going on - and I've absolutely no intention of getting rid of any servant - unless she pisses me off of course. Understood?"

"Yes dear."  I replied meekly.  "But?  I've sort of agreed to let her work on my skin ..."

She laid the book down on her chest, looked at me impatiently.  "So?  What's wrong with that?  She's had training as a dermatologist assistant and cosmetologist.  She does know what she's talking about.  She's helped my skin tone already - and yours definitely needs work.  If you'd get out in the fresh air more often, you'd be a lot better off.  Getting positively pasty looking."

"She wants to work on me at the same time as she works on you." I said, starting to voice my real fear.

"What's wrong with that?  Makes sense to me"  Rene said.  "That way, we're both close to each other.  She doesn't have to set up all her stuff twice - and - while Elma's doing my hair, Brenda could be working on you.  Makes perfect sense."

In a way it made sense to me as well - but from a different point of view. 

Rene had hit the nail on the head.  I'd really patronized Elma, a sort of pleasant, mousy, blonde for the few months I'd lived at the house after marrying Rene.  I blushed at times, thinking of how I'd treated the poor girl, interrupting her work, telling her about all my accomplishments, while she listened - one eye on the clock, obviously wanting to get her work done before the mistress came home, but too much in awe of me to terminate our conversations.

Brenda changed all that.  She had joined the household only a few weeks before, a little bigger and more confident than Elma. Darker and more intelligent, certainly more aggressive. I wasn't smart enough to figure this out though, and kept on playing my games.

One day shortly after she arrived, I had cornered the two of them in one of the bedrooms, distracting them as usual.  Brenda kept looking at Elma, expecting her - as senior maid - to send me packing.  When this wasn't forthcoming, she must have decided to take matters into her own hands.

"Mister John?" She said, dropping a curtsey.  "That's a most interesting story.  I'd really like to hear the end of it, but we can't stand chattering around here all day, can we now? - So why don't you give us a hand with the beds, eh?  With you helping out, we'll make up for lost time - and you can finish telling us about your adventure as we work?  How does that sound?"

It may seem incredible, but there was an air of confident authority about her that I didn't know how to fight.  All of a sudden then, here I am giving the maids a hand with the housework.  Elma giggled behind her hand quite a lot.

She giggled even more the next morning after Rene had left for her office.

"Mr John?  Brenda thought?  If you had nothing to do?  You could maybe.. Maybe help me with polishing the silver?"

I was just finishing my breakfast tray, and really had nothing to do.  Not only that, it gave me someone to talk to.   Had enough sense to know that it wasn't something I should do, but couldn't think of any sensible way that I could turn down the request.  A few minutes later, I was in the kitchen arguing with Brenda as to whether I should wear an apron or not.  She won.

"Silly! Misster John.  You can't be getting your nice clothes all messed up - I mean, what would the mistress say if you got silver polish on your shirt or pants?"

And, five minutes after that, I was working with Elma in the dining room, polishing silver.  I had got somewhat used to the full skirted, frilled housemaid's apron, but the matching mob cap pinned to my hair gave me problems.  I was wearing it though - again, Brenda's rationale had prevailed.  "Suppose that someone came to the door unexpected?  They can see right into the dining room.  Now.  If they see a man in an apron polishing silverware, they might wonder, eh?  But if they see a couple of maids in aprons and caps?  They're not going to think anything of it, are they?"

Later on that same morning, I got a terrible shock.  Elma and I had almost finished the silver.  She left me with just a few pieces to do, going off to see about lunch.  About ten minutes later, I ran out of polish.  I knew the storage room where it was kept so went there to get it.  As I searched inside the room, I overheard a short conversation between Brenda and Elma.

Brenda was saying  "Well?  If you ask me, I think you're silly to have put up with that bullshit of his.  If he'd ever given me that kind of nonsense, I'd have put him over my knee right quick - taken his pants down and given him a good spanking on his panties."

Elma giggled.  "Spank him?  Oh, I couldn't - do you think I could? - and I don't think he wears panties.."

"Well, maybe not.  But if he doesn't, he should - the bloody sissy.  How many men would let a maid put them in a big frilled apron and maid's cap, eh?  Did you see how he blushed when I made him put them on..."

"Oh yes!"  Elma tittered "and notice how he really gets that apron swishing around him when he walks?"

"Yeah.  See?  He's just a damn sissy, like I ..."  Brenda's voice tailed away as they walked away down the hall.

Shocked by what I'd heard, I peeked out of the room to make sure the coast was clear before scurrying down the hall, back to my polishing, suddenly aware of my apron flouncing around my legs as I went.

And even Elma had started to get more aggressive with me as the weeks passed, following Brenda's lead - my name gradually going from "Mister John"  to "Misster John"  to "Misster Joan"  to Miss Joan"  and finally to "Joan dear"  as I became more and more entrenched as an 'honorary' maid (Brenda's description).

I seemed totally incapable of reversing this trend, what I'd heard that day making me scared to argue with anything that Brenda wanted. Instead, I actually became more and more subservient as I was drawn into their company.  'For a laugh', Brenda had even got me wearing high heels occasionally - on some pretense that wearing them would firm up my leg muscles.

On another occasion, I was humiliated beyond belief.  Both girls were excited.  They had just got delivery of the first of a series of new uniforms.  Elma had hers out of the box and was holding it up against herself, looking at her reflection in a hallway mirror.  She saw me coming.

"Isn't this the cutest dress Joan?  Don't you just love it?"

It was black,  straight long skirt with a flounce at the hem.  The bodice had a wide 'scoop' neckline, and was made of some type of shirred gauzy fabric. The sleeves looked as if they would be about elbow length but, even though they were made of the same shirred material, were too puffed to tell.  The waist looked as if it were elasticized.

"It's very nice."  I agreed.  "You'll look very pretty in it, I'm sure."

"Bet you'd look nice in it too."  Brenda said.  "Here.  Lets see."

With that, she took it from Elma's grasp, and turned to me, opening up the neckline.  "Here Joan.  Just put your hands down here, through the neckline and down through the sleeves.  That's right.  It's not as good as putting it on, of course, but it does give you an idea.  Now hold the waist to you.  That's right.  Now just let me fold your shirt collar down.."

And, in the mirror, it almost looked as if I was wearing the dress.  Its fullness covered my own clothes and with my collar folded out of sight and my arms encased in the full sleeves, the front view reflected me in Elma's uniform.

"Mmm.Mmm.Mm  really cute!"  Elma tittered.  "Joan?  Stick out your right leg a little.  Let's see how the skirt hangs."

And there, in front of two giggling girls, I was put through the usual moves that a woman makes in evaluating whether she likes a dress or not.

But up until this particular evening, all of these activities had gone on during the days when Rene was at work.  Brenda's "suggestion"  that she start helping me with my skin problems disturbed me - especially if she was going to be working on me at the same time as she gave Rene her treatments. I had the feeling that I was going to be embarrassed but, other than having Rene intervene, saw no way out of my predicament.  My talk with her having turned out to be nothing but a waste of time, that evening I sat beside her facing our mirror, as Brenda began her ministrations.

The preliminary preparation had been even worse than I'd feared.  First, I had to wear a smock to protect my clothes.  Rene pooh pohed my objections.

"Don't be silly darling.  Elma's smock looks nice on you - that pink makes you look really young - and stop complaining about that turban - Brenda has to keep your hair out of your eyes.  You look absolutely fine - honest!"

Bedeviled by my wife, her poorly hidden smirk,  and this maniacal maid, I took a last look at the rather pretty creature in pink silky smock and matching chiffon turban meekly before doing as instructed by Brenda - sitting back in my chair, my face turned up.

Elma was working on Rene under Brenda's watchful eye, while she worked on me.  She started with cool white circular pads of moist material placed over my eyes.  "Now make sure these don't fall off dearie"  she warned me.  They felt very pleasant, and I started to hope that maybe things wouldn't get too bad after all.  This feeling was reinforced as she smoothly worked some cream into my cheeks, brow and chin, massaging me gently.  It did seem somewhat 'perfumy', but felt nice.

"This'll sting a little dearie"  I heard.  "But it won't take long, so sit still.  O.K?"  I nodded, wondering what she was talking about.  I soon found out.  A sharp stinging pain as she plucked an eyebrow."

"Ow!  What are you doing!"  I yowled.

"Oh stop your racket!"  She reprimanded me sweetly.  Then, I could tell she was talking to Rene by the sound of her voice as she turned her head.

"Men are such babies.  Aren't they ma'am?  A couple of eyebrows and you'd think it was a major operation."

But it was a lot more than a couple of eyebrows - more like a couple of dozen.  When she finished, she rubbed a cooling liquid where she had been plucking.  It stung just a little.

"O.K Elma.  We can swap now.  You can take her now, while I do ma'am ..."

There was a pregnant pause, then I heard her giggle.  "Him!  That's what I meant. Him!"

Rene spoke.  I could hear the grin in her voice.  "It's getting harder and harder to tell, isn't it?"

And an hour later, it had become even more difficult.  The pads had been removed from my eyes, and I saw the creature with the bright blue mask - who, wearing the pink smock and turban was now practically Rene's twin.  My nails were now suspiciously pink, as my hands and feet had been worked on while waiting for the mask to dry.

When the mask was pulled off, the first thing I saw was that my newly formed eyebrows had changed my face considerably - arching over my frightened eyes in a decidedly feminine manner.

"Oh my!"  Brenda exclaimed.  "Maybe I got carried away with the eyebrows a little."  She tittered.  "But here, let me fix them up a little.."  And she leaned over me with an eyebrow pencil in hand. When she stepped back, my reflection showed me that she had succeeded in making them even more feminine.

And more was to come.  The treatment had really cleansed my face of ingrained grime and exfoliated skin. I also have to admit that I was pleased by the tingling feeling that remained.

"My god John!" Rene exclaimed once her own mask had been removed.  "You'll have to get outside more.  I told you, you're positively pasty looking!"

"Easy to fix that ma'am"  Brenda said, picking something from the table and advancing on me again. ".. A little blusher will work wonders.."

And, after it had been applied, for one discovered reason after another, I was in full makeup less than ten minutes later - lipstick, eyeliner, eyeshadow, and mascara.

When the maids left, Rene turned to me, shaking her head.  "Good grief John.  Have you no balls at all? I mean, you sit there and let yourself be treated like a goddam woman -  nah!  More like a little schoolgirl!"

"But I thought that you wanted.."  I started.

"Me!  You saying that I am responsible?  Is that what you're saying?"

"No Rene.  Not really.  It's just.."

"I can't believe what I saw tonight. My husband, sitting in a pretty pink smock and turban, getting a facial - and then, what do they call it?  A makeover?  C'mere.  Let me have a closer look."

I walked to her, my smock flouncing a little.  She smiled.  "You know?  You really would make a nice looking girl.."

With that, she put her arms around me and kissed me on the lips!  My arms went around her neck.

"You even kiss like a girl"  she whispered, then pulled me tighter and kissed me again, caressing me through the smock as she did so.

"Mmm..Mmm  feels like a girl, smells like a girl, acts like a girl?"

She let go suddenly.  Pushed me away.  "Go and take these clothes off.  Wash your face.  This is too much!  Go on now.  Hurry!"

By the time I'd followed her orders and got back to the bedroom she was in bed. Before I switched the light out, I noticed a feral glint in her eyes.  As soon as I was in bed, she was on top of me.  Her lovemaking that night was right on the edge of violence.  Finally, satiated, she rolled off me.

"That was fun John, wasn't it?"

I giggled a little.  "Yes. It was."  I answered honestly, cuddling into her protective arms as I did so.

"Well?  I've been thinking it over."  She said quietly.  "Seeing you all girlish?"  She paused, obviously expecting a response.

Not knowing what to say, I just burrowed closer into her side.

She took that as my reply.  "You know? It really turned me on.  To tell the truth, it was really hard for me to tell you to change back.  Gotta tell you.  If I ever see you dolled up again, I may want to keep you that way.  Understand?"

I shuddered, mostly in fear, but with a strange sense of sexual anticipation as well.

The following morning, I awoke with a start.  A shocked glance at the bedside clock told me that I'd overslept badly.  I hadn't even heard Rene get up, let alone get dressed and leave, but it was obvious that she was gone. I jumped out of bed and into the shower.  That done, I got dressed, just finishing as a knock came to the door.

"Joan?  Aren't you coming down?  I think you'd better.  Brenda's kinda ticked at you, and.."

"What about, Elma?  I haven't done anything.   And I'm just a few minutes late.  What's going on?"  Try as I would to hide it, even I could hear the fright in my voice.

She giggled.  "I'm sure I don't know.  Just thought I'd pass it on.. that's all."

I could tell that she'd left the door as her voice was receding as she walked back along the hall.

It didn't sound like a morning to do anything else to aggravate Brenda, so I hurried down to the pantry where my aprons were kept.  I put on the freshest one and carefully pinned the mob cap in place.  I then checked my appearance in the mirror, pulling down a few tendrils of hair to get the 'girlish' look that Brenda liked. Then I checked that my straps were straight and tied the bow at my back full and neat.  Then I fluffed the bow out some more - another thing that Brenda seemed to like.  Hurried back down the hall to the dining room where I could hear Brenda and Elma talking.  

The conversation ended the moment I swished into the room.  Brenda glared at me, then a saccharin smile appeared on her face.

"Well well well!  If it isn't Joanie dear!.  My goodness!  Aren't we pretty this morning.  Good morning Joan!  Sleep well?"

"Oh yes, Brenda."  I responded gratefully.  "Did you?"

"Of course I did."  She said  "of course, I didn't know that you had betrayed me then, now did I?"  She looked over at Elma. "And I thought she was my friend!"

"I don't know what you're talking about Brenda.  Honest!"  I pleaded.

She gave me a cold stare.  "Oooh!  You didn't complain to the mistress last night?  Didn't try to get old Brenda fired?"

Elma gasped.  Put her hand to her mouth in shock.

Oh God!  Rene had spoken to Brenda!  My mouth was suddenly dry.  Brenda read my expression.  "Isn't that right Joanie?  You tried to get me fired, eh?"

"It wasn't like that at all, Brenda.  Honest!"

"The mistress is lying then, is that it?   Maybe I should give her my resignation tonight then, I just don't see me working for a liar."

"Oh Brenda.  Please!  Rene and I did have a talk ..."

Before I could finish, she crossed the room and took hold of my ear lobe in a cruel pinch.

"Who?  Who did you talk to?  You naughty, naughty, girl!  'Rene' indeed!"

"Mistress ... I meant mistress!"  I whimpered, almost in tears.  "Please Brenda, you're hurting me.."

"That's a little better"  she said, letting go of my throbbing ear.  "Now?  You and the mistress were talking?  Tell Brenda all about it.  You'll feel much better when you get it off your chest.  Come over here, sit on Brenda's lap.  There's a good girl."

Sitting on her knees, totally humiliated now, I started to cry, but got the whole story out.

She was silent for a moment or two.  "But?  How could you tell her that I was bossy?"

"Well you are, Brenda.  You're always bossing me around.  Treating me like a girl, calling me Joan.  Making me wear high heels.."

Gently, she put her hand over my mouth.  Spoke to Elma.  "Would you just listen to her?"

Elma surprised me.  "But you really are Brenda.  I mean, you're really the junior maid here, but you even try to boss me around as well.  I can see where Joan's coming from."

"You are a pair of sillies."  Brenda laughed.  "I only treat you both the way that you want to be treated.  Elma?  You don't like making decisions, do you?  I mean. If we waited for you all the time - why, we'd never get anything done, would we?"

Elma looked shocked for a moment but then giggled.  "You're right.  I never thought of it that way.  I mean, I really don't mind you doing all the decision making, it was just what Joan was saying.."

"Ah yes.  Little Joanie."  Brenda said, turning her attention back to me.  "You going to say that you don't like me bossing you around.  Making you look cute.  Making you act all girlish.  C'mon now.  Look me in the eye.  Deny it."

Humiliated, I couldn't answer.

"So?  You were naughty last night, weren't you?  C'mon now.  Admit it."

I nodded.

"Say it out loud.  Say it so's Elma can hear you.  Say 'I was a naughty girl'"

I let a sigh escape me.  "I was a naughty girl."

"Very good Joan!  Very good!  But do you know what happens to little girls who are naughty?"

"No"  I whispered.

"Well I'll tell you.  They get spanked on their panties.  Doesn't that sound right?  Get put over mummy's knees, have their skirts lifted up, and spanked on their panties."

"Please Brenda?  Please no!  I'll be good, honest!  Please don't spank me!" I mewled helplessly.

She pushed me away from her a little.  Stared at me.  "I'm very angry with you Joan, so you're going to get spanked one way or another - but you have a choice.."

"What kind of choice Brenda?"

"Well.  You can sit and argue and plead with me not to do this or that, and all you'll do is get me even angrier.  You'll get me so angry that I'll drag you upstairs,. put you in really sexy undies, then a tight red satin dress.  Then I'll paddle you good.  When I'm finished, I'll give you a complete makeover.  That way, when mistress comes home tonight, you'll be all sexy for her.  I saw the way she was looking at you last night you know .."

"I .. I  Brenda?  What else .. What if I don't argue and all that stuff?"

"Well.  That's better.  See, all you have to do is go to Elma's room with her.  She's got some really pretty lingerie for you.  You'll put it on.  Then one of her new uniforms - and apron and little head ribbon too?  Then you put some makeup on, come back here, and come over my knee.  I'll give you a spanking, but it'll only be with my hand - I won't use a paddle on you.  It won't hurt anywhere near as much.  Now, isn't it nice of me to let you do that?"

"Do I have to wear it for Re.. I mean, the mistress coming home?"  I asked fearfully.

"Of course not, silly .."

I breathed a sigh of relief.

".. Just as long as you get your work done for the day before she gets home of course."  She added to my consternation.

"Work?" I asked.

"Well?  You can't be going around, all pretty in a new uniform without doing any work now, can you?  I mean, you'll just want to please Brenda by doing her work for her, won't you?"

I nodded weakly.

"Wonderful!"  She enthused.  "So run along with Elma now.  Make yourself all pretty, then come back for your spanking - but hurry now.  You've got the laundry and the ironing to do, and the upstairs needs vacuuming - and there's breakfast dishes to clear away.  Lunch to serve.  Just lots of nice maid's work for you to do.  You'll like that, won't you?"

Horror stricken, I nodded.  Managed to smile weakly.  "Ok Brenda.  Guess I'd better get going, eh?"

She smiled.  "Yes Joan.  You'd better, but?  From now on?  I'm Miss Brenda to you, right?  And you could - maybe? - drop little curtseys?  Just to show your respect?"  With that she gave me a firm shove to remove me from her lap.

To be honest, I was so grateful to have escaped, thus far, that I curtsied quite happily - and followed Elma to her room.

There, Elma surprised me again.  She put an arm around my shoulder and gave me a quick, consoling squeeze.  "Brenda's not that bad.  Really.  Once you learn to do as she tells you, you'll be fine - and I'm so glad you'll be working with me now.  She really is bossy you know.  You're not.  I mean.. "  She giggled. ".. You're sweet.  We're going to be such good friends, you and me."  She was rummaging around in a drawer.  "Here!" She said triumphantly  "I knew they were here, somewhere.  Isn't this lovely?"  Holding up a handful of lace-trimmed white lingerie.  "But you'd better hurry and get changed.  One thing Brenda doesn't have much of? ... Patience!"

I was lost in some sort of fog, and didn't know how to get out of it.  Mindlessly, I found that I'd taken off my apron and cap and was unbuttoning my shirt.  Elma coughed. "Eh?  Want some help with your bra or garter belt?"

"I don't think so."  I said.  "I've seen Rene doing.."

And found Elma's finger waving in front of my nose.  "Who?  Don't you dare call mistress by that name.."

I hung my head.  "I'm sorry, Miss Elma"

Mollified, she said "Oh!  Forget that nonsense.  I'm a maid.  You don't need to curtsey to me - but I won't have you show disrespect for the mistress.  Understood?"

I nodded.

"O.K then.  Your undies are on the bed.  Here's your uniform dress - it's the same one you were trying on.  I haven't worn it yet.  I'll leave you alone for a few minutes to get changed.  But you'd better hurry up and - oh?  Your shoes are here, beside the bed.."

"What about the makeup?"  I asked nervously.

She shrugged.  "Seems silly to me. Brenda's gonna spank you.  If I know either one of you, you're gonna cry.  No sense on eyeshadow or mascara, is there? Probably get by with some lipstick, blusher.  You can put the rest on after you've got rid of the tear marks."

Her practical assessment shocked me, but there didn't seem to be any way past my upcoming punishment.  I took a deep breath and finished unbuttoning the shirt.  As I did so, she nodded approvingly and left the room.

My lingerie was a beautiful white, and made of some buttery material.  I slid my right arm in through the bra loop, then my left.  It wasn't too difficult to connect the fasteners at the back.  It felt strangely exciting, a sort of compression around my chest.  I resisted the urge to see how it looked in the mirror. Slid the rest of my clothes off instead.  Quickly, I slid the panties on, up over my legs and into position.  I wasn't sure what was next, the full slip or the garter belt, but dived into the slip, loving the sensation as it cascaded down by body.

I had no problems with the garter belt, but did have difficulty in getting the seams of my stockings straight.  I was actually checking them in the mirror, looking over my shoulder as Elma knocked and returned to the room.

"Very good!"  She said.  "You've done a good job.  Here, lets pad your bra a little ..."  Pulling a couple of silk scarves from a drawer, and proceeding to do just that.  Face flaming, I stood as she examined me.

"Don't know why you're blushing so much."  She said.  "You make a much better looking girl than you ever did as a man.  When we get your hair done right, you'll be quite pretty...  But here, let's get your makeup on.  Sit over here at the dressing table.  Do you want a hand?"

"Yes please."  I said.

A few minutes later I carefully slid my uniform over my head, making sure not to muss my makeup.  It fitted perfectly.  Elma beamed.  "My my!  Suits you to a 't' - but let's get a half slip under that skirt, it needs a little fullness.  Hike it up a little.."

She was right.  The additional material under the skirt of the dress, bulked it out in a far prettier look.  "Give a little twirl, eh?"  She said.

Happily, I pirouetted, my skirt ballooning out nicely.

"Great!  We'll get your shoes, apron, and cap on, then get you back to Brenda."  She looked at the clock  "though you've made pretty good time.  Don't think she could complain on that score."

Nervous again, I slid the shoes on.  Elma had to help me with tying my apron and cap - my hands had started shaking so. Then I followed her back to where Brenda waited.  As we walked though, I couldn't help but enjoy the feeling of my new clothes wafting around me.  I hadn't noticed it before, but I had become quite proficient in high heels.  Actually liked the way the calves of my legs tightened under the swaying petticoat - liked the confident tap tap tap of our heels on the hall tiles.  I licked my lips nervously, noticing the not-unpleasant taste of my lipstick.

Brenda got up from her armchair as we entered.  Moved over to an erect chair with a cane back.  Sat on it.  Lifted her hand and crooked a finger at me.  "O.K. Joan"  she said.  "Let's get on with it."

"Please Brenda?  I'll be good - I'll be a good girl."  I pleaded.

"Of course you will be.  But I'm not spanking you for what you're going to be.  You're going over my knees for what you've been.  "C'mon now"  she added warningly.  "Don't keep me waiting."

Despite what she said, I was still hesitating.

"Look."  She said, but in a much kinder tone.  "Sometimes, one has to be cruel to be kind.  Understand?"

"No.  Not really"  I answered.

"I made a threat," she said. "But you have to learn that I mean what I say. After I've spanked you today, you'll know that I mean what I say, so won't be so easily tempted the next time.  Now do you understand?"

I curtsied.  "Yes, Miss Brenda."  And walked to where she sat.  She held an arm up to help me get positioned, and I laid down across her knees.

She put a hand up under the skirt, then lifted it up along my back.  My petticoat was treated the same way.  She pulled one of my garter straps, then let it slap back into position.

"Mmm mmm"  I heard from above me.  "Look at those pretty straight seams on her stockings Elma.  Did you help her with these?"

"No.  She did them all by herself" Elma replied.

"I think she's going to be a natural, don't you. Elma?"  Then, without waiting for a reply.  "Ready, Joan?"

I was scared, but nodded.

Her hand rose and fell.  My backside stinging, I squealed and writhed. I pleaded and pleaded, but she held me in position with ease, even commenting to Elma how soft my bottom was.  Finally, I wept.  A few spanks later, she ceased and let me up.

"There!"  She said firmly.  "All done!  Now, it wasn't so bad now, was it?"

Humbled, I rearranged my dress, then looking down at my feet, curtsied.  "It was kind of sore, Miss Brenda."  I snuffled.

"Well you won't want me to do it again, will you?"

"No ma'am"  I said sincerely.

She laughed quietly.  "Well then, that's all to the good then Joan.  Off you go and get freshened up, then you can get on with your work."  She looked at her watch.  "I'll have lunch at twelve thirty.  You can serve me in the dining room."

It didn't take long for me to cool my face by bathing it in cold water.  Elma helped me with my makeup again, though this time she had me apply my own mascara.  I was getting used enough to cosmetics now to rather enjoy both the application and the end result - the now decidedly girlish face I saw in the mirror gave me a sudden glow of a quiet satisfaction.

And it didn't take long for me to realize that I was more comfortable now, in doing my maid's tasks than I'd been since I had been married.  Even Elma saw this.

"Y'know Joan?  I don't want to upset you or anything, but you seem an awful lot happier now.  Honest?  I think this kind of work suits you."

I blushed in a kind of complimented shame. She was absolutely right.  I'd never really been comfortable in the "head of household" status I'd been given.  Now, I had no decisions to make and, other than doing a good job for my new bosses, there wasn't any stress involved.  Not only that, I was distinctly beginning to enjoy the clothes I'd been forced into.  There was a delightful 'airiness' about them yet, at the same time, there were very pleasant restrictions from the straps of the lingerie - along with some very sensual sensations as the various layers that I was now wearing rubbed against each other.

At the same time, I was very concerned about Rene finding me dressed this way.  I wasn't all together sure that she'd be really upset or mad at me, but I remembered her comment from the night before only too well.  Accordingly, I set to my assignments with a will - getting the breakfast dishes done and tidied away - the laundry, the ironing ... And lots of little other tasks.  I knew that she wasn't due home until four-thirty, but wanted to make sure that I was changed back in plenty of time.

Lunch didn't pose any problems.  Brenda was deep in thought about something, and I was simply the maid serving it up.  She thanked me absentmindedly, I reddened with the compliment as I curtsied my thanks.

Around three o'clock, Elma and I took a tea break.  It was very nice sitting chatting to her.  She now talked to me as if I were her girlfriend, and I blushed at some of the confidences she imparted.  At the same time, I enjoyed her company and, knowing that I was finished with all my assignments, knew that I had plenty of time before Rene got home.  About three thirty, I got up to clear away our table and do the cups and saucers.

"Don't bother with these Joan,"  she said kindly.  "I'll square this place off.  Why don't you go and give the dining room silverware a polish?"

"Eh?"  I asked stupidly.  "The silverware?  Couldn't it wait until tomorrow?  Ren - I mean, the mistress will be coming home soon..  And that job takes about an hour, easy."

She shrugged.  "Well?  All the more reason for the silverware to be clean for her coming home, eh?  Now be a good girl, and get going.  Can't be sitting around here all day."

Horrified, but seeing that she was serious, I scurried away to the dining room.  The silverware didn't look too bad, I thought.  Maybe, if I really hurried, I could get it done in forty five minutes.  If I tore upstairs and showered the minute I was done, I should have enough time - barely.

By ten minutes past four, I was starting to relax.  One small piece to do, then simply put all the silverware back in the cabinet.

Then Elma swept in.  "Oh Joan!  You've done a lovely job.  Here. Let me give you a hand putting it away."

"Oh thanks Elma" I said gratefully.  "Just in time too."  Looking at the clock.

"Oh, that's okay."  she acknowledged. "I remember one time ... "  And she launched into a story about a senior maid she'd worked for -  and went on and on.  Nervously, I started looking at the clock.  Rene - the mistress - was due any time, and I couldn't get away from Elma.

"Elma?  I've really got to.." I started.

"Oh, of course."  She said absentmindedly  "Now, where was I?"  And laid a soft, but restraining hand on my arm.  I looked into her soft, kindly eyes, and knew that she was thoroughly aware of what she was doing.

I heard the main door open and the mistresses voice.

"Like Brenda said?"  Elma said, seeing the fear in my face. "Sometimes you have to be cruel to be kind.  Why don't you go and see if mistress needs a drink?"

The end
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