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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
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LIGHT ON HIS FEET

He heard his potential mother in law Doris talking to his fiancée when he was not supposed to hear.

"Dawn?  He's light on his feet.  What in hell are you marrying him for?"

Dawn laughed.  "Mom?  We're sleeping together now and then for Christ's sake. He's NOT gay!  Now what do I have to do to convince you?  Get pregnant?"

"I've always wanted a grand child," Doris said thoughtfully after a short pause.

"Not in the cards mom!" Dawn said briskly in reply.  "Desmond may not fit YOUR idea of manliness – but trust me – there's not that many single heterosexual males out there.  Not only that? I have a business to run.  I may just be getting started – but I've no time for babies.  Not now!"

He heard Doris sigh. "Okay – he can function in bed according to you – and I'll believe you..  But he's SO small!  Doesn't have a muscle on him. Not much hair either from what I can see!  Damn near pretty!"

Dawn laughed.  "He's got plenty hair up top – must admit he's smooth everywhere else.  But I like him that way!"

"Big dick?"  Doris asked tartly.

"None of your business mom!"  Dawn replied, just as tartly.

"Aw c'mon!" Doris muttered.  "The apple doesn't fall THAT far from the tree and don't try to tell me that you're not interested in that aspect!"

"What in hells name are you TALKING about!"  Dawn countered. "He's big enough to get by!"

"You're NOT going to tell me that you've never had a real man on top of you?"  Doris countered quickly.  "All hairy and sweaty – and pushy?  Big dick under his pants?  Making you all soft and squishy?  Creaming in your panties?"

"Aw mom!"  Dawn sighed, but laughed understandably.  "I'm almost thirty – and yes, I've enjoyed men.  But if they are well built?  They're so self centered!  So pushy!  Want their own way all the goddamn time!"

Doris sighed again.  "That's MEN dear.  They're not like women at all. Different but essential.  Desmond?  He's too damn NICE!   And what kind of business does he have?  Works some computer crap from his home.  Doesn't have a steady income."

Dawn got defensive.  "Mom? He helped me out tonight.  I was in a bind and ran out of time.  Called him! He's a good cook and on his own, came to help me.  Spent an awful lot of time helping me out.  You have to admit that the meal was lovely!"

"Yes it was,"  Doris conceded.  "But that's the sort of thing you normally call for a woman friend to help you with –   A chef maybe – but not a man!"

He had to go into the kitchen then and interrupt them as he knew he couldn't stand around that hallway too long.  The house was full of women and he didn't want any of them coming by and catching him. He put on a face when he saw the women there in the kitchen  "Hi Doris!  Hi Dawn!  Didn't know you were in here," he said.

Frankly, he was terrified of Doris. Like Dawn, she was taller than him.  Seemed to like him well enough, but always seemed to be looking down with amused condescension. Knew that, deep within himself, she was right in many of the things she was saying. He did have a resounding lack of faith in his own masculinity. Knew that he wasn't gay by any means – but knew that his fear of women wasn't entirely normal either.   He always wanted their company and although he wasn't swish in any way that he knew of, always felt more comfortable in being in a group of women than amongst men.  Dawn was one fine looking woman too – and up until now, he'd been a little puzzled by her interest in him – but now he was well aware that the shortage of real men had something to do with it.

"Hi" they both said, then Dawn looking a little embarrassed excused herself, mumbling something about her guests, took off.  Self consciously, he went to start doing some dishes. To his surprise, Doric came up to his back very closely.  Then to his shock, put her arms around his waist!  "Well?" she whispered seductively in his ear.

"Eh?  Eh?" he stammered.

"You heard me!  You were listening to everything I had to say to Dawn.  I saw your reflection in that mirror, and all I'm asking is WELL?  Are you a little swish?  A little on the gay side, are we?"

"No, Doris! You know I'm not!" he mumbled.

"I don't know of any such thing!" she declared quietly. "You feel nice and soft – weak – like a woman! And you stood out there and let me make implications about you. Most real men would have burst in here and yelled at me but you just stood there!"  She turned me around to face her. "Now sweetie?" she asked mockingly. "Just tell mummy – look her straight in the eye – and tell her that you're not gay!"

"Mom?"  he started, but she interrupted.

"That won't do sweetness! I want you to call me mummy, and look me directly in the eye!"  She shook him a little and he felt how much stronger she was than him.

He tried, but couldn't look her in the eye. Kept saying "Mummy" again and again, but couldn't raise his eyes to meet hers.

She finally laughed a little. "I know that I intimidate you Desmond – but do you want to marry Dawn?  Get my permission to be my son in law?"

"Oh yes, mummy!"  He managed.

"Well I know a way to prove to me that you're not gay.  Want to try it?"

"Oh yes, mummy."

"Well I'll want you to follow my lead.  What I'll want you to do will be obvious – but not a word to anyone – including Dawn.  Got it?"

"What're you going to do?"

"Never mind.  You going to follow my lead?"

"Yes."

She reached over to the kitchen sink where a pot lay ready for washing.  Pulled a wooden spoon out of it all coated with gravy and stuff.  Looking him in the eye, pushed him backwards a little, then proceeded to wipe the spoon all over his shirt!  Just in time, because they heard Dawn's footsteps entering the kitchen.

"Ooooh Desmond!  I'm sorry!  Didn't see you.  What a mess!  Told you that you should have worn an apron long ago!"  Doris was saying apologetically.

Dawn rushed over. "Oh Doris how could you have been so careless!" she yelped at her mother it being obvious that she hadn't seen it was deliberate.  "And some people just leaving.  Want to say goodnight to him.  Compliment him on his cooking I wouldn't wonder!  What a mess!"

"I normally keep a few here," he said stupidly, then saw the flash of hatred in Doris's eyes and knew he should have shut up.

"Shit!"  Dawn said.  "I'm sorry dear.  You did have one clean one left – but I hope you don't mind.  It went with an outfit I had on yesterday and I must admit that I wore it.  I haven't had time to get it cleaned along with your other ones."

"Wear his clothes much, do you?"  Doris said, her god humor back.

"Just now and then,"  Dawn admitted.  "Men's shirts are SO comfy."

"Makes it that turn about is fair play,"  Doris said.

"Huh?"  Dawn said.

"You can lend him one of yours.  Tit for tat.  Who's to complain?  Nothing too effeminate. I was thinking of that brown and white polka dot of yours?"

"Oh Mom!  That's a girl's!" Dawn said, but now there was a questioning look in her eyes as she looked at him in a pleading sort of way.

And he saw the expression on Doris's face.  Knew that she expected him to step up to the plate.  "Doesn't sound SO awful?"  he gulped.

The polka dots were just a bit big for a man's shirt.  On top of that, the short sleeves were puffed out a bit. Not too bad – but girlish enough.  The buttons were give aways in that they were kinda big and some sort of faux pearl – but the rich satiny material fitted him well, even though he had trouble fastening the buttons.

"Looks fine!"  Dawn said with some falseness, while Doris stroked his back  "You can hardly tell that it's a girls blouse!"

So with a red face, he said goodbye to a number of the guests. Being women, they were perfectly aware of what he was wearing and the fact that most of them had seen him in different clothes before, raised a few questions.  But the few questions that were raised were easily explained by a few words – "Kitchen accident" being the most commonly used and understood.

Finally, the three of them were alone.  "You're not intending to spend the night?" Doris asked him.

"Didn't have it in mind," he explained.  "Dawn has a big meeting early tomorrow and we didn't see much sense in it – especially as she might be gone for a few days.  She's going to drive me home though."

"That's silly!"  Doris said. "Taking you home wouldn't be too much out of my way.  Save Dawn for tomorrow."

He would have probably gone along with that idea anyway – even though the look on Doris's face told him that he'd better be agreeable, so he pretended eager acceptance.

Dawn fussed a little bit, but the idea of some extra sleep was too attractive for her, so after they'd said our goodbyes, he found himself in Doris's car.

It was a summer night so he didn't have to wear anything over the blouse.  It didn't take Doris very long to start.  "Must admit," she said laughingly. "You look nice in your blouse.  How do you feel?'

He tried to make light of it. "That's like asking a man if he's stopped beating his wife yet.  There's no answer that doesn't get him in trouble."

"True.  But you'd never beat your wife – would you?  More like her beating up on you. Those sleeves make your arms look all nice and soft.  People that wear clothes like that are certainly not the type to go around beating up an anybody!"  Then she laughed again. "Though dear?  I think that there IS answer to my question.  Most men if asked if they enjoy wearing a woman's blouse would get all indignant – maybe even angry.  You just sit there and blush.  I even tell you that you look nice in it – and you do nothing?  Frankly dear, I think you enjoy it."

She was SO close to the truth, yet for all the wrong reasons. 

His mother had died at an early age and his father had drifted off leaving him in the care of an old maid aunt. She did not like boys at all but soon discovered that she really enjoyed finding a reason  - any reason – to humiliate him – and that involved dressing him up as a girl.  That had become commonplace to the extent that he'd spent more time in dresses than in pants. Not only that, she ensured that he was never trained in anything that could remotely be described as masculine.   That is why he'd been so delighted when Dawn had become interested.  She had no clue when it came to housework – and though she had NO idea of how great he was as a housekeeper – seemed to love it when he'd demonstrate his skills around a house.  He had to admit that that evening had been a breakthrough of sorts.  Maybe he'd enjoyed himself too much?

He was always shy and docile as a male.  With Dawn it had never been brought to the fore.  She was bawdy and lustful in bed and made no ceremony of them getting together.  Naturally, he'd been able to get away with my normal docile behavior – but now Doris was starting to see him in his true light.  Not quite catching on to the fact that he was always sexually aroused by a woman exerting her will – or strength over him – but close..  He really couldn't deny them  anything at all. She was now accusing him of enjoying the wearing of women's garments – but thinking he was swish – or gay.  When the truth was more complicated.  

He enjoyed being subordinated to women – and wearing something soft and feminine at their bequest?  Made him all soft and gushy inside.  Almost identical to what Doris had said when talking about a woman with a real man.

She looked at him lazily and brought the car to a standstill on a grassy verge.  "Describe me dear?" she said. "Please?"

He was surprised by her request, but then complied honestly.  "You're very attractive, Keep yourself immaculate.  A little taller than me, even in your heels.  Will that do?"

She looked at him, a sort of lazy expression in her eyes.  "Find me attractive?"

"Oh yes!"

"Not too old?"

A shocked expression crossed his face.  "Not in the slightest! You don't look your age at all.  I know you spend time in the gym – but even your skin is damn near flawless!"

She smiled.  "Let's have a little test.  I saw that little tent at the front of your trousers, the minute me and Dawn put you in that blouse.  You've admitted that you find me attractive?  So if you're the man you say you are?  Why don't you make love to me just now, huh?"  And she pulled her skirt hem up a fraction and smiled at him.  Cut off the engine.

She was wanting HIM to make love to HER!  Wanted him to be the male aggressor!   Stared at him with lustful eyes.  The erection he'd had since he'd put the blouse on disappeared immediately.

He swallowed. "But in a car?" He said, saying the first thing that came into his head.  "Not enough room!  You'd be uncomfortable!"

"It's not because I'm Dawn's mother?  Too old?"

"Not at ALL!" He said gallantly.  "Just doesn't seem proper in here."

She laughed at him openly. "Not quite what I'd have expected from a normal male.  And I see that your erection has gone down?"  She started up the car again, much to his relief.

He felt that he had shrunk.  She seemed so BIG and powerful now.  All he wanted to do was get home and hide somewhere.  But he simply sat in his car seat and waited. But then, the cut off to his home passed by. 

"I'm sorry Doris," he said.  "But that was my cut off."

She stared at him. "I think that my daughter wants to marry a little fairy.  Naturally, with me wanting grandchildren, you've no wish to deny me a small test, do you to prove that I'm wrong?"

He could only stare at her and they continued to her house.

She took his hand as if he were a little child and led him to her bedroom. There, she smiled at him.  "Time for another little test.  Maybe I've been unkind, asking you to perform like a man, while wearing a woman's blouse. – but we can correct that right now.  So I'm going into the bathroom to change.  In the meantime, why don't you take all of your clothes off?"

"Please Doris? I don't want to do this," he mumbled.

She stopped.  "Are you a little gay sissy?  Who can't get it up for a woman?"

"You don't understand Doris!"  he stated.

She interrupted.  "D'you know that when Dawn was a girl and wouldn't do what I asked?  I'd put her over my knees. You're bigger than she was – but she was tougher than you are I think.  Is that what you want? A nice spanking from me?" 

"Please Doris?  No." He was mumbling now, his eyes downcast.

"Just do as I ask then – and don't take too long!" she said and disappeared into the bathroom.

When she came out, she was wearing a very feminine negligee and nightgown set in a lacy yellow.  Smelled delightful and looked at him expectantly.  He sat, totally naked on the edge of the bed,

"Well than?  Are you going to do your stuff?  Why is it I don't see an erection there.  Going to admit that you're just a little sissy now?"  She stood in front of him, her womanliness accentuated by her flowing garments.

"I'm NOT gay!"  He said miserably.  "You just don't understand!"

She paused now.  "You keep saying that.  Hold on and let me try something else." With that, she undid her tiny ties at the neck of her negligee and took it off, throwing it on the floor.  Then, smiling at him. she pulled her nightgown off over her head and dropped in on the floor too.  Stood in front of him, in her magnificent shape.  "Well?" she said invitingly.  "I still don't see an erection!"  

He blushed.

"But I think I am beginning to get an idea?' She laughed quietly. "Let's try this  And to his surprise, lifted up the nightgown and fitted it over his head. – shall we?  Now help me" she laughed, then added.  "well – would you look at that nice erection?  My goodness!  Shall we get this pretty negligee on as well?  Stand up my little fairy princess!"

"I'm NOT a fairy!" He replied, almost weeping.

"Maybe you're not gay! But you ARE enjoying this – aren't you?  SO pretty!" she added, now stroking his cock through the diaphanous fabric of the nightwear. "Now come over here and we'll make you smell properly!" she giggled. "Put some nice perfume on you.  Then we'll make some love, huh?"

Meekly he followed her to the dresser and gazed at her helplessly while she applied nice smelling scent to him.  Then she led him back to bed.

There she laid him on his back.  Kissed and fondled him, straddling him after a very short time. Lifted his negligee and nightgown and started to fit herself over him – and then saying how pretty he was. At that point, he shot all over her.  She sighed, then used tissues from the side of the bed to clean herself off.

"I've heard," she whispered in his ear that premature ejaculation may be a sign of homosexuality?  But I think you were just enjoying yourself too much.  Is that the case?"

Shamefaced he nodded in agreement.  "I'm sorry," he said.

"Probably as much my fault as yours, but I can't have you doing that again!" she said matter of factly, and turning him over face downward started to spank him. Not heavily enough to make him cry – but enough to let him know that he was being spanked.

She spoke to him between spanks. "After this, when I straddle you?  You'd better hold yourself in.  I have the feeling that you might enjoy going over my knees – but you won't enjoy that! In second place, you may have the male equipment – but when we're together?  You're the girl – and I'll expect you to behave accordingly.  Got that?"

He flinched as she gave him an extra hard spank to finish, but nodded in full agreement with what she'd just said.

She went and put on a plain nightgown, then came back to bed. He cuddled into her happily and fell asleep.  She woke him up during the night and this time, he performed a lot closer to her satisfaction, finding himself making appropriate noises of satisfaction underneath her.  He found himself wondering about Dawn – but what Doris was doing to him was far too close to his real wants. To his amazement, he found himself thinking "Doris will take care of it" – and feeling quite content about this.

In the morning he woke up to find her lying beside him and looking at him.  "I've been doing a lot of thinking about you," she said.  "Stop me if I'm wrong.  Okay?"

He nodded, wondering what was coming.

"You like doing girly things?"

A shamed nod.

"Stop that blushing!  Dressed in girly clothes?"

Another nod.  Not so quick this time.

"But you're GOOD at girly things. Right?"

"Yes."

"Thought so.  Now does Dawn know about all this?"

He plucked helplessly at his lacy nightgown.  "I don't think so."

"Mmmm.  I'll have to do some thinking about her. But I have an idea – maybe.  But I have a group of ladies coming over tonight – and you'll come in handy.  I wasn't looking forward to all the work in getting the house ready – but you're good at that, aren't you?"

He couldn't help the proud expression on his face.

She laughed.  "I've got ALL sorts of things for you.  But I'll have to look out some proper clothes for you.  Thank goodness we're about the same size.  I've been putting on a little weight recently so some of my stuff should fit you just fine."

It was his turn to laugh.  She was kidding – surely.  But as he was showering and removing any hair from his body, which wasn't much, she was looking out some stuff for him.  She even found a pair of falsies for him.  Once he was dried and powdered to her liking, he tried to protest, but she just laughed at him kindly and gave him a few spanks.  Once he had his falsies adhered and his – her – lingerie on, she had him try on a few dresses.  Finally picked a fairly light floral one.  Then she shaved his eyebrows and used an old method to pierce his ears and put posts in.   Then she washed his hair and set it in curlers,   Covered it with a turban.  Found a pair of high heels for him.

It didn't seem to take her too long, but it was close to lunchtime as she sat, carefully applying red polish to his fingernails.  She apologized for doing this as his nails weren't actually good enough for a manicure.  "But I don't have false nails for you – and your nails aren't bad – and with my girlfriends being the way they are?  You'd better have your nails done, even though they won't stand close inspection."

"But I don't understand," he said. "What can they possibly have to do with me?"

She paused and eyed him up. "You may not understand this dear – and I don't think that you do.  But your days as a man?  They're done."  

She spoke with some finality and he almost pulled away the hand that she was working on, but she gave him a stern look and he let his hand stay passively where it was.  "But Doris? I don't quite understand," he said softly.

She considered a moment before starting to brush his nails again.  "Well dear?  It's like this. I'm a member of a small group of us ladies.  Unfortunately we're all either widowed or divorced.  Accordingly?  It's hard for us to get a man – or otherwise, a good old fashioned fuck."  She laughed.  "And we can get quite horny at times!"  Then she continued.

"Then you come along. I see right away that you're not much of a man and figure that you're gay – as you know by now.  See you good at ladylike things and don't pay too much attention to you.  But then Dawn starts making noises about you and she – and I start paying closer attention..  Still think of you as gay and don't want you as a son in law.  Frankly, that was why I wanted to get you off on your own last night."

"But you find out I'm not gay – so what is all this then?" he butted in, waving his hand with the nails painted already..

She laughed. "So I discovered that you made not a bad fuck when you're dressed properly.  Not good mind you – but you can learn I think.  It hasn't been proven yet, but I'll bet by this afternoon, I'll know that you make a great little housewife."

He blushed but had to admit.  "I don't think you'll find any room for complaints on that score"

"I thought not – but we'll see!" she said. "I have a LOT of housework for you to try your hand at before the girls get here.  That way, I'll know for sure!"

"And if I pass?" He asked smugly.

"Why?  You'll become one of us girls.  Just like us – with one major difference, of course."

That shook the smugness out of him and he looked at her to see if she were kidding, but her face remained bland. "But Doris?  That sounds crazy!  I'm not a woman!"

She simply nodded. "Right now?  You're probably nicer than a lot of women – but I agree that a few minutes would give you away.  But you'll be in this house under the constant care of me – or one of the other girls.  Won't be long before we have you walking and talking properly.  After that?  Some trips to the beauty shop?  Nicer breasts?  You'll at least LOOK the part."

He had to laugh.  "But what FOR?  What about Dawn?"

"What for?  Are you being stupid?  Me and the girls will pass you around as needed.  First off, you'll make a great little ladies maid.  Second?  You'll probably find yourself taken to bed quite a lot.  I think that some of the girls might be a little shy about having to treat you like a girl to get you there.  But once they find that  you have the male appendages that can be used?  I think you'll see the shyness wear off.  If they don't want you?  You can be my housemaid on a permanent basis."  Then she glowered a little.  "Dawn may pose a problem when she finds out my plans for you – but like I said?  I may have an idea.  Now, let's see what kind of lunch you can make."

Everything she said just seemed so practical.  Obviously, it was just plain silly – but he was in a dress, heels, and makeup.  She was treating him as a girl.  She was expecting him to show that he could – would – perform as a girl.  Much of his life had been based on the fact that he would act like a girl when so ordered.  It just seemed so natural somehow! He practically fell into the routine.

Lunch was no problem – Doris was no mean cook herself and maintained a good larder.  She didn't offer to help, but he could feel her testing him.  He was given a small load of her lingerie and general laundry to do – and she watched carefully as he folded and ironed what had to be done  She had him make some sewing repairs to her lingerie and was actually very impressed with his skills there. She left him alone in some instances – vacuuming and dusting and so on, and he saw and heard her on the telephone, but just went ahead and did what he was supposed to do.  She did make some fairly slight attempts at changing the way he walked and sat – but explained that she'd cover these areas in more detail, later on.

As the day wore on, she had him do some light duties as her personal maid.  There he wasn't as good and she chastised him verbally for becoming excited at seeing her undress and being in the nude when he had to powder her – but all in all she was very pleased with him.  For her friends coming she had him shower and change into a fairly conservative wool dress over some nice Royal Blue lingerie.  Then she unpinned and brushed out his hair.  Having been fairly long, it wasn't too bad she said – although never having been styled as she wished before, it needed more gel than she wanted.  Nevertheless, when she was finished he made a fairly presentable young girl..   Impulsively, she kissed him – then laughed as he blushed prettily.

Her five friends – Alice, Fay, Megan, Lupe and Dorothy all arrived close to each other.  They were all in Doris's mold. Well kept and well dressed.  Gave him some curious glances as Doris let them into the house.  They were particularly curious when Doris deflected all questions pertaining to him until the  were all settled down with drinks in the sitting room.  Then she had him go and stand in front of the ladies – and twirl. "Notice anything?" she asked lightly.

"I think she's a man?" Fay said a little diffidently – and then some of the women agreed – but slowly.  Not wanting to hurt any feelings if they were wrong.

"You're absolutely right ladies,"  Doris said. "That's the man was going to marry my daughter!"  Then she made no other comment as the women all talked at once.

"Does she know he's gay?"

"Does he dress like a girl ALL the time?  He's quite pretty you know!"

"What do YOU think about all this Doris?"

And a whole bunch of like comments. Finally with a smile she held up her hands .  "Let me explain girls."  And she did.

After she had finished, there was some silence then the questions began to flow.  She didn't try to explain her mistakes in thinking of me as gay – but her descriptions of her actions – our actions? – and her thoughts since made me blush.

"Let me try something Lupe," she said, pointing at her friend.  "You have a fairly large house with a part time maid.  You also have a strained wrist which cuts down on your own participation in doing work around the house.  Then, excuse my bluntness, your sex life sucks.  Correct?"

Lupe, an attractive Spanish looking woman blushed but admitted that what Doris said was mostly true – especially the sex bit - as she explained.

"Well?"  Doris said. "Here we have Desmond.  Dresses nicely and – take my word for it – a JEWEL housemaid.  When you take him to bed?  He has NO willpower to resist – so you lift up his skirts, and what do you find?  MALE genitalia – at your service! A walking, talking, do- the- housework – boy toy.  Good for what ails you!  He's not good at playing the masculine role – but dears?  He's AVAILABLE!"

There was some female chatter at that point, but her point was getting across.  Megan was the next to talk. "So?  You want to rent this little jewel out Doris?  How much?  I'm fairly well off, but…"

Doris laughed. "Nothing.  You're my friends and I think he needs to be kept occupied.  I'm not sure as yet how Dawn will take to the knowledge that he's not really son in law material – but I may have something in mind that could work.   I don't know for sure yet – but I'm thinking that nobody should get him for more that a week to begin with."

"Can I get him for next week?"  Dorothy asked shyly.

And all the women roared!

The Doris said?  I've just had an idea!" She turned to him. "Now you're mine for this week.  But just as a little sample for the girls? Why don't you belong to any of the girls that want you for – say – an hour or so tonight, huh?  But don't let them get you over excited now!  Tonight you're mine" and they all laughed as he got red.

"Me FIRST!"  Lupe broke in.  "I was going to take him until Dorothy interrupted.  Can I try?" she asked Doris.

"SURE!"  Doris laughed. "But I think we'll have to come up with a better name than Desmond, don't you think?  Can't have a little maid called that, can we?"  Then she turned to him.  "But no sense wasting time, Priscilla  - go and sit on Lupe's knee – but don't be straining her wrist now!"  Then she turned to the other ladies.  "I've always liked Priscilla as a name – sound so effeminate.  But we can always change it if it's no good."

"I think Priscilla is a lovely name?  Don't you dear?" Lupe smiled as I approached her shyly and she smoothed her skirts.  "Want to sit on my lap?"

There was a collective gasp of appreciation as I obediently smoothed my skirts and sat down into her embrace.

They put on some music and Lupe was much appreciated because she let him dance with many of the ladies – taking the girl's part of course.

But later in the evening, the bell rang. "I think that's Dawn,"  Doris said and she has a man that I know with her.  Now he's not much to look at, but he's got a VERY large thing down there – "  and she lightly touched her groin area – "But no stealing now!  I think that Dawn has been with a little sissy for far too long now – so let her get a little.  Okay?"

There was a collective groan of pretended (at least he thought it was pretended) disappointment from the girls, as Doris went and let Dawn and this rather ugly guy – Roger – in.  He was embarrassed at being in the company of so many women – and naturally Desmond was introduced to him as Priscilla.  Dawn didn't recognize him at first, but then her mouth opened – and she actually pointed as if she were going to say something.  But then she just looked at Doris and grinned a little.  Hugged Roger and smiled prettily at Priscilla.  She also made quite a point of using his new name at the slightest opportunity..

And it was disgusting the way those women buzzed around that man! Soft and feminine, exclaiming at anything he said – as if he had the slightest semblance of sense – which he didn't.  Fluttering and touching him all the time – disgusting!  But you could tell that he lapped it up – and Dawn made a point of staying close to him and he could have sworn that once she made a point of 'accidentally' touching him at his groin – and Desmond – Priscilla – couldn't help but gape jealously at the tent that formed itself there.  (Doris even asked him a few seconds later if maybe HE fancied Roger? From what she had heard, he had a way with ALL the ladies!).

But finally, Dawn and Roger left – with Dawn making quite a point of kissing Priscilla and saying how she wanted to see 'her' again – real soon!  Naturally. He blushed girlishly, which she wasn't slow to point out.

And Priscilla settled into his new life as if he's been born to it. Quickly learned that sometimes 'his' ladies wanted him to lie and let them use his male 'bits'.  Sometimes roll over – and use him as if he were a girl.  Frankly, he got to like the attention. They dressed him – and treated him – nicely. It didn't take long before he appeared – and thought of himself – as a girl.  Wasn't too long after that when some of the ladies considered him more of a 'companion' than anything else.  But he still had a 'thing' for Dawn.  Know what I mean?  

Then one day, she called.  Doris showed her in then left them alone.  She kissed him Hello. "Do they call you Desmond still?" she asked softly.

He blushed under his makeup, very conscious of her strong arms still on him.. "Well, to tell you the truth, they still seem to have this thing about the name 'Priscilla."

"That IS a lovely name – and that dress!" she said.  "Taffeta?"

"I don't know," he said carefully – although he knew perfectly well. Couldn't help but run his hands under the material to make the rustling sound that he had learned to love.

"Oh!" She giggled, pulling him into her and kissing him again.  "That SOUND!  Drives me crazy!"

"Women DO have a tendency to make a fuss over that material!"  He said gently and as if he understood the proclivity of senseless women.

"Oh, you MEN!" she laughed, pulling him gently over to the couch. Somehow, her hand was up his dress, playing with the fullness of his slip. He found himself relaxing into her arms.

"I've really missed you!" she said, kissing him firmly. Then she added.  "That lipstick on lipstick?  I'm not used to it!"

"I thought that Roger would be providing you all the satisfaction you need nowadays," he couldn't help and said jealously.

"Oh! These vulgar men!" she said playfully, stroking his real feeling breasts under his lacy bra.  "Not like YOU!"

Somehow, he was on his back on the couch and his dress and slip were up – and his panties down.

"You MEAN that?" he whispered as she straddled and fitted herself on him.

"Of COURSE dear!  What else?" she whispered, starting to move up and down. "I need a maid for next week.  You available?"

"You better ask Doris," he said.

The end


LIKE FATHER LIKE SON

Mom left us when I was in my teens.  She'd never really cared for me nor dad – would often look at us and snigger.  Her tone of voice was always derogatory to him and almost sorrowful and humorously amused when she talked to me.  I'd always been aware of her absences but as I grew up, learned that she was running around with other men.  To tell the truth, I don't think that she was missed too much when she finally ran away with a bodybuilder.

We missed her some, I guess, but settled down to a very comfortable existence.  Dad had some inheritance coming in and, not having many skills, tended to hang about with nothing but the occasional part time job – and we existed pretty well on that.  I took after him I guess, being very small,  but having a man like him understanding the torment I went through at school with all the teasing and hazing made it reasonable – and we tended to live by ourselves.  Let's face it.  He'd undergone the same thing, so was totally sympathetic to me.  Understood my problems.  I could TALK to him!

He laughed tome the night when he first met Hazel.  He’d been hired by some volunteer outfit to drive a little pick up truck around and pick up various items that were to be donated to some sort of charity sale.  She and her daughter lived in this rented house and the big garage there was to be used as a storage area for the goods until the sale.

"God, she's bossy!" he laughed.  "Take this here.  Put that there.  Do this.  Do that!  Never stops.  Wanted me to move . ."  Then he stopped and blushed.

"What dad?"  I asked.

"This piece of furniture," he mumbled.

"And?  What happened?" 

"It was too big for me."  Then he added with a rush.  "So she moved it instead.  You'd have thought I was a goddamn cripple!" He added bitterly.

His good mood was gone for some reason.  I tried to jolly him out of it. "Never mind dad.  She was probably a goddamn sight bigger than you." I said to make him feel better but it didn't work.

"She's not that much bigger than me," he grumped  "But hey, c'mon.  I know I swear too much." He muttered. "But there's no need for you to be like me.  Jesus!"

"I'm sorry dad.  C'mon and tell me about her."  But it was the first time he'd ever said a thing about me using any kind of language.

Dad's a really nice person.  Doesn't hold a grudge for any length of time.  It didn't take long before he was telling me more anecdotes about this woman called Hazel.  "She's bossy.  Has this Beauty Salon downtown that she's just bought.  Used to bossing a bunch of women around – guess she feels that she can boss me as well . ."

"Bet you told her off when she tried that on you, huh dad?"

"Well, I wouldn't say that son – a man has got to maintain being a gentleman around women you know?  Them being weaker than us?  Got to take it easy.  You know?"

I smiled.  "But I'll bet you put her in her place – huh?"

Dad didn't say anything.  Just smiled enigmatically.

*     *     *

But things were changing.  At first I didn't see it, but dad seemed to have more and more part time work with Hazel around her house.  He started being very quiet about his interludes with her but I could tell that she impressed him.  He became neater ALL the time – even smelled nicely sometimes. I teased him of course, but it was all in fun – though he did seem more inclined to blush.

Things didn't change at school though.  My life was just one miserable episode after another.  If it wasn't the guys making life miserable for me, it was the females.  I mean – how miserable can your life be if little girls can pick on you?  Not even anybody who might be a friend would even come close to me – it was as if their life would be made miserable if they even looked at me nicely.

I spoke to dad and suggested that I play hooky a lot, but that was one thing he was very firm on – my need for an education.  

"I don't want you to end up like me – no education. Being weak and small is no offense in itself – but if you don't have an education, your life can be miserable."  

I did notice that more and more of his time seemed to be even more wrapped up with Hazel. Then one night, he seemed almost in tears – not happy at all.  Finally admitted that he needed the place to sparkle.  Hazel was paying a visit the following night!

I mean – it was as if he were frightened!  I laughed at him, but he wasn't in a jocular mood at all.  Got me to help him even.  Now I'm not saying that we're neat freaks or anything like that, but we ARE pretty clean.  Our natures I guess.  But he was going beyond the pale – I mean it was as if he was hunting down ever piece of dust, for goodness sake.  I went to bed – and he was STILL at it.  The following day, he was up and at it again when I left for school.  He wasn't in any kind of mood to be teased, so I got out of there.

I got home in the late afternoon – and the house SHONE!  He looked tired, but the smell of cooking filled the air – was lovely. He didn't want me to eat anything for fear of un-tidying up the place and nagged at me until I was scrubbed and changed into something clean.  It wasn't until I noticed that the dinner table had been set for four that I discovered that Hazel was bringing her daughter as well.  Dad wasn't too sure about her name or age – and he was too nervous to question, so I let him alone.

It turned out that the ladies were coming early – about five o'clock.  When I quizzed him on this he looked miserable again. "Hazel wants to see this place in the day time," he said.

"Any special reason?"

"Fix that flower arrangement in the hall," was all he could manage.

I nearly DIED when Hazel appeared. She wasn't very big. Bigger than dad and I of course – but her daughter was Helen!   Leader – absolute LEADER of the main girl gang at school.  She looked coolly at her mother and nodded at dad.  Pointed at me.  "This who he meant when he talked about  MIKE?  Now there's a laugh!"

"I'll admit he doesn't look like a Mike," Hazel smiled.  Spoke directly to me.  "But come and say hello to me."

She was standing stock still – expecting me to go to her.  Then, when I got close to her, she embraced me closely for a while.  Stepping back from me a little, she enthused to Helen and my dad. 

"What a SWEET treasure!  So dainty and small!.  Such lovely, curly eyelashes too!"  She pulled me to her once more.  "I could eat you ALL up!"  She kissed me again.

She proceeded to take over the whole house.  Don't get me wrong.  She wasn't unpleasant by any means – more like a blonde, cheerful force of nature.  Helen was dull compared to her and, like a typical teenager rolled her eyes and would get sulky now and then – nothing at all like the calm, forceful, head of the girls gang at school that I knew and avoided with great care.

Dad refused my help to serve up drinks and dinner – which was just as well, because he disappeared into the kitchen and reappeared wearing a pretty, floral, half apron!  I saw the pleading look on his face as he came in originally and managed to shut my mouth and say nothing.  That didn't stop Hazel of course. She didn't seem to see anything strange in what he wore – as a matter of fact had him stop and pirouette in front of her so that she could check it out.  He blushed furiously when she complimented him on the pretty bow at the back – then reminded him of how he'd had difficulty with that in the past.  Which told me that this wasn't the first time he'd worn something like that for her.

And blushing, simpering, and fawning, dad served her.  She seemed to take this as her right.  I even saw her pat him on the backside a few times.  Caught him smiling submissively, but flirtatiously at her then looking at me sheepishly and with an almost helpless expression.

Naturally, I was embarrassed at his display.  Thought that things could not get worse.  I was wrong.

He'd served dessert up and we were waiting for him to return, when Hazel said to Helen.  "You really must learn dear.  Little sissy boys need to be thanked.  Now I know that you are somewhat against this, but will you trust me and do as I ask?"

"Aw mum.  Do I have to?"  Then she added. "I guess so!"  truculently, making her displeasure obvious.

"Very well!  Thank you dear!"  Hazel said to her. "Now watch what I do with Dolly here?"

My dad was just coming back to the table and I saw him blanch.

"Dolly?"  Helen asked.  "Who's she?"

"That's my little pet name for Dolly here."  Hazel smiled. "Now why don't you come and sit in Hazel's lap?"  And she was talking to my DAD!"

He looked at her helplessly.  "Come along now!" she said firmly.  "And make sure you spread your apron prettily, when you sit down."

Shamefaced and looking at the floor, he waited for a second as she pushed her chair back a little, then spreading his apron very daintily, he sat on her lap.

She put an arm around his shoulder.  "There!  Isn't that nice?  Now lean back into my shoulder."

And I watched my submissive dad lean his head back.

"Good!" she said.  "Now just stay there until I tell you different."

Now she looked at Helen.  "Now dear?  Tell Michael to sit on your lap. Just like I did with his sissy daddy."

Helen sniggered.  "I know he's just a namby pamby mum.  But I don't think he will!"

"Just tell him dear," Hazel said.  "Tell him you'll spank him if he doesn't – and I'll spank this little Dolly here as well if he doesn't.  Go on."

"This is such a waste of time!"  Helen mumbled.  But then she pushed her chair back.  Spoke to me in an uncaring way.  "You heard my mum.  I don't want to go through the bother of spanking you, so climb up onto my knees."  She beckoned to me with her hand.  "Come on now.  Lets get this over with!"

"See?"  Hazel crowed happily as I climbed onto Helen's knees.  "Now put your arm around him Helen, and pull him back."  

I heard Helen snigger as she did, "Can't believe he's doing this!" but I found myself leaning back into her with my head resting on her breast.

"There!  Don't we all make a pretty picture!"  Hazel cooed.

"Lovely!" Helen said sarcastically.  "Now, what do we do?"

"S'easy!"  Laughed Hazel.  "Just watch me and see what I do."  She lifted a dessert spoon.  "C'mon Dolly ask Hazel nicely now!"

With horrified eyes I watched my dad pout his lips. "Please Hazel?  May I have my dessert now?"  He asked – just as if he were a woman!

"Why should you get dessert, huh?  For being a good little sissy?" she asked him teasingly.

"Yessss!"  He sighed.  And he looked at her adoringly as she fed him – as if he was a little baby!

"I'm assuming this does something?" Hazel laughed.

"Oh yes!" Hazel replied. "In the first place sissies just love to be thanked for doing nice girly things.  Keeps them happy.  In the second place?  It sorts of helps to establish the hierarchy between them and you."

"But this little wimp Michael knows I'm tougher than him already?' Helen argued.

"Probably.  But that just admits he's a weak little pansy.  When he cuddles into you, all nice and soft – he's letting you know that he's becoming YOUR pansy!  Nobody else's!  Trust me, once you see the benefits  of having a pansy of your own, you'll learn that I'm right.  Try it – but make sure he behaves properly – just like little Dolly here!"

Helen looked at me.  "I suppose we'll have to do as she says, right?  I mean I want to get out of here sometime.  So act properly. Huh?"

I mean, she was just as subject to parental rule as I was and I couldn't ask for her to be more understanding.  What could I do?

"Please may I have dessert?"  I whispered.

She shook her head regretfully.  "C'mon!  You can do better than that!"   Patted my cheek.  "Let Hazel see how nice you can be!"

"Sorry,"  I whispered, then out loud I pouted my lips like a little girl.  "Pwease?  May I have some dessert – Pwease?"

Hazel nodded happily as Helen smiled and started to spoon feed me as I lay meek and mild in her arms.

I didn't want to say anything but as time went by, I realized that Hazel had said an awful lot of truth.  I mean, I'm NOT  a sissy – anyone can see that – but it was so pleasant and comfortable being in Helen's arms.  Being SO dependent on her.  Naturally a lot of it was due to the greatness of the dessert – I might not have been so docile if it hadn't been very good.  But I started to relax and, yes, enjoy what Helen was doing.  To be perfectly honest, I may be wrong, but I'm sure that she started to enjoy herself too.

I followed Dad's lead in saying thank you – looking at our ladies with big eyes and lisping prettily how nice it had been.  Not kissing them as if we were men – but pouting our lips up to be kissed like spoiled little girls – and we were kissed soundly, I can assure you.  Even though it was strange, I enjoyed it – after a fashion of course.

It was embarrassing being let up – I wasn't sure quite how to act but both ladies seemed to forget all about it.  They finally left – after hugging and kissing us of course.

I didn't know what to say to dad and I think he was embarrassed too.  Finally I said.  "Quite an evening dad."

He blushed to the roots of his hair.  "I have to ask.  Did you enjoy it too?" 

It was my turn to get red. Shrugged. "Okay I guess dad. Different."

"But I MUST ask.  Did you enjoy what Helen did to you?"

"Oh dad! I only acted that way because you did!" I mumbled.

"But it wasn't too bad?" he persisted.

"I could live with it, I guess."  I admitted.

His face lit up. "I'm SO glad you said that.  You see Hazel and Helen like this place so much that they want to move in.  Lots of room here"  He looked at the floor.  "And I said Yes."

I was aghast.  "Paying rent?  But dad, I don't think we need the money!"

He was flustered again.  "Well. Not rent.  You see Hazel and I are getting married!"

*    *     *

I had enough smarts not to show how panic stricken I was.  At the same time, how can you ask a man who's always been your hero why he acts like a sissy around his prospective bride?  Also?  I must be honest and admit that I felt this strange tingle go through me at the point of sharing the same house with such aggressive women!

The following day at school my life started changing.

George Bruff had me in a corner and was starting to bully me again.  Normally I'm smart enough to avoid being trapped by anyone that I can't get out of, but I was dreaming I guess.

As I said, he was starting to get nasty and I could practically feel the noogies he would work on me – or the punches he would throw. I sighed when I saw the gang of girls starting to form at his back – another embarrassment that was far from uncommon.  The presence of women – or girls – backing up the bullies that confronted me just made things worse.  

George was a low time bully.  Pretty pathetic really – could only pick on pathetic nerds like me.  Having an audience made him puff up with pride.  He started to poke me with a finger.  Stopped in amazement, when a girl that I vaguely knew spoke up, though mildly.

"Stop that George!"

He was more amazed than I was, if that's possible.  "Huh?"  He said, his finger stopped in mid air.

"You heard me," she said even more mildly. "I said STOP it!"

"But I'm not finished?"  He said stupidly.

"You are now," she said quietly.

"I'm not gonna let a bunch of girls . . ." He started.

"I'd stop right there, if I were you.  Otherwise you'd find out what a bunch of girls can do to you?"  She was staring at him now.

He backed off.

She gritted her teeth at him slightly.  "From now on – George is it?  Michael here is out of bounds to the like of you.  You bother him – in the slightest?  You, yourself,  WILL be bothered.  Do you understand?"

He shrugged.  "He was a waste of time anyway."

"Whatever you say, George. Whatever you say."  Then she turned to me as he disappeared,  "Anybody – and I mean ANYBODY bothers you again?  Suggest that they speak to Helen first.  Okay?"

"I don't need anybody . ." I started.

"Yes you do!  Now just shut the shit UP!" she snarled – and she and the group of girls just melted away.

After a little while I started seeing how that they'd done me such a good turn.  I honestly didn't see it for a while, but then understood that word must have got around fast – I was under Helen's protection and NOBODY was bugging me!.  Naturally, I was embarrassed – after all, she was a girl.  But then practicality got the better of me and I decided to thank her.  On my way there, I ran afoul of some girls – and it dawned on me that they thought differently of the girl gangs than the boys did.

Things were getting nasty before some more of Helen's group showed up.  It was less confrontational by this time, but I knew it had been a close thing. It was a different group of girls who had saved me this time, but I was far pleasanter and I thanked them nicely.

Then I decided that good manners warranted me thanking Helen face too face. I thought of leaving it until after school but then decided that manners were better served if I did it quickly.  Found her at lunchtime with a bunch of her cronies in the area of the cafeteria where they always sat.  The girls surrounding her, about twelve or so of them, looked at me –then at her.  She smiled at me then patted a seat beside her as in invite me to sit.  The girls beside her moved to make room.

I didn't want to sit there beside all of those girls I laughed.  "I just came to say thanks. Your ladies saved me a few times today."  I shrugged helplessly.  "I get bullied a fair amount – and it's lovely having a free day.  Thanks!"

"That's nice!  Isn't it girls?" she asked around her. Then she patted the seat again. "I've made this space for you.  Why don't you go and get your lunch then come back and sit here, huh?"

She sensed my unease because her voice hardened.  "You too good to sit with us?"  Around her the smiling faces of the girls started to go away.

"No.  No,  Oh no!"  I stumbled.  "I just didn't know what to say."

She relaxed.  "No problem then.  Go and get your lunch.  Then come back and meet the rest of the girls.  You can sit with us from now on"

She wasn't kidding!  She wanted me to sit there with her and her gang! I wanted to argue, but sensed that it wasn't the best of times.

It wasn't long then before I had my lunch tray and amid a lot of silence, made my way back to the section normally reserved for girls, and then was sitting amongst them.  Then I could feel them squashing in to make room and the next thing I was being introduced around – and found out that I was now considered one of the group – Helen's possession!

At break time that afternoon, I was going to sneak away, but couldn't avoid her friends – they were everywhere.  So I ended up with the girls again.  There was an incident when this asshole called Roger was sneering at me about me being one of the girls now. It was embarrassing, but I took it.  Then before a half hour was up, Roger was back in front of me – apologizing very profusely.  I don't know what was said to him but found out later that the girls held tremendous sway.  If they felt that two or three of the tougher ones could humiliate him in public – they made veiled threats – and the guys facing embarrassment, backed down.  If he was some BIG guy that didn't seem frightened of them?  They'd just inform him that he's never get another girlfriend to go out with him again.  That was enough for him to leave me severely alone

And thus I became one of Helen's protected ones  – one of the girls.

That night, I found out that I was to join her and some of her friends in her car – she had her own, naturally.  And there I was, crammed into the back seat along with a bunch of girls – and they weren't shy about talking about boys, or hairstyles – or anything else that girls like to talk about.  They even asked ME a few times!  At that time, I also discovered that there was a hierarchy amongst the gang. It wasn't lesbian as such – but there were 'Girl-girls' and 'Tough-girls'.  It was never stated as such, but the girl-girls tried to make sure that the tough ones were looked after. Not quite feminine girls and boys – but close.  

It wasn't long before I found out that – being Helen's? I was HERS! I was one of the girl-girls and was expected to know my place. Right there, in that car I found out that the 'girls' sat in the back – on each others laps if necessary.  The 'guys' sat in the front. As we took more girls on, I found myself sitting on a lap in the back seat – and no one seemed to think anything of it.

Frankly?  I don't care who you are.  If circumstance has you sit with girls and discuss girl subjects – and you're frowned at if you speak a girlish soft voice? You learn.  I don't think I fought my new position worth a damn. It wasn't too long in that ride that I started to behave in the way expected of me.  Just simpered and blushed – and agreed for Helen to pick me up on the next Monday as the week end was coming up.  In this manner, I joined her gang even more.

At home that night I was too embarrassed to tell Dad what had happened that day. I mentioned in passing that I had 'met Helen' and it was nice how she reacted to me.  He gave me a puzzled look.  "Nice?  That's how she's supposed to act!" It was a bland assumption on his part that she was superior to me, but I said nothing.  You see I was starting to feel that he and I were starting to have divergent views on what was going on, but shut up.  He spoke up.

"Tomorrow being Saturday?  I hope you don't mind – but Hazel   has a gang of women from her shop coming to see how they can redecorate?"

"Redecorate?"  I asked.

He looked abashed.  "Well? You know women?" was what he said.

I thought the following day funny to begin with.  Let's face it – Hazel was NOT masculine – nor were any of the three girls she brought from her shop – but they all wore bib overalls and pointed caps. Made NO secret that dad and I were in their way.  Swaggered around as if they owned the place.  Both dad and I offered to help, but they got this silly, superior, look on their faces. Then, a while later, I discovered dad in a blue and white checked gingham apron – and the girls laughingly pinned a matching lacy cap to his head.

"Aw c'mon!" He protested weakly to Hazel, starting to pout.

"Dolly?  The other work is too strenuous for you!  Can't have you hurting yourself!  Can we?"  she giggled. "Now I’ll admit that the cap is maybe a little too much – but my girls are just having a little fun!  Why don't you just go and get them beer or sandwiches – or whatever.  Make yourself useful!"

He looked at her, shamefaced in his pretty feminine outfit. "You do understand that as he day gets hotter and there's more work to do - that I might not be able to handle the load of supporting them for snacks and lunches?"  He was SO meek and understanding as he spoke to her.

"Of COURSE Dolly! Perfectly understandable!  That's why I brought the extra outfit!   She looked at me.   "You'd just LOVE to give Dolly a hand, would you not?  Give you two a better chance to bond!'  From somewhere she was waving a blue and white checked gingham  bundle at me.

"Ha!  Don't think I would!" I said, but weakly.

"Tut!  You teenagers.  Can't have Dolly do all the work, can we? Now don't be silly!  Come here and let me put your apron on!"

I don't remember going to her – but now me and dad were standing in front of her in our pretty matching outfits - our flounced waitress caps pinned to our hair.

Then one of the ladies called for beer. "Why don't you go and fill her order now dear?"  Hazel asked me.  "It would be a good start for you!"

Make no mistake.  That was just the beginning. The women were nice enough – but very demanding. It wasn't long before Dad and I were flouncing around – making sure that the workers were kept satisfied.

They did a LOT of work – and it was no sinecure being a waitress for them – because, let's face it – that's what dad and I were!  They showed up the following day and  so did Hazel – with fresh outfits for Dad and I.  Helen dropped by and it was SO embarrassing when she said that I looked cute! In front of the working girls too!  Little perky pink aprons with flounced skirts – pink aprons and hats to match.

I had another shock when Hazel asked my opinion on the sort of mauve, pink, and antique white they had used on the spare bedroom. She laughed and said they had got more 'fitting' furniture including a canopied bed - all sorts of feminine things that were delightful.  Were just waiting to make sure that the paint was dry.

I smiled at her enthusiasm. "I hate to say this Mummy (She demanded I call her that now), but isn't it – just a tad feminine for Helen?"

She looked astonished.  "For who?"

"Helen.  She's coming here and needs a bedroom, and I thought this was hers?"

Hazel laughed in an amazed tone.  "Didn't Dolly tell you?  Helen wants your bedroom – and seeing as it's a new house for her, I didn't want to see her disappointed.  So we're doing this bedroom just for you!  You DO see, don't you?  Don't mind?  I don't see how you can – it's SO pretty!"

"But that other one's been MINE for ever mummy!"

She gave me a hug. "But this one will be SO much nicer!  I mean I always wanted Helen to have a pretty, frilly, kind of bedroom."  She sighed.  "But she just wouldn't HEAR of it.  Such a tomboy!"  She got dull at the thought but then brightened.  "But finally?  I get a chance to make one like I've always wanted."  She kissed me on the cheek.  "Just wait!  You'll absolutely LOVE it!"  Then she gave me a slightly appraising look.  "Though you could always see if you could talk Helen into taking this one?"

She wasn't stupid.  Saw how that idea frightened me.  Pulled me into her again.  "Just say you'll try it – for a little while, huh?  You'll see – it'll grow on you.  Won't be long before you just LOVE it – and wouldn't have it any other way!  Then maybe once Helen sees how sweet and lovely it is?  Maybe you can talk her into it?"

What she said was utter nonsense of course, but she pretended to wheedle me – as if she was asking me to agree – when in effect we both knew that I had no choice whatsoever! I mumbled agreement – as I had to, and she pretended that it was all she had been waiting for. 

Later that day, a truck came by.  The guy driving helped unload it but then left the moving of the furniture to us.  Dad and I offered of course, but the girls just looked at each other and after giggling for a little while assured us we wouldn't want to get our aprons mussed  - and it was no trouble.

It was SO shameful!  Later, Hazel called me and led me to the room. Made me close my eyes and put a possessive arm around me. I could hear all the girls in the room – obviously waiting for it to be unveiled to me.  Finally, Hazel let go of my shoulders.   "You can see your precious room now darling!" she cooed.  "But make sure that you're honest! If you have the slightest complaint, I want to hear it!"

The girls all cheered and clapped as I opened my eyes. Took in the heart shaped bed with the flounced pink satin cover that came all the way to the floor– and the pale pink canopy – the four pretty dolls with china faces and long satin dresses on top of the bed along with a bundle of satin pillows in antique white, pink, and mauve: The pretty heart shaped dressing table and dainty matching chair in antique white. The mauve chiffon drapes tied in the middle with wide velvet pink sashes.  The chest of drawers to match the dressing table.

"Isn't it just GORGEOUS?" Hazel asked me.

"Very nice," I managed, dry mouthed.

"Lovely!  You don't think you'll have a problem then?"

"No mummy."

And the girls all smiled at me and giggled as they saw my blushes and knew that I couldn't say anything that wasn't complimentary.  At Hazels prompting I finally agreed that it was a 'dream' of a room, that it was everything I could ever have imagined – and other such idiocy.  But she ended up satisfied.

Dinner was bad enough afterwards, what with dad and I flitting about, taking care of all the women.  No question about it – they had worked hard and deserved a break – but it was now increasingly obvious.  They were the workers – the men. Dad and I were simply the serving wenches flouncing around as we served.

Helen came by for a short while.  Looked at me calmly. "I hear that you simply love your room?"

My mouth worked weakly. "Well, I don't know about loved. . ."

She pretended alarm!  "Well?  I don't know what to tell mom!  She'll be SO torn up about finding that you have any doubts!"

"Ha ha!  I was only teasing.  Just resisting change is all!  Please don't bother mummy."

She smiled understandingly. "I see.  I'll admit that the room is effeminate – a BIG change for you – and will probably take some getting used to?"

"Yes.   Yes.  That's probably it!" I stammered.

"But to make your mummy happy?  You'll really work at fitting right into that pretty room, won't you?"

I bowed my head, but she simply approached me and lifted my chin with two fingers. Stared at me.  "You WILL – won't you?"

"Yes Helen," I said.

"Gooooood!  I've just had a thought. Want to make mummy happy?"

I managed to hide the doubt in my voice.  "Yes Helen."

She whispered in my ear.  "Why don't you do this little thing, huh?"

Less than five minutes later I stood in front of a beaming, but incredulous Hazel.  She was astounded because I had the four dolls neatly laid out on my right arm, the bright satin of their dresses spilling over and down.

"Yes?" she asked.

"I just love those dolls SO much mummy? I thought I'd say thank you – and let you know their names!"  

Helen was nowhere in sight, but I was sure she'd hear exactly what I said.  Knew I'd better follow her suggestions. 

"You've named them already?"  Hazel beamed happily again.

My voice was a little strangled sounding, but I managed.  "This pretty one is you mummy – Hazel.  This other nice one is Helen.  This red head is Sara – and the dark doll is Esmeralda!"

"Lovely dolls, huh?"

"Oh yes mummy!"

She looked at me narrowly. "Why don't you give them all a nice kiss, huh?  Little girls learn to play with Dollies early on.  But I think it's lovely to see a young man like you starting to learn. A BIG kiss and a hug, huh?"

And I took another step in subordination.  Stood there in front of my dad and mocking women and kissed my dollies and addressed them all by name.  Agreed that the satin of their dresses were lovely.  Even – with a little coaching - lifted up the dress hems and oohed and aahed  over the cleverly made panties.  The audience, including my dad, all clapped appreciatively as I did so – though he seemed a little ashamed..

*     *     *

Monday came – and I started to discover just exactly where I stood.  Hazel and Helen still had a few things to tidy up at their place so hadn't moved in with dad and I.  This still didn't stop Helen from calling me early – and reminding me that she would be my ride from that point on.  That way, I was standing outside when her car rolled up.  Meekly, didn't even try to get into the vacant front seat – just squeezed in with the other girlies in the back. Can you even imagine the horror I felt when one of them tut-tutted at the way my hair was done – then used some mousse to make my hair behave?  Then swept it back and parted it?  It certainly wasn't girly in style – but it sure as hell wasn't masculine either!

I was concerned – sure.  But knew that it would be easy to get rid of – and it was.  Took some quiet time in a bathroom. But morning break time rolled around – and there I was, back in the middle of the girls again!

"What happened to your hair?" Helen asked me as I sat.  "It was nice this morning?"

"Eh?  Well?  I didn't think  . . " I started.

The girl who'd done my hair was sitting close to me.  "I could do his hair again if you wanted Helen?"

"Good idea Dorothy!"  Helen said simply, then turned away disinterested.

So there I sat, in the midst of a group of girls – and had one carefully work on my hair – she added some mousse and parted my hair dramatically again and horror of horrors, assumed that my hair had just reverted to its old style – so put in a small barrette to hold it in place.

"How's that Helen?"  Dorothy asked when she had finished.

"Much better – and that barrette is a nice touch!"  Helen said, then turned away again.

Like I said, the style wasn't TOO feminine – and later on that day I did get a few strange looks from the teachers, and some of the guys batted their eyelashes at me in a very suggestive way – but said nothing of course. But during lunch I got another lesson in where Helen and I stood in a hierarchal sense.

My hair had just been done and I was sort of hiding in amongst the girls sort of thing, when she said to me. "I'll have a breakfast burrito, a garden salad, and a small milk."  I realized right away that she wanted me to go to the cafeteria counter and get her order. Bushed as much because she was ordering me about for one thing, but had very little money on me.

"I'm sorry Helen, but I don't have enough money.  Barely have enough for my own."

"Perfectly okay, " she said carelessly.  "I think the girls behind the counter know who you are now. I carry an account through my mom.  I want you to order something for yourself too – just put it on my tab from now on."

There didn't seem to be any argument so I got up and headed for the cafeteria line – and realized that a bunch of the 'girly girls' were following me!  Getting lunches for the tough girls!  To make things worse a few boys were in line.  There wasn't a snigger or anything as they waved me – and the other girls in front of them!  And Helen had been absolutely correct. The women at the counter just waved me past the register and like Helen's personal girl, I took our lunches back and served her before I sat down.  This time though a few of the girly girls waved for me – and I went and sat amongst them instead of beside her.  One of them giggled as she asked me to comb her hair – and I saw Helen look at me with an appreciative smile as I did so – becoming one of the girls even more as I was now joining in their pastimes..

The next few days were just the same. I wanted to get out of the orbit I seemed to have got myself into, but it was either displease Helen – and go back to being bullied – even worse probably, or just accept my new status.  Frankly, it wasn't much of a decision.  I wanted to talk to dad at home, but he was very nervous around me now.  When I brought up the subject of breaking off with Helen, he got very quiet – turned pale – but looked helpless and finally told me to do what I thought was right. Big help.  I couldn't help but notice what looked like makeup on his face – and his eyebrows looked more shaped.

I knew that he tried to make up with me – but wasn't too sure what to do.  You see?  He started to rave about my new hairdo!  Said how 'Nice' it made me look. From somewhere he even came up with a few barrettes – which he blushed as he handed to me as a potential change of pace. And one of them was JEWELLED! An evening barrette!  I wasn't going to wear it of course but one night that week, Helen and one of her friends 'double-dated' with me being Helen's date.  When she came to pick me up, I wasn't quite ready and dad mentioned it to her.  I wore the jeweled barrette that night.  Frankly I felt strange in the drive in, sitting up front in Helen's embrace while her friend – and date necked in the back.  As Helen explained to me later, her friend wasn't really a lesbian – but was experimenting a little.  

It was then that I discovered that she had boy-friends occasionally – but had thought it would be a good idea for her to date ME that evening, that way her friend wouldn't be as embarrassed as if she had a boy in the car! She giggled a little bit when I asked her what she meant, then cuddled and kissed me before reminding me that I wasn't totally a boy – was I?  What could I say?

My gender was brought even more into play a few days later – when Helen and her mother moved in and took over our house.

It was at gym that day and I was on my way with boys all around me, although they didn't talk to me at all now, and I certainly didn't say anything. I was just about to go into the locker rooms, when Mr. Mairns the gym teacher called me into his office.  I was quite surprised to find Miss Jacobs there as well. She nodded nicely to me, so I nodded back.

Mr. Mairns looked embarrassed. "I hate to say this Michael, but I've – ahem – noticed a difference in you lately?"

What could I say?  His eyes seemed to be fixed on my mousse hairdo and barrette.  I shrugged helplessly.

"Would you say that you're happy at gym?  Get on well with the other boys?"

I was honest.  "No – and No sir.  Gym has always been a very bad time for me. I don't have any friends here.  Never did and have even less now."

Miss Jacobs smiled maternally and broke in. "You DO have some friends amongst the girls?"

What was I supposed to do – deny it?  "Yes ma'am.  I do."

"Is it fair if I say that boys bullied you – and girls don't?"

I shrugged, but nodded.

"How long have you had that hairstyle now?" she asked calmly.

"A week or so."

"Girlish? Is it not?" Mr. Mairns asked quickly.

"It's sweet!"  Miss Jacobs said. "And we're NOT here to point fingers, are we?  Just try and avoid potential trouble – are we not?" She asked him pointedly.

"I guess so," He conceded.

"We have talked and think you'd be better out of gym. True or false?" She asked me.

I could feel my eyes light up. "Yes ma'am! TRUE!  Would I ever!"

She looked at Mr. Mairns, who shrugged – but pleased. "That's answer enough then Michael." She said.  "Come along with me!"

"Where to?" I asked as we exited the gym class office.

"Why to MY class of course.  I think it obvious that you'll be much better off there.  Meet with your friends.  Settle in!"

I paused, but she had a hold of my arm and was urging me on. "But you're Home Economics Miss Jacobs!" I said desperately.

"Of course I am!" She said, and pulled me into a roomful of girls not too far away.  "This is Michael!" she introduced me. "He was unmercifully teased by the boys before.  I will not have him teased in here as well!"

"Oh Miss Jacobs?  He'll be welcome here!" one of Helen's girls smiled – and in another way?  I therefore became one with the girls.

For me to say it was a conspiracy against my gender identification?  Sounds like nonsense and I don't suppose it was absolutely true.  But look at it this way. My life was now totally constrained by women.  At school, I was member of a girl gang and hung out with nobody else.  My one male 'thing' had been with the gym.   Okay, I was a pariah there – but I was still part of a male group.  Now? I was gone from that male influence and part of an all girl Home Econ class. Where the teacher 'forgot' and addressed the class as "Girls".  Under her tutelage?  I was learning to SEW!

Let's face it.  My one main male influence was my dad.  But I'd get home and he's be in pretty aprons or pinafores. Dare I say that I felt he had perfume on most of the time?  Not only that?  As Hazel and Helen moved in, I was moved to a pretty feminine bedroom?  All pinks and whites? Where I had dolls in satin dresses on my bed?

Something had to give – and it was me.  The second night that Hazel and Helen moved in, they were having dinner with me – Dad serving in a frilly, puffed up apron.  Was that lipstick he was wearing now in addition to other makeup?  We were sitting at the dinner table.

"You know?  I'm not sure I like that hairdo of your?"  Hazel said to me."

"I'm not altogether sure of it myself!"  I said, joking a little, but speaking words of truth.

"I like it mom!"  Helen said – and she said it through gritted teeth.

"Oh!  He's your sissy!"  Hazel laughed.  "I was just saying I think I could make it prettier."

"Maybe later,"  Helen said, obviously changing the subject, but not making me feel any better. I mean, her mother was discussing my hairstyle – as if I had no say whatsoever in the choice!  And Helen was leaving my participation OPEN!

"I hear you've joined the Home Economics class?" Hazel then asked me.  "Enjoy it?"

I had hoped she wouldn't find out – fat chance by the look of it. "It's alright," I said unwillingly.

"What have you been working on?"

"Some sewing and canning fruits and vegetables."

She raised an eyebrow.  "Sewing? Lovely!  Very nice!  That'll come in handy some day.  Just wait and see! You might want to ask Miss Jacobs if you can get dressmaking.  Very handy!"

"Yes mummy,"  I said, blushing again.

That night I was just about to get ready for bed when a gentle knock came to the door.  "Come in," I called.

It was Helen.  She had a kind of ashamed look on her face and a bunch of what looked like lingerie spilling out of a string bag.

"You got something in mind Helen?" I asked softly, a little frightened.

"Yeah.  Kinda.  In a minute," she said but looking around.  "Lovely room.  Still feel funny in here?  It's SO girly!"

I blushed.  Didn't quite know what to say.  "Getting used to it, though it takes a while."

"I've been thinking.  You know mum made a comment a while back about how sissies could make a real girl feel good"

I nodded.  "I remember."

"Well, I've been thinking. To begin with do me a favor and sit on your pretty bed.  Put your dolls all around you nicely.  Okay?"

"Oh Helen?   Do I have to?"

She just stared at me. Once I had finished – even had a doll in my lap, she relaxed.  Now you look almost right," she said.  "Why don't you cuddle your dolly?  That's even better."

She looked around the room again. "Don't know how you can do it," she laughed.  "But I got to thinking.  I HATE doing sewing repairs – and now you can sew.  I see you here and notice how sweet you are sitting there amongst your dollies. .  Take you out on a date with me – and you weren't exactly masculine, were you? Sit with the girls at school and get your hair done?  See where I'm coming from?"

I blushed and she handed me the bag.  "Now these lingerie have been washed – but they all need a little fix here and there. Think you can fix them for me?"

I was SO ashamed, but knew better than argue. "I'm just a beginner Helen.  But I can try?"

She made a face.  "I'm not really into all this dominance thing, but I HAVE to take mom's advice, you know?"

"Huh?"

She grimaced as if unwilling.  "Have to spank you if you don't do things properly. Help you to become a sissy."

"But I'm not really . . ."  I started.

She snorted.  "Of course you are!  Matter of fact?  I think I'll call you Cynthia from now on.  Seems more appropriate. So Cynthia?  You WILL do a pretty job, won't you?"

"Yes, Helen," I said.  "But Cynthia?"

"Good name for you! Goes with the room! After this you can launder and iron my clothes and stuff, won't you?"

I found myself squirming on the bed.  Looked up at her with big eyes. "Yes Helen!" I muttered.

"There!  That wasn't so bad, was it?" She said this, but I had the funny feeling she was talking to herself as much as me.  Took my face in her hands and gave me a soft kiss. "D'you know how much you're starting to feel like a girl?"  she whispered.

*     *     *

At school, things became even more of the same.  One day I found that my locker had been changed  (The boy and girl lockers were segregated) and I was amongst the girls.  At Home Econ, Miss Jacobs was very nice to me and gave me special attention I was becoming one of her favorite pupils.  The other girls just loved to tease me about it.  More and more, I was hanging with the girly-girls, all of us not much more than gofers for the tougher ones.

At the house, I was becoming Cynthia more and more. Then one night, dad and I were put into identical pink nylon smocks and some girls came from Hazel's store.  I sat  beside my father and watched in the mirror as girls did our hair, smiling nicely at us as they did so. They put a few pink rollers into mine – but a lot in his. Hazel and Helen were sitting chatting on a sofa.

"Hazel darling?"  Dad spoke in a very soft voice.

She looked up.  "Yes dear?"

"I don't want to appear as if I'm complaining?  But isn't this a bit much?"

A concerned look crossed her face and she came over to us. Peered at his hairdo. "No Dolly?  It looks just fine.  You DO want to look your best for me, don't you?"

"Oh yes dear!"

"Thank you!  Then just do as Hazel says.  Okay?"  Then she turned to me. "You know?  Helen likes your hair kinda plain.  It's just that I've whined so much that she's agreed that your hair should be touched up a little. I STILL think another wave or two wouldn’t hurt. Maybe a style like Dolly here?  Bet you'd look nice.  Just like him?"

"Please no, mummy?" I whimpered softly.

She, Helen, and Connie – the girl who was doing my hair – all laughed heartily.  Helen said.  "Hazel?  You know I have a reason for Cynthia's hair to get done.  Now leave it alone!"

I didn't know what she was talking about.  Never even thought about it to tell the truth.

In the morning, I was tearfully examining my hair – just wasn't sure what to do with the rollers, when a knock came to the door  "Cynthia?" Helen was calling.

"Come in Helen," I said.

"It's just some company for you.  You decent?   Got your nice pajamas on?"

"Company?  Let me get my robe on.  Just be a second.!" I responded in a panic.

"Silly!  It's your friends from school!"  And she opened the door and five young women all came in.

Shamed now – my pale silk light green pajamas with the flared sleeves and Peter Pan collar was what I was wearing. My panties from the day before were thrown across a chair and my pink ladies robe was all I could put on.  Blushing, I shrugged my way into it. Actually noticed the girls for the first time – they were the younger girls in my group – girly girls of course, but all either Frosh or Sophomores.  Not only that, they were almost in identical outfits  - different colors – but identical.

I couldn't help myself. "What are you girls supposed to be?" I asked,

"Wannabees," on of them said.  "Don't you like our outfits?"

Their outfits were short satin shorts that showed off their girlish asses with broad suspender type sashes over their blouses, with the blouses also bright satin, but of different colors that their shorts. Their legs were covered in nylon, glistening sheaths – with high heel shoes to match their blouses. A sort of play outfit, I'd say.  I also noticed that their hair was distinctly similar.  Short, blonde, and curly.

I almost giggled, but didn't. "Your outfits are lovely girls.  But what does Wannabee mean?"

"Silly!"  The first one said.  "Means that we Wanna Be members of the girl gang."

"Yes!"  Helen said from the door.  "Just like you.  I thought you'd like to meet them here today.  They can help you with your hair?"  Then she left the room.  "Have fun girls!"  Closed the door firmly behind her.

"What a gorgeous room Cynthia," one of the girls said, bouncing on the bed.

"Cynthia?"  I really like that name!" another said, touching my canopy wistfully.  "Boy!  They really give you nice stuff!"

"What lovely dolls!"  Another said.

"Hey girls!  Want to get Helen mad?" the first one butted in. "Let's get Cynthia's hair done – and get him dressed – then we can all fool around."

I didn't fully understand what was meant for me until they took out the rollers and brushed my hair out.  At first, all I could see was that the color was lighter somehow – more blonde. Then I saw what I'd been missing – I now had the same hairstyle and color as the girls around me.

I'd thought myself feminine when I'd got rid of all my body hair and started wearing the lacy panties that Helen favored for me.  But I stared in fright at the bra :

"I don't wear bras!" I whimpered. "I'm a boy!  Please?"

Two of the girls started to laugh as they undressed me.

A little while later, I fitted right in with the group of Wannabees.  Bright yellow, satin panties and teddies – with a matching padded bra. Lace top thigh highs, blue satin shorts – and a bright yellow satin top.  Yellow high heels.  I'd sat docile and meek as one of them made me up.  Now, when I stood up there wasn't any doubt.  The padding on my bra gave me much more of a girlish figure.  The hairdo nor color was certainly not androgynous but was just like the others.  I staggered a little bit in my heels, but as the other girls linked arms with me and led me down to where the other women were I knew that I fitted right in now.  Saw my dad – no pretense now.  In a dress.  There wasn't one masculine thing in that whole house.  Maybe Hazel and Helen perhaps?

Helen smiled at me. "Took you long enough!" she said and the girls, thinking she meant them, started to protest.  Helen shushed them.  "No.  I meant Cynthia.  The first time I met him here with mom, she said he was a sissy and I'd learn to like him – her – whatever she's called.  I probably didn't help much, but now I see that she was absolutely correct"

Then she addressed her comment to me. "Like your Wannabee Costume?   I must admit that you look a lot cuter in it than I thought."

I plucked at my satin shorts. Shrugged wanly. "It's nice enough I suppose.  What day and where do I have to wear it?"

There was a moment of silence, then everybody sniggered.

"Day?"  One of the girls asked. "It's for a week Cynthia – and at school.  You've shown that you want to be one of us.  Now?  All you have to do is show it."

"Yeah!  And as Helen's girl?  She's got you TWO more of the sexiest outfits .  Lucky girl!"

Just then the small crowd parted.

"To show you support Cynthia?"  Hazel was saying.  "Here's your dad – in one of your other costumes!"

And blushing and squealing, her came my dad – in a dark blue and purple satin outfit.  He came up and hugged me.

"They wanted me to wear it Cynthia?  I hope I didn't stretch it?"

I looked at the pretty woman who stood before me.  Realized that we are all creatures of our genes. Kissed him on his lipsticked red mouth and knew he felt the lipstick on mine.

"That's all right Dolly." I said.

The End


PROPER PLACEMENT

Agnes, my mother-in-law looked at me, an exasperated look on her face.

"What is wrong with you?"  She snapped.  "Am I asking the impossible, or what?  Is it too much that I ask a simple little favor?"

"Oh c'mon, Agnes."  I argued.  "Jesus!  Where do you get the idea that it's such a simple goddamn favor, eh?  I'm thinking that.."

"Stop that profanity!"  She said firmly.  "I'm not religious, but I won't have you talking to me like that.  A little respect if you please!"

I modified my voice.  "I'm sorry Agnes.  You know I respect you.  But this is really too much.  I've been helping you for quite a long while now ..."

"If you had a job to keep you occupied?"  She sniped.  "If you weren't being kept by my daughter working.  If you weren't getting your rent subsidized by living here with me?  Then you wouldn't have to 'help' me at all, would you?"

"Aw Agnes!" I pleaded.  "You know I've been trying to find work.  There just doesn't seem to be any around.."

"If you weren't hanging around the house all the time, you might find a job a little bit easier." She said nastily.

My mouth fell open.  "But I was looking for work.  You can't say I wasn't.  If I remember right, it was you that started asking me to help around here."

"I asked?  Where'd you get that?  She retorted. "To my recollection it was you that volunteered. But you're not exactly a whiz at housework you know.  It's not my fault if a little dusting takes you forever and ..."

"A little dusting?"  I fired back.  "And vacuuming?  And making beds?  And doing laundry?  And ironing? And cooking?  I even help you with your dressmaking!  And.."

"Oh for goodness sake!" She interrupted.  "Any other girl could do these things in nothing flat."

"Any other?  Any other?  Any other what?"  I yelled.

She took a step toward me, her eyes blazing.

"Don't  you  dare  talk  to me  like  that!"  She said through clenched teeth.  "Do that one more time and I'll put you over my knees, take your pants down and give you a damn good spanking!"

It had finally come to pass.  Agnes had always been a little distant from me.  I'd had the distinct impression from the start that she didn't see me as being good enough for her daughter Linda.  I'd tried to be pleasant but, to be quite honest, felt that she took my attempts to win her over as a sign of weakness on my part - a sort of 'unmanliness' if you will.  I kept feeling that she considered me weak and ineffectual and, as if to prove her absolutely correct, it didn't take me long to lose my job, become dependent on my wife's salary - then accede to her suggestion that we move back in with 'mum' - "she's got plenty of room darling."

At first Agnes was so understanding.  So supportive of me.  "You'll find a job Chris.  Of course you will.  Don't worry."  She'd put an arm around my shoulders and give me a strong hug.  "Linda?"  She'd say.  "I've no idea why you're so down on this young man.  He's trying very hard.  It's not his fault he's so small that he can't get a job needing muscles."

Linda would look up from her magazine.  Shake her head.  "Mum?  I'm not down on him at all.  But he's always worked on the clerical side.  I don't know why you keep on about him going for jobs needing physical strength."

"Well a man can't keep competing with a bunch of women for women's work!  It's degrading to him!"  Agnes would retort.

And it seemed that every job I did apply for would be considered a 'woman's' job by Agnes and laughingly dismissed as 'no job for a real man'.  Foolishly, I began to apply for jobs that I had no hope in hell of getting to impress her.  After some months of rejection I felt absolutely down, totally hopeless.  Worthless.

Then Agnes started dropping little hints as to how she'd really appreciate a helping hand around the house.  I'd felt so useless for what seemed such a long time that it felt good to be able to offer my services.

She'd been (seemingly) taken aback when I'd offered to help.

"Oh goodness!"   She exclaimed.  "I wasn't hinting at you.  It's more Linda I was hoping to shame into assisting her poor old mum.  After all, looking after a house is woman's work.  All she does is sit around.."

"But Linda's working all day Agnes."  I argued.  "It's not fair to expect her to come home and help with the house as well .."

"That's true, maybe."  She agreed reluctantly.  "But I'd feel bad asking you to ..."

"Oh please Agnes?  Let me contribute something!"  I'd said.

Suddenly, I found myself contributing a helluva lot more than I'd intended.  Agnes gradually found more and more things for me to do.  Not only that, her 'chores' started taking precedence over anything else - even potential job interviews.  "But I need you around here!  And anyway - what would you want a job like that for?  You know you'll just feel bad when you don't get it.  I'd really like a hand with cleaning the silver tomorrow - and the mattresses need changing around... And... "

I found myself wearing a series of aprons around the house.  At first they were quite plain and functional.  Gradually though it seemed that Agnes was wearing the plainer ones - if she wore any at all - while I graduated to the frillier versions that were available.  As my 'protective wear' became more and more feminine, my assigned chores did the same.  Where at first I was often asked to assist in moving heavy furniture, fixing plumbing fixtures or electrical problems, my later tasks became more oriented towards clothes:  washing, drying, ironing, effecting repairs.  The jobs that required 'muscle' waited for Linda to come home. 

After a while, it was also obvious that Agnes had lost just about all respect for me - and I just couldn't seem to find a way to regain any status with her.  Increasingly, she referred to me as 'her', or 'sissy' to Linda.  I started complaining to Linda about this, but she'd just give me a puzzled look and tell me that all I had to do was stand up to her mother.  "Show her you're a man."  My wife said. "Stop wearing these pretty little aprons.  Stop doing women's work around the house - and tell her to get stuffed every so often - she may pretend otherwise but that's what she really expects from you."

I recoiled.  Tell Agnes to get stuffed?  Tell her I wasn't going to help?  Stop wearing my aprons? I grinned weakly.  "Well, it's not that it's that bad." I said, backing off.

Linda just shrugged.  "Whatever."  She said laconically.  "But if you don't stand up to her soon, it'll get worse.  Trust me."

She was absolutely correct.  My aprons got frillier, and I ended up doing all of the housework so that even with two women in the house, I gradually took over the role - at least I seemed to be perceived as - the feminine little housewife.  Then Agnes became busier and busier in her dressmaking activities, and was working on some special project in one of the spare bedrooms, which I was absolutely forbidden to enter.  The running of the house quickly transferred completely to me. Even in bed, I seemed to have relinquished any masculine pride, becoming almost totally submissive to my increasingly dominant wife.

But these recollections all faded in the face of my mother in laws outburst.  I saw the anger and contempt there and, all of a sudden, realized that she was absolutely capable of carrying out her threat.

I took a deep breath, then surrendered unconditionally.

"I'm sorry Agnes.  Honestly.  Please forgive me.  I didn't realize that I was being so rude."

Her expression softened a little.  "You'll help me by modeling some of the clothes I've sewn for Linda then?"  She said, a trace of anger still in her voice.

I licked my lips nervously.  "But?  Linda and me?  Surely we're not the same size."

"Amongst your other womanly accomplishments you're a dressmaker now?"  She asked scornfully.  "I've been sewing for almost thirty years, and I'll tell you that apart from the bust, you and she are almost identical.  She doesn't have much hips, and has a skinny ass for a woman.  You've got a nice soft plump ass for a man, so you're pretty close there.  What is she?  A half inch taller than you?  Nothing to worry about there."

"But isn't the bust size important?"  I broke in.  

"Of course it is!"  She answered, obviously puzzled.  Then she caught my drift.  Shook her head, sighed.  "You'll be wearing a bra.  A little padding will take care of that little problem.   Well?  Are you going to help or not?"

Almost weeping with mortification I nodded.  She gave a little smile.  "C'mon then sissy, let's get you changed."  Then she led me to my own bedroom.  

There, she delved into a drawer.  Pulled out a matching bra, panty and slip set.  "Here!"  She said.  "Don't be standing around all day.  Get out of your clothes and into these."

"Agnes?  Please?  I don't really need to wear the panties, do I?"

She grimaced.  "Oh for goodness sake!"  Then she held the panties up for my inspection.  "They're a lovely shade of blue, sissy, don't you agree?  Satin too.  Bet you'd like the feel of them. See the nice lace trim?"  She saw the fear on my face.  Laughed shortly. "Well, I guess not - but hurry up and start getting these clothes off."

Blushing furiously, I stripped off my shirt and let her put the bra on me.  Smiling, humming to herself a little, she adjusted the straps.  Then she stuffed the bra cups with tissue, then measured me with a tape measure, then added a little more padding.

"There!  Told you!"  She said.  "Now get your slip on and get these pants and the rest of your things off.  Quick now!  Like a bunny!"

"Shoes and socks too?"  I asked.

"Of course!  You'll need to wear heels if I'm to get the hem lengths right.  But would you hurry up!  I don't have all day!"

With a feeling almost akin to gratitude, I put the slip over my head and let it slide down over my arms, shoulders, and body.  It did feel extremely sensual, the satin cool against my burning skin - but it also provided me a measure of privacy.  Standing there, my chest bare except for a bra had been especially humiliating.

But worse was to follow.  After taking my shoes and socks off, I loosened my zipper, unbuckled my belt and let my pants fall.  I'd known that I was being sexually stimulated by what was going on, but hadn't realized to what extent.  Losing the inhibiting weight of my pants, and being restrained now by only my lightweight boxer shorts and the material of the slip, my erection became immediately apparent. To my horror, Agnes came and took a hold of it.

"My, my, my! I keep forgetting,"  she sneered "that you're part male - even though it's only this little thing. But it does get in the way, you know?"

She thought for a second.  "I know!  Got it!"  She said.  "Get these undershorts off." She let go of me and went to the dresser drawers.

I started to protest, but thought better of it, and shucked them off under my slip.

It took most of my concentration to do this, so I was somewhat surprised when she waved something else in front of me.

"Not as pretty as the panties, I'm afraid - and it won't match the rest of your lingerie - but get this panty-girdle on.  It'll be handy now that I think of it.  Give me something to anchor your nylons to."

I couldn't believe it.  She expected me to put this little wrinkled thing around my tummy?  I knew that I wasn't that fat.  Kinda slim, and proud of it.  But how did she expect..?

But, tight around my legs and waist as it was, it fitted me.  All the way up to my crotch, squeezing my erection in underneath it, until there was no evidence that I was in any way, a male.  The loose little suspender straps for the stockings distracted me, but not for long as, once Agnes had made me put on nylons and attached them to the straps, they were tautened under my slip, and not so obvious.

She inspected my underarms and then hiked the hem of my slip up and checked my legs.  Let the hem fall back into position and gave me a little saccharin smile.  "Little sissy smoothie, is it?"  She asked.  "All nice and smooth for Linda, eh?  Or do you shave yourself smooth just for your own enjoyment?"

Standing there in women's lingerie, my padded bra giving me the shape of a woman in the upper body, my panty girdle hiding all vestiges of masculinity underneath and, at the same time forming my rectal plumpness into a more rounded, feminine, version - I knew that any explanation of why I'd shaved myself smooth for Linda would be worthless.  I just hung my head in shame.

She gave my satin covered rump a soft slap, then used the palm of her hand to caress my backside, then whispered softly in my ear.  "Would sissy like mummy to give her a little spanking, eh?  Bet she'd like that.  She could lie over Agnes's knees and wriggle around in her satin lingerie.  Mummy wouldn't hurt her.  Just give her little love taps.  Honest.  Would you like that, sissy?  After that?  Why you'd never have to pretend that you were a man again."

The horror at her words was increased by my own reaction to them.  I was immediately grateful for the panty girdle as I could feel an immediate erection fighting against its restriction, but being stifled.  I was fully aware in that moment that, if I hadn't had it on, Agnes would have immediately seen my erection and I'd have had no choice in the matter.  As it was, I barely managed to shake my head, too frightened to speak.

"Aw!  What a shame!  Maybe later, huh?"  She said, then got back to business.  "Here.  Put these shoes on and stand up here on this little pedestal."

I'd seen the high heel shoes readied for me, but knew better than pretend that I had any difficulty in putting them on, or walking in them.  Some weeks before, I'd told Linda how I'd once played a woman’s part in a play at college.  She'd asked if I'd had any trouble with the heels.  I said I hadn't.  She looked at me askance.  Confidently, I'd said I figured I still could -  figured it was like learning to ride a bike, once you knew how, it was difficult to forget.  She and Agnes had both pooh poohed my statement, so I'd proved them wrong by wearing a pair of Linda's for almost the full evening after that.

I slipped the shoes on.  They were more like high heeled dress slippers than anything else, pom poms of some feathery light blue lace on the front. She then motioned me up on to the small circular stool pedestal she had her customers stand when she measured them for dresses and so on.  Feeling rather stupid, I did so.

I'd thought my humiliation almost complete, but more was to follow.  Agnes circled me.  Had me make quarter turns, hold my arms up, then lift the hems of my slip up to let her examine my legs.  As I did so, I heard the door to the room open. Scared out of my mind, not being able to see who it was, I let go of my slip.

"Oh sissy!  Behave!  It's only Rhonda!" Agnes snapped.

And I heard my sister in laws voice.  "Sorry I'm late mom.  Had a dye job go funny on a new customer.  Just had to placate her before she left."  She came and stood in front of me, eyed me up and down.  "Mmmm.  Looks good mom.  Got sissy all ready for me?"

"Oh, that's alright Rhonda,"  Agnes said.  "Plenty of time.  Yeah.  Sissy is ready.  Aren't you, sissy?"

I looked from mother to daughter.  Both were obviously expecting a reply from me.

"I don't know, Agnes.  What do you mean?"  I said hesitantly.

"Oh!  That's a thing I've been meaning to talk to you about."  She said. "From now on, I want you to call me 'mummy dear' at all times."

"You want me to call you mummy?"  I said, disbelievingly.

"No!  Aren't you listening?  I said 'mummy dear'.  Both words!"

"Mummy dear?" I asked.

"That's right.  That's what you're going to call me when you start a conversation, or talk about me to the girls - or anybody else.  Understand?

"Yes."  I answered.

"Yes what?"  She demanded.

"Yes mummy dear."

She smiled happily.  "There!  That's a clever sissy!  Isn't he the cutest little thing Rhonda?  All meek and docile.  Gonna be pretty too, don't you think?"

Rhonda nodded agreeably.  "Must admit mom.  Thought you were crazy.  Now I can see what you were talking about."  She turned her attention back to me.  "Coming luv?  Ready?"

"I'm sorry Rhonda.  I don't understand.  Ready for what?"

She smiled sympathetically.

Rhonda is my sister in law.  Very pretty - a little on the plump side maybe, but has a nice smile.  Always dresses neatly, very rarely wears pants of any description.  She and I got on very well.  She was amiable and not bossy at all.  Both Linda and Agnes kept advising her to be more aggressive both in personality and business.  She ignored them completely, saying that she was happy with the way she was - and her beauty shop was running just fine.  Why should she take on all the hassle of opening another?

My thoughts were interrupted by Agnes.  "You don't really need to understand anything sissy.  Don't bother your pretty little head about things too complicated for you.  Just go with Rhonda.  Ok?"

"Oh, ok."  I said, stepping down from the pedestal.

"Oh, ok what?"  Agnes snapped. "I'm not going to be constantly reminding you."

"Oh!  I'm sorry mummy dear."  I apologized weakly.

She gave me a bright smile.  "That's better!  Now do a good job Rhonda!"

It only took a few minutes for me to discover why Rhonda was there.  With a light blue smock on to protect my lingerie, I was seated at the sink in the bathroom having my hair shampooed.  Rhonda hadn't attempted to hide the contents of a bag she'd produced - bottles of different lotions, rollers, bobbi pins, a curling iron.  She'd also rolled out Linda's hair drying machine - so I knew that I was going to have my hair 'done'.  To make matters worse, she produced some colored photographs of styles she thought would suit me, and asked me to choose.  None of them bore the slightest resemblance to anything masculine of course.

Even knowing it was hopeless, I still tried to pretend a masculine reaction - which she objected to.

"Look sissy.  We're friends, and I want to stay that way - but you are going to help me here.  If you don't?  I'll just have to call on mummy dear to speak to you - and you don't want that, do you?"

"No Rhonda.  Please don't!"

"Ok then sweetie.  I won't.  But which style do you want, eh?"

And I picked a short bouffant style with a slight flip at the back and a row of small curls along the forehead.

After the lotions had been applied, the rollers set, and some curls established and anchored by the bobbi pins, I was seated under the dryer.

"It'll take a while."  She said.  "So may as well get your nails done while we're waiting, eh?"

"Rhonda?  Please?  What's going on?  What's this all in aid of?"

She took one of my hands and placed it in a dish of a soft liquid.  "Keep it there for a few minutes."  She ordered softly.  Then she lifted the drier a fraction and checked my hair.  Nodded, satisfied. Sat down in a chair beside me.

"Well.   Looks like we have a few minutes to chat.  And you want to know what's going on?  That it?"

I nodded.

She cocked her head to one side and gave me a quizzical look.  "Mom's always had this 'thing' about effeminate young men.  Linda was more inclined towards normal guys..."

"That's why she married me?" I interrupted.

"Yeah.  Well, I have to admit that I was surprised when she picked you - you being so little and all.  And I don't mean to hurt your feelings dear, but you aren't exactly what I would call 'macho' you know."

Defensively, I plucked at my slip material.  "Well.  It wasn't exactly my idea to put this stuff on."

"But you are wearing it, aren't you?"  She replied.  "Along with a bra, panties, stockings and high heels.."

"But that was Agnes.."

"Sissy?  I'm going to tell you something.  You'd better get in the habit right quick of dropping this 'Agnes' stuff.  She wants you on this mummy-dear shit, and I wouldn't fight her on it if I were you.  I don't want to, but if you keep on ignoring her request, I'll have to tattle.  Ok?"

"But it was her."  I said.  "Her that made me put these on."

Rhonda sighed.  Shook her head.  "Look here.  You're dressed up.  You're having your hair permed into a girl's style.  I'm just about to give you a manicure and a pedicure.  After that?  I'm going to pluck your eyebrows.  After that?  I'm going to pierce your ears for earrings.  Then I'm going to make you up.  When I'm finished with you, it'll be very hard to guess that you ever looked like a guy."

"But why Rhonda?  Why?"

She shrugged.  "What difference does it make?  You started giving up what masculine attributes you did have, almost as soon as you got married.  You let mom push you around.  Started wearing all these pretty little aprons, started giving in to Linda on just about everything.  Let me ask you this right now.  Who's the masculine one in your marriage bed right now?  You or Linda?  Who's the boss?"

I didn't answer, but a crimson blush suffused my face.

"See what I'm saying?"  She continued.  "I don't think Linda really cared too much, one way or the other, but I'd guess that she's starting to like you in the subordinate position - and with you not fighting - or showing any signs of masculine pride, I'm of the opinion that, right now, she's simply along for the ride - and I think that mom is just seeing how far she can push you."

"You're saying that I could still get out of this mess by fighting back?  By refusing to go along?"  I asked excitedly.

She got up and took my hand out of the dish.  Examined my nails.  Nodded her head. "Yeah.  Probably.  But here, let me dry this hand off.  Put the other in the dish."

My breath started coming in short gasps.  "I could start right now?  Get myself out of this?"

"Of course you could!"  She said sympathetically. "But you're not, are you?   You gonna go and fight mom?  Yeah, sure!  And look here.  You're getting yourself all worked up, but didn't you just put your other hand into the dish so's I could manicure it?  Doesn't come across as someone who's about to fight tooth and nail for his male pride, does it?

She paused as she started working on my fingernails.  Looked directly into my eyes. "We can have a nice chat while I'm doing your makeover, or you can go and tell mom that you're not going to go along with what she's doing to you.  It's going to be one or the other.  I've absolutely no intention of listening to you whine on and on about what's being done to you. You gonna behave properly?  Make up your mind.  Yes or no?"

I knew that I didn't have the courage to go and fight with Agnes.  Knew the picture of increasing femininity I was making as my sister in law started working on my nails.  Knew all of this.  Finally accepted that there was nothing I could - or wanted  - to do.  Settled back in my chair.

She smiled.  "Trust me.  You're going to feel a lot better when I'm finished.  You're going to be really pretty."

Some time later I wasn't pretty - but I did make an attractive girl.  My hair was a couple of shades lighter.  Dried and brushed out it framed my face in soft waves, tapering a little to the back.  My eyebrows were distinct, feminine arcs over long lashed, rather timid looking eyes.  Crimson, wet looking, rather pouty lips showed my teeth to a level of white that I'd never seen before, and foundation creams and blusher smoothed out skin imperfections and gave a healthy sheen to my complexion.  Long crimson nails matched my lips, and a faint miasma of perfume clung to me.  Lightweight, though long, earrings hung on to my earlobes through the small holes that Rhonda had pierced there.  The feeling they imparted stroking the sides of my neck when I moved my head was strangely sensual.

Rhonda went to the closet and brought out a luxurious cloud of a pale blue chiffon and lace.  "Isn't this a gorgeous negligee?"  She breathed.  "Here.  Let me give you a hand to put it on."

I fed my arms into the full sleeves, then stood passively as she tied fine lace ties at the sleeve ends and around my neck.

"But Rhonda?"  I asked.

"Yes?"

"But Linda would never wear anything like this.  It's far too feminine."

"Linda?  What's she got to do with it?"

"Well mummy dear said I was to help her by model.."

"Oh that?  She was just saying what you needed to hear!  This is yours now.  Maybe you'll want to thank her?  Tell her how much you appreciate all the work she's put into making it for you?   That would make her very happy, I'd bet."

"Mine?"  I said weakly.

"Yes.  Just like all the pretty lingerie you're wearing.  Custom tailored, just for you.  Aren't you lucky to have such a loving mother in law?"

My eyes filled with tears of humiliation.  "But Rhonda?  It's ..."

"Don't you dare cry!"  She said quickly.  "For goodness sake!  You'll ruin your makeup.  C'mon!  Let's go and show mum how pretty you look."  With that, she gave me a reassuring pat on my backside, took hold of my arm and gently led me towards the door.  Then she paused.

"Oh wait a minute.  I almost forgot."  She said.

"What?"

"I've got to make sure you're walking properly.  Here.  Walk away from me.  Let's see how you do."

"Walk away from you?"

"Yes.  Walk to the other end of the room, turn around then come back."

Self consciously, my peignoir wafting around me, I walked away from her.

"Quite nice."  She commented.  "But sissy?  Hold your arms a little straighter down by your sides.  Then sort of hold your palms flat to the floor.  Have your fingers point away from your body."

"Like this?"  I asked.

"Yes.  Perfect!  Now hold yourself just a little more erect.  Take small steps.  Try to walk so that you're putting one foot directly in front of the other.  That's it!  Now remember to walk that way for the rest of the day."

"The rest of the day?  I'm to wear this the rest of the day?  But mummy dear said.."

"Oh just shush!"  She retorted.  Just remember to walk like that from now on.  It was time you learned to walk properly."  She grinned, then added "Like a young lady.  And sissy?  I know you've got a soft voice, but try to remember to soften it even more.  Ok?"

"Yes Rhonda."  I said meekly.

Then I had to go and thank mummy dear for the pretty negligee and say how much I loved it.  She beamed.  "You've done a nice job on him Rhonda.  He makes a sweet little girl."  She put an arm around my waist, pulled me in to her, then laid a gentle hand on my buttocks.

"Feel better now, sissy?"

"Better?"  I asked.

"Yes, better now that you're wearing proper clothes.  Out of these ugly male things you seemed SO determined to wear.  Now, I bet you just can't wait to put on a nice dress, like a proper girl.  Right?"

She gave me a slight spank on my rear as a warning.

And, standing there in my ladies lingerie and negligee, mummies arm possessively around me, I simpered happily and  agreed that I just couldn't wait to put on a pretty dress.

"But first things first, right dear? You'll want to learn how to walk like a real girl now. Don't you dear?"  She stressed, caressing me softly.

"Yes mummy dear."  I agreed meekly, looking down at my feet in shame.

"And you blush so prettily.  Now I want you to practice some things and remember some other things. Think you can do that for me, sissy?"

"I'll try, mummy dear."

I didn't understand what she started to have me do.  Walking, I had to start casually untying the ties at the sleeves and neck, then the sash at my waist.  Next I had to put my hands on my hips, forcing the material to flow behind me and baring the front of my slip.  Then a few minutes later, after a few traverses of the room, I had to return my arms to their 'normal' position, then retie everything again - making sure that I made feminine little bows in the ties.

"When I blink my eyes rapidly at you?  That's the signal that you've to do this.  Understand?"

"Yes mummy dear."

"And?  Better learn what materials your negligee and slip are made of.  These panels are tri-level chiffon.  Those inserts are Thai silk.  These lace edgings are modified chantille.  Got that?"

I nodded, concentrating on what she'd told me.

"Good.  Repeat back to me what I just said."  She ordered.

I did, to her satisfaction.

"Now your slip?  Satin with nylon tricot lace.  Bra is reinforced, wireless satin.  Edging is the same as the slip.  Got it?"

"Yes mummy dear."

Just then, the doorbell rang.  "Get that sissy dear, would you?  It'll probably be the caterers.  Go on!  Quick now!"

Even though I knew I could pass for a woman, my knees were still knocking when I opened the door.  Two young girls stood there, saying they had trays of canapés and hors d'oeuvres in their van.  Was it ok to bring them in now?  Horrified by this new development, I looked at mummy dear.  She waved them in.  "Just set them down anywhere girls.  We'll place them ourselves."  She said.  The girls left then made a few trips bringing in about a half dozen large salvers of munchies.  Apart from some rather envious glances at my peignoir they paid no attention to me at all.

Rhonda and I ended up setting the tables for a buffet style nosh.  I had to set up the wines and liquors for the bar, place cocktail napkins, candies, nuts and little odds and ends.  All of a sudden I realized that while I'd been so occupied, Rhonda had gone and changed clothes and so had Agnes - I mean mummy dear.  Both were very smartly tuned out, make up just so.  Obviously they were hosting some sort of 'do'.  I was getting more and more nervous.  Surely I wasn't going to be expected to walk around in what was practically a state of undress.  Finally, I could stand it no longer.

I coughed delicately to get her attention.  "Mummy dear?  Are you and Rhonda having a party?"

"Well, it's more business than party - but yes, I guess you could say we're having a party."  She gave me a direct look from her blue eyes.  "Why? Is something wrong, sissy?"

"Well ... Shouldn't I be changing .. or something?"  I asked tentatively.

"Oh yes!  You'll have to change, but not right now sweetie.  Ok?"

I let a silent sigh of relief escape me, but the sense of relief didn't last too long. 

"Oh damn!"  Mummy dear said loudly.  "The bloody carpet!  C'mon sissy, give me a hand!"

I didn't know what she was talking about, but she dove into the hall closet and came out with a roll of red carpeting about two feet wide.

"Quick!  Help me lay this down the center of the living room.  Don't you dare get any smudges on your negligee.  Here!  Hold this end while I unroll it."

Confused - what was this bloody thing for?  I nonetheless did as she told me.  Puffing with exertion a little, I looked at the red swathe down the center of the living room floor after we adjusted it for straightness and so on.  Then I heard the doorbell ring again.

"Wow!  Just in time!"  Rhonda said.  "Geez mom.  I always thought you planned better than that!"

"Aw, shut up Rhonda."  Mummy dear said.  "Just go and answer the door.  That'll probably be the girls right enough."

"Ok.  But what did your last servant die of?"  Rhonda complained as she went to the door.

"Shouldn't I - mummy dear?  Shouldn't I...?"  I stammered as Rhonda approached the door.

"Shouldn't you what?"  She replied impatiently, taking hold of my arm and pulling me towards the door and the visitors coming in.

"Change!  You said.."

"I said later!  Now come and meet my friends!"

Horror struck in earnest now, I saw Rhonda open the door wide to let a group of ladies - about ten in all, come into the house.  Mummy dear had an arm around my waist now, and was smiling and exchanging kisses with her guests.  Then she made a statement that was the ultimate embarrassment.

"Girls!  I'd like you all to meet my son in law, Chris, Linda's wife - oh I'm sorry!  Her husband!  Most of you have met my daughter Rhonda before, right?"

There was a moment of stunned disbelief, punctuated by a giggle or two.

"Your son in law?"  A dark haired woman said.  "You been drinkin' Aggie?  Don't look like no son in law to me!"

"Well?  Even I get confused sometimes."  Mummy dear said shyly.  "Call him 'she' or 'her'.  But he's been so much help around the house.."

"I'd bet on that!"  A blonde lady said.

"..That I can now return to my dressmaking for all you old customers.  And I thought that, today?  You'd see that if I can make a 'man' look good?  Just think what I could do for you!"

She turned to me.  "Sissy?  Why don't you just stroll down the carpet to the end of the room, then come back - maybe do it a couple of times?  Let these ladies see your nice outfit?  Remember though.  Walk nicely!"

And I realized what the carpet was there for - it was for me to model her handiwork.   Slowly, remembering what Rhonda had taught me, I walked to the end of the carpet, then started back.  To my horror, I saw mummy dear blink her eyes rapidly at me.  There were a few claps - and a couple of low wolf whistles as I loosened off the ties and sash, before going into what I now realized was a mannequin's strut.

Humiliated beyond belief, I walked the carpet for another couple of minutes, before being allowed to start serving the ladies with drinks from the bar that Rhonda was supervising.  I discovered why I'd been required to memorize the facts pertaining to my clothes - some of the ladies would motion me over to them, then ask questions about what I was wearing - in the meantime feeling the material, lifting up the hem to see the quality of the sewing.  I let out a surprised squeal when the dark haired woman snapped my bra strap.

"Oh Helen!"  One of the group remonstrated.  "That's not nice.  You hate someone doing it to you.  Why do it to her - I mean him."

"Damn right I hate it!"  Helen said.  "But when I think of all the times that men have done it to me, I just can't resist doing it to a man when I get the chance."

"He's not much of a man though, is he?"  Another lady said mockingly.

"Ask me if I care!"  Helen countered, quickly snapping my strap again.

"Sissy?"  I heard mummy dear say.  "Why don't you run along with Rhonda and change?  It looks as if everyone has drinks now."

I let out a sigh of relief.  Was actually going to ask if I could take my makeup off, but then decided that if I asked, she would probably say 'no', whereas if I just took it off, I could pretend that I'd thought that was what she wanted.  I couldn't figure why I should have Rhonda along with me though.

That question was answered very quickly.  Instead of heading back for my own bedroom, Rhonda led me down the hall to the room that I'd been ordered not to enter.  Warily, I shied away from the door that Rhonda was opening.

"What's the matter?"  She asked.

"Mummy dear said I wasn't to go in there."

"Oh yeah.  Well it's all right now.  C'mon sissy."  And she opened the door and went in.

I got quite a surprise when I followed her:  the whole room had been re-decorated.  A regular sized bed took up the center of the room, but it was canopied in frilled white hangings.  Large feminine pillows in pink and white were fluffed up on the bed on top of a laced bedspread.  The rest of the room was done in a frilled chintz. 

"Wow!"  I said. 

"Yeah.  Mum did a nice job.  It's a real pretty room don't you think?"

"Yes.  But why all the secrecy?"

"She'll explain that sooner or later."  Rhonda said.  "But enough of this chatter.  Let's get you changed."

"But my clothes are all up in my bedroom."  I said, puzzled.

"Not these."  Rhonda said, going into the closet and bringing out a couple of hangers with something black on one and white on the other.  She took the items off and held them out towards me.

"Here sissy.  Take your negligee off.  Put this skirt and blouse on."

"But mummy dear said I could get changed."

"Yes?"

"But I thought she meant .."

Rhonda let out a laugh.  "You thought she was going to let you put men's clothes on again.  Are you crazy?  C'mon.  We don't have all day.  You'll like this skirt.  Pure velvet.  And the blouse is satin.  You'll just love them..."

"But.  But.  They're women's clothes."  Was all I could manage to say.

She stared at me.  "And your negligee that you've been floating around in for the last few hours?  What do you think that is?  What all the macho men are wearing?"

How could I explain to her?  The underwear?  Well, ok, it was feminine, no denying it, but wearing it so that mummy dear could size clothes for Linda - that made sense.  Putting a negligee over it - that made sense too, I mean who wants to be seen wandering around in her - I mean his - lingerie?

The makeup?  Perfume?  Well, they were harder to explain, but there had to be a reason.  Surely!  But putting on a skirt and blouse?  That was something else all together. With them, I was admitting that I was a woman!

My mental meanderings were brought to a quick close as Rhonda came and put her hands on me.

"But I thought .. Mummy dear said... Please Rhonda?  Don't!"

But Rhonda was untying the ribbons and laces holding me in the peignoir, and pulling it from around me to lay it on the bed.

"C'mon sissy.  Hold your hands up.  This skirt is too long to step into.  I'll put it over your head.  Careful of your hair now.  Don't want it mussed, do we.  There!  That's a girl!  Now lets get your pretty blouse on."

And in less than a minute I was standing there in a sleeveless satin blouse and long black velvet skirt.  The skirt was heavy, with long soft pleats falling the full length.  The blouse had a shirt front style, but with a deep 'v' neckline tapering up to a high collar that stood up behind my neck.  Rhonda examined it very closely as she buttoned me into it.

"Whew!"  She breathed.  "I was scared you'd mark it in some way putting it on, but it looks real nice.  So lets get your lipstick freshened up, and a new pair of shoes before we go back out again."

"I've to go back amongst all these women again?"  I whispered fearfully.

"Of course!  What did you expect?"  She answered quickly, then looked at me sympathetically.

"Haven't figured it out yet?  Have you?" 

"What Rhonda?"

She shook her head.  "Mom's been wanting to get back in the dressmaking business, but couldn't handle the house and the business both.  You're available now, so that helps.  She's also wanting to give my beauty shop business a boost".

"But what does all this have to do with me?"  I asked.

"Didn't you hear her out there?"  Rhonda asked unbelievingly, then deepened her voice in imitation of her mother "If I can make a man look good, just think what I can do for you..'"  Then she continued.  "And sissy?  You do look really nice you know.  Very few people would take you for a man - and I'm getting the credit for making you over - which could bring me some of these women as customers."

"So it's something like I look good, you look good?"  I said.

She nodded her head slowly, smiling.  "You got it!  That's it exactly!"

Unresisting now, I sat quietly while she freshened my lipstick.  Then she put a black chunky coral necklace around my neck, and changed my earrings to match.  A pair of lower heeled shoes completed my outfit.

"With your skirt being on the long side, mom was scared you might step on it, not being used to long skirts or dresses - yet."

I didn't miss the implication in her use of the word 'yet', but said nothing.  It was well that I didn't because over the next few hours I became increasingly familiar with both articles she'd mentioned.  I modeled about four more outfits, gradually accepting what I'd become - a sissy boy in girls clothing - and becoming more and more comfortable in both the role and the clothes, actually taking pleasure at the reactions to some of the outfits I wore.

As well as modeling, mummy dear had me circulate with trays containing wines and soft drinks.  I even became quite adept at filling orders for stronger drinks.  With the wine and liquor consumption increasing, I found myself becoming the target for some of the more aggressive women's hands:  on my rear, up my skirts, snapping my bra strap - and/or panty elastic.

Naturally, Helen - the one who'd snapped my bra first - had to be the one that took it to the next level.  She'd been drinking quite heavily and had continued to harass me more and more as the afternoon wore on.  Then she went too far.

I had just put my tray of wine down to allow one of the ladies to check the seams on the skirt I was wearing, when helen grabbed me around the waist, then pulled me, squealing in fright, down along with her onto a sofa so that I was sitting on her knee, one hand right up the front of my skirt, the other fondling my 'breasts'.

"Oooh.  You're such a cutie.  Wanna be my girl?"  She slurred.

I was panic-stricken.  What was I supposed to do?  I looked around to see if I could get Rhonda to help, but she happened to be out of the room at that moment.  I wasn't expecting what happened.

Mummy dear stood directly in front of us. 

"Helen?  Knock it off!  You're drunk!  Get your hands off her!  She's mine!"

Helen withdrew her hand in a hurry.

"Aw, c'mon Aggie?  I'm just having a little feel for Chrissake.  You can't.."

Mummy dear leaned over and put her face right in helen's and hissed venomously. "I can do any goddam thing I want to.  You're a customer - a good customer, but I don't need any shit from you.  So let go of her - and let go of her now!"

"Whooeee!"  Helen said.  "Sorry Aggie.  Honestly.  Didn't mean no harm.  Still friends?  Here, take her.."  With that she let me go.

Mummy dear pulled me to my feet.  Put her arm around my shoulder.  "Ok dear?  Don't be mad at Helen.  She's really not as bad as she seems.  Just had a little too much to drink.  You ok?"

My eyes filled with tears, but there was gratitude mixed in with the dreadful humiliation.   For though mummy dear had dropped all pretense of considering me any kind of man, she had shown me the first consideration and kindness I had seen in a long time. I felt her strong arm around me and felt protected.  Laid my head on her shoulder.

"Thank you mummy dear."  I said quietly.

"There.  There."  She said comfortingly, patting my rear through my skirt.  "C'mon. You've been a really good little girl.  Better than I'd even hoped for.  Not much more to do.  C'mon, I'll help you with this change."

While I changed into my bridesmaids dress - for that was the next outfit to be shown, I found myself becoming more and more sexually aroused.  Of course, mummy dear's hands 'accidentally' touching and caressing me had a lot to do with it, but I'll admit that the sensations as I slipped into my form fitting champagne colored satin sheath and little black, reversed bolero jacket were becoming more and more pleasurable.  It was strange, but delightful in a way, not being the one who was expected to make the advances, be the aggressor.  Towards the end of the change, I actually found myself leaning back into her arms as she fitted a new necklace around my neck.  She applied a light kiss to my neck.  I shuddered in anticipation of what might follow, but that was all she did.

With my bridesmaid's posy of flowers (silk of course) I made quite an impression on the guests.  I even surprised mummy dear as, on my own and after I had traversed the 'runway twice, I slipped the little black jacket off and, as I had seen real models do, sauntered down the carpet, carrying it carelessly slung over one shoulder.

Blushing with real pleasure I heard quite a few of the ladies clap.  It struck me then - there were no more snide remarks being made, no more wolf whistles, no hands pawing at me.  At first I thought it might have been the little fracas with Helen that had put everyone on their best behavior, but came to the conclusion that to all the ladies in the room, I was now simply regarded as a girl - and they were treating me accordingly.

Rhonda helped me into my next outfit - the grand finale - a full wedding dress, train, and veil.  It felt lovely - hell, I felt lovely.  In a swirling confection of laces, silks, satins, it felt like I was wearing a cloud.  I loved the full veil as I knew that my delight was written all over my face, yet was too shy to show it.  My train draped over my arm as Rhonda had instructed me, I made slow progress up and down the carpet a few times, everyone clapping now.

I was actually quite disappointed when mummy dear announced that the 'show' was over, that she hoped the ladies had enjoyed it - and would give her their custom, as she was now back in business.  She had put her arm around me as she spoke then, as she finished, she turned to me.  Slowly, she lifted my veil, then leaned into me and kissed me on the lips.  It wasn't a long kiss by any means, but I was thrilled.  Mummy dear was making it very plain that she liked me now - in no uncertain manner.  I was also discovering that, giving in to her had made her more attractive to me.  I got sort of weak, 'shuddery' feelings when I thought of her now - in no way unpleasant.

It took me about ten minutes to work my way back through the ladies wanting to see my dress up close or ask questions, but Rhonda and I finally made it back to the changing room.

After the exotic and sensuous feel of the clothes I had worn that afternoon, the thought of changing back into my old male clothing wasn't quite as attractive as it had been earlier.  I was prepared to do it though, and was quite surprised when Rhonda went back into the closet one more time and pulled out a black dress that she laid on the bed.

"Right sissy!  You did a bang up job!  Really!"  She said excitedly.  "I'm still picking up customers out there, so lets hurry up and get you out of that wedding gown - I want to get back as soon as I can."

I wasn't sure if the black dress was really for me, but didn't ask any questions.  Getting out of the gown was quite a lengthy process as there were all sorts of little buttons and fasteners.  I was really impressed by the amount of work that had gone into it.  Finally, however, I was back in my lingerie.

"Oh!" Rhonda said. "Better get that slip off.  It doesn't go with this.  Here, let me help, so's you don't muss your hair."

Then she gave me a petticoat, quite plain at the top but having a series of ruffled layers of some brilliant white material for a skirt.  They were entirely different from anything else I'd worn that day in that they stood out from me, not horizontally, but close.

From experience, we were working much better now so it was only seconds before I was in the black dress.  It was quite plain actually, a square neckline with a white lace trim. But it did have pretty puffy sleeves and a taffeta skirt that stuck straight out and showed all of my petticoat layers underneath it.  Trying to figure out what it was, I felt Rhonda lace up the bodice behind me, then tie me in.

I had to put medium heeled black shoes on, then Rhonda approached me with something white in her hands.  "Here.  Let's get this on over your head."

Seconds later, she was tying my apron strings behind my back, and I knew that I was in a maid's uniform.

"But I though the show was over?"  I said. 

"It is."  She answered, puzzled.

"But why this then?"  I asked, plucking nervously at my apron.

"I'd say it's pretty obvious.  There's lots of cleaning up to do, and I'd guess you've been elected.  Here.  Let's get this cap pinned on."

And in a short black dress, my petticoats flouncing up and down every step I took, the taffeta skirt crackling, my lace cap bobbing, I went back into the room to help with my assigned chores.

Some of the ladies were still standing around chatting, some even called for fresh drinks.  I'd expected to be embarrassed by my new dress.  I was, but in an entirely different way than I'd expected.  Nobody paid the slightest attention to me - at least no more than they would any other maid.  There weren't any questions asked of what my dress was made of, or comments about how pretty it was.  Now it was more like  "oh maid?  Could you freshen this drink for me please?"  "Or "sweetie?  Get my mink from the spare room. Would you?  There's a dear!"

I don't know if it was the dress or just my basic nature but, without any instruction from Rhonda or mummy dear, I knew when to curtsey and how to smile pleasantly at the ladies.  I saw mummy dear's eyes flash happily one time when she observed me.

Finally, the last of the ladies were gone.  As I'd been tidying up as they'd chatted, everything was just about done.  Dishes rinsed and in the dishwasher, napkins and tablecloths in the laundry hamper, carpet rolled up and put away.  I'd even had time to go to the changing room and hang the wedding gown up a little more carefully (Rhonda had been in quite a hurry when she put it away, and I was scared it would get crushed).

I was in two minds about Linda.  What was she going to say if she found out what mummy dear had made me do all afternoon?  I just couldn't bring myself to care though.  I just seemed to feel a heavy, sleepy, feeling overcoming me.  Luxuriating in the feel of my new clothes, I was becoming more and more reluctant to change - and anyway, Linda was not going to be home for an hour or two.

But, as always, this estimate was totally wrong.  About five, the doorbell rang.  "Get that sissy dear, would you?"  Mummy dear asked me.  I bobbed a quick curtsey and went and opened the door - to find Linda standing there, grinning at me.

"My!  Aren't we nice!"  She said, laughing.  "Whoooeee!  My husband, the maid!  Gonna curtsey for me?"

And without a seconds hesitation, I did exactly that.

She didn't seem too surprised at my appearance - or behavior.  Took a couple of steps in through the door.  Closed it behind her.  Took a hold of my shoulder, turned me around.

"Mmmmm.  Much prettier than I expected."  Here, she raised her voice a little and called out "mom!  Rhonda!  You guys have done a helluva job!"  Then she turned her attention back to me.

"Didn't know what I was going to call you.  But it sticks out a mile.  You're a Melissa!  A Melissa if ever I saw one.  Don't you agree?"

"A Melissa?"  I asked. 

"Well, you're obviously not a Chris, are you?  Not even a Christine, I'd say.  Melissa sounds just about perfect.  So?  Melissa?  Why don't you just scurry upstairs and run me a nice hot bath?  And?  While you're doing that?  Let me see you wiggle your tush, just like a little French maid should, eh?  Why don't you do that?"

And she absolutely roared when I replied "Oui mam'zelle", bobbed a quick curtsey and swished upstairs, my petticoat flouncing around me as I did so.

I had just started running her bath when she arrived in the bedroom.

"Lots of nice bubbles for me now Melissa."  She said.

I complied by pouring in an extra handful of her favorite bubble bath.

"Good girl! Now come and help me undress."

I cut down the volume of the water running into the bath, then went back into the bedroom.   She turned her back to me, so I unfastened all of the buttons at the back of her blouse then moved around her to unfasten the cuffs of the sleeves.  She was smiling at me.

"You're going to be just the best little maid.  Want to know how I can tell?"

"Yes ma'am."  I said softly.

"You're all soft and feminine.  Nice soft hands.  Submissive.  Just a natural.  Mom was right all along.  I'm really glad I listened to her."

As she was saying this, I had removed her blouse.  Then I unfastened the waistband of her skirt and picked it up from the floor after she walked out of it.  She then sat down and I took the hint and knelt and removed her shoes.  She stood up again and motioned for me to pull her full length slip up over her head.

"Better be careful of my lingerie from now on Melissa.  Being my personal maid means you'll be washing and ironing them.  Making little sewing repairs too.  You want to do all that for me, don't you Melissa?  Wear cute little uniforms like the one you've on.  Curtsey to me all the time?  Look after my clothes?  You do don't you?"

But she put a finger to my lips to stop me from answering.

"Of course you do!  Now just kneel down and loosen my garter belt - and roll my stockings down - careful now!"

Totally servile now, I knelt in front of my wife who stood in front of me wearing only bra and panties.  There was no doubt, she was all woman - but a lithe, athletic, confident specimen.  In the mirror, I saw myself in my feminine uniform, dainty apron and little lace cap, kneeling submissively, my soft white arms and hands, slowly rolling the nylons down her muscled legs, my petticoats forced up revealing my lace edged satin panties.  She was smiling down at me: possessively, not unkindly.

I was just removing the last stocking from her foot when suddenly, she put both her arms under my armpits and lifted me to my feet. Then started pushing me backwards towards the bed.  Flustered, I  reacted by pushing back against her, but immediately knew that she was too strong for me.  She knew it too. Smiled at me, then forced me back onto the bed and straddled me.  Before I knew it, my panties were down around my knees, my petticoats up in the air, and she was fitting herself around my erection.  I started to spasm.

"Don't   you   dare  come!" She ordered.  "Wait until I give you permission."

"I don't know if I can help it."  I admitted weakly.

"You'd better!"  She warned.  "If you do?  I'll just put you over my knee and give you a damn good spanking!"

I started to shudder.  Couldn't help it.  Felt my ejaculation begin.

"Shit!"  She said, jumping up from me.  "Now look at the mess you've made of your lingerie Melissa!  Now go into the bathroom and wipe yourself off.  Then come back here."

"I didn't mean to, Linda.  Honest.  I just couldn't stop."

She nodded understandingly.  "Yeah.  You've probably been sexed up all day.  I should have thought of that.  Shouldn't have threatened to spank you.  That probably was to much for you.  But I said I would, and I can't have you thinking I won't carry out my threats.  So hurry up and get back here.  You can pull your panties up."

Quickly I followed her instructions.  Rushed into the bathroom and used a handful of tissues to wipe myself clean.  Then I pulled my panties back into position, went back into the room where she sat at the edge of the bed waiting for me.  Slowly, I went to her, then draped myself over her knees.

She didn't waste any time.  My dress hem and petticoats were lifted and I received a hard slap on my panties.  It stung!

I started to cry about the sixth spank.  She gave me a couple more, then let me get up.  "Ok Melissa.  You can go and take care of the bath now.  Once you're finished there, you can look out some fresh lingerie for me, then lay out that red two piece suit on the bed.  Check my red high heeled shoes and make sure there are no scuff marks on them.  Get my red clutch handbag and change all the stuff out of the purse I used today.  Then?  Go and wash your face!  I don't like to see girls with their mascara all run."

As I finished topping off her bath, I did get a glimpse of my face in the mirror, even though it was starting to steam up.  I looked bedraggled and weepy.  Not attractive at all.  I hoped that Rhonda wasn't going to leave too early - she could maybe help me freshen my makeup.  I did comb my hair and re-adjust my cap to look a little more attractive.

Linda came in as I finished.  She had taken her bra and panties off and was totally nude.  It was the first time I'd ever seen her that way, she'd always struck me as being very shy in front of other people.  She seemed to read my expression.  "I'll admit to being a little shy in front of men."  She told me.  "But you're my maid now.  Right?  And girls don't mind other girls seeing them this way.  Here, help me into the bath."

I gave her a hand as she slowly entered the hot water.

"Very good Melissa.  You got the temperature just right. Mmmmmm.  You can go look out the stuff I told you now.  There's a girl."

I gave her a pretty curtsey and started to leave the bathroom.

"Oh yes!  Come back in a half hour.  You can help me dress then."

I bobbed a short curtsey this time and hurried out into the bedroom to do her bidding.  If I hurried, maybe Rhonda would help repair my makeup before I was needed again.

I needn't have hurried.  Rhonda was taken aback at my weepy eyes and messed up mascara, then realized the probable cause. 

"Did something to piss Linda off, did we?"  She asked rhetorically.  "C'mon.  Let's get you repaired.  Is that what you want?"

I nodded shyly.  "Thought you might be gone.  Didn't want to try it myself."  I admitted.

She shrugged.  "Nah.  I'm gonna stay the night.  But it's time you started doing more of your own makeup.  But get that face washed first. Eh?"

Freshly made up - some of by my own hands, I reported back to Linda in plenty of time.  I warmed up some nice fluffy towels for her, then dried her off after she stepped out of the bath.  Then I powdered her.

It really felt strange, putting her bra on for her.

"Normally I'll do this myself."  She told me.  "But I wanted to see how it felt having a maid fit my breasts into the cups.  Kinda nice.  Maybe I'll have you do it again some time."  She said this as I fastened the little clasps at the back.  Then I knelt down and opened her panties for her to step into.  Then she pulled her own slip over her head.  

"I'll do the rest Melissa.  But while I'm doing this, run down and get mom and Rhonda.  Ask them to come up and talk to me, would you please?  You come with them too."

I bobbed a quick curtsey and hurried downstairs to do her bidding.  When the three of us got back, she had all of her underwear on and a lacy negligee.  She was sitting at the dressing table facing into the mirror.

"Yo Rhonda!  Hi mom!.  Grab chairs.  Melissa?  Come and brush my hair please while I talk to these ladies."  She held a hairbrush out to me.  Quickly I started drawing the brush down through her long lustrous hair.

"Stand to one side girl!" She said briskly.  "Are you stupid!  I want to be able to see these ladies while I talk to them."

Blushing at the rebuke I stepped aside and she twisted her body a little to aid her view into the mirror.

"Got to admit it mom.  You were right all along.  He does make a darling little maid - and submissive?  My!  The little darling just falls on his - gotta stop that! - Her back with just the slightest shove.  And Rhonda?  You've done a really great job.  I mean, I couldn't believe it when I came home - she's so pretty!  So here's what I'm going to do.  Melissa?"

"Yes ma'am"  I said.

"I'm going out for a little while tonight.  I'm going to bring a lady friend home for a stay with us.  Her name is Joanne and I'll expect you to be extremely interested in looking after her.  Understand?"

"Oh yes ma'am.  But where will she be sleeping?"

"Here.  In this room.  Where do you think?"

"But .. But  ...?"

"But what!"

"Begging your pardon ma'am...?"

"Oh."  She interrupted.  "You want to know where you're going to sleep?  Is that it?"

I nodded.

"Guess mom never told you.  You'll be sleeping in the maid's room from now on."

"The.. The.. Maids .. Room?"  I stammered.

"The room where you did all your changes today.  Where all your pretty clothes are."   Mummy dear broke in.  "Then she added.  "You do like it, yes? I mean I went to a lot of trouble to make it all nice and feminine for you."

"But my real clothes?"  I asked of no one in particular.

"The ones in that closet in that room are your real ones now." Linda said sharply - also your uniforms."

"Uni...?"  I started.

"Your maid's uniforms!  Now say 'thank you to mom for going to all that trouble to decorate it for you."

I was finding it difficult to breathe.  I could actually feel my breasts rise and fall as I tried hard to control myself.  I did manage to squeeze out a gargled "Thank you mummy dear.  It's very nice.  Thank you."  Then I turned my next question to Linda again.

"I've to be a maid?"

"Well - at least some of the time."  She answered, giving my hopes a little boost.  But then she dashed them completely.

"I suppose I'd may as well fill you in."  Linda said, a little reluctantly.  "So just stand there like a good girl and brush my hair - I'll tell you all you need to know.  But not one peep out of you.  Understand?"

I nodded and went back to working on her hair.

"See?"  She started.  "Mom and me - well we've both always liked kinda feminine men.  Mom because she likes to screw them - make them into little girly-boys.  Now I actually prefer my sex with girls, but like to, sometimes, have a man handy - if they're nice and obedient, they're better than a vibrator."  I heard the other women laugh at this.

She looked at me in the mirror.  "So here's the deal.  When I'm home?  You're my little personal maid.  When I'm not?  Then you'll be mom's assistant.  Help her with her sewing.  Do the housework of course.  She might even let you out of wearing a maid's uniform - but that's between you and her."

"But what about my job?"  I asked.

"Aren't you listening?"  She barked.  "I've just described your job.  You belong to this house.  You'll be a maid for me and any young lovelies I bring home - and a companion for mom - and if it so happens that Rhonda needs help at her shop?  Why, you'll help there as well - be her shampoo girl, or whatever."

“Why are you being so cruel Linda?”  I asked.

She shook her head.   “Dear?  If you’d been more of a man?  I’d have backed you.  I mean, I kept trying to tell you to stand up for yourself.  But you didn’t, did you.  You’ve let yourself be converted into something that’s just going to be too handy for us three ladies.  I’m sorry, but you made your own choices here.  Don’t blame us.  Don’t even think of that!”

I kept on brushing her hair as if I was a robot, my mind close to bursting.  I couldn’t see any flaw in what she had said.

Then Mummy dear spoke to Linda.  "You and Joanne going to be gone most of the day tomorrow?"

"Yes mom.  Why?  Linda responded.

"Why?  I was just thinking of how cute Melissa looked in his – her - wedding gown this afternoon.  Rhonda's agreed to stay overnight to make him real pretty again tomorrow."

"You're having another show tomorrow?"  I blurted.

Mummy dear laughed.  "Oh no Melissa.  This is just a sort of private show - just for me.  After Rhonda goes off to work?  Why me and Melissa  will have our own little ceremony - and before Linda gets home with her girlfriend?  Why Melissa will have been my little bride for real.”  She turned to me.  “ Won't that be fun, eh?"

The end


REDUCTION IN STATUS

She startled me by coming into my study without knocking.  She looked different somehow, then I realized that I was seeing her wearing something other than her housekeeper dress for the first time.  I noticed how attractive she was.  Raven hair falling in waves to her shoulders, a beautiful tan, flashing dark eyes, and brilliant white teeth that were smiling at me.  There wasn't much warmth in the smile though - it was somewhat predatory to tell the truth.

She wore a white blouse, short sleeved, and a long flowing skirt of some silk mix, patterned in light and dark gray rectangles.  She walked confidently over to the desk where I was sitting. As she came towards me I gave her my coldest look.  "Didn't hear you knock, Adrienne."  I said. 

"Perfectly understandable."  She said, hitching her skirt up and perching herself on the corner of my desk.  "I didn't."

"I don't know what this is in aid of."  I blurted.  "But I'm busy.  If you need any instructions on anything you'd better talk to Helene."

"Your wife isn't here right now.  She's taken Edwina down to the village for something or other." She replied. "And anyway, this is between you and me.  Something we'd better get settled."

"I'm not used to 'settling' things with housekeepers."  I said coldly.

"Well today you'd better get used to it, because you and I are going to have a matter decided between us.  For sure!"  She said.

Reaching in her pocket, she pulled out what appeared to be a piece of bright yellow ribbon, about a half inch wide and two feet long, tied at one end to what appeared to be a gold circle.  I couldn't tell what exactly as she was twirling it around her finger as she stared at me.  I felt my mouth going dry.  "Well?  What is it!  What do we have to get settled. Eh?  Hurry up woman!  I've work to do!"

She stopped twirling the thing, which let me identify it as a hoop earring.  Gold, about an inch in diameter.  It also had one of these old fashioned 'screw' arrangements that was used to affix it to the ear.  She started threading the screw portion back, staring at me all the while.

"You've been saying bad things to madame about me.  And I want it to stop.  And I want it to stop now!"  she said.

"I don't know what you're talking about."  I said, but with little conviction, because what she said was true.

"Yes you do - and it's not only about me.  You've been tattling on Edwina too.  Think we don't know?"

I drew myself up in my chair.  "This is my house.  She's just the maid, and you're just the housekeeper.  I'm the boss here, and I can say anything I want to about you - or your friend Edwina."

She was laughing at me. "Yes.  You own the house, but 'boss'?  Don't make me laugh.  Madame's the boss, no question about it."

I started to speak, but she held up a commanding hand, smiling.

"Think that me and Edwina didn't hear madame spank you the other night?  Those nice firm slaps, and the little girlish squeals from you.  Think we didn't notice how red and puffy your eyes were from crying later on?  You're the boss?  In a pigs eye!"

I was thunderstruck.  I'd had no idea that the spanking I'd got had been heard by the two servants.  While I was sorting this out, Adrienne was leaning over the desk towards me, the earring in her hand.

"Stay still just a sec."  She said.

Accustomed as I am to obeying any command from a woman’s mouth, I sat still long enough to let her do as she intended, which was to screw the clamp down on to the lobe of my ear, the ribbon now dangling down my front.

"Ow!"  I said as the pressure increased.  "What are you doing!"

She didn't say anything, just reached into her pocket to pull out the other earring - with an identical piece of ribbon.  Started leaning in towards me again.  "Turn your head a little, so's I can get this on."  she said.  

Dazed, I started doing as I was told, then put my hand up to start unscrewing the other.  She was incredibly fast.  Picking up a wooden ruler from my desk, she gave me a sharp rap over the knuckles.

"Ooh ooh ooh ow!" I cried.

"Just behave!"  She said tersely, screwing down the clamp on my other lobe.  She gathered both ribbons into her right hand.  Stood up - then gave a sharp tug on them.  I let out a howl and jumped to my feet.

"What are you doing?"  I said, nearly in tears with the pain.

"Explaining something to you in the only language you seem to understand.  Come around to this side of the desk"  she commanded, leading me by the ribbons .  "Then kick off your shoes, and remove your socks."  

"Eh?"

Again I howled as she tugged at the ribbons.. She didn't say anything this time, but I quickly got the point.  Kicked off my shoes, then bent down to remove my socks.

"Better!"  She said crisply.  Now take off that stupid smoking jacket.  Throw it over the chair there." 

Quickly, I did as instructed.

"Now, all your other clothes. Get them off!"

It only took another tug or two on my ear lobes, before I stood in front of my tormentor, stark naked.  She made me stand still then walked around me, commenting. " Oh, what nice, soft, white skin.  And what a nice plump little ass, all quivery and pink.  Don't have much in the way of manly equipment, do you - but these are nice little breasts you have.  See what happens when you don't exercise?  What happens when you don't work at anything?  You get all soft and plump and girlish.  What are you?"  She gave the ribbons a little tug as a reminder.

"Soft and plump .. and girlish."  I whimpered.

"Very good!  Now get down on your hands and knees.  There.  That's it!"

She hiked up her skirt and straddled my back.  Let the skirt fall back into place, except she put the front over my face.

"Now miss piggy.  How's about a little piggyback ride, eh?  Make nice little piggy squeals now - go eek eek eek!"

With that, she started giving my rump sharp little taps with the ruler while I trotted around the floor  'eeking' and squeaking.  She had a great time, giggling and laughing.

Actually she helped me quite a lot.  I'd never have been able to carry her for any length of time, but she kept most of her weight off me, by having her feet take most of the load. Finally, she 'reined' me to a stop.

"Well miss piggy.  Feel like talking to me now?  Or would you rather get your clothes on first?"

"Can I put my clothes on, please Adrienne?"

"Of course, little miss piggy.  Let's go!"

With that, she rode me again, but rather than back towards my clothes lying on the chair she forced me out of my study and down the hall into Edwina's room.  There, she let me stand up. 

" Let's get you dressed then,"  she said.  With that, she handed me a pair of black satin, lace edged panties that had been lying on the bed beside what looked like a pile of ladies lingerie.  

I paused for a second, but she made a motion with the wooden ruler that she'd kept with her.  Quickly, I stepped into the panties and pulled them up.  Then she pulled something else from the bed.  "Turn and face away from me"  she said  "and lift your arms."

I did, and she wrapped something that stretched from just above my privates to just under my armpits, and all the way around me.  It was a firm kind of material, although it had a flourish of lace ruffles around the bust line.

"This is a merry widow corset."  She said.  "Wait until you see what it does to your figure.  Might squeeze you a little - but you'll look so good, it'll be worth it.  Just take deep breaths in when I tell you."

Squeeze didn't even come close to describe the feeling that the corset imparted.  It was like being in a vice, with her giggling and laughing every time she'd get another bit tightened in.  Finally she admitted she couldn't get another inch.  Tied the laces at the back into a firm bow, then hooked some other fasteners, totally enclosing me in my corset

Quickly then, she pulled my panties down, adjusted the stocking support straps that hung from the base of the corset through my panty legs, then pulled the panties back into position.  Next had me put on a pair of black mesh nylons.  Then she paraded me over to the mirror.

"See what a sweet little girl you make?  Aren't you pretty?"

From the neck down, she was right.  I looked like a woman.  Even my breasts had been squeezed up into showing what could reasonably be assumed to be real cleavage.

"Better get your dress on, don't you think?"  She said, opening up the back of a black silk dress.  "Here, step into this."

Obediently, I did as I had been told.  Stood there meekly, and allowed myself to be enclosed on one of Edwina's uniforms, for that's what it was.

"Well that's a nice surprise."  She said, stepping back to see me.  "Fits you really well.  Guess that you and she are about the same size - though she's solid muscle, where you're all soft and squashy.  But I think it needs a half slip, don't you?" 

I just stared at her.

"Don't you?" She repeated.

"Yes Adrienne."  I said humbly.

"Very good! Now hike up your dress and step into this then."

And I lifted my feet one at a time, and stepped into the black nylon, lace edged half slip.  

She pulled it up over my thighs, then had me drop the hem of the dress back over it.

"Much better.  More ladylike?  What do you think?"  She asked.

"Oh yes!"  I responded.

She nodded, gave me a nice smile.  "See how much happier I am when you behave properly.  Talk nicely?"

I smiled at her in return.  It wasn't much of a smile but she nodded approvingly.

"Let's get the rest of your stuff on then.  Your apron and cap.  Hope these shoes fit you.  You shouldn't have any trouble walking in them, the heels aren't very high."  was her next comment.

A few minutes later, I stood in front of her in full maid's regalia.  Black dress, high around the neck with a small frill.  White cuffs on the half length sleeves.  White lace serving apron.  Matching white lace cap with a wide black ribbon.

Then she sat me down.  Applied a little lipstick, mascara, and blusher.

"There! That's better."  She smiled. "Not bad, I must admit.  I figured you for a real sissy, but didn't know you'd make such a nice looking girl.  Wonder what Edwina'd say if she found you in her clothes.  Wonder what she'd do?"

A pensive look came into her eyes. "She was so mad when she heard what you had been saying about us that she wanted to come and beat you up there and then."

"But I didn't say anything.." I lied desperately.

"You want to tell madame that she's a liar?"

I gazed at her in horror.  Helene had told them?  Oh god!

Adrienne went back to her musing.

"Yeah.  Wonder what Edwina would do if she found you like this?  She likes girls you know.  Maybe she'd want you for her little girlfriend?  Take you to her bed?   Bet she'd make you squeal alright.  Put you in a little nightie.  You'd have a real nice time."

I shuddered with fright.  "Please Adrienne.  I'm sorry for what I said to Helene.  Honest."

"Will you say that to her?"

"Oh yes!  Honest!"

She didn't say any more.  Stood in thought for a minute.  I was starting to panic.  What would I do if Helene and Edwina got back from the village and caught me dressed the way I was?  Finally she nodded.  Came over to me and untied the ribbons from the earrings.  Slackened the clamp screws back a little.

"Oh thank you Adrienne." I said gratefully.  That feels so much better!"  I didn't try and take them off though, I was so totally cowed by this time.

She smiled nicely at me again. "Follow me."  She said, and led me back to the main part of the house, to Helene's office.  I wondered why she knocked on the door.  Habit, I guessed.  Was totally shocked to hear Helene's voice.

"Yes?  Who is it?"

"Adrienne ma'am.  May I come in?"

"I'm surprised you're still here Adrienne"  came the rather cool response, "but yes, come in if you must."

Stunned, but compliant, I allowed Adrienne to take hold of my upper arm, open the door, and steer me into Helene's study, shutting the door gently behind us.  Helene was sitting at her desk looking as if she was writing checks.  She was glaring at Adrienne as we came in, then saw me.  I'll swear she didn't recognize me.

"Who's this?"  She started.  Then a glint came to her eye as she took me in.

"Well, well, well.  What do we have here?  Mmmm?"  She said, getting up from her desk and coming over to us.  She then circled us, lifting the back of my dress all the way up to reveal my panties and corset straps.

"Quite remarkable!  I'd imagine that he didn't volunteer?"  She asked Adrienne.  "How did you manage it.  Some kind of blackmail?"

"Oh no ma'am!"  Adrienne said, shocked.  "I wouldn't do anything like that.  I just .. convinced.. him .. sort of."

"Well.  I can't say I'm really surprised.  I just never thought of him in a dress - though come to think of it, it's probably appropriate."  Saying this, Helene walked back to her chair and sat down.

"Adrienne?  It's obvious that you've got something on your mind, so take a chair. "You?"  She said, turning to me.  Go and stand by the door."

I walked back to the door.  Heard her speak .  "Now face me again.  That's right.  Now take your left hand in your right. Good!  Now just hold your hands there, in front of your lap - and don't speak until I tell you."

She turned back to Adrienne.  "Well, I must say this has been entertaining, and I'm grateful for a little fun now and then.  But what's on your mind?"

Adrienne spoke up.  Certainly not with the tone she'd been using on me.  Obviously recognizing that Helene was her superior.

"It's like this ma'am.  After hearing what he'd said about me and Edwina, we were pretty mad.  Me especially since you fired me. I figured he didn't understand what a maid has to go through.  Thought I'd give him a little taste of it - told him you were down in the village with Edwina - then have him tell you he was sorry."  She turned to me  "and you are sorry, aren't you?"

"Yes.." I started. 

"Be quiet!"  Helene hissed at me. "I didn't give you permission.  Just be quiet!"

I stood there, mouth agape.  The rebuke passed right over my head as I recognized that the situation had taken a new turn. This woman who'd made my life hell for over an hour had been fired!

"What do you mean 'what he said'"  Helene asked.  What are you talking about?"

"Well ma'am.  If I may remind you? You told us about the mean things he'd said, then you fired me!"

Helene responded quickly.  "I didn't fire you because of what he said.  When did I ever listen to his opinion?  You bloody nincompoop!  I fired you because you're too damned independent.  I told you that.  I don't need other bossy women in the house - I'm the only boss here."

"But I thought.." Adrienne started,

"I don't give a tinkers damn what you thought."  Helene roared.  "I fired you.  He didn't have a thing to do with it, so your idea was worthless."  Then a strange look came over her face.  She picked up the phone and made a call.  I didn't hear too much of what she said, but she hung up smiling. "Well, maybe not worthless altogether."  She turned back to me.

"You!  When I talk to you, you'll restrict your answers to 'yes'm' or 'no'm'.  When I open up a new topic of conversation, you will take the sides of your dress in each hand and curtsey.  If you're going to dress like a bloody maid, you'll act like one.  Understand?"

"Yes'm"  I answered, curtseying and blushing furiously.

She leaned back in her chair.  Smiled at me.

"I'm going to call you Elizabeth for the time being.  More appropriate, don't you agree?"

"Yes'm"  

"Not that it would matter whether you agree or not.  I mean, maids opinions aren't worth very much - maybe to other maids, but certainly not to me."  She smiled again. "So Elizabeth, do you like wearing women's clothes?  Like looking pretty in lipstick and mascara?"

"No'm"  I said.  "I think.."

"Be quiet Elizabeth.  Just stick to no'm and yes'm  like a good little maid.  Now come over here and stand in front of my desk."

As I walked back to where she'd indicated, she started writing a check.  Tore it from the book after she had recorded it.  Held it out towards Adrienne.

"You're still fired you know, but here's a little bonus over and above your severance.  Is it enough?"

Adrienne took it, looked at it.  A wide grin crossed her face.  "More than generous ma'am.  But I'd still like to stay on.."

"No.  I appreciate you wanting that, but I've got other plans.  Have you finished your packing yet?"

Although obviously pleased with her check, Adrienne looked a little put down at having her request refused. "Almost ma'am.  Just a few little odds and ends."

"Fine."  Helene said.  "Just set for a minute or two while I discuss something with Elizabeth here."

"I just called Sherry"  she said, turning back to me.  "Invited her over here for dinner.  She'll be staying over, because I've asked her to initiate a couple of business items that pertain to you."

She didn't expect a reply, so I said nothing.  She nodded approvingly.

"I've asked her to draw up papers for you to sign tonight.  You'll be signing the house over to me.  You'll also be signing a contract as a maid in my employ.  You'll have a six day week, Sundays off.  I'll start you at twenty percent over the minimum wage.  You'll be fed, and I'll pay for your uniforms.  As to underwear and to other things that a girl needs, you can buy  yourself - or better yet, get Edwina to buy  for you.  I don't suppose she'll be any too happy finding you in her stuff, but as long as you pay her for them, she should be satisfied."

Panic stricken, I curtseyed.  "Ma'am?  May I ask a question?"

"No Elizabeth.  You may not.  There's another thing.  You are going to mend your fences with Edwina.  She's going to be your boss now, so I'd strongly suggest that you do as she says."

I curtsied, desperate.  "Ma'am?  Please?"

"I'll allow this question of yours, but just this once.  Disobey me again, and I'll make sure that Edwina gets instructions to train you in such a fashion that you won't misbehave any more."

"Thank you ma'am.  I just wanted to say that I'm your husband.  You own half the house anyway. Why should I sign it over?  It's been in my family for ages.."

"Elizabeth?  For one thing, it would be too awkward having a maid that owned half of my house - so I'm going to divorce you.  Then, once the divorce is final, I'll own the whole house, and you'll be one of my maids - and as long as you work hard, I'll keep you on.  Doesn't that sound just wonderful?  It does to me."

She turned to Adrienne.  "You can answer this better than anyone.  D'you think that Edwina would maybe take Elizabeth here on as her girlfriend?"

"Funny you ask ma'am."  Adrienne said.  "I was just talking about the very same thing myself a little while ago."

"See?"  Helene said to me.  "I've got to divorce you.  You won't contest it, will you?  I mean after all.  What normal woman would want to stay married to a man who dresses up as a maid, and is the housekeepers girlfriend? What would the people in the village say?"

"Please?" I stammered.  Helene held her hand up.

"Elizabeth?  I want you to go and help Adrienne finish her packing.  That way, when the taxi comes back from the village, she’ll be ready to take it.  Tell Edwina from me, that she can move her stuff to Adrienne's room as soon as she wants.  You'll help her if necessary.  Then you'll come and remove all of the men's clothes in my bedroom.  Parcel them up for the Red Cross - you won't be needing them any more, because you'll be moving into Edwina's room immediately it becomes available.  Edwina's now the housekeeper - you're the maid."  And tonight?  When Sherry comes?  Help her unpack and make sure she's comfortable."

I was standing, my hands clasped as she'd told me.  Tears were running down my face, but I made no sound.  Helene got up again.  Walked around the desk.  Put a comforting arm around my shoulder. 

"Elizabeth?  It's all for the best.  You know you never liked making decisions.  You were never happy playing the man's role.  Now you never need to worry about these things again.  And here, I'll tell you what.  If you act happy in your work - and be sweet and feminine, I might promote you to being my personal maid.  That way you'll have the prettiest aprons and the work won't be so hard.  Doesn't that sound nice?"

I never got the chance to answer.  Just then we heard the crunch of gravel in the driveway at the entry gate.  Helene looked out of the window.

"There's the taxi now.  Elizabeth?  Run down and tell the taxi driver to wait, please?  Then ask Edwina to come up and see me. Then go  and help Adrienne pack.  Help carry her bags down to the taxi. Off you go now.  There's a girl!"

"Thank you ma'am."  I whispered, curtsied, and hurried off to do her bidding.

The end


SLEEPOVER

"Philip!  Would you just take your pills!  How do you ever expect to grow up to be big and strong like your sister if you don't do as I tell you?"

"But Doris?  I've been taking them for MONTHS now and I swear that they're not doing me any good!"  I looked up at her and felt my eyes fill with tears.

"Would you take a gander at THAT?"  Dallas snorted.  "I think Philippa is going to cry – again mom!  Damn sissy!"

My stepmother and step sister looked at me mockingly.  My dad was dead for some time and I seemed to have fallen under the women's control more and more.  Although Dallas – my sister, was about the same size as me, there was no doubt as to me being the weakest - and she bullied me unmercifully, both physically and mentally.  Doris, my stepmother, pretended to treat us both equally, but that was total bullshit.  Dallas could do no wrong – and I could do nothing right.

"But Doris!  These pills are goddamn dumb!  I'm NOT getting any stronger and. ."

Dallas punched me lightly on the shoulder.  It hurt and I started to cry.  This stopped my talking for enough time for her to interrupt.

"That's another thing mom!  Philippa's language is NOT nice!  Far too many goddamn cuss words!  And she shows NO respect for you at all mom!"

I gawped at her nonsense!  She swore ALL the time!  And I'd been calling my stepmother 'Doris' for years!

To my amazement, Doris nodded agreeably.  "She's right you know, Philip!  Your language has become deplorable!  Not nice at all!  On top of that?  I think you should call me 'Mummy' all the time now.  It sounds MUCH nicer!"

"But Doris!  She keeps calling me by a girl's name! Swears ALL the time  and - oooh oooh oooh!"  I started to cry in earnest as Dallas really punched me on the upper arm.

"WHAT did mom tell you to call her from now on?" She was snarling.

I hugged my sore arm.  "Mummy?"

"That's a good little girl!  Now you can say what you were going to say!"

I kept a careful look on Dallas as I spoke again.

"But mummy? Dallas swears ALL the time!  It’s not FAIR!"

Doris shook her head. "Honestly Philip!  Just listen to yourself!  Whining and crying like a girl!  It's no wonder that Dallas teases you a little."  She smiled fondly at her daughter before continuing.  "She's just a natural tomboy.  Very HARD to control. On the other hand, I've got high hopes for you.  You're sweet and gentle.  Nice to have around the house.  Nice company for your mummy."

I looked at her helplessly. Some months before, I had been stupid enough to let Dallas taunt me into a physical wrestling match, which she'd won easily.  Doris had found us, me pinned to the floor by Dallas's knees while she straddled me and mocked me for being such a sissy.

Doris had pretended that this type of situation couldn't be allowed to go on.  Had gotten some 'strength' diet from somewhere or someone.  Swore that the pills would increase my muscle power and strength.  I wasn't too sure. For the first few weeks, maybe a month, I'd believed her, but I'd gradually felt that I was getting weaker.  When I'd brought this to her attention, she'd simply increased the amount of pills – and I gradually got weaker and weaker.  Started to cry a lot – which made Dallas openly refer to me as Philippa and tease me even further.  I was getting suspicious looking swellings on my breasts and they were getting awfully tender.

At this point though, Dallas raised my hopes.  She looked at her mom.  "You know mom?  I don't think those pills ARE doing Philippa any good."

Doris raised her eyebrows in surprise.  "You don't?"

"No.  Obviously, he needs more!  I'll swear he's turning into a little girl more and more. Even embarrasses me at school!"

"I don't want any more, mummy?  Please?"  I said plaintively.

She reacted immediately.  "Honestly Philip!  I'll increase your dosage tomorrow. I wish you'd SEE that your big sister only has your best interests at heart.  She just commented the other day how wonderful you were!"

I looked at her in astonishment.   "That was the week end I had to stay in the house and clean up her room and do HER chores!"

"Yes!"  she enthused.  "And you did the housework SO well!"

"Yah!  Looked SO cute in the pretty little apron you had for him!"  Dallas laughed.  "But mom?  I wish you'd make him behave at school!"

We were both about to graduate from high school – a thing that made me very glad because Dallas was making my life miserable there as well – constantly teasing me and making me look small.  My dad had bought me a motor cycle – a small one – before he died, but somehow I seemed to have lost the little muscle power to even drive it – whereas Dallas could handle it easily. So I suffered the ignominy of having to ride pillion behind my sister while she drove us both to school – and oh – the mocking glances she'd shoot my way as she often roared off once she had dropped me.  You see, her mother had dictated in no uncertain terms that Dallas MUST drive slowly, when I was behind her.  Too much speed might be dangerous for me.  

Naturally, she made this well known to all the girls – and they all just loved to tease me.  The boys would have as well, but Dallas and her tough friends had formed a kind of gang and they let it be known that they were 'protecting' me – so I was held in contempt by the tough boys, while even the weaker ones thought it best to leave me alone, and so my only company other than my only friend Andrew – who was young brother to one of Dallas's gang – were little feminine girls.  I really didn't want their company, but couldn't seem to avoid them as they seemed to make a point of clustering about me.  Accordingly, I spent much of my last year in school in the company of girls – another reason I was taunted by Dallas and put on my special diet by her mom.

Doris spoke to me.  "Yes Philip! Dallas DOES have a point you know!  How can you expect Dallas to treat you like a boy when you seem to hang out with little girls every time I pass the school.  Even wear pretty aprons to do the housework here.  I can SEE why she thinks that you're girlish."

"But Doris!" I started to complain, forgetting what I'd been told.

Then my sister actually spanked me!  Just grabbed me and dragged me to a close chair.  Put me over her knees and without any formalities, started to spank me, despite my cries and entreaties.  I heard Doris – mummy – make some weak complaint that she shouldn't – be spanking her brother – it probably wasn't right - but it didn't stop Dallas. While she spanked me she made sure that I agreed that Doris should be 'Mummy' from that moment on and that, yes, I deserved to be spanked for being naughty.  When she finally let me get to my feet, mummy then put salt in the wound by looking at me accusingly.

"I do wish you'd stop aggravating your sister!  I think you should say that you're sorry!"

My face stained with tears, I humbly faced Dallas and said how sorry I was for upsetting her.  She pointed to the carpet a foot or so in front of her.  "Stand here!"  She said.

Obediently, I went and stood.  Looked at her softly and weakly.

"You going to be a good little Philippa from now on?"  She asked me sternly.

"Yes Dallas."

"SAY IT!"

"I'll be a good little Philippa from now on!"

"No more unladylike language?"

"No Dallas.  I'll talk nicely."

"Better!  Now I have that party tonight.  Why don't you go and make sure my room is cleaned out, huh?"

I blinked.  "But I cleaned your room out earlier on Dallas.  Honest!  I knew you were having a sleepover with your friends tonight and I did it early!  Andrew's supposed to be coming over.  I'm to stay with him  . . ."

"Philippa!  Will you stop annoying your sister?  For goodness sake! I can understand why she needs to spank you.  Go and put your apron on and stop being naughty!"  Mummy was glaring at me.

I had managed to stop crying. Now I started again. "Mummy?  I'm not a girl!"

She looked at me tauntingly.  "Well!  I don't think you can blame me for forgetting you're a boy, can you?  Crying all the time when Dallas gives you a little love tap.  Dithering all the time when she tells you that her room needs cleaning! If you're going to act like a soft little girl, I think you should see that people will treat you like one!"

Dallas broke in.  "Philippa?  You're aggravating mom now!  Honestly!  Do you WANT another spanking?  Is that it?"  Dallas was grinning at her mother now, but pretending to be annoyed with me.

"Please don't Dallas. I'm sorry." I said, almost weeping with fright.

"Honestly!  He's more and more like a girl!  Wait a minute!"  Mummy grinned back sardonically at her daughter. "I have an idea!"  She left the room.

I stood there helplessly, with Dallas smirking at me.  A few seconds later, mummy came back with a diaphanous apron.  "Here!" she said, slipping it over my head. "A lot of girls would be jealous at seeing you in a lovely apron like this, would want one for themselves."

Dallas looked disappointed.  "But that's the apron he's been wearing mom.  What idea was it you had?"

"Wait until I get the ties all in a pretty bow!" Mummy said. Doing exactly that as she tied me in.  Then she spoke to me.

"You've been a naughty little girl – haven't you Philippa?"

I knew when I was licked.  "Yes mummy."

"And what do naughty little girls do to show that they are sorry?"

I looked at her confused.  "I'm sorry mummy.  I don't know."

"They curtsey and apologize prettily.  Isn't that what they do, Dallas?"

My sister grinned with the realization of my further shame.  "Yes!  Never thought of that mom.  Bet that Philippa will curtsey as nicely as we could wish!"

There was nothing left for me to do.  It took a little while for me to learn how to curtsey properly, but finally I curtsied both women in turn, my apron held in both hands as I lisped an apology.  Finally, they relented and let me go to do my chores.

I say that they were my chores but in all honesty, they were more like Dallas's and mummy's tasks – things that they had sometimes hired a young girl to do but now, I could see with a sinking heart that they were to become mine and I wondered how much spare time I would have, but I knew better to complain as I did laundry and beds and vacuumed floors.  Nervously, I kept eying the clock.  Andrew was coming by in his car to pick me up and yet I still had my packing to do and neither of the women would give me any time to myself. I'd just finish one task, when they'd think up another and the day was passing.  To make things worse, Dallas made me curtsey her all the time now.

Mummy made dinner, but I had to tidy up.  I finally thought I had time to pack when Dallas gave me something else to do.  Make some sewing repairs to her lingerie then iron it.  Naturally, I had to start it immediately.

I wanted to cry again.  It was far too much for me to finish quickly – and then her friends started to come by for her sleepover.  Both mummy and Dallas giggled when they made me answer the door in my apron – then "in fun" asked me to greet the guests with pretty curtseys.  She had two type of friends.  The rough, tough, ones like her and the soft, clingy, girls who fluttered around the tougher ones.  The tough ones sneered at the sissy.  The girly ones all giggled and said how cute I was.  They all looked askance as Dallas would send me back to sew her lingerie, then iron it.  She made a great show of examining everything I did.

Then one of the girly girls said that my fingernails looked nice – but certainly not suitable for fine lingerie.  Dallas, mummy, and her tough friends all laughed as the feminine girls all crowded around me, then filed and polished my nails a deep crimson, despite my weak attempts to break away.

Now, I was being openly addressed as Philippa – the sissy - with Dallas 'suggesting' that – maybe – I should wear a dress!  One of the girly-girls had called to say she couldn't make it and one of her 'tougher' friends wanted a dance partner.  Wouldn't I be the PERFECT fill in – if I was just dressed properly?

Then Mummy broke in. "Remember that pink party dress I bought for you – and you didn't like it – said it was TOO feminine, and they wouldn't take it back because I bought it on sale?  I bet that Philippa is almost a perfect fit!"

"Please mummy?" I pleaded.

"Would you just listen to HER?" She giggled. "A grown boy objecting to wearing a pretty dress, because he doesn't have the proper lingerie?"  She smiled at me.  "I'll just bet that Dallas wouldn't object to lending you some of hers!  After all – you'd be doing HER a favor!"

The tough girls all laughed at this then turned me over to the girly girls.  A little while later, I was introduced back, now in a frilly pink party dress, with a peroxide wig and fully made up.  They even mocked at my antics in the high heeled shoes I wore.  Agreed that there was no way that you could EVER tell that I was a boy and took a great delight in lifting my crinolines to show off my satin panties and stockings.

I heard the door bell chiming but was being danced by Dallas's friend at the time and, as no one seemed to expect me to answer the door, stayed in the embrace of my partner.

Then, mummy was there – with Andrew.  "Philippa?"  She called out.  "Andrew, your date for the night is here for you to go and stay at his place.  You ready?"

I saw Andrew look at me in my dress.  Held in the arms of a tough girl, her hand up under my dress, and my lipstick and makeup all smeared from my being kissed. I saw the horror in his eyes and the wonder at how he could get out of this feminine mess.  Knew what I had to do.

"I'm sorry Andrew."  I managed weakly.  "Dallas asked if I would help out with the party and I hated to deny her.

"That's okay!" He gulped.  "Gotta go!"

"Wouldn't you like to stay?" Mummy cooed.  "I'm sure that Dallas wouldn't mind having another boy at her party?"

"Yeah!"  Dallas laughed.  "Maybe you'd like to dance with Philippa?  Or maybe join her in a nice dress?"

"Aaaargh!"  Andrew let out a garbled noise.  "I HAVE to go!  See you Philip!"

"PHILIPPA!" Mummy corrected him.  "That's his name now.  Philippa has been SO nice.  Going to stay and keep ME company after high school while that old tomboy of mine Dallas, goes off to college.  Isn't that nice?  But if you're SURE you don't want to stay?  Dallas has got some lovely nightwear for Philippa, and I'm SURE she wouldn't mind sharing?"

She laughed uproariously as Andrew pulled out of her grasp and fled out of the door.  Smiled at me. "Somehow?  Boys don't seem to like being treated like girls.  But YOU don't mind – do you Philippa? Just wait until you see the gorgeous nightgown that Dallas has for you when you sleepover with her and the other girls!"

"Yessssss!" Dallas laughed.

The End


MAN MONDAY  GAL FRIDAY

Ruth, my mother in law was pissed off.

"Dammit Patrick.  What do you think you're doing?  You simply can't go around being over-friendly with the help.  It's the surest way known of ruining good servants.  I'm sorry, but I have to step in here.  Mary's been a maid with me for over five years, and I'm not going to have her interrupted when you can't find anything to do but hang around here all day".

Elaine, my wife, spoke softly.  "Mum.  He's out of work.  He's trying to

get a job.  It's not his fault that the economy is so bad, and he's forced to stay home.  He was probably just being helpful"

Ruth softened - she doted on Elaine. "I know.  I know.  But I still want to do what we talked about."

Elaine shrugged.  "I've no problem with that mum.  I just don't want him to feel that you're punishing him."  She laughed.  "That's my job."

I cringed inside, knowing that though she pretended to speak in jest, there was a lot of truth in what she said.  The daughter of a well-to-do, self made woman, she had always had a level of self confidence that I lacked.  Athletically inclined, and good at just about anything she put her mind to, she was also in - at least - as good physical shape as I was.

At the beginning of our marriage, I'd had some degree of self confidence, but having to stay with her mother for financial reasons had gradually eroded that.  The loss of my job, and the resultant spiral of rejection in  not being able to find another had practically eliminated what little I'd left.

Elaine had become so kind, so understanding - but she left no doubt as to who the breadwinner was now.  When Ruth started attacking my masculinity because I couldn't find a job, she'd defend me - but it was more like  "Yes mum, he is a real sissy - but I don't mind"  more than guarding my manhood.  I wondered if Ruth knew that Elaine had started to spank me occasionally - trying to 'put some backbone' in me, according to her.  This was the first time she'd openly admitted that she was now the dominant force in our marriage.

I wondered what she and her mother had 'talked about'.  I wasn't left in ignorance very long.  Ruth owned a small chain of boutiques, usually located in local, mid-size malls.  They dealt in some manufactured clothing, wigs, accessories, etc. - But also did custom dress and lingerie design.  As far as I understood, her prices were on the high side, but reasonable for the quality provided.  She seemed to do a pretty steady business.  With Xmas coming up, her stores were starting to get busy.

Which is where I came in.  Ruth had a small administrative office with a couple of girls where she did the procurement, book-keeping etc.  Elaine had become something like a roving trouble-shooter over the years, stepping in to reduce, or eliminate, managerial problems as they came up in the various stores.  It was explained to me that my job would be something ..  eh .. similar to hers - a sort of 'trouble shooter'. 

"But I don't know anything about boutique management."  I explained.

They looked at each other.  Elaine actually giggled. "Well .. that's true.  That's why we thought it'd be better for you to start .. eh .. lower down, so to speak."

"Well.  That's sensible"  I agreed, trying to sound as interested as I could.  "I want to be of help.  Honest. Just tell me what you want.  I'm at your service."

And found that that's exactly what they expected.  I was to help the stock girls in the back of the stores to rack the new clothes being brought in  for the Xmas rush, take inventory, and anything else that came up.

I was shaken.  It was a lower level job than I had anticipated.  I hadn't thought to be put in the position of reporting to the store managers - they really weren't that bright.  Then a horrible thought struck me.

"You won't be wanting me to go to the State St. Mall, will you?"

Ruth nodded.  "As a matter of fact, that's one area that does need help. Why?"

I sighed and pulled my lips together. "I hate to say it, but reporting to Jenny might be a problem.  She's a real bitch. I've only met her the once,but she's bad news."

Ruth said  "I don't think you'll have a problem with Jenny..."

"She's left?  Good!"  I interrupted.

"No dear"  Elaine interjected.  "She means you won't have a problem with

Jenny because you'll be reporting to Alice."

"Alice?  Who's Alice?"  I asked.

She looked at her mother, then back at me.  "The stock girl"  she said.

I looked on the pair of my tormentors.  How much did they know, or how much had either one of them guessed about my relationship with Mary, the maid?  While my mother in law owned the company, and held total control.  While my wife "advised" all of the store managers on how to run their businesses – and God help them if they didn't listen! - I was to start reporting to the stock girls, the absolutely lowest of the low employees!

The shock must have shown on my face.

"Look dear"  Elaine started.  "You said, yourself, you didn't have any experience of boutiques - how could you?  On top of that, you can't do books.  I'm pretty sure you couldn't sell the dresses - and you certainly can't make them.  The only area where you could possibly be of help is in the stock room, right? .. and you know we need help desperately at this time of year - right?"

"I guess so"  I admitted, somewhat mollified by her logic.

".. And a good stock girl is so difficult to find these days"  Ruth added, with a malicious grin.

Elaine grinned a little in return.  "And stock girls don't have  to worry their pretty little heads about anything!"  She added - and patted my backside reassuringly!

I knew I was beat.  There was no percentage in it for me to go on asking questions - and anyway, I had to get hold of Mary. I hated to think of the explaining I'd have to do.

I managed to meet with her outside the dining room before Elaine and I retired for bed.  Scared that I'd be caught talking to her so soon after my lecture, I hurriedly told her of my upcoming assignment.

She was furious with me.  "How am I going to get the work done now!"  She snapped.

"Mary.  Mary."  I pleaded, whispering.  "It's not my fault.  Ruth's mad at me for getting too friendly with you, and she wants me out of the house for now.  As far as I can tell, it's only until the Xmas rush is over - maybe a couple of weeks - three at the most."

"Three weeks!"  She snarled.  "Well you better get in training, 'cause there's going to be a powerful lot of work for you to do when you get back here!"

Relieved that I'd gotten off so lightly, I caught up with Elaine in our bedroom.  She looked strange.  Then it dawned on me.  She was wearing my robe and pajamas.

"What are you doing in my pajamas?"  I asked, suddenly ill at ease.

"Thought I'd try them on for size" she said nonchalantly, sitting on the edge of the bed.

Nervously, I kicked my shoes off.  Then I took my watch off.  Then I wound it - carefully.  Then I put it down, slowly, on the bedside table.  Then I unfastened my shirt buttons, and pulled my shirt out free of my pants.  I was in a panic.  Normally, she would have been in the bathroom, getting

prepared for bed, but here she was, calmly watching me as I undressed -just what I didn't want.  I started to blush.

"You look really embarrassed dear."  she said softly  "Are you frightened to undress in front of me now?  Have you got that girlish?"

"Oh c'mon dear."  I said defensively  "That's not very fair"

"Not very fair - maybe .."  She mused  ".. Or don't you want me to see what pretty panties you're wearing tonight?"

She knew!  I could have wept with shame.  "It's Mary"  I whined.  "Last week she took all of my underpants, and put panties in my drawer.  Honest Elaine, it's her!  She makes me wear them!"

"Oh, that's all right dear"  she said sympathetically.  "I understand. Honest.  But come to bed.  You can tell me all about it there."

I hadn't expected such a reaction but, gratefully, I pulled my socks off, then pushed my pants and the panties in one motion and stepped out of them.  In doing so I dropped my eyes.  When I raised them again, she was holding something out towards me, something pink, something lacy, something frilled in white ruffles.

"Please Elaine.  Please, no."  I said helplessly as she advanced with a pair of baby doll pajamas. 

"You wear pretty things for Mary, but not for me?"  She asked.

"Yes.  I mean.  No."  I stammered.

"What does she call you"  she asked next.  "Patricia?"

Head down, I answered  "Priscilla"

"Well Priscilla - that's such a pretty name don't you think?  I think you should put these on, just for me.  After all, if she's your boss, and I'm her boss, doesn't it make sense to do as I ask?... Of course, if you'd rather, I could always call her up here .. ?"

That was the very last thing I needed, nevertheless, I repeated my pleas as I stepped into the panties and as I put my arms through the puffed sleeves, and as she pulled the top over my head.  Humiliated, I stood as she tied the satin ribbons at the puffed ends of the sleeves and neckline  into feminine bows. At her unspoken command, I untied her (my) robe, and pulled it off of her body.  Smiling, she pulled the covers back and slid into bed. Then she pulled me down to lie beside her; cradled me in her arms.

"Now tell Elaine how her big macho husband got turned into such a sweet little girl - what's your name again - Priscilla?"

And I told her.  Told her how, insecure at not being able to get a job I'd got so scared of interviewing that I'd stopped even trying.  How I'd started keeping Mary company in the kitchen for coffee.  How I'd been inveigled into giving her a hand then, somehow, I wasn't too clear on it myself, it had ended up that I was doing what she told me to do. How, after she got me into wearing her aprons and maid's cap, and doing her work for her, even she started casting doubts on my masculinity, then, just last week, how I'd found my underpants gone, replaced by a drawer full of satin panties.

"Oh.  I'll bet you put up a fight then"  Elaine gurgled.  "You did, didn't you?"

"I couldn't"  I admitted.  "I was too scared of her."

"Did you know she's put some bras in your drawer?"  She said.  "Are you going to wear them too?"

I tried to jump up in bed, but she was holding me down.

"You're kidding ?"   I pleaded.  "You must be!"

"Now, now"  she said soothingly.  "I wouldn't kid about something like that!.  But they're really pretty ones.  Bet you'll like them.  They'll match your panties just right."

As this dialogue had been going on, she had been caressing me continuously through the fabric of the baby dolls.  It really did feel nice.  Slowly, I melted into her arms.  But I had to try.

"Elaine sweetheart?"  I whispered."

"Yes, pretty Priscilla"  she mocked me.

"Couldn't you get Ruth to, you know, fire her?"

"Fire who?" She pretended to be puzzled.

"Mary"

She grinned at me. "It's a bad business when girls try to use sex in bed to get their bosses fired.  You're being very naughty.  And silly.  Mary's worth her weight in gold.  Now be a good girl for mummy, and if you behave like a nice girl should - why, I won't tell Mary how naughty you've been.  Trying to get her fired.  I'd just bet she'd want to talk to you then.  Wouldn't she?"

I shuddered in fright, then helplessly, I twined my arms around her neck as she kissed me.

"There's a nice Priscilla"  she whispered in my ear "You Elaine's girl?"

I nodded.

"Tell Elaine how much you like being her girl"

"Very much."  I admitted sincerely.

She started to pull my panties down and climb on top of me  "And tomorrow ,you'll come with Elaine and learn how to be a nice little stock girl, won't you Priscilla?" 

Helplessly, I nodded.

".. And you'll wear one of your new bras with your panties, eh?"  She was now fitting her moist cavity around my erection, and starting to raise and lower herself on me.

"Please Elaine, must I?"

She paused in her motion.  "We..l..l  I'd say you don't have to - but I'd bet that Mary is going to be at your back for a second or two tomorrow morning -  and I'd be just as willing to bet that you just might feel a finger snapping your bra.  What do you think she'd do if you weren't wearing one?" I got her point. 

The following morning, when I got out of the shower, I found a pair of light blue panties and matching bra waiting on the bed for me.  Under the amused eyes of my wife, I put on them on.  Quickly then, I covered them up with a normal shirt and pants.  She grinned, then jumped out of bed and began her own ablutions.  (She had guessed correctly.  A tug at my back caught me unawares as I went into the dining room.  Then  there was a distinct 'snap' and I felt a stinging on my back as my bra strap snapped back into place from where Mary had pulled it.)

Despite the normal Monday morning heavy traffic, Elaine made fairly good time in driving me to the first store where they thought I could be of some use.  The manager was a nice lady.  Somewhat older than I'd have 

expected in an up-scale boutique, but nice.  The girl I had to report to was just a kid and not used to telling people what to do.  She soon got the hang of it though.  Actually, there wasn't too much to do.  It was probably the smallest volume store that Ruth controlled and most of the Xmas inventory had already been racked and shelved by the time I got there.

I did get some funny looks from the other girls when they discovered what I was there for but, spending most of my time in the back of the store, I didn't get to see them too much.  At break time, I joined them in a small lounge for coffee.  Bess, the manager informed me quietly that, as I obviously couldn't use the bathroom in the store, there was a men's restroom a few doors down the mall.  I thanked her, and used it a couple of times during the day.  Just before quitting time, she thanked me for my help, but told me to pass the message on to Elaine that I wouldn't be needed at her store until maybe after the new years holiday.

Elaine was engrossed in some of her own problems, and only asked a couple of perfunctory questions before we got home.  Ruth had some function on that night, so I didn't have to put up with any of her sarcasm.  All in all it was a fairly quiet evening.  Bed time was marred a little, by the fact that a pair of men's pajamas had been laid out on Elaine's side of the bed - while a long blue nylon nightdress was laid out for me.

Less embarrassed than I had been the previous night, but still humiliated by this obvious indication that Mary (who had made up the bed) knew what my role was now in the marriage bed, I slipped into my nightwear then into bed with Elaine.

The following day, Tuesday, was an entirely different matter.  I was driven (and delivered) into my enemy's hands.  Jenny's store in the State St. mall was the busiest of Ruth's stores, and an entirely different atmosphere existed there.  Jenny herself was extremely dark-complexioned. Long, raven hair.  Black eyes with heavy, arched, eyebrows.  Wore a severe black dress set off by scarlet accessories that matched her long nails and bright lipstick.  To tell the truth, even though we'd only met a couple of times, she intimidated the hell out of me.

She was a reputed lesbian, and made little attempt to disguise this.  The first time we'd met was at a small get together for Ruth's managers, just after Elaine and I got married.  Not knowing her reputation, I tried to be pleasant.  She turned on a mocking type of charm.  Stupidly, wanting her to like me, I became more and more subservient - fetching her drinks, her cigarettes, etc.  Naturally this didn't work as she got more and more contemptuous.  

She finally whispered in my ear  "You're such a doll!. How would you like to come to my next party?  I'm sure I could keep you busy."

I jerked back, face flaming, and tried to recoup a little of my pride. "Don't think you're my type"  I said, trying to sound tough.

Her teeth gleamed  "Maybe not sweetie, but there's usually a couple of big dykes at my parties that I'm sure would suit you right down to the ground."

I could hear her soft laughter as I fled from her.  From that point on, every time we'd met, she'd had some suggestive comment or other, to make about my masculinity.  And now she had me in her power!

I actually thought of telling Elaine I was sick.  That, however, would have meant me staying at home and, the way that Mary was acting, I thought it better to stay out of her way for a while.  When I saw the spark of pleasure in Jenny's eyes as Elaine left to go to another store, I did get very squeamish.   She was pleasant enough though as she took me back to introduce me to Alice.

"This is your new assistant Alice.  Now, if you'll find him a smock, I'd appreciate it.  Then bring him back to the front.  It's still ten minutes to opening time, so I'll have time to introduce him to all of the other girls."   And turned and left me with my new boss, a pretty peroxide blonde, heavy makeup, pink satin smock with a bow in her hair and earrings to match.  Not much intelligence in her eyes. But she looked adoringly at Jenny's back until she was out of sight, and I made a mental note to myself not to make any critical remarks about 'that' particular goddess, while Alice was around.

I wasn't paying too much attention to her as she was rummaging around for something amongst a kind of closet.  I could see that there was a pile of work to be done.  Racks and racks of clothes, bales of what I'd already learned were woolens.  Packages that looked very like the containers of lingerie I'd helped open the previous day.  I had the sinking feeling that I would be in Jenny's employ for more than one day.  I felt Alice tap my forearm.

"Here"  she said  "Here's your smock." And she was holding a smock out towards me - identical to hers!

Instinctively, I took it from her, but had to say something. "But I can't wear this!"  I said desperately "this is a girl's smock!"

She shrugged. And gave me an insolent stare.  "Sorry.  Don't have too many men's smocks here - just ran out .."

"I'm not going to..."  I blustered.

"Suit yourself"  she interrupted.  "Jenny said to get you a smock.  I got you a smock.  I don't care if you wear it or not.  Let's go up front and meet the girls, like Jenny said."

Jenny was talking to the four other employees of the store - all young, slim, peroxide blondes.  All hanging on every word she was saying.

"Well that's it girls .. S'gonna be a great season.. Even better than last year.."  She caught Alice and I approaching from the corner of her eye

"..And, oh yes.  Alice has got herself an assistant until the ..."  She saw me carrying the smock, and a puzzled expression came over her face.

"Do you have a problem with the smock?  It's not dirty or anything?" As she was saying this, she took it from my hands,, and pretended to examine it.

"No."  I said, dry mouthed in fear.  "It's not dirty..."

"Well"  she said, smilingly taking my right hand and working it into the sleeve,  "why don't we just get it on then..."

"He said it was a girl's smock, and that he wouldn't wear it"  Alice explained helpfully.

"Oh.  He just didn't understand that all our stock girls wear smocks for a very good reason"  Jenny said softly, now working my unresisting left hand into the other sleeve, and starting to gently tug the smock around my body.

"I mean "  she continued, fastening the large pearly buttons at the front. "I know that you wouldn't, but it's amazing how many naughty stock girls try to sneak out with nice new clothes on under their own things... With a smock like this on, it's much more difficult for them."

"But I'm not going to.."  I started.

"Of course not!"  She agreed   "But I can't go around trusting you, and not the other girls, can I?   You do understand?"  As she buttoned the last button, and flounced the collar of my smock around my neck a little.

The girls had been watching the whole thing with faint smiles.  Obviously, they were more concerned about their Xmas bonuses than the induction of a new stock 'girl' - and a temporary one at that!  Quickly, the introductions were made, and I was shuffled back to the stock room.

Before they were fully dispersed though, I made another mistake in asking Jenny for directions to the men's room in the mall.  She laughed shortly "Oh, that's a long way away"  then she called out loudly  "Girls!  Girls!"

When she had their attention, she said  "You won't mind if Patrick shares the ladies room, will you girls?  It'll only be for a short time - a day or so.."  She looked at me   "But you'll have to sit down to pee"  she added.  "Some of our customers use the room sometimes, and we can't have them hearing a 'rush' of water, can we now?"  And I was dismissed.

Alice put me to work with a vengeance.  It took me a little while to learn the racking method, and inventory system, but she was good at her job, and a good teacher.  The morning, and a good part of the afternoon, went by in a hurry.  I discovered that Alice was very short sighted, and could only see some of the clothes tags by using a magnifying glass.  I also discovered that she was very vain - refused to wear glasses, and had constant trouble with contact lenses.  This was one of the days when she had to give her eyes a rest.  She was really happy to have someone who could see, assist her.

I had been to the main floor a couple of times during the day.  It was strange at first, especially when a couple of the customers gave me strange glances.  A few times I saw them whisper something to the salesgirl who was attending them.  In every case, the same thing happened.

The salesgirl would look at me, then whisper something back.  The customer would grin, then go back to what she was doing.  I didn't know what was being said and, frankly, wasn't too interested in finding out either.

It got really busy on the sales floor about three, and both Alice and I were called in to help.  She selling, me as an assistant to the seamstress.

Jenny called me in to her office before I started.

"C'mere"  she said, advancing on me.  "I want a minute of your time"  and she walked right up to me.  I started to back away.

"Stand still!"  She commanded  "I don't have all bloody day!"

And I stood still as she came and touched me behind both ears with her forefinger.  It didn't dawn on me what she was doing until she took hold of my wrists and started touching them as well.  Too late, I smelled the perfume.

"Oh shit Jenny!"  I said helplessly.  "This is too much!"

"Shut up you damn pansy"  she snarled  "I know you like it .. and right now I need you to wear it.  Now put your lips together, I'm going to put a little lipstick on you.."

"But..but.."  I protested weakly.

She literally growled at me.  Totally subjugated, I pursed my lips and let her apply a light coat of the cosmetic.  It tasted kinda funny.

"Alice can't see worth a shit.  You can't sell dresses.  I need somebody to give Rosemary (the seamstress) a hand, so you're it.  You're girlish, but without the perfume and lipstick, not girlish enough.  With them, the ladies'll accept you as one of the 'girls'. So just make sure you get your hand to your hip now and then, and 'limp' that wrist.  Now get your ass out there, and do anything that Rosemary asks."

And, until Elaine called to pick me up at six o'clock, that's what I did.

Jenny had been right.  More than one customer raised an eyebrow, and was obviously about to complain until they caught the scent around me, or saw the lip rouge I was wearing.  Then, no problem.  Pins in my mouth, tape measure in hand, I became an invisible assistant to the seamstress.

Rosemary was very happy with me, and thanked me sincerely.  "You're much nicer than these other girls"  she said, giving me an affectionate squeeze.  "Are you coming in tomorrow?"

It was nice to be thanked like this.  It was just my luck that she did it in front of Elaine.

"Of course she is"  Elaine answered for me, and coming to me  "You look so nice in your smock dear - and have you been kissing some of these ladies? I see lipstick on your lips.  If you've been naughty I'll have to talk to you when we get home." And that ended my second day of work.

On the way home I tried to get Elaine to release me from my new assignment.  "Jenny's determined to humiliate me.  Please get me out of her shop, at least."

"And what do you think will happen then?"  She asked seriously.

"I'll at least get a chance to be myself"  I retorted.

"Let's see "  she started.  "Not that long ago, you were my husband.  You got a certain amount of deference from others, because of that, if nothing else.  Somehow or other, you lost, or gave away that deference.."

"Not my fault I lost my job.."  I yelped.

"Let me finish!"   She snapped, then regained her composure enough to speak calmly again.

"However you did it, you subjugated yourself to mother.  Then to me.  You let your wife spank you, for Christ's sake.  All this time, you were being 'yourself'.  Then, without any help from mother or me, you become Mary's helper.  She's a maid!   Now, just how to see what'll happen, I put you into a lady's dress shop, reporting to the stock girl!  Do you fight?  Do you raise hell?  No!  Within two days, you're wearing perfume, lipstick, a pink satin smock - in public.  You're wearing lady's lingerie during the day, and nightdresses at night - and you're scared because Jenny wants to 'humiliate' you?  No, dear Priscilla, you're going to work for Jenny until she's finished with you.  To tell the truth, I almost fancy you as a girl, and I think you're going to end up that way - but it's up to you to find whatever level you're going to be.  It's purely academic to me now."

So, defenseless, I reported to Alice the following morning.  She acted friendly enough, but I sensed that something was wrong.  When I asked her, she told me curtly that she was upset because Jenny wanted her to make me up, and she felt that she didn't have the time.

"What do you mean, 'make me up'?"  I asked fearfully.

She looked at me scornfully.  "What do you think?.  Now sit down here at this mirror and let me get started! - Or, you could always go to Jenny and tell her 'no!'"  She suggested hopefully.

I sat down and let her work on my face. First though, she had a basin of hot water ready.  "Give your hair a quick wash and set"  she said, and proceeded to do just that, though she did seem to spend more time than necessary in rinsing my hair, then rolling it quite lightly.  "I'll dry it out shortly"  she said, wrapping her handiwork in a red chiffon scarf.

She was actually quite facile with the cosmetics, after she had plucked my eyebrows.  "She doesn't like too much makeup on her girls"  she added, dabbing the blusher over the pancake base, "so I'll take it easy with the eye shadow and mascara"

Twenty minutes later, perfumed, lipsticked, the possessor of earrings and chunky bracelet to match my nail polish, she was almost finished with me.  Then I discovered that she wanted my hair to dry out naturally.

"Jenny wanted to see you when I'd finished.  Better go see her". 

"Like this?"  I asked fearfully.

"Oh shit!"   She said  "I forgot!  Better get your pants off - quick! - and your shoes and socks - oh Jesus! - I forgot!"

I had the feeling she was acting, but the amount of fear she was showing was contagious.  Quickly, I did as she had said - then put on the short skirt, thigh high stockings and mid-size heels that she handed me.

She looked at her watch nervously  "Better go and see Jenny.  She's probably wondering where you are"

Again, I had the feeling that I was being manipulated, but I'd one experience of disobeying Jenny in public - certainly didn't want another.

Before I got to the floor though, Jenny came bursting through  "Good morning girls!  How are we .."  And she stopped in amazement when she saw me.

She walked slowly towards me, shaking her head. "Alice.  You've been naughty, haven't you?  Here you've got poor Patrick all gussied up in makeup .. and is that a skirt he's.. she's wearing?  And you've done her hair too.."  She reached up and pulled the scarf back a little  "and in my very favorite shade -platinum!  Oh Alice!"  She giggled  "What have you done?"

It turned out that Alice had been jealous of me getting to work with Rosemary the day before, and had decided to get her own back.  A little while later her revenge was complete.  Almost in tears, I watched as the rollers were removed, my now-platinum hair was brushed into its new waves and a black chiffon bow was tied on top.  Later that day I was sent out to be Rosemary's assistant again.  This time, no-one seemed to notice that I wasn't a girl.  Elaine only grinned when she saw me.

Thursday, I graduated from the smock - into a dress, and higher heels, that I had to wear until quitting time. Elaine called about noon and said that she would be late getting home that night.  Could anyone give me a lift?  It turned out that Alice could.  And so, two of my bosses met when Alice walked me to the door, and Mary opened it.  They seemed like kindred spirits, enjoying each others company as I, in my apron and cap, served drinks to them and got dinner started.

Friday, my level was finally reached.  My work at the State St. Store was almost over, but I knew that I had a long climb to get back to any semblance of masculinity.

Ruth was giving some sort of party that night for her employees.  I hadn't been asked, but that in itself wasn't unusual, as I was considered as Elaine's spouse.  I hoped that I wouldn't be forced into going in a skirt, or something like that - maybe if I could get my hair cut?  Schemes ran through my mind.

About two o'clock Jenny thanked me for my help and asked Alice if she would drive me home?  "Sure"  Alice replied.

And once we got home, she watched, thoroughly amused as I tried on the petticoats and  black taffeta overdress of the maids uniform that Mary had had made for me.  She really laughed when Mary spanked me for protesting about wearing the black lace underwear with the suspender belt holding up the black mesh stockings.

She wasn't there when Mary introduced me to Ruth.  She wasn't there to see me answer the door to Jenny when she arrived at the party.  She wasn't there to hear Elaine say  "I hate to say this Priscilla, but I really can't be seen hobnobbing with a maid.  Here's what to do.  Move down to the room beside Mary.  We'll get you lots and lots of pretty uniforms ..And oh yes, lots and lots of beautiful nightdress and peignoir sets .."

"For what?"  I said bitterly.

"For when you come to visit me at night, you silly girl!"

The end

OEBPS/images/image_e36fd6fd-7417-4d78-8183-a5b014eb287f7087511220216628686.jpg
MOMS WHO WANT

Short Stories byBea





