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PREFACE

All of my stories and novelettes are about heterosexual males who are submissive to females.  The stories 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 often use it as a tool for women who desire to humiliate males.  Rub in their poor performance, so to speak.

I don't have women in black leather underwear, wielding whips.  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 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. 

Bea


Table of Contents:

The stories contained in this book contain tales of female dominance over men.  In most of them, the men are under the thumb of females from the start of the story - but they all come to proper - if different - ends.  The stories are:

Nanny

Camera Shy

Librarian

Applied Logic

Last of the Quartet

Table Talk


NANNY

"That was very nice."  Leslie said contentedly after Anne had cleared off most of the table between us and left the room.  She looked out through the window at the grounds.  "Lovely!" she sighed. "I always just love coming here!  So tranquil.  So peaceful!"

I smiled across the table at her.  "Like some coffee now Leslie?  Black if I remember?  I'll pour."

She gazed at me and dabbed her lips with her napkin. "That would be lovely Alan. Thanks."

She settled back as I poured.  I wasn't sure why she'd wanted to speak to me but with her being the principal lawyer for Muriel's estate I certainly wasn't going to decline.  She was an outspoken feminist and after Muriel's death I must admit that I'd done some prying to discover if there were any way I could replace her.  That hadn't happened.  I knew Muriel always took care of business, but I quickly found out that everything was tied up into Leslie's capable hands.  On top of that? I knew that I was a dilettante at business, so soon settled back into a life of idleness and comfort.

"Very nice Alan," Leslie said after taking a sip of coffee. "But I suppose that I'd better get down to business."

"Oh drat!"  I said softly.  "I thought this was just a social call."

She smiled. "I love coming here dear.  But business is business." She opened up a leather brief case and extracted a folder.  Opened it and placed it on the table in front of her.

"You must be well aware that I am a feminist Alan – and I truthfully hope you don't mind.  I can't help but be happy about being the chosen conservator of a large estate when it is one of the most perfect examples of a matriarchy that I have ever seen, and if it shows at times?  You have my apologies in advance."  She took another sip of her coffee, her bright eyes smiling at me.  Looked at the folder again as if to remember what it contained, but I knew that the contents were memorized.

"You weren't poor when you married Muriel."  She continued. "But she was rich. Damned good at staying that way too.  Quite frankly dear?  She simply swallowed your estate and made it part of hers."  She looked at me with a quiet challenge in her eyes.

I felt uneasy.  Shrugged.  "I didn't mind.  Muriel was much more attuned to that sort of thing than I was."

She smiled.  "Yes.  She was, wasn't she?  But although her wishes were firmly established there are certain things that she wanted done for Angela her daughter that you should now approve.  I know that she's Muriel's daughter by a previous marriage, but her biological father just got killed – so you are now, without contest, Angela's ward.  At her age, she can't be expected to make decisions for herself."

I laughed. "Angela can take care of Angela I think.  Muriel made a point of educating her here at home and,"  I laughed again, "She's a chip off the old block. Very strong willed and smart from what I can see."

Leslie laughed with me. "That's been the problem.  It's taken me a little while to contact Miss Grimsby as she's been away on vacation – but she was Muriel's chosen nanny for Angela.  I've contacted her and she was free to accept our very generous terms."

"So, why ask me?" I said a little huffily. "Seems that I'm nowhere in this transaction.:

A small, evil, smile played over Leslie's mouth. "What you say is, unfortunately, true.  But it follows Muriel's stated wishes – and trust me.  It's practically unbreakable.  I'm here to tell you though that you are the only person in the world who could create problems in this regard – California law with regard to minors being what it is.  Muriel DID foresee something like this taking place though.  I don't quite know how to say this Alan – but it boils down to this.  You have a very comfortable lifestyle here  and she has  set you for life.  But there are two things that could jar your relationship with the estate – and I don't think you'd find reaction to behavior like that pleasant.  To be blunt?  I think that you'd find yourself impoverished."

I found myself drawing back at this barely concealed threat.  Leslie took another sip of coffee, her eyes fixed on me.

"The things are?"  I managed weakly to fill the silence.

"First, you will sign this paper here offering Miss Grimsby the position as Nanny to Angela.  Trust me.  It is ironclad. Once you sign it Miss Grimsby becomes a member of this household that you can NOT fire.  The cost of getting rid of her is prohibitive."

I shrugged my shoulders. "You had me worried there for a minute Leslie.  I'm not going to give you any problems with signing that.  You know I never interfered with Muriel's edicts.  Why should I start now? Can I have that paper and I'll sign it."

She smiled at me and slid the paper and a pen over.  I started to sign it.

"Aren't you going to read it?" She asked softly.

"Why?"  I asked, signing it and passing it over.

"Why not indeed?" she said, taking it and putting it in the folder.  Then she smiled at me. "As always Alan, you make life for me much easier than I thought. Miss Grimsby should be here very soon.  Maybe tomorrow."

I shrugged.  "I'll have Anne get a nice room ready for her."

"Wonderful.  Just do make it close to Angela's suite.  They should be close physically."

I nodded, then the thought struck me. "Leslie?  You said there were two things?"

She laughed and hit her forehead with the heel of her hand. "Old age!  It'll be the death of me yet!"  She then proceeded to tell me what the second thing was – and the consequences of me fighting it.  The look of enjoyment on her face grew as she went further into the explanation and my blood got colder.  

Finally I spoke. "Am I understanding this Leslie? Shortly, when Angela becomes ten yours old – TEN? She basically becomes in charge of this estate?"

Leslie smiled.  "Yes. As I said before, Muriel was a great believer in the power of a matriarchy and wanted to make sure that Angela would take her place.  She really didn't think that you'd try a power grab."  Here she smiled beatifically at me.  "She knew how peaceful you are, Alan.  Just wanted to make sure that any male influence you wanted would be curtailed.  Wants to make sure that you don't try and control Angela."

"Hmmm!  Sounds more like me being under Angela's control than the other way around," I grumbled.

"Yes.  It does.  Doesn't it?" she smiled.  "Angela couldn't get rid of you but could probably make your life quite unpleasant."

I didn't answer the smile.  Something else was bothering me. "Leslie? You always use lawyer terms – and you said that Muriel KNEW of my peaceful ways."  I blushed a little.  "Even if she told you – wouldn't that be hearsay?"

"It probably has some of these elements in it," she admitted. "But you see – she explains all this in her diaries."  Her evil smile returned.  "All about you as well."

I blushed even more as her words sunk in.  "Could I have those diaries Leslie?"

"No.  Afraid not. Muriel had other uses for them that I can't divulge right now."

She put her empty coffee cup down on the table and got up. Came around the table – and actually patted me on the head – as one would pat a pet.  "You'll be all right dear! You've just lived in a matriarchy for so long that you've forgotten what freedom is like. Now you live in a new matriarchy – just one with different mistresses. I'm sure you'll settle right in!"  She patted me again.  "SURE of it!  Just continue to be your own sweet peaceful self – and you'll get on with Miss Grimsby just fine!"

Miss Grimsby arrived a few days later and I breathed a sigh of relief. I don't know what I'd been expecting really, but this fresh faced woman was nothing to be scared of.  She WAS big, but I was getting used to this.  The fact that I'm small in stature is something I've got used to over the years – and Muriel had seemed to enjoy the company of big women.  Even to the extent that Ann our maid and Marge the cook were much taller and wider than me.  Miss Grimsby was no exception.  Probably about five ten and weighing about one hundred and sixty pounds she far out sized me.  Not fat by any means, but a vigorous healthy woman.

She settled in very quickly and Angela, who can be a handle, fell in love with her immediately.  As far as I could tell there was nothing warm and cuddly about the new Nanny.  When she spoke to Angela it was with kindness and love – but she expected to be obeyed – and she was.  She was just a servant like Ann and Marge I suppose – but right away they treated her like a superior.  Frankly, I was a little jealous of her.  They'd always been polite enough to me I suppose, but to her they were damn near subservient.  Friendly towards her which was what she seemingly wanted  – but only too willing to be at her beck and call.

Miss Grimsby, Angela, and I ate every night in the dining room. I had a secret objection to eating with a mere child, but she had been brought up to have an adult dinner and, by god, that's what she had.  And it wasn't too bad.  Little by little, I started to enjoy their company.  Even Angela wasn't too bad. She wasn't tiny – more like her mother and large, but I was bigger than her.  Not by much, granted, and her assurance and style always made her seem taller than she was – but she was just a ten year old girl.   I will admit that she'd fix her pale blue, almost colorless, eyes on me through her sandy ;ashes and make a comment or ask a question – and I could feel myself quail – just as I'd done with her mother.

I really don't know when it started that I knew I was no longer boss of the house.  I never had been when Muriel was alive, but after she'd died. Being the adult in charge had sort of left its mark on me.  But some time after Miss Grimsby's arrival, it dawned on me that the servants  doted on her more than me.  They also gave Angela her due – but the real boss was Miss Grimsby – followed by Angela.  Me?  They were polite enough I guess – but I barely counted if at all.  But as if that wasn't bad enough, I realized that Angela and her Nanny felt the same way!  There was nothing obvious of course, but it just seemed to be that if either of them asked me to do something?  It had better get done.

The start of my decline in importance may have begun the day of Leslie's visit – I don't know, it wasn't anything that could be pointed to. But I know that the real decline started one night at dinner.  Miss Grimsby turned to me. "Alan?  I was talking to Angela and know what?"

"What?" I asked pleasantly.

"We both agree that your company would liven her bed time!"

"What do you mean by that, huh?" I said, still smiling. "You girls spend time around nine-thirty settling Angela down to bed.  I can't see that you need a man around."

"On the contrary!" Miss Grimsby said. "She spends far too much of her time amongst women. Having you present would give her more experience of men."

"I don't mean to be presumptuous," I said. "But I don't think I reflect the male personality that is wanted.  I don't have that rough, tough, exterior that you probably want."

Miss Grimsby looked aghast. "But you're wrong Alan! You are much nicer than most men – but that is what I think Angela needs at this stage. A nice man!  A peaceful man! Someone who will show her the softer aspects of masculinity."

There was something insulting here but I couldn't put my finger on it.  I did, however, manage a grin. "I don't think that . ."

"Alan?"  Angela said quietly. "We're simply asking you to join us as something that will help Nanny in easing my approach to adulthood.  Are you refusing?"

Her tone was quiet and non threatening but I looked at those cold pale eyes and figured that there could possibly be a threat there. Suddenly remembered that this little girl might be making decisions on my future within a year or so. Now was no time to get her angry.

"Ha ha!  Of course not!" I replied.  "Anything I can do to help!"

She nodded.  "Good.  Be there after your shower.  Say nine thirty?"  And she turned her head in dismissal!

"I don't normally shower that early!" I said. Talking to the back of her head.

She turned back around to me slowly.  Fixed me with her cold eyes. "So?"

There was a pause before it dawned on me that this was all she was going to say. "No problem!  No problem at all!  I'll be there at nine thirty!" I babbled.

"Looking forward to that," she said slowly and stared at me until I lowered my eyes in shame.  I had just been firmly put in place – by a ten year old girl!  As I said, that point may have been the start of my downfall.

I had this strange feeling of nervousness as I approached Angela's door that night. I had found myself taking extra care with my appearance and I was in fresh pajamas and my paisley patterned silk gown.  Brown leather slippers.  I knocked.

"Come in," said Angela's voice and I found myself swallowing as I let myself into the bedroom.

I had never been there much and not at all since Miss Grimsby came. I did see some differences immediately.  Angela's bed was large and circular canopied overhead – a veritable Hollywood bed!  She reclined I guess you can say in a nest of pillows on top of a pink duvet.  She was in a very adult nightgown for such a young girl – though I said nothing of course.

"Well!  Don't you look nice!" Miss Grimsby said.  Looked at her watch.  "And almost on time too!"

I found myself stammering out an excuse, but she waved me away.

"Don't believe that! She's a bear for punctuality!" Angela said brightly.  "When we say a certain time?  That's what we mean."  Then she looked at her Nanny. "But no inspection?"

"Miss Grimsby laughed.  "Oh Angela!  He's an adult!"

Angela drew herself up. "You tell me that I'M an adult almost.  That's not fair if you don't!"

Miss Grimsby shrugged at me.  "Would you mind showing me your fingernails please?"

"Huh?"

"Please?  Angela wants things kept fair."

And I found myself – like a little kid, presenting myself for Miss Grimsby's inspection.  She didn't fool around either – and I was glad I'd scrubbed my fingernails.  She also checked the back of my neck – and asked if I'd brushed my teeth.  I was blushing and thoroughly chastened  by the time I was allowed to go pick up a chair and move it closer to the bed. The chair was heavy and I was having a bit of a struggle when Miss Grimsby stood beside me.  "Let me," she said gently. Then moved the chair to the desired position with no trouble.  Now I sat and joined the group.

Angela read a fairy story.  She was good and I joined Miss Grimsby in making a small applause.  Then Miss Grimsby read some sort of technical manual about the making of jewelry.  Frankly, it was over my head – but Angela asked some very discerning questions – which impressed me.

Then Miss Grimsby picked a book up from beside her chair. "You're new to our little group here and as Angela just loves historical Romances – I call them bodice-rippers – I thought it a good idea if you start off by reading a chapter each night. It puts her to sleep just nicely and I've started to think that her getting used to a soft male voice putting her into dreamland is a great idea."

"You think that me reading one of those things is good for her?" I asked although lightly.  I certainly wasn't going to start an argument.

"Of course.  Now if you'll just come and sit here to read?"

"Where?"

"On my lap.  That way we'll get started all together – and it strengthens her feelings that males can be non threatening."

"Ha ha!  I'm probably far too heavy for you!"

She stopped smiling.  "Alan?  Please!"

"She sometimes lets ME read from her lap," Angela said, a little jealously as I moved over to Miss Grimsby and settled myself softly down onto the lap underneath me..

"Angela? Please.  He's a newcomer to this group!"  Miss Grimsby said, settling underneath me and enfolding me.

I was immediately embarrassed when I started to read. The protagonist was a sweet young country girl who had been drawn into the gay social life in London.  Her name was Rebecca DeLongchamps – daughter of a Regency scoundrel who had left her alone as the guest of a rich roué. At the beginning, she is preparing for a grand ball – and I start in detail, describing my petticoats and dresses – how my benefactors daughter is having me try different cosmetics and such like.  I manage my way through the first chapter – hoping that I'm finished, but Angela sleepily asks for more – and Miss Grimsby agrees.

Dry mouthed, I start the new chapter – because something has been added to the mix. Miss Grimsby has slid her hand in between my robe and pajamas – and is stroking me softly.  I struggle, but she simply whispers in my ear to behave. I am then, reading a romantic story in which I am the heroine, struggling to keep my virtue, while in actuality soft but strong hands caress me nearer and nearer to climax.

"Please stop Miss Grimsby" I whisper. "Angela may hear!"

"But that's the idea Helen!" she whispers back and giggled a little.  "She may be asleep now but sub consciously, she's hearing a male being seduced.  Now?  Ask me for a kiss!  Just loud enough for her to hear if she's listening."  She stroked me to the point of insanity.

"Please may I have a kiss Miss Grimsby?" I ask finally.

"Not so formal dear.  You can call me Ma'am.  Just like Ann or Marge do."

"Can I have a kiss ma'am?"

As she kissed me forcefully, strong lips on my soft ones.  I came – all over my pajamas and robe.

We sat there quietly for a time and then she put me aside, sitting on the bed. Then without asking, she stood up simply picked me up in her arms again and carried me to her room made me open the door for her, then carried me into her bed area and laid me down.  "Now dear?  Lay on your back so that you don't mess my sheets. I have a few questions I want to ask you."  She smiled down on me.

"A few questions?"

"Yes.  Did you like what I just did to you? I need to know.  The diary told me that you would – but I've never treated a sissy man before – and I want to treat you right."

She looked HUGE standing above me.  "Diary?" was all I managed though.

"It's probably a shame," she said. "But Muriel picked you with one thought in mind. A nice soft pliable male to help set Angela's mind."

"I'm not THAT pliable," I mumbled defensively.

Nanny shook her head.  "She wasn't into sex with little sissies too much.  That's why she got in the habit of taking you on her knees and wanking you.  I agreed with her method – but I'd never done it before until tonight.  That's why I'm asking. I want you to enjoy it too."

"You've read her diary?" I asked helplessly.

She smiled. "Of COURSE!  Very enjoyable they are too!  Muriel picked me because I feel the same wayas she – but this is the first time I've seen our ideas done practically!  Angela is being trained just right!  Soon I'll take you on my knees in front of her. I want her to see you enjoying yourself as I make you cum.  She's too young to get much out of it – but it's a good start.  Doesn't that make sense?"

"It matters what I think?" I asked bitterly.

She looked at me kindly.  "You're just mad because you're all wet and yucky.  But it makes sense."  She shrugged. "If you're made happy?  Angela learns the value of having a happy little male in tow. I mean, I'm not truly all into that yet – but the diaries point out the value of having a contented sissy under one's thumb.  I can see though that if you're unhappy?  Angela sees me treat you and learns the power a real woman can exert – which is all to the good.  Now?  Answer my question please Helen.  What did you like about being on my knee and what didn't you?"

I looked at her.  "You're all nuts!" I said. "And my name isn't Helen!"

She beamed! "That was my own idea! Muriel says that she used it once or twice – but I thought it might be very good at getting you into the proper frame of mind. After all, I can't really expect you to admit that I'm treating you like a little sissy – then addressing you as if you were a man, can I?  Now – my question please?"

She was nice enough but adamant.

"Very humiliating," I finally said through tight lips.

"Good!  Did you feel like a little child being asked to sit on my knees?"

"Yes."

"And didn't you think that being asked to read the part of a girl – putting on your petticoats and dresses was perfect?"

"Please don't do that again.  It was very embarrassing!" I heard the soft pleading in my voice.

"Silly thing!  It was perfect.  You have that whole book to finish! Now after this.  You're not going to argue when it's your turn, are you?  Going to pick up your book and climb up onto my knees and read in a soft little sissy voice?"  She sat down beside me.  Put a hand on my thigh and smiled down on me. "Would you like to go and get cleaned up now?  Or should I have some more practice on you first?"

With a form of horror, I saw my dressing robe rise at the front. 

She patted me and smiled tenderly.  "See?  You liked it!   But after this?  You'll come to our little soirees at night time.  Then you'll climb onto my knee and read.  Okay?"

"Okay," I said without taking too much time as her hand was already moving on my thigh.

She was as good as her word – and I was as good as gold – as she put it. For the following week I appeared every night and went through the shame of being inspected – sometimes along with Angela. The routine didn't change a great deal although sometimes Angela would read from Nanny's lap – but I was always last. Miss Grimsby didn't masturbate me every time but often enough – and I wasn't sure that Angela was completely asleep every time.

On the surface things didn't alter much, but there were two important changes.  First of all was one that was caused by my behavior.  It sounds very weak kneed but I knew that Miss Grimsby was now my superior.  Couldn't help but treat her accordingly. She'd never ask for anything of me of course, but would smile most sweetly and thank me when I did little things for her.  Suddenly, Ann and Marge seemed to subconsciously see that I was now servile to her and welcomed me – as an equal – with acceptance.

The second thing – and I couldn't understand it at first – was that Angela was friendly to me.  For the very first time!  I was glad of this of course – but she made me nervous and I didn't altogether trust her – with good reason as it turned out.  She actually started referring to me as Rebecca – a joke based on my reading of course – but humiliating  given the feminine connotations behind it.  Both laughed as I blushed furiously the first time she did this – which naturally made her do it again.

And gradually I sank lower and lower in the hierarchy of the house.  One time I asked Ann to get something for me. She gave me a maternal grin and spoke softly. "I'm awfully busy just now Alan. You wouldn't mind getting it yourself would you?"

In my lowered status I could only smile weakly. "I guess that would be okay."

Horror of horrors! She actually came over to me and, as I stood transfixed, put an arm around my shoulders. "You're SO nice! Now on your way back, you pass the linen closet in the hall.  Could you bring me the embroidered table cover from it?  I'd appreciate it SO much!"

And the maid thanked me with a big hug when I did her errand for her!

I can't say what had been leading up to that, but it was another point. Somehow the word got around  - and it became commonplace for anyone in the house to ask me to do something for them. The most humiliating came when Leslie visited us again – although this time her business seemed to be more with Miss Grimsby and Angela than me.  We were all in the living area and Ann was serving us. Leslie asked her a question – how was she doing or something like that.  She started to answer, then smiled.  "Oh dear!  There's a plateful of biscuits I meant to bring."  She looked at me.  "Alan? I'm busy with Miss Leslie just now.  Will you go and bring it?"

And all the women stopped what they were doing and stared at me as I sat.  "Leslie smiled gently at me.  "I  hear that you've become most helpful around here? I wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes.  That would be so nice of you to help Ann while she's talking to me!"

When I returned with the plate of biscuits, Ann was sitting down – still talking to Leslie. Angela looked up and, with a laugh, said.  "These look delicious Rebecca! Can I have one right now?"

And now, somehow, I had been inveigled into walking around the room, passing out biscuits to all the women – doing Ann's job while she actually took a biscuit!  Leslie naturally wanted to know why the term Rebecca had been used – and great merriment ensued as it was described how I'd come by that name – and my great good humor in taking it – while I stood there with a sickly grin on my face the women all shooting amused glances at each other.

With the increased friendship between Angela and myself I found that I was drawn more into her sphere of influence – was wanted to joining her and Miss Grimsby for shopping in the local town – and my opinion most eagerly sought on clothes for her. One time, Miss Grimsby had to go and see Leslie about something (She didn't seem to want me for anything) and I had to take the Nanny's place in the clothes stores – holding dresses up against myself for Angela's perusal. When she first indicated I should do that I tried to say that it wasn't my thing. The cold look I got from her was the first in a long time – but the REBECCA! She used on me quietly?  Clinched it.

In that same shop, she had me hold up a bunch of dresses against myself – more to teach me a lesson in obedience than anything else I think.  Then even the shop girls seemed to be giggling more than usual when I was made to hold up a russet satin evening dress – backless and with a very large bow at the backside – and I finally complained – mildly – again.  "I'm not sure about the color dear.  I don't think it would suit you  – and don't you think it may be too old for you?"

She grinned slightly.  "Me?  I was seeing how it would look on YOU!" I heard a muffled shriek of laughter coming from behind a rack as I blushed a fiery shade of red.

As if things weren't bad enough we seemed to be finished with this last shameful display but then Miss Grimsby appeared having finished with Leslie – and to pay the bill – it seemed that I wasn't to be trusted. 

"Alan?" Angela giggled?  "Why don't you get that russet gown and show Nanny how it looks on you?"  Naturally, this appealed to the sales girls and one immediately ran to the rack where it had been put pack and headed for me with it in her arms, smiling at me invitingly.

I felt the insult rise in me. "I don't think so!"  I said coldly – although I did hear a  little tremor in my voice.  As I made this remark Angela looked daggers at me but whispered in Miss Grimsby's ears instead.  That lady sighed deeply and looked at me.  "Alan?  PLEASE? I know it's a lot to ask – but I sense that Miss Angela is getting a little upset with you – and let's face it.  It's not something you haven't done before, is it?"

Her calm reasoning brought me to my senses and I realized that I could have been on the point of making a ghastly error.   Angela smiled beatifically at me as I took the dress from the girl and held it up against myself.

"Walk towards us please?"  Angela suggested – ordered.  Then she added as I minced towards them "Don't you think that's his color Nanny?"

To my everlasting shame, Miss Grimsby took a few steps towards me and felt the material between her fingers.  But then she shook her head.  "I don't think so Angela. He needs something lighter." She looked steadfastly at me as she said it.

"There's a beautiful blue dress?"  Angela said hopefully.

"No dear!" she was told firmly.  "I think you've done enough shopping for one day.  Let's go."

They night, I was on Ma'am knees reading again. It may have been the long day shopping, but Angela was asleep before I'd got more than a few pages read.  Nanny shook me off and, not saying a word, motioned me to follow her – obviously not wanting to awaken Angela.

In her room she sat down, and motioned me to sit on her knees.  I wanted to – but it was so humiliating.  "I left the book back in Angela's room." I said.

"Helen?  Don’t get ME mad at you.  Sit here!"

"But I don't have anything to read," I said haltingly, settling into her arms.

"Silly little goose!  Can't you tell that I'm starting to like it?" She said this, her hand smoothly fitting around my erection.

But as I sighed and settled back she said.  "I wanted to talk to you anyway. Didn't you notice how Angela is growing - today in the store?"

"Can't say I noticed, to tell the truth," I answered honestly.  "She seems like the same size to me."

"I don't mean in physical growth, silly.  Don't you see her turning into the dominatrix we've been training her for?  I know that her mother would be thrilled – and Leslie will go out of her mind when I tell her about it."

"I don't understand," I said dumbly.

Miss Grimsby sighed though her hand continued to stroke me. "When she had you hold up that evening dress. Didn't you feel it then?"

"I just felt embarrassed," I admitted. "But how come you're so pleased?"

"Dear?  You obviously don't understand. When a female dominatrix gets a sissy male on her hands? She often dresses him up in women's clothes.  Angela came SO close to buying that dress for you."  She beamed proudly.  "All on her own too!  She's come SO far SO soon!"

I jerked – am not sure whether it was her hand on my erection or a kind of fear.  "Thank goodness she didn't." I said.  "Would have been an awful waste of money."

"Why a waste?" she paused in her stroking and asked seriously.

"I'll only go so far to placate her.  That's asking too much!  A dress?"

"You're talking nonsense dear. If Miss Angela wants you in a dress, I don't see you fighting her for long. She may want you in undies like panties and bra too, I'd imagine."

I stared at her in pure fear.  "But you don't want that?  Surely ma'am?"

She shrugged.  "It's good training for the young mistress, so I don't have a problem that way.  Also?  I'd bet that you'd feel so nice?"  She stroked me again.  "All soft and satiny under my hand?"

"Please don't!"  I wailed.

"Helen?  Just hush!  Matter of fact?  It might be a good idea for me to talk to Ann,  She's about your size and I'm sure she'll have a nice pair pf pajamas with a matching robe for you to wear tomorrow night,"

"But Miss Grimsby?  I don't . ."

She did something she'd never done before. Turned me over and as I lay there helpless on my tummy, she lifted my robe, pulled down my pajama pants – and gave me a sharp, sore, spank on the rectum!  Then she rearranged my clothes and put me back in my original position. "Honestly Helen?  Here I am, very pleased with Miss Angela's progress – and all you want to do is argue and find fault!  Now say that you're sorry!"

I found myself in the position of looking up at a much stronger female and nearly sobbing my apologies for making her spank me!  Treating ME as one of her charges!

"You going to be a good little sissy?  Do as you're told?" she said in a relenting tone.

"Yes," I said in a small voice.

"That's better.  You see?  This way she'll be much more pleased with you.  Sort of reading her mind before she makes you.  See what I mean?"

The following night after dinner, Ann slowed me down in the hallway. Gave me a grin as she put a hand on my arm. "I  think you'll like the nightwear Miss Grimsby asked me to look out for you.  I never used it but was keeping it for something nice.  She explained that this was all for Miss Angela – and I think it's very nice of you to do that for her."

I gave her a sickly grin and thanked her.

I saw what I was to wear that night, tastefully laid out on my bed, but was scared to touch it.  Maybe hoped that it would go away?  Maybe hoped that my long dormant masculinity would arise and let me find a way out of the ever increasing femininity that seemed to be surrounding, closing in, and enfolding me.

But when I came out of the shower and dried myself I saw a rather large box lying on the bathroom counter that I hadn't noticed before. Curiously, I took the lid off and immediately smelled the strongly perfumed pink powder that was there, even though it was still covered in plastic and had a large fluffy applicator there. I knew immediately what the box was doing there and this was reinforced when I read  the small folded note that lay there:

Marge and I thought you might want to use this as well?  Miss Grimsby thinks it a good idea too! A sort of finishing touch?

Ann

A picture of me in my new pajamas was difficult to imagine – but the thought of me not only in them, but being sent back to my room to powder myself was intolerable – because I knew that I would be made to do it if I didn't use the powder.  Slowly, I removed the plastic and used the applicator to powder myself.  Strangely, it didn't seem so difficult for the effeminate, sweetly smelling, young male to slip into his lacy blue satin pajamas and matching robe a few moments later.  There were velvet slippers in a plastic bag underneath the pajamas on the bed.  I put them on – a trifle large but okay. Then I wafted into the bathroom again, where I put the fine ribbons at my neck into an appropriate bow then brushed my hair.

"My My!  What do we have here?" Miss Grimsby said as she let me into Miss Angela's room.  "Why look here Miss Angela!  Isn't Alan pretty?"

"Alan?" Angela said as she couldn't see me at first. Then she let out a happy squeal. "Alan indeed Nanny!  You mean Rebecca – don't you?"  Then she spoke to me.  "All dressed up for my story tonight?"

"I – I – I  thought you  . .you . . might like this Angela?" I said with a ghastly smile.

"Well?  You did!" she said bossily. "Now come and sit on the bed beside me."

I looked helplessly at Miss Grimsby but she smiled approvingly and nodded.  Actually took me by the hand and led me to the bed.  "Doesn't his negligee float most becomingly?"  she said.  Then she added. "Why don't you get out from under your covers Angela.  I'll let you sit beside him for a little while if you want."

I looked at her with round eyes as Miss Angela squealed in happiness again then came and knelt closely to me.  "He smells SO pretty!" she said happily.  Then to my horror, she placed a small warm hand on my thigh. "Oooh lovely!" she grinned. "And feels so nice too."  Then she added.  "Is this what you do when he sits on your knee Nanny?"  "You are a naughty little girl!"  Miss Grimsby laughed.  "I thought you were asleep when I did that to him.  But yes, that's what I do."

"Please don't Angela?" I said.  "Little girls shouldn't do that!"

She looked confused for a moment. "Is Rebecca right, Nanny?  Is this bad?"

Miss Grimsby thought for a moment.  "It's a little fast for you dear so I have to tell you that it's a little too soon.  But when you're a bigger girl?  Then I suppose that it'll be time for you to learn that if you have a male sissy.  They become VERY obedient.  Like?  You could tell him to behave!  Stop arguing with you!"

"Hear that Rebecca? Be a good little sissy!" Angela said, and her hand spanked my thigh very lightly.

"Wheee!" she giggled.  "He feels funny! Just as if he was a girl!  What do I do now Nanny?"

"No time like the present I guess,"  Miss Grimsby said almost to herself then spoke to Angela. "Ask Rebecca if she belongs to you.  Just make sure that he admits that he belongs to you. After tonight – you'll see.  He will."

Then she simply sat beside me and put one arm around me.

And, now unable to move, I admitted to Angela that I was HER Rebecca as she laughingly whispered in my ear,  and would be most obedient to her in days to come. I cried in embarrassment.

"Sissy Rebecca!"  Angela taunted.

"That's natural Angela,"  Miss Grimsby explained, then she spoke to me. "I always liked Helen myself dear, but it looks as if your new mistress prefers you to be called Rebecca.  You don't have a problem with that – do you?  - Fine!" she said as I nodded.  "Why don't you go and change into something nicer."

I was about to ask what she was talking about when Angela whispered something into her ear.  She looked at me with a smile. "Told you.  Angela IS a fast learner."

"Yes Rebecca!"  Angela smiled.  "Go into my bathroom and take these clothes off.  In the meantime we'll call and see if Ann's got something else nicer for you to wear. Off you go!"  And she waved her hand regally.

For a split second, I must have thought of running and it probably showed on my face. "Don't be silly Rebecca?"  Miss Grimsby said.  "Where are you going to go?  What can you do?  Living here may be embarrassing for a little while because Miss Angela has to practice on dominating males - and you're available.   But you'll be well fed and clothed. So come on now.  Don't be silly."

She was so calm.  So reasonable.  Then she took a hold of my shoulder.  "Don't be getting Angela all upset now.  You don't want that.  Do you?"

I wadded up the pajamas and robe in the bathroom then wore the red lace long nightdress and scarlet peignoir out of there that was provided, blushing furiously.

I would have blushed under any circumstance, but this was different. Both Marge and Ann had joined the other two and now all four were clapping me as I emerged. I was so shy at this treatment that I wanted to go back and hide in the bathroom, but Miss Grimsby must have anticipated my reaction and put as arm around me and presented me to the maid and the cook. "We call him Rebecca now.  Think you can remember that?"

Marge looked at Ann, then at Miss Grimsby. "He never seemed that much of a man – even when Miss Muriel ruled the roost here.  I'd say that Rebecca as a name seems more appropriate somehow – wouldn't you Ann?"

Ann took in my appearance with a grin. "I just hope?" she said to Miss Grimsby. "That he has to clean the pajamas and negligees I've loaned him.  I don't think I'd like to wear them now."

"I think that's very fair? Don't you?" Miss Grimsby asked me. Then she continued.  "You see my dear? As far as I can gather, Leslie told you that you were in a matriarchy here.  Well it now seems that she was correct, doesn't it?"

I found myself plucking at my nightwear nervously.  "Well – yes.  But it's not my fault!"

"Of course it’s not your fault dear!" she said soothingly.  "But you do know what a matriarchy means – don't you?"

"The women are in charge?"

"See?  He's not just a pretty face!" she said to the others. "But Angela's the boss here.  Do you understand that?"

"Yes.  Kinda."

"And she's just a young girl.  Kinda feels strange if there's a man around.  You can understand that, huh?"

"But I don't have anywhere to go – and I've learned to do what she says.  I'm very obedient!" I wailed.

Miss Grimsby took me in her arms and embraced me.  "Exactly! Just like Ann and Marge and me – right?"

"Exactly!" I said softly and reasonably. "She's no reason to be mad at me."

"She's not mad at you – you silly little goose!   She just senses that you want to be happy.  Be one of us!  Now why don't you say a proper hello to Ann and Marge, huh?  Go on now.  Don't be shy!"  She released me and gave me a gentle push towards the two servants.  To my fright they were both smiling at me and holding out their arms in a welcoming gesture.

I didn't know what else to do. With Miss Grimsby and Angela looking on a wafted over to Ann and Marge.  I didn't know what to say, but it was a no brainer as they said.  "Hello Rebecca!" and took me into a communal hug so that I could feel their satin uniforms surround me. "Sit here amongst us!"  Ann said.  "And we'll make you pretty.  Won't that be fun?"

Angela and Miss Grimsby nodded amusedly.

For a little while Angela and her Nanny didn't pay too much attention to us three, just to make the occasional approving noise as my nails were painted, my eyebrows plucked, my ears pierced – and then made up with lots of cosmetics and perfume. Then my hair was put in rollers with a scarf around it.  Finally the servants seemed happy. Meekly, I stood between them as the three of us advanced on Angela.

"Miss Angela?"  They said in unison.  "Meet your new girl, Rebecca." Then they said to me.  "Curtsey to your new mistress Rebecca,  A little respect now!"

And everyone clapped delightedly as from somewhere inside me, I knew exactly what to do, and curtsied Miss Angela deeply.

Miss Grimsby teased me that night in bed, straddling me and playing a little with my rollers as she fitted herself around me.  "You were a little easier than I thought," she admitted.  "But I'm sure you'll make a good girl in the long run."

I was amazed the following morning when she helped me brush out my hair – but allowed me to wash off the makeup and not replenish it.  Of course my hairdo was girlish now – and my eyebrows and gold studs in my ears were on the girlish side.  The remnants of my perfume didn't help much either but I carried a little masculinity with me.  I'll admit to being a little put out when I was given a full serving apron after breakfast by Ann. "You'll have to wash out those pajamas you wore last night" she said.  "And while you're at it, Marge and I have some wash for you."

"Some wash?" I said helplessly.

"That's fair, is it not? She and I do things for you.  Isn't it time you did some things for us? Now put your apron on Rebecca – we don't want you getting your clothes all dirty, do we?"

Miss Grimsby and Angela passed me while I was getting the wash from the laundry.

"Ann and Marge felt I should help them?" I said weakly in explanation, nervously plucking at my white apron.

"Wonderful!"  Miss Grimsby said. "You're really learning the meaning of cooperation.  Isn't he Angela?"

"Maybe so – but these girls always curtsey to you or me when we talk to them.  Why doesn't Rebecca?" Angela answered.

"Well – that DOES make sense, does it not?" Miss Grimsby asked me. "Wouldn't hurt, would it?"

They both nodded as I curtsied, my white apron billowing about me.

But once I had finished with the laundry and a little ironing, I was released.  Then nothing seemed to happen all day.  Miss Grimsby and Angela went shopping, then called to say that they had decided to stay in town for the night and go out with Leslie.  Accordingly, I wouldn't be required.  So I spent the day like – well almost like – a male. It's true that Ann suggested I visit her in the maids lounge – my hair was coming out of its styling and knowing that Miss Angela liked it felt that I might want to get it freshened up?

It was a little strange sitting with the maids watching television as Ann rolled my hair up, but I wasn't made to feel lonely at all.  I discovered that they were very pleasant girls indeed. As a matter of fact they were so nice that I ended up staying for the evening. When I went to leave Ann said.  "Wait a minute Rebecca.  You forgot something this morning."

When I asked her what, she simply smiled and left the room for a minute. When she returned, she had the pajama and robe set – plus the crimson nightdress and peignoir. "These are yours now dear. Wear them in good health." She said, handing them to me.

I took them from her, but then tried to give them back. "But I .. well – I can't – I don't think . ." I stammered.

She smiled. "I can understand you dear – but didn't Miss Angela like you in them?"

"Well – yes.  But it was only for one night.  Just a trial."

"She said that, explicitly, to you?"

"Well – no.  Not exactly.  But I'm sure that  .. "

She pushed me gently on my way, the nightwear still in my hands. "Well – once she does?  We'll see then.  Okay?"

I didn't wear either of the feminine garments that night and went to bed in my male stuff.  In the following morning I suddenly looked at myself.  I had sat down in front of my dressing table mirror and was sleepily taking the rollers and pins from my hair.  The chiffon scarf that had held them in place was lying where I'd placed it on the dressing table, beside some pink plastic rollers that I'd already removed – when suddenly, I saw the rather effete face with the arced eyebrows, the gold studs still in my ears – and the scarlet oval nails that were busy getting my hair ready to brush out and my feminine surrounds.  For a moment, I felt I was looking at a woman.  Then I shook the ridiculous idea away. Angela was simply going through a phase and I was forced by circumstances into going along with her – but it was just for a little while.  Practically over by now with any luck.  I shook my head, sighed and went on carefully arranging my hair.  With a little start of horror I found myself  trying to rearrange a curl!

Angela and Miss Grimsby got home in the late morning.  Angela looked delightful in a pale blue checkered dress in some sort of satin, with a white apron of Broderie Anglais over it and white petticoats under her full skirts. Puffed sleeves. Little white Mary Jane shoes and a large flowing, blue satin ribbon to match her hair.  Her face was glowing and she was decidedly excited.  It seemed that she had got a little jealous of the girls that went to public school – had wanted a uniform – but not the same one every day.  On no!  I couldn't help but smile as she described all of the differing colors she had ended up ordering.  I gave them a hand to carry up a surprising amount of bags and packages. To be quite honest, she didn't notice my hair at first, but was delighted when she found out that I'd had Ann fix it a little the night before.  Actually gave me a quick kiss!

But lunch was due and I had the feeling that Ann and Marge wanted me to give a hand. Not much, you understand – but just to show that we were more friends than anything else now.  As I started to leave, Angela detained me. I'll admit that I was a bit nervous about not helping Ann or Marge – we WERE just at the beginning of a relationship you know as I tried to explain.  Angela smiled angelically – after her name – and said that she and Miss Grimsby had something for me.  She was very excited – and I smiled paternally. She WAS such a sweet little thing you know.  All she needed to get was her own way.  "I’ll tell them both that you can give them a hand later!" she said imperiously.  "Now why don’t you open your gifts?"

Suddenly I was aware that a LOT of the presents piled on the bed were for me and I stated getting a dread feeling as the two women smiled in anticipation as I started to open them – almost fainting as I saw the contents.  Miss Grimsby saw my mortification.  "Angela grew SO tired of being the only one underneath me," she said.

"Huh?" Was all I could manage.

Angela laughed in excitement.  "What do you call Nanny?" she asked me excitedly.

"Why.  Miss Grimsby most of the time, I guess," I answered.

"Well.  I want you to call her Nanny from now on!"

"Nanny?" I said, staring at the blue checkered dress that I was just opening up identical to hers.

"Yes!"  Angela said importantly.  "Nanny is bringing ME up to be a young lady.  Obviously you're far too old to be that.  But I figure that you can keep me company and pick up some of the things you'll need to know if you are to become a young lady.  So I've ordered uniforms for you to match mine. And I'm so glad to see your hair like that.  This way the ribbons will look just fine."

"I can't wear a dresson a daily basis," I said as my last show of masculinity.

"Of course you can Rebecca – now go and put on your uniform!" Nanny said severely.  "Then you and Angela can go downstairs together – hand in hand.  Now please?  I'll help you with your ribbon.  If you want to argue?  I'm sure that Miss Angela could use the practice of spanking naughty girls!"

Angela was a little put out that I had a padded bra under my dress and wanted one too. But Nanny just told her to think. Little girls her age didn't have a bra – and dresses for girls my age had the fronts built to take them – it had to be done for my dresses to look right.  I was made to take some advantage of my age as well – a little more makeup. Nanny wanted me in higher heels but Angela pointed out quite firmly that she didn't like me being taller than her as it was – so Mary Jane's it had to be.

Leslie visited us that afternoon, explaining that she'd been informed of what was going to be done to me.  She was absolutely thrilled and I couldn't understand some of the looks she gave me.  At dinnertime that night she thrilled everyone – well not me exactly – by a suggestion,

"If Rebecca's going to be taught how to be a proper woman?  Wouldn't it be a good idea to give her a job as a maid under Ann and Marge for a few days a week?  That way, she'll be trained in housekeeping – and how to be a personal maid for Angela when she grows up?"  And as Nanny and Angela raved about this idea, she gave me that look again.

EPILOGUE

It's been a few years now. I've become an apt pupil of Nanny's and she's brought me up to being a young lady.  At the same time, Ann and Marge have been instrumental in teaching me how to run a house.  Sometimes I have to go into town as a guest of Leslie's. There, I'm generally used as a maid at one of her feminist shindigs – then introduced as "A perfect man".

I'm quite happy I suppose, although there is a fly in the ointment.  You see?  Nanny is a wonderful teacher and I'd hate to let her down by acting inappropriately.  Ann and Marge have taught me how to be a delightful personal maid – so that I'm 'loaned' to Leslie on nights when she visits and when I go into town.  It turned out that she has masculine tendencies – and ended up using me as her woman in bed when we're together.

So you see, I have three major responsibilities to fulfill.  Along with Angela, I'm a student of Nanny's.  As a housemaid, my behavior is under that of the other girls. Then I'm a combination of Personal maid and sex object for Leslie.  And I get 'rewarded' for being good if I do all right in these three areas.  I can't help but react to the training I get from Nanny – and very much want to do as she wants.  I'm just not positive that I want any more rewards – I now already have had treatments to completely remove all facial hair – not that I had that much to begin with.  I have permanent makeup lightly etched – lipstick, eyes, and cheeks.  My Adams apple has been shaved a little so that my voice is not masculine in any way now. My implanted breasts feel very 'real' according to Leslie – and I must admit that I've learned to take a certain amount of pride in them.  Actually misbehave by not wearing a bra all the time – they feel so nice rubbing against satin.

But I don't know that I want any more. You see corset training, diet, and special exercises  have given me close to an hourglass figure – but I think I'm due to go into surgery this week for hip augmentation.  And?  I sometimes hear all the women hold out the major surgery as a reward for me – if I keep behaving the way I've been trained to act.  Yet?  It's difficult to ignore Nanny's teachings.

But Nanny senses this I think.  Takes me on her knee and comforts me.  I still like that a lot.

The end


CAMERA SHY

What criteria my mom used to hire people for her office, I could never figure out.  There's Dora, the dumbest office girl you ever saw.  Platinum  blonde, bright red lipstick and nails, tight clothes and teetering high heels.  Head never out of some fashion magazine.  Then Doris, brunette, good build with moves like an athlete, dresses well, and thinks fast on  her feet.  Good at outside sales.  Knows the company almost as well as mom.  Neither of the girls used to like me, but I think they like me now.

My mom is one of those self-taught women you read about.  Started her own  business (mail order) after dad died, and made a damn good business out of it.  She put me through college (or at least as far as I managed to go  before I got kicked out), suffered me as I went through a series of jobs, then hired me as her office manager - an invented job - much to Doris's disgust.

Time passes with me giving Dora a hard time (when mom isn't there) and  doing as little work as possible.  Doris would drop into the office at  times and berate me. 

"Why won't you give that girl a break?  She's really not that dumb, you know"  she'd say.

"She's a bimbo."  I'd laugh  "Look at these clothes, the walk, everything!"

Doris would shake her head in frustration  "She's only living up to your expectations.  Give her some responsibility and some respect.  Trust me, you won't regret it."

"Yeah, sure." I'd giggle, and break off the conversation.

Over a year or so, we'd have variations on this theme on a fairly regular basis.  I know that she even went to mom about me at one time, because mom  pulled the three of us into her office and gave us a short lecture, concluding with  "Look you guys. Try to get on with each other.  I'm not  going to interfere with you, or back one against the other - you'll have  to realize that you make your own pecking order.  All I ask is that you find your position in that order and stay with it.  I really don't care  who the boss is - other than me, that is- just as long as the work gets done."  I saw some heavy thinking going on behind Doris's glasses, but  didn't think too much about it.

Some time after that mom decided that she could afford to leave the  business in my hands for three months while she took a world cruise.  I was thrilled at the idea of finally being in charge, but a little worried  as mom really had no idea of just how much I relied on the two girls.

"You'll do just fine dear"  she said.  "I need this break.  It's the first  real vacation I've had since your dad died.  It's the slowest part of the  year.  The only one thing you must do, other than get a haircut - god! It's longer than Doris's - for Christ's sake don't forget, is to get that package I gave you, delivered -special delivery - next Thursday.  Not  Wednesday, not Friday.  If you foul up on this, it could cost the business a whole lot of money.  We could even lose everything."

The fact that she did impress me with the seriousness of the matter had  nothing to do with the fact that I promptly forgot all about it, then,  remembered on the Tuesday night.  Naturally, I couldn't find the package  she'd left.  Worried, not panic stricken, I thought to call Doris.  When  she heard what I had to say, she actually chortled - I mean, that's what  it sounded like over the phone.

"You've  .. Lost .. The Fowler (chortle chortle) . . Package?  Oh, my   achin' (chortle) back.  Just wait until mumsie pie (chortle chortle  chortle) hears this.  She'll kill you!"

I gulped.  "Doris!"  I said firmly  "Mom always said that you knew all there was to know about the business.  Surely there can't be much to  putting another package together?"

A pause at the other end of the line.

"Yeah.  That's right.  Nuthin' but ten minutes work to it (chortle)."

"Well then?"

"Well then. What?" 

"Make up another package dummy!"

She got serious  "You're gonna have to kiss my ass something fierce to get  out of this one sonny, and callin' me dummy ain't no kind of a good start. I'll tell you, up front, you are going to have a big, big, bill to pay."

"It could be your job too!"  I yelled.

"Listen asshole!"  She retorted  "Before you came, we had a nice place, and your mother, me, and Dora got on just fine.  Now, I don't give a shit  if I have to look for another job.  It might just be worth it!"  She  paused again, then said  "I'd suggest you look real hard for that package  before you get back to me.  I don't think you'll like my price, but you'll pay it in advance I think - so I'm sure you'll really want to make sure  that you're desperate."  With that, she hung up on me.

I called her back two hours later, after having searched everywhere that I could think of.  When she quoted her terms I actually gagged then hung up   to the sound of her mocking laughter.  When I called back, a half hour later, after a truly frenzied search, I surrendered unconditionally to her demands (which had increased since the first call).  Practically choking on self-satisfaction, she gave me directions to her house for the  following morning.  I searched my car, apartment, and even went back down  to the office in one last frantic search.  I finally got to bed around  three a.m. exhausted.  I did have enough presence of mind, however, to  set the alarm on an earlier time than I was used to.

She was waiting for me, outside her house.  "Hi sweetie!"  She cooed  "Glad to see you could make it"

"Doris." I pleaded  "Please.  Please, can't we come to some other agreement?"

She smiled.  "I met you outside the door to remind you.  Once you walk inside door, you're either gonna do what you agreed to last night or not.  I've got still cameras, cam-corders, and audio recorders going in  there.  If you make a genuine mistake in following the general script, I might go to all of the trouble to rewind and re-set everything, but I doubt it.  You know what I want.  Are you coming in?"

Helplessly, I nodded.  "But you're not going to blackmail me with this, are you?"  I asked.

She looked pained.  "I told you I wouldn't, didn't I?  Have you ever known  me to go back on my word?" 

I shook my head.

"Gimme thirty seconds then, before you knock"  she said, disappearing behind, and closing, the door.  I waited for a little while, then, taking a deep breath, I knocked.

She opened the door and with surprise in her voice, said  "Mercy me!  If it isn't Patricia!  So soon? - But you were here just a few days ago! Come in - you know you're always welcome!"

She led me into a neat kitchen, the smell of freshly brewed coffee filling the air.  "Why don't you have a cup of coffee while I'm running your bath?"

Then, in pretended confusion she added  "Silly me!  I'm just making assumptions again, aren't I?  You are here for the usual, right?  A nice  bath, a dress up in some pretty clothes, and (giggle) a nice spanking from  mean old Doris."  She looked at me, warningly.

With a sickly smile, I said  "Yes mistress."

"Wonderful!  I'll only be a few minutes.  Milk in the fridge, sugar in the  canister there.  Help yourself.  When I get back, we'll start the game  properly, right Patricia?"  I nodded, and she was gone.

Scared as I was, the coffee actually tasted good.  I did hear water running.  Then, as I was about half way down the cup, she re-appeared  differently dressed than before.  Black leather lingerie, boots, cap raked  over one eye - and a small whip in one hand!  I stared in astonishment as she came in, laying a bundle of soft white fabric on a small table .  She  had told me that she would rent additional camera equipment for our 'session' when we had talked the night before, but the lingerie she was wearing didn't have the look of brand new.  I got the very strong feeling that she had done this sort of thing before.  She walked over to the  counter, looking for something, then walked over to me, took my cup from  my un-resisting hand, and put it on a table in front of me.

"Coffee good, Patricia?"  She said, her voice filled with cold anger.

"Yes... Mistress"  I answered, confused.  What had I done wrong?

She grabbed my ear.  Yowling, I was pulled up from the chair, and over to  the coffee pot.

"Did you not think to make your mistress a cup, you silly bimbo?"

My ear was going to come off!  "Mistress, no.  Oh no.  Please mistress"  I babbled  "I'm sorry I was so thoughtless."

"O.K.  You selfish bitch"  she said, finally releasing my ear.  "Pour me a  coffee then."

I reached for the pot.  Before I got it, my ear was in her grasp again.

"You don't do anything for me in 'these' clothes"  she snarled  "get them  off!"

Hastily, I stripped down to my shorts.  She glared at me.  I took them  off.  She pulled the white fabric from the table where she had laid it and  handed it to me.  "Pretty peignoir for Patricia"  she mocked as I put it on  "Does Patricia like her pretty peignoir?"

"Yes mistress"  I agreed.  There was some truth in my reply.  It wasn't  too warm in the house, and it provided some warmth, flimsy though it was.

I also didn't fancy parading around nude in front of Doris - especially   with that whip in her hand.  Last, I did kind of like the feel of the  material. I even felt the start of an erection.

I didn't need to be told.  I poured her a cup of black coffee and handed it to her.  She took a sip, and nodded approval.  "Why don't you go into  the cupboard there"  she said, pointing ".. And get the boot cleaning stuff out.  I think my boots need cleaning, and you  should get them done  before your bath, eh?"

I nodded in agreement, found the box of brushes and polishing cloths where  she had pointed.  Kneeling in front of her as she sat imperiously, providing one boot at a time for my ministrations, I spent about ten  minutes bringing them to a fantastic shine,  occasionally getting light  taps on my buttocks with her whip if I did something not to her satisfaction.  She was finally satisfied with my work.  "Off you go then" she said, kindly enough, but added  "Though I could swear that I saw some  hair on your legs and underarms - and we can't have that, can we?"

"Oh no mistress"  I said compliantly.

"Well then, there's a razor in the bathroom, so you can clean yourself up   before you bathe and change into your spanking costume - which I left on  the bed.  By the way, would you like to know who I borrowed that spanking costume from last night?  You know, after you called I had the strangest  feeling that you'd drop in on me today"

I just looked at her.

"Why Dora of course!  The girl that you so want to emulate.  Isn't that  nice?.  Now you can wear her clothes and pretend you're her!"

I shuddered.  She continued.

"You've taken so long to finish my boots that your bath might be getting cold, but don't waste too much water heating it up, I still have my shower to get, you know, and my water heater isn't as good as it should be.  So  off with you!"

And to the bathroom I hied, passing a pile of lacy white lingerie lying on  the bed.  I didn't look to see what was in store.  If the clothes belonged  to Dora they were bound to be ultra-feminine.  The mirrors were all steamed up, and a feminine scent filled the air.  I checked the water under about six inches of frothy bubbles - it was still hot, but not so  hot that I couldn't get in.  I divested myself of the peignoir and slid in  to the luxuriance of a deep, ten minute soak.

I saw the razor, a ladies disposable, at the side of the bath.  I got up   out of the water and, sitting on the side of the tub, started to divest  myself of the hair under my arms and on my legs, cleaning the blade with tissues as I went along.  I managed to complete the job without drawing blood.  Then I dried myself on a large soft towel, dusted my body with some powder I found, then strolled into the bedroom where my 'spanking' costume awaited me.

Doris had told me that cam corder tapes and still photographs would be  taken of me/us as I went through my 'payment' to her for constructing a  new copy of the Fowler package.  Our conversation also had to indicate  that I was a regular, voluntary, visitor for her ministrations.  At the  same time, I think the gleaming white lingerie lying on the bed  represented a little joke on her part - a sort of  "Hi virgin!  Welcome to  the club"  sort of thing.

The bedroom was very brightly lit, to give sufficient light for the  photography I suppose, but as I went through the stages of putting on the  clothes laid out for me, I noticed little flashes of light coming from various parts of the room.  This reminded me to follow the instructions she had hammered into me the night before.  Holding up the various garments against my body, posing in front of the mirror, smiling happily   as I put them on, I gradually got dressed.

All of the lingerie matched. A buttery white material, lots of lace.  Bra, panties, camisole, garter belt.  The stockings were a gleaming shade of pearl.  (On my newly shaved legs they felt fantastic!).  At first, I tried  to hide my growing erection from the cameras but, after a while just  accepted that my enjoyment would probably be seen and ignored them  completely.

The white shoes that were provided were a little big, but not too high heels.  I was able to walk in them with surprisingly little difficulty. Then the peignoir - a floating cloud of white chiffon, with satin ties at  the cuffs and neck.  Doris re-appeared as I put it on, and tied the bows for me.

"Ah!, Pretty Patricia"  she cooed  "looking almost like your idol Dora. Now all you need is the hair.."  From nowhere, she produced a platinum  wig, and put it on me, then adjusted it around my face.

"How's that Patricia?  Feel nice?"

"It seems to be a little tight.."  I said.

"But we don't want it falling off when I spank you, do we?  Now lets get  it off, then your makeup on, then we'll put it back on again.  Won't that  be fun!  Want me to help you?"

I nodded.  Quickly and deftly she applied the cosmetics to my face.  The  base, blusher, eye shadow, mascara, eyeliner, a touch of powder, then the  pencil lightly arching my eyebrows. I was sitting facing her at right  angles to the mirror, but a girls face was starting to show its profile  there.

"Now I know that you just love to put on your own lipstick, and I found  out that this bright red one is Dora's favorite shade, so I got some for you"  she handed me a metal tube.  I pulled the top off, and in a trance  turned to the mirror and carefully started to apply it to my lips.

"I thought you'd really like it"  she said, a tiny note of anger there.

"But I do, I do!"  I said.

"Well, you look awful glum.  I thought you'd smile a little more"

I was being reminded of the camera so, smiling happily, and making little  miaows of delight, I put the finishing touches to my makeup.  

She put the wig on, made the final adjustment, then had me model my   outfit, teaching me to sway as I walked around the room.  The feel of the  fabrics, the odor of the cosmetics, and even the fear of the coming spanking were turning me on, and making it more and more difficult to walk as my legs were trembling so much.

While I was doing this, she moved some of the lights to focus on the bed, then went and sat on the end.

"Now Patricia.  I want you to keep walking, nice and pretty, the way you are now, except walk across in  front of me, and make turns with a little  more flair.  You are not to stop under any circumstances.  You will smile  at all times.  You can talk to me if you want, but you are not to stop, and you will keep on smiling at all times - understood?"

She was silent after that, as I made a few passes in front of her, except  to practice my turns until they were as close to a models turns as I could  reasonably be expected to get.  I also had to modulate a wide smile down  to a more professional look of cool hauteur "You'll crack your face if you keep that up"  she said.

Apparently satisfied, she started to talk to me in a reasonable tone of voice.  "Well Patrick,  here you are in a bimbo's clothes, in  a bimbo's makeup, walking around modelling fancy lingerie for the camera, smiling happily because I'm going to take you over my knee and give you a royal good spanking in a few minutes.  D'you know what's going to happen after I spank you?"

My mouth was too dry to answer.  I shook my head.

"Well ... I'd guess that you're going to like it so much that, after a  while, you're going to .. maybe .. want it again.  Oooh .. liar, liar, pants .. Or should I say panties .. on fire"  as I shook my head in  (smiling) disagreement. 

"Yeah.  I think you're going to come back.  I mean this house is an awful lot for me to keep clean, so when you come back the next time - make it  for a week end.  I'll have some pretty maid's uniforms made up for you,

and you can clean my house - and maybe serve up drinks to my friends if I have a party that night - or maybe - wouldn't it be great if I asked Dora over for dinner?   You could always wear your pretty lingerie under your uniform, then you could take it off and .. Hey! Do you suppose Dora would  like to take you over her knee?  You know, she just might!"

I was starting to falter.  She saw it.  With patronizing, false, kindness "All right Patricia, I can see you're just so excited by that scenario.  So  let's start.  Come to mistress now, and climb over her knee.  It's going to hurt, and you might cry - you are such a sissy - but you deserve it, don't you?"

I actually started to whimper as I went over her knee.

"No, you stupid bimbo"  she snapped.  "We need some nice smiles for the  camera before your makeup gets ruined, so turn your head to that corner and smile.  I'll tell you what poses I want."

And for about five minutes, lying across her knee, I moved my arms and  legs in what were a series of obviously staged 'happiness' poses, with her hand supposedly spanking my chiffon covered buttocks in some, on my   panties in others, and on my actual bottom on others.  Naturally, from my   angle, I could not see her facial expressions, but assumed them  (correctly, as it turned out) to be grim, while I had to show 'delight', 'fright', coy pleading, and 'unabashed happiness'.

Then the real spanking began without warning.  It hurt.  I thrashed, undulated, wept, pleaded, then finally laid totally submissive, sobbing. I've never been very strong, so it had been no real surprise to me that  she could spank me.  I was totally crushed, however, by the ease with which she did it.  Thankfully, I heard her say "had enough, Patricia?", And nodded eagerly in assent.  With that, she lifted me onto the bed, then leaned over me and kissed me.

I had an amazing erection, which she stroked gently.  She then pulled  my   panties down around my knees, straddled me, then sat on it, totally   enveloping me.  She then pumped up and down until I came with a scream of relief.  With no further ado, she got off.  "Go wash your face bimbo."  she  said callously  "You're in a helluva mess!"

And I was.  Lipstick, eyeliner, eyeshadow, all smeared. Mascara and  tear tracks down my face.  Carelessly, she came into the bathroom where I was washing up and threw my own clothes down beside me.  "Guess you'll want to put these on if you're going to work.  I should make you wash and  iron Dora's clothes, but I'm scared you'd foul it up and burn them or something, so I'll take care of it - this time"

"You don't need to be so mean to me "  I snuffled.

She looked at me in exasperation.  "How'd you expect me to be?.  I didn't  know  that you would be such a goddam pushover.  If I had, I'd have  initiated you a long time ago.  You were just too good an actor - I really   thought you were a real man.  I mean, you give Dora such a hard time - I just thought you were one of these pricks - yeah, I even know about you getting kicked out of college for harassing that gal - I mean you had me  fooled.  I didn't take you for a namby pamby pansy that would fall all over himself to prance around and get his ass blistered."

She shook herself.  "O.K.  You stood by your part of the bargain, I'll stand by mine.  I'll make up the package this afternoon, and arrange for the special delivery tomorrow"

"Thanks Doris"  I said, meaning it.

"Yeah"  she said.  "Let yourself out.  I'll see you sometime today or tomorrow."  She left.

I showered, that being the quickest way to get rid of the makeup plus, I had an awful feeling that some of the scented miasma from the bubble bath still clung to me.  To tell the truth, I was too damn tired to care.  The  late night looking for that package, the emotional trauma of all I'd gone  through - been put through, I reminded myself, particularly the spanking, had just wiped me out.  On the way to work, I took an impulse and called. Told Dora not to expect me until at least late afternoon, maybe tomorrow, then went home and fell into bed.  I seemed to be running a low grade  fever, tossing and turning around - and weird, bloody weird, dreams.

I woke up in the late afternoon and decided not to work at all that day. A light dinner, some TV, and back to bed.  Refreshed, I was wakened by   the phone about six o'clock the next morning.  A little groggily, I answered it to hear Doris tell me that it might be well worth my while to  get my ass to work, and look in Dora's file cabinet at all the folders under 'p' - for Patricia, naturally.  Before I had a chance to answer, she  hung up.  I called her back immediately, but got a busy signal.  Confused, I lay in bed for a minute or two, but something told me that it was a good  idea to accept Doris's advice.

I beat Dora in to the office by about twenty minutes, and was very glad I did.  In three of the 'p' folders were 8 1/2"x 11" color glossies of me, over Doris's knee, lingerie carefully draped, one leg bent at right  angles, the nylons and garter belt clearly visible, the high-heeled shoe  pointing daintily in the air - smiling so happily - as Doris's hand  descended.  Another showed me pouting into a mirror as I concentrated on  applying bright red lipstick.  Another of me turning towards the camera, a  cloud of fabric surrounding me.

A note, attached to one of them said "Why don't you make the coffee for Dora this morning?  I'm sure she'd appreciate a cup on her desk as she  walks in the door - one pack of sweet'n'low, no milk."   I had the  strangest feeling that I'd better take this advice as well.  Dora was notoriously punctual, arriving on the stroke of eight each morning.  Her cup was on her desk for less than ten seconds when she walked in the room.

She was flustered, confused, and happy by this act of consideration and  gushed about how good I had made it.  Coyly, she suggested  "Maybe you'll want to make it all the time?"  Then hurriedly added  "Just kidding!  I know that's the office girl's job."  For appearances sake, I kept her company for a few minutes while I drank my coffee, then retired to my   office.  I was really shaken inside.  What if I had been held up in  traffic?  What was Doris up to?

She came in around ten, and I found out. 

"I've decided to give you to Dora"  she said matter of factly, after closing the door to my office"

"You what?"  I gasped.

"Give you to Dora.  I was going to take you on - make you my maid - but I figured that Dora's had to put up with you, she deserves the fun.  She  also needs to build up the self confidence that you and assholes like you have been knocking down for years, so - I'm going to give you to Dora."

"Suppose she doesn't want me?" I asked weakly.

"I've thought about that"  she said.  "And it's my considered opinion that  it's in your own best interest to make sure she takes you, cause if she  doesn't, I'm gonna.  Now, you will admit, I think, that all I would have  to do right now is talk to you a little and you'd be over my knee in a  couple minutes tops.  Then.."  She added meditatively  "I'd have you go  out and borrow one of Dora's smocks and put it on - then ask her to make  you up real pretty like.."  She shook her head  " I may be getting carried away. but don't you agree that I could do these little things?"

I was finding it difficult to breathe.  "I .. I ..Don't know"  I admitted.

She sat up in her chair  "Want to find out?"

"Please Doris, no" I muttered.

"O.K. Then I think you'll agree that if I can do that, it wouldn't take  too much to set you up as my french maid on a permanent basis.  Boy, would  you love all the little flouncy, frilly dresses, aprons, little caps, curtseying all the time.  I'd spank you a lot of course - maybe lend you out to some of my butch friends.. Maybe your mother?"

"Please stop"  I whimpered.  "What do you want me to do?"

"Easy!.  Just tell her you want to swap jobs with her to give her supervisorial experience then, next week, offer to let her share your apartment with you - as you'll be such good friends by then, and I know  she's been looking for new digs for some time. 

I didn't like any of this, but it sounded a lot more preferable than the  alternative she was forcing on me.

"What else do I have to do?. I know you expect her to start being cruel to  me like you are.  But what happens if she isn't?"

She shrugged.  "More fool she.  But if you do what I say - make sure you swap jobs, make sure that you try your best to get her to share your apartment, I'll leave you alone.  Now, just one other thing.  You've been  a lazy bastard for years now.  From now on, you'll come into  the office  before  eight, and you'd better go through the files carefully, because  I'm going to seed them with some pretty photographs, like I did this morning.  I'll bet that your only solution is to make sure that you do  all the filing - and getting the paperwork that Dora needs"

"You promised you wouldn't blackmail me!"  I exclaimed.

She grinned.  "Yeah.  I did, didn't I?"

That pretty well ended any hope I had of having her relent.  She left a  little later, but not before 'advising' me of possible reactions from Dora  and contingencies I should set up to counter them.  On the basis that the  longer I took, the tougher it would be, I called Dora into my office.

As I expected, she was totally confused by my offer to exchange jobs. 

"But I couldn't.. Just couldn't boss you around"  she tittered.

"Well, Dora " I said severely, "that would be a black mark against you"

"Oh. I don't think I could possibly.."  She started.

"But Dora"  I began, starting to hear a note of pleading in my voice  "Just think!  Mom'll come home and find you with all this good experience.

That way, me or Doris ever leave - why you'd be the automatic choice as our replacement."

She perked up at that, and I could sense that she felt herself to be in a  strong bargaining position, but still she faltered.  "I.. I ...Really   don't know .. Perhaps if I could talk to Robin?"

My heart sank.  Robin was a friend of hers who visited on a regular basis. She had little love for me, as I was consistently rousting the two of them  during her visits.  I couldn't see her passing up a chance like this.  I forced a smile  "Yes.  Yes.  A really good idea."

"I'll talk to her tomorrow then"  she said, all of a sudden shrewdly   checking my reaction.

"Oh no! "  I said jovially, not fooling her at all.  "Why not call her now, and ask her to drop down and talk to us?"

She tilted her head to one side.  "Maybe, if you called her?  It might be  better coming from you?"

"Sure!"  I said, forcing another grin  "Good idea!  What's her number?"

She picked up the phone, punched in a number then handed it to me.

Robin answered,  "Miss Anderson's office.  Can I help you?"

Still smiling, I asked if she was available to come down and chat with Dora and myself.  At first she was very suspicious of my motives,  then  thought that Dora was in trouble.  When she persisted in making wrong assumptions I said, with a little impatience,  "Well, actually it's Dora's idea that you come and talk.  She wants to ask your advice about  something."

There was a pause at the other end, "What are you then?  Dora's new secretary?"  She laughed.  "I'll be down in a minute." 

We met in our office.  Coyly, meeting my eyes for confirmation every so  often, Dora explained my suggestion.  Robin eyed me, disbelief written all over.  She talked to me  "What are you up to?  Dora's  going to be office  manager -  you'll take over her job as office girl?"

"Girl Friday"  Dora interposed.

"Well, he always called you the office girl, is why I used that term." Robin defended her choice of words.

"That's right!"  Dora said reflectively  "He does!"  She turned to me.

"You want my job as office girl?  And me to be your boss?  But what would  Doris say?"

I blushed furiously, raising amused smiles on both women's faces.

"Well..Well.."  I stammered.

"Dora!"  Robin said  "If you're the new manager and he's the office girl, shouldn't you be behind the desk?"

Tentatively, Doris stood up, still unsure of herself, and started to come  round to my side of the desk.  Dropping my eyes in shame, I started to go  to her chair.  Before I got there, Robin looked at her watch  "Think I've  got ten minutes Dora.  Have your girl get me a cup of coffee, would you?"

Dora smiled at me as I stood, frozen by the bloody woman's cheek.  "While  you're up, would you get me another one too?"

Meekly, I went on my assigned errand.  As I poured the coffee, Robin came  up beside me.  Some smooth fabric in her hand.  "Don't know what you're up   to,"  she said  "but I sure as hell don't trust you.  Dora's my friend, and  I'm not going to let you set her up in any way.  You do, you're going to  have to deal with me!"

"I'm not setting her up."  I said wearily.

"Well, if you are, it'll be embarrassing for you too.  You want to be her office girl, then I'm sure you won't mind borrowing one of her smocks while you're at it."  She handed me a pink satin smock.  "Here, put down  your tray, and I'll help you into it."  And held it up for me.

She pulled it over my head, then buttoned to the neck with large pearl buttons and matching smaller ones at the wrists.  The sleeves were long and full, and the hem fell well below my knees.  Dora, still puzzled, but  becoming more and more comfortable in her new role, accepted the coffee  with a smile of thanks.  "That smock really looks nice on you, though it  looks as if the button on the left sleeve is needing to be sewed on a  little tighter - god! - Though how I hate sewing!"

Robin sipped at her coffee.   "You just got to accept your new position  Dora!  That's what office girls are for  isn't that right Patrick  .. Or is it ... What's your name again?"

But Dora saved me.  "Don't be cruel Robin!  Leave the poor .. eh... boy ..alone."

The next ten minutes were total humiliation.  Robin was still suspicious of my ulterior motives and kept pressing.

"This is just some kind of set up.  I'm sure of it.  He's gonna tell his 'mummy' that he gave you every chance. That you can't manage even one  office help and should be fired - something like that!"

"No!  No!"  I protested.  "I'm happy with Dora's performance.  I truly   want to see how she manages people."

"But there's only you"  Robin insisted.  "O.K. You're in a nice pink smock  right now, but that doesn't make you the type of person that Dora would  have to be capable of supervising"

"What type of person are you talking about?"  I asked.

"An office girl stupid!"

Dora nodded her head in agreement.  "Good point Robin"  then, as she looked  at me, her eyes widened as a thought flashed through the empty cavern she  called a brain.  "Well..ll..ll, maybe he could learn.  That is, if he  didn't mind?"

Naturally, I didn't mind.  Giggling in excitement now, the two of them  started to define the type of typical office girl sins I'd have to commit: Too much time on personal appearance - makeup, nails, etc.  Talking on the  phone to my friends too much.  Reading magazines when I should be working.  Then, didn't I agree that I couldn't possibly rate Dora as a good manager if she wasn't 'firm' enough?  And surely, I couldn't be a 'model' employee.  There'd be no skill involved if I corrected my behaviour on the  first talking to that I got.

And the scenario was drawn up that I followed for the next couple of days.  I had to act as if I was putting on make up, doing my nails, talking on the phone, and so on.  Then, I'd get 'caught' by Dora, and  lectured on my behaviour in increasing tones of aggravation.  To make  things worse, Doris would drop in every so often, grinning like a cheshire cat when Dora would complain about my actions, and patting me  on my smock-covered rear end on a regular basis.

But things started to get worse.  Robin actually started visiting me, just  like she had Dora,  and would sit and chat about girlish things - makeup, magazine gossip, clothes.  She often wouldn't go away until Dora would ask her to leave.  Some honest emotion was starting to creep into Dora's voice  one day when she said  "Robin!  Would you leave her alone!  She's got work to do!"

But I couldn't keep Robin away and, god help me, started to enjoy her visits.  One day, she did my nails in a bright crimson polish.  Dora  caught her as she finished and sent her away.  I had to spend the rest of the day with the polish on, despite my entreaties.  Just at the close of business time, Dora called me into her office.

"I've been thinking"  she said  "it's so much more real for me when I can  criticize you for something you're actually doing wrong, rather than just  acting it.  Like gossiping to Robin when you should be working, or spending time on nail polish and things .. or just .. I don't know.. just  being a girl"

"But I'm not a girl"  I said apologetically.  I"m really trying though..."

"I know.  I know."  She interrupted impatiently.  "It's not your fault. I'm not saying that at all.  But there's one thing I think could help a  lot .. "  And paused, an uncertain look on her face.

"What?"  I asked with some trepidation, as I had a feeling what she was going to say.

I think the obvious fear in my voice gave her the confidence she needed.

She drew herself together   "Why look more like a girl of course.  When I

see you in my smocks.. Your smocks I mean, I sometimes forget that you're 

a man.  Now, if you had on say, a dress or a blouse and skirt... And  makeup, I bet it'd be almost impossible to ..."

"I can't do that Dora."  I cried.  "For goodness sake.."

Again, I think the conciliatory tone I used rather than outrage, gave her the courage.  "Oh nonsense!"  She said firmly.  "You agreed that you would  be the office girl, and that you'd act like an office girl.  Without the  proper clothes, it's all wrong.  Now keep that polish on until tomorrow, and I'll bring you in some proper clothes.  What size shoes do you wear?"

Hypnotized with fear, I answered.   "Seven."

"Nuts!"  She said,  "I take eight and a half... Wait a minute. Aren't  women's sizes bigger than men's?"

"I don't know."  I said.

We found out quickly.  She had me take mine off, and try hers.  They were  almost a perfect fit.  

"They'll be a little big for you when you're wearing nylons"  she said  judiciously.  "But better that than too small, eh?"

The following morning I was in early to find Doris's latest crop of photographs.  The files were just too big, and I was starting to get worn  down with the daily search.  The phone rang about two minutes before  eight. "To hell with it"  I thought.  "Must be a wrong number."  But it  rang and rang.  Impatiently, I answered it.  

Doris's mocking voice in my ear.  "Late getting in this morning Patricia? I'd suggest you get your dainty little tush into the ladies room.  There's a couple of things..."

I heard her laugh as I dropped the phone and ran for the ladies.  I found  a photograph of me over her knee in one of my poses, propped against the  mirror.  Dora was due in any second!  I started to rush out.  Wait a  minute!  Doris had said  "a couple..".  I looked in both stalls, nothing there!

It's a small ladies room.  Hardly any room to hide anything. Nothing was visible.  Worried though, I started to leave - and it hit me!  I was right.  Taped to the back of each stall door was another of my poses.  I  had missed them because the doors had been fully open - the photos would  have become visible to anyone sitting down.

Then I heard the door of the office open.  Dora had arrived!  Hurriedly, I threw the photos in the trash, then ran into one of the stalls and flushed  the toilet.  Just in time!

I heard Dora come in.  "Is that you in here?"  She asked.

"Yes" I admitted.

"So you're using the ladies rest room now?"  She tittered  "How very   appropriate!  I'll just leave the clothes we talked about last night here  on the couch.  If you have any problems with the bra or anything, just  call me."  I heard the door close.

The lingerie was light blue nylon.  I had a little trouble getting the  nylons clipped to the garter belt, but no trouble with the bra at all.

The skirt was pleated black georgette, the blouse a sheer white organza  with a series of scalloped pleats running from shoulder to shoulder,  long sleeves  that were cuffed something like a man's shirt.  She had clipped a  pair of large, black cuff-links to the cuffs, and a matching necklace lay   beside the clothes.

I was just putting the shoes on when she knocked at the door.  "Decent?"

"Yes Dora"  I called.  "Just about ready"

She came in, and "oohed" and "aahed"  about how pretty I was, then dropped  the next bombshell.  "Robin'll be down in a minute to help you with your makeup.  I brought you lots to choose from.  Lets go out to the office."

Unsteadily, I followed her, but made it to my desk where I could sit.  She  produced two handbags  "one for your dark outfits, one for your light  ones"  she explained.  "I put make up in both, but your powder compact is in the dark one.  I brought a nice wig"  she added, shaking out a mass of platinum hair.  "We'll get it on, once you're made up."

And Robin came and made me up.  And I learned over the next two days - or was taught, that I had to check my makeup about every five minutes, file my nails when unemployed at anything else.  Check the seams in my   nylons regularly.  Without being taught, I developed a sway in my walk.

The second phase in my contract with Doris came due.  Dora jumped at the  idea of sharing my apartment but, when she saw the size of it, suggested  that as Robin was having problems at her place.. Well?"

And of course, now that we were all together, it was silly for me to  change in and out of my 'pretty' clothes at the office.  With our car pool, I could put them on first thing in the morning - and didn't need to  change until I got home again.  Of course, once I got home and shared the  chores with the other girls, it seemed such a bother to change...

Robin did my hair and taught me how to set it at night.  She also dyed it. Not to the platinum that I'd have liked, but a nice ash-blonde.  I gradually fell into the routine of being a girl in an all-female  household.  The mornings were really crazy, running around in our slips, not always agreeing on who's turn it was to make the coffee, make up the  bowls of cereal, rinse the dirty dishes for the dishwasher, etc. But  helping each other if a blouse or skirt needed a touch with an iron, or a  button had to be sewed.

The three of us became good friends quickly.  The bullshit at the office  stopped.  I wasn't reviewing Dora - or anyone else.  I was the office  girl, or 'girl friday' as I preferred to be called.  Dora was the office  manager, and was beginning to show that Doris had been right all along.

She dropped a lot of the 'flashier' clothes (of course, by this time, I was wearing them) and started to wear more 'power' clothes - plain  tailored suits, fewer frills and flounces.  She gained confidence each day.  Now, when I got into trouble, it wasn't an act.  I had done  something stupid - and she told me in no uncertain terms, how she wanted  it corrected, when she wanted it corrected - and god help me if I didn't  fly on the straight and narrow for a while. I actually started to become a  fairly competent secretary.  My typing became quite good, and I started a  DVD- based course on shorthand, practicing at home at nights.

Both Dora and Robin had dates with guys, but I could never get comfortable  around men, so we had an agreement that they never brought them back to  the apartment.  The three of us had a serious discussion one night - they   were both very concerned that I had no 'friends', other than them.  "A  girl needs some sex"  as Robin put it.  I explained how I felt.  I didn't  want a man, but didn't know how to attract a woman.  They shook their collective heads, - they didn't know either.

I had a helluva scare the first time they suggested we go out for an  evening, but it was very pleasant.  To humor me (according to them, no-one  could tell that I was not a girl!) We went to a restaurant with very   subdued lighting.  It had a small dance floor so, after our meal, we  danced a little - I took the female side as I needed the practice - and I had a great time.  It became a regular habit.

But I was getting careless in searching for the 'photographs' at the office.

One day, as could only be expected, Dora went into a file when I was in  the ladies.  When I got back, she showed the photograph she had come  upon.

"I don't understand."  she said  "What's this?"

There was no sense in telling her a bunch of B.S.  I told her everything:  How I'd lost the Fowler package, how Doris had held me to ransom - the cam  corder tapes, the spanking, the still photographs - everything!

Surprisingly, she was quite sympathetic.

"That Doris, she's tough!"  She said admiringly   "Yeah"  I agreed.

A couple of nights later, I could tell that something was in the air. Both Dora and Robin were acting strange.  According to them, we were going out, somewhere special - but they wouldn't tell me where.  We all got  gussied up, - Dora had loaned me this beautiful black velvet dress - a  short skirt with a big satin bow at the back - and had woven a corsage of flowers into my hair.

I was nervous. Something was wrong.  Then the doorbell rang.  "Who in  the  world could that be?"  Robin asked nervously, "Betty (my new name).  Why   don't you see who it is?"

It was Doris - and two mannish-looking females.

"Just thought we'd drop by, in case you girls have nothing on tonight"

Doris said, grinning.

And I knew!.  My new friends had figured out what I needed.  Against their own inclinations, they had set up a triple date.  I smiled.  "No.  I don't  think we've got anything - other than you."  I turned to my friends  "Right  girls?"

I don't know about them (though I think they had a good time), but I had a  great time.  Towards the end of the evening, I was sitting in Doris's lap.  "Enjoying yourself?"  I whispered in her ear.

"It'll be better when I get you home with me" she sighed  "I've waited a  long time for you, you know."

"I'm going to be worth it."  I giggled.

"You'd better be" she growled   "after the money I've spent on maid's uniforms.  Your mother's due in next week.  I'll be needing some help in  the kitchen for her welcome home party.  You available?"

I snuggled in to her, her hand busy under the skirt of my dress.  "What's in it for me?" 

She grinned  "A good spanking for a good nights work - maybe a little more."

"Oh yummy!" I breathed contentedly, and kissed her ear.

The end


Librarian

The name that she introduced herself was Priscilla but I immediately thought of her as "Miss Priss".  Now it sounds silly, I know because that term doesn't usually signify someone as being scary or anything like that, but although this young woman couldn't have been much older than myself, I was intimidated immediately.

I'm small so am well used to being the smallest in most conversations, so the fact that she was probably a little bit taller than I really didn't play much part in my reaction that I could tell.  The clothes she wore were probably feminine – a nice tailored pant suit in two shades of pink with a little plain white blouse showing were not intimidating in a way that I could tell.  Hair neat and blonde.  Quite short perhaps but in no way did she give any impression of physical strength.

It was her confident mien I suppose. Blue, confident, eyes with not a lot of warmth in them.  Her jewelry was simple and though I don't know much on that subject, I could tell that it was expensive.  The gentle whiffs I got of her perfume gave hints of expensive tastes and her makeup was perfect.  But all in all I think it was simply because she positively reeked of the confidence that old money provides.

"If you'll sit there, across from me Mr. Smith?"  she said, waving at a comfy seat.  Then she gave me a hint of perfect teeth in a semblance of a smile. "Or may I call you Roger?"

"Roger's perfectly fine," I mumbled heading for the seat as she opened up a slim folder in front of her.

"I suppose that you've guessed that we'd like to offer you the job," she said.  "And that's true.  However there are certain aspects that you should consider before accepting.  Would you like to hear them?"

I coughed, elated. I was being offered a JOB!  Financially, I was good for the summer and only had my senior year at college to worry about with money for it being my only concern – and the money that the job offered would help me save for that!  "Please?"  I managed.

"Well Roger, you were one of four candidates to get my aunt's library into shape.  You've seen during your first interview it so know that although the work is not extensive you should be kept busy enough."

"It's very nice.  Just needs a little work," I offered.

She gave me a cold look that said that my speaking out of turn wasn't liked. "Yes," she said coldly.  "But let me explain that first of all there is a tendency to have wanted a female for this job.  The three ladies who competed against you though didn't offer what you do. One was far too old and not too attractive, to tell the truth.  One made it perfectly clear that being cooped up in a house with only female company did not appeal to her. Her demands for time off were not acceptable."  She smiled coldly. "The third was attractive but wanted a great deal of money for her services and certainly did not have your qualifications."

"Whew!"  I muttered.  "Thank you.  I think that . ."

She held up a warning finger.  "I'm not finished yet Roger. Please may I continue?"

"Of course – I'm sorry,"  I mumbled and she gave a small smile as she continued.

"I won't go into explanations here, but my aunt Doris does not care very much for masculine behavior.  Because of this, she's hired women who felt the same way. The servants are two maids and a companion.  All lovely people, but who tend to think the same way.  They don't care for men very much and this might be a problem."

"Oh dear!" I said softly.

She waved my folder at me gently. "We were concerned about this, so took your application to a psychologist. She didn't have much to go on but stated that she didn't think that you'd have a problem."

"That's a relief" I said.  "Just what would be involved?"

She shrugged.  "Not a great deal I suppose.  Just your agreement that you'd try to play down any masculine tendencies you have.  No roughness or loud noises.  Certainly no bad language.  That sort of thing."

"I'm not really into those sorts of things anyway," I admitted.  "But the money I asked for is not a problem?"

She almost smiled.  "Not at all Roger.  As a matter of fact there'll be a bonus for you at the end of the three months if you behave properly and naturally you will receive full room and board.  Do we have a deal?"  She stretched her hand out towards me. I took it, surprised a little by the strength in her hand.  Smiled weakly at her, although elation was coursing through my veins. "Yes indeed Miss Priscilla."

She nodded approvingly. "Fine then.  You'll report two days from now.  You don't have a car so I assume that you're coming by train. Can one of the girls meet you and drive you here?  We're a ways out in the country as I suppose you know."

Having spent a small fortune on a taxi for my first interview I nodded gratefully and we made our arrangements.  As she had a railway schedule we picked out a train for my arrival and much to my surprise, she gave me a check to pay for my transportation and various incidentals.  I was delighted out of my mind.  She did tell me that she handled hiring and firing of her aunt's employees and though she didn't explain this, she did tell me that if I had a problem of any kind I should first of all talk to her aunt and if things weren't worked out to my satisfaction, she'd visit occasionally and if I had a problem, we could work things out then.  If I was in a hurry to leave I could call a taxi, but to make sure I was paid in full – and if any part of my bonus was due, I should wait for one of her visits.  This sounded reasonable to me, so I agreed quickly.  We then parted and Joan – one of the maid servants drove me back to the station.  I was concerned having got the feeling that she was a man hater but nothing could have been further from the truth.  She was extremely nice when she discovered I'd be working alongside her and welcomed me most cordially.

She was waiting for me on the appointed day and drove me back to the house.  She was very interested in what I would be doing and seemed genuinely interested in what I'd be doing there. She said that her and Meg, the other maid, absolutely loved working for Miss Doris.  She admitted that Olga, the companion to Miss Doris might take a little getting used to, but was really a lovely person at heart.

I arrived late in the afternoon and seemingly Miss Doris and Olga had an appointment they couldn't miss but left me a warm, verbal, welcome.  Naturally I met Meg when I arrived and though a little more distant then Joan, she was welcoming enough.  It seemed that the two maids took daily turn about as cooks – seemingly enjoying the breaks they got from normal housekeeping, although I got the distinct impression that their workload wasn't too arduous. 

I'll admit to a shock when I saw my bedroom suite.  It was far larger and grander than I had expected, even had my own bathroom.  Joan, who had taken me there giggled when she saw my reaction. "It's a little better than ours – but not much."  She explained.  "When you work for Miss Doris, she takes care of you."  She had seen my reaction and wasn't far wrong, but a major thing that got my attention was the feminine décor.  The main colors were pink, mauve, and an eggshell white. The bed had some dolls on top - on a satin cover and there was an embroidered canopy on the top and flounces on the bottom.  The furniture was a soft white and matched.  Altogether a lovely room – with emphasis on the lovely, I suppose.  I didn't want to appear critical in any way, so agreed with her completely and said nothing about the décor.

"I'll let you unpack and shower.  Then you can join Meg and me for dinner down in the servant's eating hall in about an hour and a half.  Is that okay?" she asked. "You remember where it is?"

"Sure." I agreed and she left.

I unpacked.  There was tons of room in the closets and drawers.  Frankly, I felt like a visitor seeing all the open space, then I put all my toiletries into the bathroom.  There were some things left here for guests.  Shampoo, conditioner, shower cap – that sort of thing.  Rather feminine I thought.  I smiled as I put away my shaving stuff. "Mostly male conceit" I thought – half smiling to myself as I tried to remember the last time I had shaved.  It had been a while if I remembered correctly.  I even wondered if I should shave before meeting my new employer or her companion, then shrugged – it didn't seem to make any difference.

I then showered and felt great.  The place may have reeked of femininity, but it was marvelous having so much room after the crowded conditions I had lived in for to long.  I luxuriated in the never ending stream of hot water – something else I wasn't accustomed to.  Then I changed into clean clothes including a fresh shirt and sweater.  I didn't think twice about putting on a tie – then I went downstairs.  My timing was excellent as the table was set and Joan said.  "Wonderful!  I was just going to call you."  Then a troubled look crossed her face.  "I hope you don't mind Roger?  But I have a suggestion if I may?"

"Fire ahead!" I answered cheerfully.  "Any advice you can give me would be very much appreciated.  I certainly don't want to put my foot in it at this stage."

She smiled.  "Wonderful!  But I think I'd do without the tie if I were you.  Miss Doris isn't overly formal for one thing – and she doesn't . . doesn't . ."

"Like to be reminded of masculinity," Meg said to help Joan out. "I sure hope that Miss Priscilla warned you about that, when she hired you?"

"Oh!  She did.  She DID!" I blushed pulling my tie off and sticking it in my pocket.  "I just never thought that something that small might be a bother."

"We don't really know for sure,"  Joan laughed.  "But Meg and I learned very early on never to say anything nice about men.  Frankly, we're both surprised that you were hired. Wondered.  Are you gay by any chance?"

I got even redder as I denied this and both girls laughed. "You may as well know this now dear," Meg said. "Both Joan and myself aren't lesbians but sometimes it gets SO long in this house that we enjoy a little slap and tickle together.  And please don't take this badly – but we'll not be interested in you while you're here.  Miss Doris has eyes like a hawk – and if she thought that?  Well we'd all be unemployed right quickly.  So don't be feeling bad if we seem to have no interest in you.  Okay?"

"I'm far too plain looking to expect lovely girls like you to be interested in me," I said gallantly.

"Oooooh!  That's lovely!"  Joan laughed. "Even though it's not true. You have really pretty eyes – and that long hair and those curly eyelashes?  You even blush nicely!  Might make us girls go all dreamy!"

"Don't mind us dear.  We just love to tease,"  Meg laughed.  "And if you keep on blushing so nicely, you just won't be able to blame us, will you?"

They both giggled as I admitted that it might take me a while to get used to teasing from such pretty women.

I offered to help and tidy up but they'd hear none of it.  Not on the first night anyway.  "We don't know what Miss Doris has in mind for you to do – but doing a maid's work?  I wouldn't think of that." Joan muttered.

"Mind you?  I wouldn't put it past her to like him do something like that – would help show that he's not all loud and boorish the way that most men are," Meg said in return.  But then she saw my look of confusion. "Don't worry Roger.  You'll do what the mistress wants I reckon – but the best thing right now is to wait and see."

I waited for my new boss to show up but my eyes were drooping with all the days activities and the two girls said they'd make my excuses and shooed me off to bed.  I felt strange taking the dolls off the cover, but didn't think too much about it.  Simply crawled into bed and was asleep in seconds.

Given meal times by the two girls I made sure to be just behind Miss Doris and Olga the following morning – tie less of course.  Both women graciously welcomed me and apologized for not having been there to meet me the night before.  Naturally, I apologized for having gone to bed before they got home and we all laughed at the rounds of apologies that were taking place before I settled down to breakfast with the two ladies.

I knew that Miss Doris was of an age – but she definitely looked a lot younger – in her early fifties perhaps.  Olga was much younger and dressed much more plainly, but it was easy to see that Miss Doris carried herself with aplomb and confidence.  Nicely dressed in a gray dress with some lovely jewelry in jade.  Hair immaculate in an ash blonde style.  Altogether a well turned out woman.  A very pleasant, modulated voice.  Like Priscilla, everything reeked quietly of money.

Olga was different.  Didn't have the same poise, but projected a lot of confidence..  Wasn't especially heavy, but gave an impression of stockiness and lithe strength.  Quite blonde with her hair pulled back straight into an old fashioned bun.  Piercing blue eyes that seemed to look right through a person.  Her English was excellent although there was a foreign element there.  I thought it was German at first, but then discovered it was Russian – a sort of guttural sound. Her grip when we shook hands was very firm.  I actually felt a small blush coming on when I saw her move her head a little sideways when we made contact and felt that she sensed the weakness in my grip.  She then seemed to hold my hand a little longer than seemed  necessary before smiling a little and letting me go.

We had breakfast and then Olga led me to the library that was to be my domain.  It looked lovely and there were some nice old books there, but I was well aware that some catalogues were required and there was evidence that sorting the books might be of advantage.  "Why don't you sit there, behind the desk?" she suggested, and perched herself on the edge of the desk as I did so.

"I know it's early, but thought it would help if we had a chat – yes?" she said, looking down on me.

"Whatever you think,"  I found myself saying a little bit nervously.

She then surprised me. Actually beamed and laid her warm hand on mine on the top of the desk. "No need to be frightened Roger.  I carry a lot of power with Miss Doris, but I can tell already that you're willing to do what is necessary to please her.  Is that not so?"

"I hope so,"  I said.  "She seems very charming."

She smiled again, not as brightly this time, and patted my hand.  "Charming? Perhaps.  But she has a mind of her own.  I can help of course – that's what she pays me for."  Her smile faded a little. "She has her likes and dislikes and I try to ensure that she stays in a happy frame of mind.  I know that you've been told of her aversion to masculine behavior?"

I nodded.  "Yes Miss Priscilla made it quite clear, then Meg and Joan dropped a few hints last night."

Her smile grew again, and she patted my hand some more. "Yes.  I spoke to them and they seem to think that you'll fit right into our little hen coop here.  Had a nice little gossip with them before you went to bed?"

"Yes, I guess so."  I admitted.

"Lovely! Nice to see you fitting in so nicely already.  Girls just love a little chat and the chance to gossip with each other.  Is that not true?"

I had the strangest feeling that she was sizing me out. Had actually lumped me in with the girls intentionally and was waiting to get my reaction to being accused of enjoying my gossip with the maids.  Was waiting for me to admit that I was one of them.  But I was too unsure and simply put her choice of words down to a possible flaw in her English.

Nonetheless I blushed as I admitted that yes, girls do seem to enjoy a gossip.  She then humiliated me even further by patting me a few times on the cheek, saying.  "I'm becoming surer and surer that you'll be a charming addition here.  Nice to have you on board."  Then she surprised me once again.  "Let me give you a sisterly welcome!" she said  and, before I knew what she intended, she had stood than approached where I sat and had kissed me firmly on the lips.  I wasn't too sure, but was of the opinion that there was nothing sisterly in her kiss at all.

The rest of the working day I spent getting used to the library and systems.  Joan and Meg paid me occasional visits and I felt wonderful, as if I were being spoiled rotten.  I cleaned up before dinner and had a charming meal with Miss Doris and Olga. After dinner I went to my room and read for a while.  Then I went back downstairs – but was surprised to find the place deserted.  Not a sign of anyone.  I was puzzled, but went back to the library and did a little work.  The house was still deserted when I finished, so I just went back to my room and went to sleep.

At breakfast the following morning, there was a definite chill emanating from Miss Doris and some searching looks from Olga.  I didn't know what was wrong but sensed something.  Stayed quiet because I didn't know what – if anything – I'd done wrong. But I didn't have to wait long.

"I thought you were settling in here?" Miss Doris finally asked me in an unfriendly tone.

I blinked. "I am ma'am.  Most certainly.  Have I done something to make you feel differently?"

"You most certainly have!  I'm told by Meg and Joan that you were told about our nightly meetings – yet you chose not to attend?"

I blinked, and actually started to deny knowing about any nightly meetings and then remembered.  "I'm terribly sorry ma'am.  They did, in fact, tell me about the meetings and how pleasant they were but I got the impression that they were for you ladies only and, on top of that, I completely forgot about them.  As a matter of fact, I wondered what had happened to everyone last night.  Forgot completely."

She looked at me suspiciously. "It wasn't some masculine reaction to a bunch of silly women talking about girl things – and reading romance novels?"

"Oh no ma'am.  Certainly not!"  I blurted, then tried a smile. "Not that I think I could contribute much to the group though."

My attempt at humor failed miserably. Her eyes narrowed and she stared at me. "You don't think you could learn anything?  Don't think that a man needs to learn how the opposite sex thinks?"

I was getting myself in the shit deeper with every passing second, so surrendered absolutely.  "Please don't think that ma'am.  I'm too young to have any preconceived ideas of how women think or how a gentleman is supposed to act around them – but it appears to me that meeting with you ladies could be of great help to me in my later life."

To my great relief, this worked.  Her brow smoothed and although it took a little while, she was soon treating me with affection – asking me how my duties had gone the previous day – even told me not to work so hard – the library had fallen into disrepair over twenty years, a few days effort wouldn't make that much of a difference.  Nonetheless I was very pleased to get back to my work again.  I could se that I'd have to tread very cautiously around Miss Doris.  I have never felt particularly masculine to tell the truth, but I had the strangest feeling that I'd just lost some of mine and wanted some time to recover.

This feeling was reinforced when Meg and Joan approached me a while later. "We couldn't help but hear what Miss Doris put you through earlier,"  Meg said.  "Yes, honestly.  We didn't want to get you in any trouble with the mistress.  Joan agreed.

"You did very well too!"  Meg added.  "Joan and I talked it over and we have a suggestion you might want to follow?"

"First of all girls?" I said.  "Thank you very much for your concern."  I grinned weakly "Thought I was in trouble for a while.  But if you have any ideas on how I can prevent myself getting in it again? I'll be glad of them."

Suddenly I found myself engulfed in soft feminine curves in satin as Joan embraced me.  As I was sitting down at the time, I was helpless for the short time she held me.  "You are SO sweet!" she was muttering.  "Isn't he Meg?"

Then I was engulfed even more as Meg joined Joan. "Oh yes Joan! I'm positive he'll fit right in!" Then the two women released me and stepped back, regarding me fondly.

"It's like this," Meg started, producing a small pile of magazines.  "You being a man and all? You're not going to be able to avoid making some mistakes in front of the mistress – but if you read up faithfully in these magazines here – and let it drop with the mistress that you're reading them?  It'll be sure to make you lots of brownie points!"

"Yes!"  Joan joined in. "There's lots of articles here on makeup and skin and hair care. How a girl can take the upper hand in a relationship with a man.  That sort of thing.  The mistress just loves these subjects!"

I looked at the small pile of Elle, Redbook, Woman's Home Companion, Cosmopolitan, they were laying on my desk. The sense of what they were saying was obvious although inwardly, I was quailing.  I was supposed to know this stuff?  But I certainly couldn't afford to lose any allies at this point in time. Managed to smile weakly.  "Thanks girls! That's a very good idea!"

Once again, unexpectedly, I was taken in soft womanly arms as both girls embraced and even kissed me softly.  I don't think it was sexual – more like I was being welcomed into a private club in which they were members.

"Lovely!"  Meg was saying as they released me. But now she put on an obviously false authoritative air – but meant it. "Now we know that it must be embarrassing for you, but before this afternoon?  I want you to read at least two of those magazines and either Joan or I will quiz you on them!  Understood?"

Sheepishly, I started to agree, when Joan burst in laughing. "And?  We'll expect you to pass!  If you don't we may put you over our knees!"

"Oh Joan!  You are a devil!" Meg laughed, then spoke to me. "She doesn't mean that of course.  You DO realize that we're only trying to help?"

I looked up at the two confident young women and was fairly positive that I had just agreed to become conversant with a bunch of women's topics – and I wasn't at all sure that Joan was kidding when she had threatened to spank me.  Again I felt that another piece of my manliness had been taken away from me as I meekly thanked them.  This time, it was wasn't so unexpected as they took turns kissing me girlishly.  They even mentioned how I would look more natural if I held my arms just so.  Then were very pleased when I acted more of the part of a girl kissing others.  I found myself almost in tears after they left.  I did NOT like what was happening to me, but felt that I was caught up in something that I couldn't extricate myself from.  Nervously though, I started reading a magazine.

My 'examination' came quicker than I thought.  About eleven o'clock, Joan came bustling in to see me. I hope you don't mind Roger, but Meg and I had an idea!  We spoke to Miss Doris and said that, as you were a man, she couldn't expect proper behavior from you at first. It took her a few minutes, but she finally agreed that maybe her expectations had been unreasonable."

I let out a "Whew!  Thanks!"  but she frowned a little at me.

"I wasn't quite finished yet Roger!" she said.  Then she paused long enough for me to apologize before continuing.

"As I was saying, Roger – the mistress agreed that perhaps a little coaching from Meg and I might help.  So from now on, you'll take breakfast and lunch with Meg and I.  That way you won't be under the pressure from Mistress – you'll only join her and Olga for dinner.  Isn't that nice?"  She beamed happily.

It was a comedown.  No question about it.  I was now eating with the maids – but to tell the truth, this was something like I'd been expecting all along, well before my arrival at the house so it was no major let down.  On top of that I wasn't facing up to the intimidation of Miss Doris or of Olga on a regular basis.  Nonetheless I'll admit to feeling strange.  I had a weird feeling that where before I had been under the power of the leaders of the house, I was now being watched over by the maids?  Nevertheless, I could see that Joan expected thanks, and I had to admit that there were some advantages for me, so made sure she went away satisfied.

Without the formality of Miss Doris or Olga being there, the meal with the girls was far friendlier. I'll admit that I carried a certain amount of nervousness about being quizzed on the contents of the magazines but the questions were often posed as comments while they waited for my reaction, so it really was no problem at all.  It was with a strange mixture of pleasure and humiliation I felt when Joan turned around to Meg at the end of the meal and stated.  "Guess that we don't need to put him over our knees after all?" with a pretended tone of disbelief.

"Nah Joan!  Not at all.  Not this time anyway!" Meg laughed.

So on my part there was this mixture of pride in having passed a test, yet at the same time I seemed to be accepting the fact that they could spank me if they so wished.  It was like being asked that age old question – "Have you stopped beating your wife?"  Damned no matter what you answer.  But the girls were delighted with me, so I must add that that I was more pleased than otherwise. In all honesty, I found myself looking at their fresh young bodies in lovely satin uniforms and had a strange tingle when I thought of them putting me over their smooth, feminine, knees.  The thought of being so helpless as I squirmed - but I got rid of those thoughts as quickly as I could.

I was still nervous on entering Miss Doris's bedroom that night. She and Olga were there before me and gave me a nice welcome – although there was a trace of sarcasm in Miss Doris's voice that I pretended not to hear.  She was in her robe and nightdress, while Olga was very informal in soft jeans and a silk 'T' with her hair down.  I noticed a wet bar over in one corner and a small fridge beside it. On a table were bottles of wine and glasses.

"At night time dear, we're very democratic," Miss Doris explained. "Help yourself to a drink and there's some goodies to munch on.  Ice in the fridge if you want something stronger to drink.  We only impose one rule.  If you go and get yourself something, you must check and see if the others want anything before you come back.  Okay?"

I nodded.  "Thank you.  I'll pass right now.  But does anyone want anything?"

They both refused nicely and, as I settled down nervously beside them in an easy chair, both Meg and Joan came in.  They were both nicely, but casually dressed,  Meg in a skirt and blouse, Joan in a floral dress.  They waved a greeting to me then both went over to the fridge and poured themselves a glass of wine – came and sat close to me.

I hadn't really been too sure about what was going to happen, but was put at my ease almost immediately. In my imagination I'd assumed that they'd start talking immediately about makeup and clothes – hairdos and things like that.  Instead, the original topic was more in line with what had happened that day – nothing whatsoever to do with work or business – maybe a thought that had crossed your mind while you were working.  I even got a laugh and some conversation on the so called advantages of automatic telephone answering systems – that kind of thing.

But after a while, Miss Doris produced a new book. "The Adventures of Tiffany".  It seemed that she had a service devoted to looking out Romance novels for her that could be read out loud. "I knew that you were coming Roger," she said with a smile.  "I'm sure that you've heard of my disinterest in Men type things – so I normally have books in which they only play a minor part – but in this case I asked them if they could find a story with a major masculine part in it."  She looked around her audience.  "I'm sure we'll all perhaps find it a nice change to have a story with a man in it."  Her audience, like her, didn't seem too sure.

I pride myself on having a nice reading voice, with a fair range of volume and tones.  I was given the part of Orrin – a major villain.  Miss Doris played Marjory the older sister to Olga's Tiffany, while Meg and Joan alternated through various parts.  Frankly, I had a very nice time, especially when everyone complimented me and said what a great villain I made.  We were well into it – through chapter three when Miss Doris called an end to it.  I learned quite quickly that in even in the close confines of the room we were expected to emote our parts.  In other words, when I was being dastardly, I had to leer – while Olga would say her lines with in soft demure way – often lift her arms gracefully when the plot called for it. Miss Doris was actually very good – her tones and facial expressions excellent.  Olga's voice was a little deep and I could sense that Miss Doris was a little impatient – but better Olga play Tiffany than me I thought complacently.

One thing I found rather amusing. While we read, if Meg or Joan had some free time, they'd work on Miss Doris's complexion.  They would pin her hair – or apply a few rollers to her hair.  Then they put a sort of net snood – a woven pink woolen helmet of sorts on her head and fix it in place with a light blue bow at the front.  Once that was done, they applied various creams and cleansers to her face. What I found amusing was the fact that they seemed to know when she'd have lines to read and would stay out of her way.  At other times they worked on her quite diligently creaming, wiping,  and tweezing.   They did want to work on Olga as well, but she shooed them away – another thing that Miss Doris didn't seem to like overmuch.  But all in all, it turned out to be quite a pleasant evening altogether.  Very warm and communal somehow.

Miss Doris and Olga were gone somewhere the next day leaving me with Meg and Joan. They both took great delight in pretending to be frightened of me – referred to me constantly as Master Orrin and, to be honest, it was great fun – they even pushed me to act the part more, explaining that Miss Doris obviously got such fun out of it – and I should be as letter perfect as possible. I rather enjoyed playing the nasty rogue.

I was nearly disappointed in the fact that the two senior ladies looked like they weren't going to make it but just after dinner they appeared and said that the night meeting would go on.  I was SO eager to get in there and play my part again.  But as before, the meeting began with mundane things – what had we done of interest that day and so forth  There wasn't much of interest except I had my very first taste of the feminine.  Seems that Miss Doris and Olga had visited a boutique where they had introduced a new blend of silk and nylon for women's underwear called Murline for some reason.  Miss Doris was enthralled by it and passed around a full set of lingerie for us to ooh and aah over, although she did say that the styles were very young for her.  It WAS a pretty shade of pink and I felt strange handling the various pieces of flimsy underwear but nothing much seemed to be expected of me so I inspected all of the items with the utmost gravity and said that they seemed very nice.

But when Miss Doris pulled out the books again, I was in for a very unpleasant surprise. "I've been thinking," she said to me. "You proved last night that you seem to have the capacity to play a multiplicity of roles. Don't you agree?"

Blushing, I thanked her for her kind remark,

Then she continued.  "I have been upset with you a few times about not being able to curb your masculine tendencies, although Olga has pointed out to me that you are doing your very best to curb them."

"This is true ma'am."   Meg piped up.  "He has shown himself to be a most apt and willing pupil in learning girly things this last few days."

Miss Doris nodded. "But even though he played Orrin wonderfully well last night, it dawned on me that we might not be giving Roger a chance."

"What do you mean Doris?"  Olga asked.

"Well dear,"  Miss Doris said to her.  "Last night I didn't think that the part of Tiffany suited you too well."  She held up a hand to stop a protest from Olga. "Yes dear, I KNOW you tried.  But at the same time, I'm not sure that having Roger play a mean male part like Orrin is good for him and his training.  May make him forget what we're trying to teach him about the niceness of being gentle and demure.  Perhaps a role reversal might be worthwhile? You Olga play Orrin and Roger play the part of Tiffany?"

I was speechless, but no one else seemed to mind – least of all Olga. To further my bewilderment and shame, I now had to sit closest to Miss Doris – this way she could coach me easier on how to play the part of her headstrong  but demure young sister.

Gradually, under her coaching my voice became more dulcet and sweeter and through constant repetition, my arm and hand movements became much more feminine.  At the same time, Olga fell into the male part with gusto, her naturally deep voice making the part hers and her gestures becoming more and more masculine.

Then, after some time had passed and Miss Doris was in her snood and her creams, the horror came.  Meg and Joan turned their attention on me!  I tried to wave them off the way that Olga had the night before, but Miss Doris hissed at me to stop fussing and concentrate on my lines.  Soon the two of them were silently working on curling and rolling my hair and I saw a partial reflection in a mirror as my head filled with rollers and bobbi pinned curls.  Then I saw Joan smile as she worked the next horror – a pink snood over my hair, then they slowly and carefully fitted to me the pale blue satin ribbon tied in a pretty bow – and Miss Doris and I sat now like the two sisters whose parts we played.

I was too weak to protest the next indignity where my face was creamed then wiped off – and my eyebrows were tweezed.  I did let out an occasional 'ouch' at this, but a scathing remark from Miss Doris about what sissies some men could be when they faced a little pain shut me up.  I finished the last chapter we did that night, my face creamed and shining with cleanliness, and my curled and pinned hair, wrapped up in a pink woolen snood as I spoke my feminine lines as my fictional sister and I addressed each other. 

Miss Doris clapped her hands happily as she closed the book on that nights chapter.  "Roger!  You did extremely well!  A little sweeter on the voice perhaps and a more natural feeling with the gestures!  I'd swear I had a girl beside me! And you Olga!  You did tremendously!  Joan and Meg?  I suggest that we both clap them for a wonderful start.  Weren't they wonderful!"

And I sat, blushing again, for having played the part of a girl so well!  I'd heard her say 'wonderful start' - so the chance of me getting out of the role of Tiffany seemed to be fading into the distance.

When we had finished I made a point of leaving with Meg and Joan.  They were full of how well I had done, but I interrupted, touching my feminine hairdo.  "Girls?  GIRLS?  What do I do about this?"

They looked at each other.  "You mean you want to take it out?" Joan asked.

"Got that right!" I managed.  "But what do I DO?"

They looked at each other, then Meg spoke. "Look dear, it's just done.  Not permed or anything.  You could wash it out right now . ."

"And you'd hardly see any difference in the morning!" Joan gushed.

"BUT?" Meg cut in.

"But?" I asked warily.

"The mistress seemed to like it. She might get real mad if you act all manly and have it taken out.  But I don't know.  It's up to you."

Joan cut in at this point. "It'll be uncomfortable for you if you leave it in Roger.  Girls take a long time to get used to sleeping in rollers.  And tomorrow? It'll be sort of girlish and wavy.  But if you take it out?  Miss Doris may get pissed off at you.  After all, if she doesn't notice your hair?  It might be safe enough to wash it out then.  But like Meg says?  It's up to you."

I found myself looking at them in total befuddlement and Meg picked up on my problem immediately. She put an arm around my shoulder and spoke to Joan. "Don't you see his problem Joan?  If he leaves the rollers in and his hairdo untouched?  When we brush it out in the morning?  He'll look kinda girlish."

Joan drew herself up a little huffily.  "So?  What's wrong with that?  We look like girls and we don't bitch about it!"

Meg hugged me even closer.  "But we ARE girls, silly!  He's kinda embarrassed..  Don't forget – he IS a guy after all!"

Joan blushed a little.  "Oh.  Sorry. I had sorta forgotten. But ma'am picked his hairstyle – or something like it.  I wouldn't want to advise him to change it now,"

Meg turned me around so that I was looking upward into her eyes. "Joan does have a point you know.  But I can see that you just don't know how to make a decision – right?" She was asking softly and confidentially.

I nodded helplessly.

She now nodded understandingly.  She spoke firmly now.  "This is for your own good! You just leave your nice hairdo as is.  Either Meg or I will come by your place in the morning and brush it out so that it looks nice for Miss Doris.  Now off you go!"

"But I . ."

She smiled to show that she was joking.  "Tiffany! Off you go now!"

I had to show that I appreciated her joke. "Yes ma'am," I said girlishly, and all three of us laughed as I went off to bed in my rollers.

I wasn't laughing the following morning though.  Sleeping had been somewhat uncomfortable as Joan had foretold, but the length of time had strengthened the curler effect on my hair.  Even Meg was slightly embarrassed about how good a job they had done as my wavy hair tumbled almost down to my shoulders and framed my face in a decidedly feminine way.

She couldn't help herself I guess. Patted my hair gently.  "It does look – look – almost – well, kinda nice?  I'd thought that Miss Doris might not notice but I can't see that happening.  Not now.   Your hair was nice and long before.  Now it's kinda .. kinda .."

"Pretty?"  I moaned.

She couldn't hide a partial grin. "Gotta admit it. Joan and I did an awfully good job."  She cupped my hair in a hand and rearranged it gently, then stopped.  "I don't know what to tell you Roger, but you've lived this long with it. Why not come and have breakfast and see how the Mistress reacts later. She might not care if you wash it out.  You can say that you left it this way as a joke?  Maybe she'll buy that."

"You think she'll buy it?"

Meg shrugged.  "Honestly?  No. But it's up to you."

My hopes weren't very high to begin with that Miss Doris wouldn't notice my new hair do – but they were dashed the minute I went close to where she and Olga were having breakfast.  "Roger?  Is that you?  Please come here and let me see!" she called out.

She and Olga stared at me as I entered, very conscious of the way my hair flounced about my face (though this could have been my imagination).

"Ooooh!  That's lovely!  How nice of you to leave it in!  I never thought that you would.  But isn't his hair lovely Olga?" Miss Doris said.

A small smile played about Olga's face.  "Much nicer than I figured last night.  You trying more to fit in with the part of Tiffany, Roger?"

"Of COURSE he is!" Miss Doris bellowed before I could say a thing. "What else could it be?"

"Maybe he likes to look like a girl?  He IS quite pretty," Olga said, shrugging.

"Oooh!  I never thought of that?" Miss Doris answered. She paused, then asked slowly. "That it Roger?  You a sissy?"

She obviously liked that idea and I was tempted, but even I could see the potential path I was setting my feet on with a 'yes' answer to her question.  "No ma'am.  I'm not a sissy," I said 

"See Olga!" Miss Doris said sorrowfully but triumphantly before I could continue.  "He's being very brave.  Actually going against his masculine nature to please me!  I think he's being wonderful!"

What on earth could I do?  Tell her that she was making a mistake?  I probably should have, but it was the first time that she'd shown such an unqualified approval of me and I found myself basking in her approval.  She touched my hair lightly. "Lovely Roger!"  She smiled.  "Or should I call you Tiffany now to help you to become used to the name?"   She didn't wait for my answer before adding.  "So off you go and have breakfast with the other girls."

"Thank you ma'am," I said hopelessly, before leaving her and a grinning Olga.

Joan's eyes opened when she saw me.  "Oh Meg!  Now I believe you!" she said.  "That hairdo of his is so nice!"

Meg shrugged. "I heard what the mistress said to him in the dining area just now."  She smiled sympathetically at me.  "I don't think you can wash your hairdo out now, do you?"

"No Meg," I groaned.  "I don't know what to do."

She shrugged. "Well you sure are in good with Mistress just now.  I think you either have to wash it out now – and quit the job  – or go with the flow and see what happens.  Why don't you have your breakfast then go to the library and give yourself time to think, huh?"

What she said made sense and the girls had enough sense to leave me alone during the meal and let me go to work.  They did smile sympathetically at me though a number of times, but I was too deep in thought to respond.  Finally, I went to the library.  I really had no want to quit but my feminine appearance embarrassed me and no matter how I tried, I couldn't seem to find any way to extricate myself.

While I was working – or just sitting there is more truthful – I got a surprise visit from Olga.  It was probably the first time we'd been alone.  She perched herself on the edge of my desk and smiled. Swung a leg easily. "Sure got yourself in the shit, haven't you Roger?"

"I . .I . .Don't know what you mean,"  I stammered.

She shook her head.  "You don't think I believe that crap about you wanting to learn Tiffany's character by looking more like a girl, do you?"

"Well, I . .I . ."  I fumbled.

She shook her head. "I just came by to commiserate Roger.  I am only presuming that you don't want to be a girl.  Truthfully?  I don't think that you're any too manly yet but you seem to be coming around to Doris's opinion. .  You're still young and smooth.  Made a mistake when you wore your hair long – gave the girls a chance to prettify you – and now?  Now I don't think you know what to do."

I looked up at her.  Took a deep breath.  "You're absolutely correct Olga.  I'm absolutely confused."

She surprised me then.  "Welcome to the club dear.  Welcome to the club." She said.

I had to ask. "Huh?  What club.  What are you talking about"

"Look.  Doris has certain ways she wants us to act.  What you see is not really me.  Meg and Joan are actors too.  The money and perks that we get from Doris are incredible.  Sure we could quit – but what for?  There's NO way we could get positions that pay the same or offer the same benefits – so we stay on.  Don't always feel right about it – but we’re too comfortable to quit."

She smiled at me and her leg started swinging again.  "I'd say that you were in the same boat.  Except that you have a short term job here. You go back to college in the fall and finish up being a librarian."

"But Doris wants me to . . wants . ." I halted lamely.

"So?  It's a short term thing."  Olga didn't pretend to misunderstand what I meant.   "While you're here, you rake in the money.  Once the school year starts, you simply say that your mother wants you to be a librarian and you don't want to have her lose the dream for you that she's had for a long time.  After that?  You're home free."

What she said made sense, but I was honest enough to tell the truth. "Mom really doesn't want me to be a librarian.  She could easily afford to pay my college tuition, but won't.  Says that my grades weren't really good enough to have got me into college in the first place.  That I'm just wasting my time - that's why I have to go into a second rate school."

"But what does she want you to DO?"  Olga asked, with a puzzled look on her face.

"I don't know?"  I admitted. "I don't think she does either.  Just keeps yattering about me doing something 'practical' but I don't think she has a clue as to what she wants from me."

Olga sighed.  "Well. I can't help you make up your mind dear.  Your mother is one problem, but you have another right here.  I just thought you ought to know that Meg, Joan, and myself know which side our bread is buttered on.  We want to make Doris happy and just about anything we do is toward that end.  Believe me if you DON'T see things that way?   Us three will try to change your mind if you stay.  We really don't want you upsetting the apple cart.  Just being honest is all."

"Oh, please don't get me wrong Olga. I like Miss Doris and love staying here!" I said sincerely.  "It's just that I don't know what to do."

She reached over and touched me.  "Roger?  You don't seem to understand what I'm saying.  Just go along as if you didn't know what was going to happen to you.  That way, your conscience will be clear – and maybe you're dreaming?  Maybe Doris won't think up anything for you."

I looked at her in amazement.  "You think so?"

She stood up. "Dear?  It's up to you.  Either quit and get out of here immediately – or stay.  Just always keep in mind that you can always quit ANY time you want.  It's THAT easy!"

"Oh Olga.  Thank you!  You've clarified my thinking no end.  Thank you!" I stammered. "Almost as if you turned a light on everything!"

She stood up, leaned over and gave me a chaste kiss. "That's nice dear," she said.  A peculiar smile crossed her lips and then she left.  I wondered about the smile but forgot it.  I mean, what had I worried about after all?  So Miss Doris wanted me like a girl?  Maybe she was happy with me now – and like Olga said?  I could quit anytime if she wanted more.  I shrugged and let the weight fall from my shoulders.  Went back to the work I was getting paid for and cataloged some books.

That night at dinner I blushed when Miss Doris went on and on about how wonderful I was and stuff like that. To tell the truth I had spent a lot of time on my hair. I could lie and say that I had tried to make it more manly – but I didn't know how.  On the other hand I didn't have a clue how to properly take care of my current hairdo and spent more time than a woman normally would in taking care of it. To continue with the truth, I inwardly felt a degree of satisfaction I'd never felt before when I'd finally got it finished.

But now there was a change of sorts. Miss Doris referred to me as Tiffany! I blushed again and pointed out haltingly that I really wasn't that good – as yet – but once I was?

Miss Doris beamed and assured me that she knew that Tiffany was only my fictional name – but if I was called this, wouldn't I then benefit by falling into the character that much more readily?  I was speechless to an extent, but this disappeared until she referred to me again when she spoke to Joan who was serving. "After tonight Joan? I think you'll have to cut back on the portions for Miss Tiffany? I don't want her having weight problems while she's working here!"

Joan shot me a sympathetic smile but responded. "Very good ma'am. I'll pass that word onto Meg so that she won't make that mistake either."

Then there was another development. With a secretive smile. Miss Doris informed me that she wanted me to report to her room immediately after dinner.  She wouldn't tell me now – but she had a surprise for me!  I knew better than ask what it was, but tried to read faces – and got nowhere.  There was a sort of amused sympathy on Olga's face and Joan hid her face from me from that point on – I had seen that she seemed to be acting strangely all meal, but hadn't really put it down to anything.  Frightened out of my mind, I reported to Miss Doris's bedroom door and knocked on it about twenty minutes after I'd finished with my evening meal.

"If that's you Tiffany?  Come on in," I heard.

Shame faced at her obvious knowledge of who was there, I opened up the door.  Miss Doris was there to meet me, blocking my vision some. She came and gave me a quick kiss in greeting.  I was shocked at this familiarity – but even far more when she said.  "Tiffany?  That is NOT the way that young ladies kiss.  You are far too rigid. Now let's do it again – with you greeting ME as your sister this time.  Come along now!"

Now things were worse!  There in the background were Meg and Joan as I said in my lowest, dulcet voice. "Why hello, sister Marjory!  How nice to meet you!" and kissed Miss Doris as one girl would kiss another.  This was far more to her satisfaction, but she made me do it once again, exulting now at how good at playing Tiffany I was. Didn't Meg and Joan agree?.  Smiling and curtseying, they most certainly DID!

And now for  my BIG surprise!  I was led to one of two chairs and Miss Doris sat on the chair beside me with a pleased expression.  "Believe me Roger.  I DO have some idea of how difficult this is for you," she said as a pink nylon cape was wrapped around my shoulders.  "But believe me – I just want to help.  Girls?"

As she spoke Meg went and stood alongside Miss Doris, and Joan came and stood close to me.  "First thing she'll do is wash your hair,"  Miss Doris said. "She won't be long."

"But I don't understand Miss Doris," I wailed softly. "I've already had my hair worked on!"

"Silly!" she laughed, as Meg and Joan tittered in the background.  "That was temporary!   I liked it so much – and you seemed to enjoy it as well?  Thought I'd have you get a permanent."  She saw my facial expression.  "Don't worry darling. It'll be almost the same style as before – though a little different. I picked your new style.  You obviously took a lot of care to look nice for diner tonight.  You DID didn't you?"

"Yes.  I guess so,"  I had to admit.

She settled back and watched. "Well then.  After this, your style will be much more natural for you.  Just a little permanent and you'll look fine."

"Huh?"  I said weakly, but Joan and Meg were upon me now.  Insistent yet without much force, I was manhandled between the bathroom and the chair – if 'man-handled' is the right term.  My hair was washed, and then I was sat down back in the room. Head was combed into sections, and papers and different color rods used to roll up my hair. Then a waving solution was applied and I had to wait for a little while – then it was rinsed before a neutralizer was applied – then I was rinsed before my rods were taken out – then rinsed again.  I was rinsed again and my head put in more rollers, then had a pale blue chiffon scarf put on my head, then sat under a drier "For a little while" as Miss Doris said, beaming on my feminine countenance.

"Almost done Tiffany"  the girls chorused "Now NO shampooing or getting your hair wet for forty eight hours.  You'll love it, just wait and see!" Meg said.  "Now just sit here and we'll do some other little things that need doing!"

I can't say that I cared for the underlying strong smell that seemed to come from my hair now, but I was assured that if it continued, tomato juice would take it out – and I found myself totally under their control as they smiled professionally and took the opportunity to paint my finger and toe nails after they had worked on them. Saw the looks of professional 'caring' as they applied more cream to my face, tweezed my eyebrows into finer arcs – then horror of horror, pierced my ears and put in studs!  All the time, our employer sat delighted as she looked on at my transformation.

Helpless and feminine now, I looked up into Meg's eyes as she turned the drier off and pulled me out,  She simply nodded a level of approval, before she and Joan sat me in front of the dressing table mirror.  It was a girl who looked back - with my eyes - after my rollers were removed and my hair was combed, soft waved locks falling down my the sides of my face in proper girlish fashion.

I saw Miss Doris come up behind me now as the girls stood back respectfully. She placed an arm over my shoulders. "Isn't that much prettier Tiffany?" she asked me softly.

"Yes," Miss Doris, I said meekly – then began to cry. "But I'm not a girl Miss Doris!" I wept.

"Of course you're not!" she said sympathetically – and again read me wrong. "But don't cry darling.  You're looking more and more like a girl all the time!  Soon you won't feel left out or bad at all!"

I stared at her in consternation.  She thought I was crying because I didn't look enough of a girl – when in fact I was crying because I was starting to look TOO much like one.  But then she kissed me gently and I knew I had to shut up or take a chance at losing my job.    Inwardly though, my mind was racing.  Earlier I'd consoled myself with the fact that I could back out of this mess at any time.  Now, with my hair being the way it was – I'd have to shave my head!  Even then, the dual holes in my ear lobes would be almost impossible to conceal from any one.  I felt physically sick.

This time she didn't read me wrong.  Not completely anyway. "You don't look too well dear. I think all the excitement of seeing the new you has tired you out.  Why don't you go back to your own room and rest up a bit before our reading tonight?"

"Thank you Miss Doris," I said and she let me leave – after I practiced my girly kiss of course.

Back in my room, I was very tired but knew that I'd never be able to sleep.  But my mind was made up for me.  About twenty minutes later there was a quick knock at my door and Meg and Joan bustled in, all smiles.  "You're doing wonderfully well, Miss Tiffany!"  Joan said.

I looked at her – crushed.  "Don't you start in on that Tiffany bullshit again Joan!"

"But what did you expect – Miss Tiffany?"  Meg asked deliberately with a gleam in her eye. "Mistress wants you to be Tiffany from now on – and you didn't seem to fight it in front of her – did you?"

I felt the blush ride to my face as I admitted that she was correct.

"Well then?" she asked.  "If YOU can't tell the mistress that's she's wrong?  D'you expect us poor serving girls to do it for you?  Get ourselves fired?"

"Silly thing!" Joan said cheerily. "But I think a green shirt for tonight.  You've showered already and we don't have a great deal of time!"

"A great deal of time for what?" I asked, genuinely puzzled.

"Make you look nice, Tiffany. So let's put on that nice green shirt."

"Aw c'mon you girls.  Stop the teasing, would you?"

But I was too late. Joan was already unfastening my shirt and Meg was carrying my green shirt from my closet – then gently forcing it on me.

"Yes, you were right Joan," Meg said.  "Green definitely suits him. Now sit down here in front of the dressing table Tiffany.  Let's make you pretty."

For the first time I became aware of just how much strength Meg had.  I started to resist her gentle urging then found that I was wasting my time. She was implacable and much stronger than I.  I found myself simply staring at her weakly as I found myself being sat down in front of the mirror.  In the meantime, Joan had gone into the bathroom and found many jars and things in there that she now put down on the dressing table beside me.  She opened up the lid of one.  "Turn your face to Joan dear.  Be good now!"

A little while later they had made my face up.  It wasn't obtrusive by any means, but it was there. Foundation to make a base, then gentle coloring of my cheeks to give a slight blush to them. Then nice red lipstick to plump up my lips. But it was my eyes that showed the change most: Soft, sultry dark eyes, with greenish eye shadow framed softly by eyebrows that arced gently and looked out at the world, their submissiveness not hidden now – but emphasized.  I tried to say something, but couldn't.

"Yes.  We know you feel funny dear,"  Meg said, lifting me up out of my chair.  "But if Mistress doesn't mind tonight?  You'd just as soon get used to makeup.  Carry a compact and lipstick in your pocket – and if you feel the need, just powder your nose and put on fresh lipstick."

"Yes.  You'll be amazed at how it lifts a girl's spirits!" Joan laughed.

I know that I wore men's clothing when I knocked on Miss Doris's door sometime later but with my waved hair, painted nails and makeup, I felt more like a girl in men's clothes that anything else.  It may also have been more embarrassing to go in amongst a group of guys but their expectation that I was a guy would have made me feel that way.  Miss Doris's hello kiss and greeting were what one would direct to a young lady – and that was how I felt, knowing that my voice was pitched low and soft – and girl like.

I saw Olga sitting there and was about to say hello when Meg and Joan came in, right at my back and Miss Doris said hello to them. "I was just going to say, what wonders Tiffany has made with her looks!" She added, laughing slightly.  "But I just got to wondering if you two had anything to do with it?"

"Guilty as charged ma'am!"  Meg laughed.  "We weren't sure but thought you might like it. Tiffany wasn't too positive about the idea  – but we talked her into it."

"You silly little thing!"  Miss Doris mock-admonished me.  "Whatever would make you think I wouldn't like it?"

I was in the process of giving her a weak smile when Joan spoke up.  "That's why we didn't use perfume on her ma'am. Not being sue if you'd like it and all."

"Silly!"  Was all Miss Doris would say, but then she said.  "All right you three – go and say hello to Olga," and she sort of drifted away.

"My, my!  You DO look nice!" Olga said to me with a grin.  "Quite a change since I saw you last!"  Then she spoke to the girls.  "Been quite busy little things, haven't you?"

Meg and Joan both giggled, and then I turned to find Miss Doris at my side.

"You know?  I knew there was something missing when we said hello," she said to me and there was a strong floral essence filled the air.  I wondered for part of a second, and then she was touching me gently with a fingertip behind the ears and on my wrists – and I knew she was applying perfume to me.

I felt like jerking away, but then saw the expressions on the faces of Meg, Joan, and even Olga and knew that I'd better not.  Smiled a wan smile instead and said.  "That smells lovely ma'am." and stood there meek and docile until she had finished perfuming me.

"Suits you!" she said applying the stopper to the bottle and handing it to me. "There, Tiffany.  Use this to smell nice!"

Sweetly, I thanked her and put the perfume bottle in my pocket beside my compact and lipstick.

I haven't mentioned the fact that I'd been reading my women's magazines faithfully. Once they had seen that I took my duties seriously in this regard, Meg and Joan stopped quizzing me on the contents – but I had become quite conversant with what was contained.

Our early conversation took a turn towards how to find and captivate a male.  This was quite a common topic if conversation there – and I even drew some conversation my way when I dropped a comment I'd seen.  Found that I was glad of the fairly dim lighting as I sat there in my femininity and discussed the woman's viewpoint on males – as if I were a girl myself – which no one seemed to doubt for a second.

Finally, we turned to the reading and, once more, I was Tiffany in speech and in action – my arm movements much more graceful as I met my sister and finally admitted my love for that rascal Orrin.  Marjory, my sister, forbid to see him again and kissed me in a sisterly fashion when I pretended to see the light.

At this point Doris thought it would benefit the drama of the story if we actually kissed and as I could not disagree, she kissed me – chastely it is true, but on the lips as a sister will kiss another when sincerity counts.  It felt strange with my mistress kissing me – with me in the docile – younger sister mode.  Before it had been bad enough – but now?  It seemed more natural.  Wasn't too bad, to tell the truth.

But a little while later the story had me being disobedient to Marjory and rushing into Orrin's embrace at his flat.  Then, in the spirit of the book, I had to sit on Orrin's knees and (with some tittering from Joan and Meg) allow him to fondle and kiss me.  I nearly swooned with desire in the book but then as he kissed me on the lips I struggled against him and finally broke away – my eyes glazed with longing, which was very true in actuality, as I discovered Olga to be a most persuasive lover as I sat on her lap - as her kisses were very strong and demanding.

I think that I started rethinking my position about then.  There I was, soft and perfumed, well aware of my makeup and my hair falling about my face.  Olga was sweet smelling enough I guess, although I didn't notice.  Devoid of much makeup and holding me in her arms and kissing me with (pretended?) passion, I suddenly felt how strong she was – while I was weak and soft.  Knew inside myself that I was being forced to play the feminine role in our relationship – but started to feel that everything was right and proper = that she should be kissing me and that I should be all aquiver and docile.  It felt somehow wrong when the part called for me to leave her and rejoin Marjory.

We stopped reading at that point and all the women congratulated me on my performance.  Joan even begged Miss Doris's opinion and stated that she hadn't thought too much of me playing Tiffany.  But now she could now that I was almost a 'natural' for the part. The other women, even Olga, crowded around me as well,  and I found myself blushing and tittering as I accepted their congratulations on how well I was beginning to play the part of a young girl.  To my increasing shame, Joan pointed out that my lipstick had been worn away by 'Orrin's' kisses and then she gently touched my pocket to remind me.  The beam of pleasure in Miss Doris's eyes as I touched up my lipstick in front of four beaming women was indescribable.  I felt myself become even smaller and weaker as I used the small mirror to redo my scarlet lips.

"You do that SO nicely!"  Olga teased as I did it.

"Leave the poor boy alone!"  Miss Doris laughed. Then she apologized to me, laughingly, saying she hoped she wasn't confusing me.

I hadn't got to my own bedroom before there was a knock on the door and Meg and Joan came in.  "We thought we'd look out proper cleansing creams for you to use nightly now that you seem to be using makeup on a regular basis,"  Meg explained.

"Using makeup regularly?" I asked without much hope.

"Silly!"  Joan laughed.  "You're in it now babe,"

"Yes dear.  I think it's time you stopped arguing – or pretending to - with us," Meg said briskly.  "Starting tomorrow, you may as well get used to makeup.  Joan and I will help you – but don't make life difficult for us, will you? Just be good and do as you're told."

I was sitting there perfumed and made up.  I'd just been kissed – and congratulated = about acting like a girl.  My employer had shown me that this was the way I was to act while I was employed with her, and I'd simply allowed myself to be put under the command of every woman in the house.  At that point I accepted my position.  "What do you want me to do, ladies?" I asked meekly.

The women accepted my complete surrender with smiles. "That's a girl Tiffany,"  Joan said cheerfully.  "I wondered when you were going to bite the bullet.  This way, we're all singing out of the same hymn book – want to make sure that the mistress is kept happy."

"Yes.  I think it might be a good idea for you to make up right now dear," Meg said. "We'll be creaming it all off soon and you need the experience.  Why don't you come to the dressing table?"

We were al tired but the girls were very patient.  They did tease me openly now, calling me a sissy for wanting to be a girl, but they did it in such high good humor that I couldn't object.  Found myself getting very red and denying it when they giggled about me having a schoolgirl crush on Olga, but they imitated me and how feminine I'd been when I was kissed and fondled and I nearly cried with humiliation -  giving them another reason for teasing me.  They must have been just over an hour, but I HAD learned a lot about how to put on, repair, and take off makeup before they left – with kisses of course.

Olga wasn't at the breakfast table when I passed on my way to have breakfast. "Come in here and sit with me Tiffany," Miss Doris said.  "I think I want you eating with Olga and I from now on for all the meals.  You don't mind, do you?"

"Oh no, Miss Doris,"  I said, with my heart plunging.

"First of all, before she appears?  I want you to come to my bedroom about ten this morning – I'll get rid of Olga beforehand as there's something I want to say to you – but keep it a secret.  All right?"

"Yes Miss Doris." I answered, puzzled.

She inspected me.  "I see that you're wearing makeup now.  It looks nice and I must say that it's about time. Did Meg or Joan do it for you?"

"No ma'am," I said truthfully. "They spent hours with me showing me how to do it properly – but this is actually my first time."

Her eyebrows lifted in surprise and Olga walked into the room at the same time.  "Did you hear that Olga?  Tiffany just told me that she is doing her own makeup now!"

"A part of it," said Olga, coming over and inspecting me.  She laughed.  "I think that Tiffany is doing a better job now than I ever did!"  She gave me a reassuring smile as she sat down. "You look nice dear.  Don't be afraid, you're amongst friends here."

"Of course she is!  What a funny thing to say!"  Doris commented, bending down to her breakfast.

I had three major surprises that day.  The first was when I made it into Miss Doris's bedroom.  She looked up and smiled.  "As you know Tiffany, I'm very pleased with your prowess.  I know that it was probably difficult for you, but I'm well aware that you and my other girls spend some time in ensuring that I'm kept happy.  Is this not so?"

"Yes ma'am," I admitted.

"Well?" she continued. "The converse is also true.  I do as much as I can to ensure that the people who work for me are happy too.  Does this make sense?"

"Absolutely."

She nodded regally.  "I'm glad you see that. But my concern is Olga."

"Olga ma'am?" I said in surprise.  "She seems happy enough to me?"

She looked me shrewdly.  "I'm supposed to be TOO old.  But that doesn't mean that I've forgotten about sex completely.  I see Meg and Joan.  They fool around with each other, each of them being the dominant partner for a while.  But I'm not an idiot all together. Now and then, they make their way into the village and have themselves a big sweaty man."

"I don't know anything about that," I said honestly.

"It's true nonetheless," she laughed.  "Human nature being what it is."  Then she got serious again.  "But Olga is a problem.  Up until recently, I'd just figured that she has a low sex drive. Yes, she's fooled around with the other girls, but I never got the feeling that she enjoyed them."

"Recently?"  I asked innocently.

She looked at me, grinned, and shook her head. "You really ARE an innocent, aren't you Tiffany?"

For some reason I shuddered. "Maybe so ma'am?"

She shook her head again.  "Ever since you've been her girl, Tiffany."

"Huh?" was all I could say.

"Maybe you can't see it – but trust me.  She's getting all sexed up with you acting as her girl when we read.  Her face gets all flushed and her hands tremble.  I'm pretty sure that she wants you dear."

It was my turn to shake my head.  "What you say ma'am may be true.  But I have NO idea what to do.  Okay – to please you, I've cut back – away back – on any masculine tendencies I have, but I really am not a girl.  What do you expect of me?"

"What you say may be true Tiffany – but I ask you. Is your behavior that of any real man? Allowing yourself to be treated like a girl – and perfumed and made up?"  She saw my reaction and held her hand up to stay my objections.  "All I'm asking of you is that – in addition to pleasing me – that you try to make a point of pleasing Olga as well."

"But I don't know HOW!" I answered in a puzzled manner.

She surprised me.  "Just keep on doing what you're doing my dear.  I think that you appeal to Olga just now. Just don't get all masculine on us again, huh?"

"I don't think there's much danger of that!" I said bitterly.

She looked at me calmly.  "Are you being naughty – Tiffany?"

"No Miss Doris,"  I replied meekly.

She came and kissed me. "That's okay.  I understand.  Just DO try and please Miss Olga, will you?"

"I'll try," I said.

"Good.  That's all I ask.  Now, off with you."  She actually patted me on the rear end!

My second surprise came about an hour later when the library door opened – and in came Miss Priss!  She had on a black pant suit in silk with a hot pink satin shell under her jacket.   Pink shoes to match.  She smiled at me.  "I'm visiting and Doris has something to do for the moment.  Thought I'd come and see how you are.  I hear that you're settling in just fine?"

I brushed my hair from my eyes and blushed immediately – this action was becoming so common with me, yet one so feminine. I knew instantly that she had also caught my dark pink polish on y fingernails.

"Yes."  She grinned.  "I hear they call you Tiffany now?  By the looks of it you've become just like one of the girls?"

"Wasn't my fault.  Honest."  I said defensively.

She smiled tenderly.  "Of course it wasn't! I realize that you're ALL male.  Just want to please Doris.  Isn't that right?"

"Yes,"  I mumbled.

She walked slowly to me, her eyes fixed humorously on mine. "Don't be shy Tiffany! Why don't you lift those pretty red lips and let Priscilla kiss you hello, huh?"

By this time I knew a command when I heard it. Turned up my submissive eyes and pouted my lips for her. She smiled down on me and slowly put her hand at the back of my neck, then leaned forward and kissed me. When she released me she smiled again. 

"You do that SO prettily! Been practicing with Joan or Meg? Or is it Olga you have a crush on?"  She was openly teasing me now.

"I have to kiss Olga ay reading time because it's part of the story plot – but I haven't been kissing anyone else!" I said this defensively.

"Boy, they're silly!" she laughed.  "If I were here I'd make sure you got LOTS of practice."

I looked down in shame, but she continued in a different voice.  "I got a call the other day from your mummy."

I looked up quickly.  "Anything on her mind?"

She shook her head.  "Not really.  Just wanted to know how you're getting on.  I get the distinct impression that she doesn't think that you being a librarian is a good idea,"

"Oh, she's been going on about that forever," I said. Then I touched my hair. "You didn't tell her about . . this.   Did you?"

She patted my face in motherly fashion.  "Tell her about what?  That her little boy has changed his appearance?  Smells nice and wears makeup? Oh no. Never got around to that. The poor woman might think that she has a sissy son."

I started to say something, but she looked at her watch. "Oh dear! It's been lovely seeing you again Tiffany, but I've spent enough time gossiping as it is.  Must run.  I don't even have time for lunch – but DO let me know if you run into situations that you don't care for.  Give Priscilla a kiss now!"

Seconds later, she was gone.

The third surprise came just after dinner when I was preparing for the reading session. A quiet knock at the door let Meg and Joan in.  I was embarrassed to be caught at the dressing table with my makeup in front of me but both women were very pleased and inspected me approvingly before getting down to business.

"Mistress usually locks the book you're reading away.  Likes surprises, that sort of thing,"  Meg said.

"Yes.  I thought it was something like that," I said.  "Why?"

"She'd forgotten today,"  Joan said.  "And while I was in her room, I read what was going on."

"Tut Tut Joan! You should be ashamed!" I laughed lightly.

She grinned in response.  "So I should.  But I told Meg here – and we came up with this idea."

"What idea?" I asked.

When they told me I absolutely refused. It was my very last attempt at masculine behavior.  I won't say that I put up a good fight – the girls actually giggled at my attempts to defy them and Joan actually put me over her knee and spanked me – to teach me how a girl should behave – and although in fun it shamed me enough to give in to what was demanded of me because while I was over her knee, the two of them took advantage of my position and taught me how I was to act if I were ever in that position.  It took a little while because I was not really willing, but they finally told me that if they were there when I was spanked  and I did not behave properly, they'd spank me in earnest there and then.  I then acted as they wanted.

That night in Miss Doris's room, I was very nervous. Despite their knowledge, both Meg and Joan refused to tell me what the plot was.  As it turned out originally I defied Marjory and wore a pant suit for an assignation with Orrin.  Again I settled into his/her arms and was kissed and fondled, although at one point in the fondling, Olga looked at me strangely as her hand caressed my back.  At that point I pleaded  with her by using my eyes and she said nothing.

Marjory, suspecting something, was lying in wait for me after me meeting with Orrin and forced me to join her in her apartment.  First she berated me for wearing a pant suit – they were FAR too masculine for girls like me.  Then she was dreadfully hurt that I had broken my word and thrown myself into Orrin's arms again.

Rather than being the contrite young miss that she was used to, I stood up for both my clothes – and my lover.  Defied her!  Then, and only then, did I know why Joan and Meg had done what they'd done.  Miss Doris as Marjory was going to spank me for disciplinary reasons!  Unfortunately, she took my real struggle as acting and soon undid my pants and put me over her knee.  It was at that point I started to cry – another thing she took as acting from me.  But when she pushed my shirt up my back to spank me on my buttocks, she first saw the lace topped stockings I wore, then the satin teddy with the garter belt underneath it.  She paused for a second, then ran her hand up under my shirt, felt the backing of the bra I wore.

"How lovely Tiffany!" she gurgled and her hand caressed the pink satin of my teddies. "Why that feels just like the Murline I got from the boutique!"

"It is Mistress.  But you said you didn't feel it was right for you – so we suggested it to Tiffany,"  Joan said.

"Whoever it was deserves plaudits!"  Miss Doris laughed,  as she spanked me all the while explaining that she was following the dictates of the book.

But once she had finished spanking me, she leaned over and whispered.  "I think we should just keep on doing what the book says, don't you think?"

I had no idea what was to follow, but nodded my head agreeably, although I was fighting off tears.  At that point, I started to lose the final vestiges of any manliness I had once had.

Slowly, and with great care, she removed all masculine clothing from me as I lay supine over her knees.  I heard her mutter something to Joan or Meg, I wasn't quite sure.  But once I was down to nothing but my ladies lingerie, I felt my arms and body being manipulated into 'something'. When I recovered what little consciousness I had, I discovered that I was wearing a blue, shirtwaist, dress over my teddies and a frilly tiered petticoat.  Had a pair of blouse, velvet court shoes – not a very high heel – on my feet.  For the very first time, I was now made up and dressed completely as a woman.

"He's not exactly as the script calls for.  Not quite as girlish,"  Miss Doris explained "but under the circumstances?  I think he looks very sweet now.  Doesn't she girls?"

Meg, Joan and Olga all nodded their heads agreeably as I sat down beside Miss Doris in my new dress.  I stared at all of them quietly, fully realizing what had happened to me now.  Miss Doris left me in no doubt.  "Meg and Joan?  Please leave a little early tonight.  I think that Roger has finally accepted his new position here – so why don't you look out some new clothes from any closet you think of, that will stop him – her – from backsliding into masculinity?"  She patted my hair. "I think that nice nightgowns and skirts, blouses, and so on are available if my girls can just look them out for you..  I'd HATE to see you lose all the confidence you've gained as one of my girls.  You DON'T  mind, do you?"

I swallowed hard and shook my head.

We read for a while after that, then Meg and Joan left.  "Why don't you come and put an arm around Tiffany, Olga?" Miss Doris suggested. "I'm not sure, but He probably needs some comforting just now.  The poor dear has been wonderful and, knowing that he likes to be hugged, I think he probably prefers a younger person than me.  You don't mind, do you Olga?"

"Of course not Doris!  Not at all.  But why don't you come and sit beside me Tiffany.  Come along now!"  Olga's voice was nice, but had a trace of command in it that I found difficult to refuse – even if I wanted to – which I didn't.  Blushing, I went to beside her and settled down into the arm that she readied for me.

"How sweet you two look together!"  Miss Doris said.  "But Tiffany?  You look tired.  Why don't you just rest your head on Olga's shoulder and let us big girls talk.  Okay?"

There's no question about it.  Her words let me know just how mentally exhausted I was and gratefully, I followed her suggestion. Knew perfectly well how feminine my pose was but at this point I just didn't care any more. I may have even fallen asleep a little as the two women chatted – their voices were so soft and comforting – but I can't be sure.

At Miss Doris's suggestion, Olga walked me to my door. She looked as if she was about to take me in her arms and kiss me goodnight, but then a muffled sound came from behind my door and we were both aware that Meg and Joan were probably there and might come out at any minute..

"You'd better get in there, Tiffany!  Bet you're wondering what nice things the girls have got you, huh?" Olga laughed as she said this, so I knew that she wasn't entirely serious, but she gave me a quick peck on the cheek.  "See you tomorrow girl.  And if it means anything to you?  I think you look very sweet!"  Then she took off.

It took me a few seconds to get rid of the flush of pleasure I'd got from her, but then I took a deep breath and went into my room.

Meg was sitting on a chair by my bed, and Joan was hanging something in Yellow in my closet.  Both smiled at me as I came in.  "Hi Tiffany!" they chorused. "Just wait until you see what we've dug up for you!"

EPILOGUE

I'm not a virgin anymore.  Funnily enough, it wasn't Olga that got rid of that particular obstacle for me – it was the girls.  The proposed end of my stay here is almost over – but I have a feeling that there may be a change in the wind.

To begin with, I've never worn masculine clothes since. It was found that Miss Doris had nice clothes that were a trifle small for her.  Joan had a lot more that fitted me just fine.  On top of that Meg's shoes were ideal.  Later, Miss Doris bought me much more – including my very own lingerie.

She never blamed me for not seducing Olga quicker but was NOT pleased -  so that when the maids 'suggested' that Olga might find me more to her liking as a personal maid – while I would learn more about running a house and so on – in that position – Miss Doris jumped at the chance.  It wasn't long before I had my own satin black outfits with the lace aprons.  I DID feel it somewhat unfair that I had to wear one of those silly little maid flounces on my hair while the other girls didn't, but I got used to it I guess.  It was just to help me feel more feminine I suppose, but I must confess that it seemed to work.

It was also embarrassing to both Olga and myself when Doris suggested that I be Olga's personal maid.  Naturally, I knew what the Mistress was up to, but had no idea what to do with Olga.  Joan and Meg solved that.

One afternoon when Miss Doris and Olga were gone overnight the girls suggested that I looked overdrawn and suggested that I take a few pills to calm down.  I didn't really want to, but they were friendly and insistent.  I think that the pills were Valium and afterwards I got very, VERY, relaxed.  Giggled a lot. Even giggled when Joan lay down beside me and lifted my dress to admire my slip and panties.  Enthused about how smooth I was, and then her hand was on my erection and pretty soon, it seemed the most natural thing for me to be lying underneath her as she took my panties down and straddled me – after putting a condom on me.

A while later, it was Meg who was asking how I felt, and bemusedly, I told her that I felt 'just wonderful'.  She then 'suggested' that seeing I was in the mood – that I might want to try something?  Calmly and placidly, I sucked on the vibrator she provided, then just as calmly lay as she lubricated me, turned me over and penetrated me. I think I let out a cry or two just about then, but she hushed me and slowly started to make love to me again.  Frankly. I didn't like her as much as Joan – but what she done seemed right somehow and when I woke up the following morning, I was a bit sore – but certainly not afraid of sex anymore.

And frankly?  I think it was me that seduced Olga.  I don't think she would have, but she'd discovered how much she loved me doing her hair and doing every other thing required to look after her.  It didn't take me long, but I had an idea of how to behave now. She's had me both ways since then and we're bed partners on a regular basis.  Everyone else knows about it of course, but turn a blind eye to it.

Miss Priss visited and smiled at my conversion.  Said that she wanted to talk to my mummy about me – and did I mind?  I told her not to tell my mummy anything as I'd soon be returning to college.

So you can imagine my surprise when I answered the door one evening to find mummy there.  I almost fainted, but she simply smiled at me.  "My Roger!  You look positively gorgeous!  I'd never have dreamed!"

Meg and Joan were told to bring in her bags and unpack as she was to be a guest.  In a state of mild shock I was grateful for the fact that she and Miss Doris and Olga spent the evening chatting together.  As it was my turn to help in the kitchen, I didn't have to serve that night.

My heart lurched though when I was told to go to her room after dinner and prepare it for her.  I hurried as I made sure that all her toiletries were there, her nightgown, robe and slippers lying on the bed – and the bed made down and the pillows fluffed.  Relieved, I was just heading for the door, when she came in.  Like an idiot – though this was standard procedure for me now, I curtsied.  "Sorry ma'am.  But your room is ready now."

"Please don't go Roger," she said airily. "I'm sorry I just can't get used to your new name, but why don't we chat?"

I blushed. "That's all right mummy.  I understand.  But what do you want to chat about? I'd hoped to be back at college before you ever found out what had happened to me here."

She looked at me askance.  "Why on earth do you feel THAT way dear?  You've nothing to be ashamed of.  Doris and Olga rave about you and you seem to have settled down most admirably."

"They're just being kind mummy!"  I said sheepishly.

"Silly!  Of course they aren't.  Especially Doris."  She looked at me coyly. "Though am I wrong in assuming some sort of romantic entanglement between you and Olga? She does seem a bit masculine?  But who am I to judge?"

As I blushed a fiery red, she sat at the dressing table. "Are you aware of just how precious – and well paid a good maid can be?  I wasn't totally aware of your new skills when I talked to Priscilla of course, but she made it perfectly clear that you'd have a well paid job with her any time."  She smiled at me. "Why don't you brush my hair dear? I find it most relaxing!  We can talk about that silly idea of yours about becoming a librarian!"

"Very well ma'am" I said, curtseying and reaching for the long handled brush as she settled back comfortably in her chair.  Saw our reflections in the mirror. Felt quite happy as I started to brush.

The end


Last of the Quartet

The sun was hot on my bare tummy.  I stretched on the chaise lounge and felt the webbing under the towel I was using.  Kept my eyes shut behind my shades and reached for my beer.  While I was taking a very satisfying chug I heard Camellia's voice, reading.

"She was standing over me.  All powerful, feminine and strong. I could feel my weakness in the face of her power . ."

"What the Hell?" I thought, putting the beer down, but the voice continued.

"Get UP darling!  There's floors for you to scrub!  Brass to polish.  Lots of things for an obedient little male maid! And that uniform?  It's all pretty and black – but that white apron needs ironed . . ."

"Oh Grief!" I thought,  "This sounds awfully familiar!"  My eyes snapped open behind the glasses. My wife and her two companions were standing over me looking down.  She had a computer print out in her hand from which she was reading.  They wore curious looks on their faces but their mouths were turned up in coy smiles. I tried to work my way upwards, but Camellia simply pushed me down with one hand.

"I'm just curious darling?" She made a motion that included her two friends, Ruth and Marian.  "And so are we?  This little male in the maid's uniform?  Seems to have got his sweet little ass in a LOT of trouble with his mistress.  We've been following his adventures for a while now.  Just can't wait any longer to find out." She smiled saccharinely.  "Want to tell us now?"

"What are you talking about?" I tried to bluff, but my voice sounded weak and tinny to me.

"Why, your story, my little pet!  The one you've been writing on your computer! I noticed some time ago that the story got longer every time you were on the computer.  Told Ruth and Marian all about it.  We all came to the conclusion that you were writing it?  Please tell me we're wrong!  I hate to think that I'd be married to a little sissy but a sissy writing innermost thoughts?   Makes such things almost acceptable!"

As she spoke, she moved me over on the lounge and sat beside me.  Then she kissed me.  "Please darling?"

"Camellia?  You've no real right to be going into . ."   I started but she took off my glasses and looked at me kindly.  "Just hush little pet!  It was you that wrote this stuff, wasn't it?"

"Aw Camellia.  It's really nothing!  I just . ."

"Tell the truth now darling!  It's YOU, isn't it?"

"Well.  I just . ."

"DARLING!"  She was a lot more commanding now.  Nice, but firm. I looked into her eyes and saw nothing there but a complete understanding and control.

"Yes, Camellia," I admitted weakly.

"See?  That wasn't so bad now, was it?" she said softly, undoing the holder of my pony tail and fanning my hair about me.  "You just want to do what I tell you.  Isn't that right?"

I laughed a phony laugh.  "Ha ha!  Isn't that what every woman wants?  A docile husband?"

She paused for a second then regretfully shook her head.   "No.  Not really dear.  You see, a husband is a man.  Okay, they're hard to handle and difficult at times – but someone docile and submissive?  They really don't qualify as a husband. They're really  more like a .   .   a   . ?" She paused, at a loss for words.

"Maid?"  Ruth suggested, coming closer and peering down at me now. "A nice soft, girlish maid?"

"I think that's IT!"  Camellia gurgled.  "Isn't that what you want to be, darling?  All that nonsense you try and show about you being male and all?"  She arranged my hair softly about my face.  "Just nonsense, isn't it?  You'd be much happier, doing as you were told, isn't that right?"

And now Marian had joined them and three women were looking down on me.  She patted my cheek softly.  "Yes!  Just tell us that's what you want." She grinned seductively. "Of course that doesn't mean that we won't treat you badly at times.  But sissies seem to want that – do they not?"

And now all of the three women had squeezed  their way onto the lounge beside me and were busily engaged in stroking me lightly.

"I mean, it's understandable that you want to do what Camellia says – but you don't want to leave me and Ruth feeling left out, do you?" Marian cooed.  "I'll just bet that you make the prettiest maid!"

I shook my head, confused.

"Only thing?"  Camellia said.  "Where's your stash?"

"My stash?" I quavered.

"Yes silly!  All the pretty things you didn't want me to see.  The girly things?  Undies – maybe a dress or a skirt and blouse.  Maybe makeup?"  Camellia smiled joyfully.  "Don't you think you should TELL us?"

"There's no such thing!" I lied.

"Tut Tut Tut!" She said lovingly, patting my cheek each time. "Little male maids shouldn't tell lies to their mistresses now, should they?  Come along now!  Tell me where you stash is – or I may be forced to spank you – and you wouldn't want that now, would you?"  She looked at the other two.  "Though I have heard that little transvestites just love to get spanked on their panties.  Is that true, darling?"

I ignored her last question despite the quiver in my loins. "It's just a little one," I said.

All the women looked at each other.  "I think that's the cutest thing I ever heard!" Ruth said.  A man saying that he has some girly things hidden away?  Let's go and see them, shall we?"

"In a minute.  Not just yet.  Lend me your compact, will you Ruth?" Camellia said.  "It's got a lipstick with it, does it not?"

"Sure!" Ruth said, reaching into her wrap and handing Camellia a silver and gold compact with a lipstick container at the bottom.

"Smile for me darling!  Pout those pretty lips! Come ON now!" Camellia said to me the lipstick opened now and the tip showing.

Helplessly, I looked up at the other two.  They gave me motherly smiles.  "Come on now!  Pout those lips for Camellia!"  Ruth said. "Bet you look pretty!"

All of them made little cooing noises as I let Camellia put my lipstick on, then still smiling she opened up the compact, put some powder on the applicator and dabbed my nose.  "But what should we call you now Mark?" She said.  "That's not very appropriate name for you, is it?"  With that, she helped me to sit up in the chair.

"I kinda like Priscilla?"  Marian said, now combing my hair into a center part.

"Not bad – but Pamela is better, I think!" Ruth added as she took some jeweled barrettes and used them to arrange my hair in place by clipping them in there.

"I'd rather . . Rather .  Keep . ." I tried.

"I think Priscilla is nicer.  Goes better with being a servant, don't you think Mark – or should I say – Priscilla?"  Camellia purred at me again.  "But now don't you think it's time you showed us your stash darling?"  With that she pulled me to my feet and linked arms.  "Come along now!"  

And now, a part of a group of women in swimsuits and gauzy wraps, I was gently pulled along.  I didn't know what to do except follow along as they chirped and gossiped alongside me.  Okay, I may have been making the direction but there was no question about it, I was being led.  Finally we stopped at my closet in our main bedroom.

"Isn't she the most devious little thing?" Camellia said as I opened up the false door at the back of our mirrored closet.  "My my!  Shoes and everything!"

"Not very much!" Ruth said.  "A maid's uniform and a petticoat?  One pair of shoes?  I'd expected a LOT more!"  She gave me a disappointed look.

"Where's your undies – and stockings?  No makeup?" Marian exclaimed.  "What kind of sissy ARE you?"

"I'd guess that he's been wearing MY dresses, undies and makeup"  Camellia said.  "That true, Priscilla?"  

I looked at the carpet.  "Yes Camellia"

"Now that I think on it, they should fit all right.  That true Priscilla?"

I nodded.

She said nothing, just unhooked the dress and brought it forward, still on the hanger.  Held it up against herself.  Checked herself in the mirror admiringly.  "Nice dress.  But it looks almost new.  How come, Priscilla?"  She passed it on to Ruth who did the same thing.

Dry mouthed I admitted.  "The way it fastens in at the back?  It's awfully hard to get in and out of."

"Aw!"  Marian said now trying it against herself.

"No problem now!"  Camellia said.  "Here!  I'll look you out some undies.  Then when you put on your dress?  We'll be here to help you.  Doesn't that sound grand?" She laid it and the underskirt ion the bed and started looking out lingerie from her drawers and laying it on the bed.  "That way, later?  We can fix your hair and makeup.  Won't that be lovely Priscilla?"

The girls and she all laughed tinkling little laughs.

"Please don't, ladies?" I asked with as much conviction as I could. They all looked at each other – as I thought seriously for a moment – but then wide smiles cracked their faces.. "Isn't she the silliest little thing?"  Marian said, and they all shook their heads, smiling softly at me.   "Hurry UP now," Camellia said as she moved towards the door.  "Or would you rather we stayed here and helped you?"

They all laughed again as I shook my head.  Ruth looked at her wrist watch.  "About five minutes or less?"  The others nodded in agreement.

In just about that time I opened the door to the hallway.  Camellia was there to meet me.  "Mmmm!" she said.  "Not bad.  Turn around and let me fix you into your dress.  You move very nicely in those heels. What did you put in the bra cups for breasts?"

"Panties," I said, blushing as I turned around.

"Look quite nice – and feel not bad," she said touching one of them then fastening me into the dress.  "But we'll get you proper inserts soon.  You know?  I kinda like fastening you in like this.  Almost as if I'm imprisoning you.  Know what I mean?"

I sighed as I leaned backwards into her, feeling the softness of the dress material enveloped its way around me as the last fastener was fastened.  "Yes.  Almost like I can't get out without your help?"

"You got that right.  Did you know that Ruth, Marian and myself have been sort of fooling around?  You became pretty hopeless in bed and those two were divorced – and one thing led to another . ."

I didn't know," I whispered as her hand found a way up my dress skirts, caressing my slip and the top of my stockings. Lingering about my panties.

"Didn't think you did," she said laughingly.  "All of us became boys at one time or the other.  But now?  Now we got you. It'll take a little time to get you properly introduced but I'm pretty sure you'll make a really nice girl.  What do you think I get you started by getting you properly made up?  A little perfume, huh?"

Her hand was slowly stroking the lace of my panties at the back and there was no mistaking what she was saying.

"Sounds nice to me," I said, undulating sexily against her hand. "Would you like me to call you Mistress?"

"Don't know," she said carelessly.  "Later on?  It might be 'Sir' you should call me." Then her smile took on a different shade.  "Maybe Master?"

The end


Applied Logic.

"Henry?  Come here darling, would you?" Louise said, putting the phone down.

"Yes darling?" her husband said a few seconds later, coming into the room, untying the chiffon ribbon under his chin and taking the large brimmed straw hat from  his hair.  He took a quick look at his reflection and frowned a little then, after removing his gardening gloves, gently fingered his hairdo into a more presentable arrangement with his ultra-long scarlet fingernails.

Louise made a tutting sound with her lips.  "Oh shit!" I'd forgotten you were screwing about in the garden.  Helen Lawson is coming over, maybe bringing  Dorothy - so you'd better go change into something more masculine.  That nice black Georgette skirt – the one with all the folds in it?"

He simpered.  "Pleats you mean?"

"Yeah!  That's it!  And maybe that red satin blouse?"

A concerned look came over his face. "Must I dear?  Satin is so common nowadays!"

"Well.  Any suggestions?  If I remember correctly you only bought it a month or so ago and it cost me a bundle!  And I kinda like the way your tits bounce around when you wear it."

He blushed, but thought for a second. "I've got that white silk.  It's quite plain, but I can wear my new pink satin undies underneath it?  You liked me that way the last time I wore it?" He looked coyly over his shoulder and batted his mascara'd eyelashes at her.

She grinned.  "Yeah.  Okay – but get a move on, huh?"

"Why?  When're they coming over?" he asked, suddenly looking concerned.

She looked at her watch. "Half an hour, forty five minutes or thereabouts."

"Oh shit!  How could you?" He squealed but turned his back to her, "Undo me darling, would you?"

She undid the fasteners at the back  of his dress. "Sweetie?  Watch that language! I let you away with far too much – but don't be using that kinda expression in front of other women – especially Helen.  Want her to think you're effeminate?  Some kind of faggot?"

"I'm sorry for swearing like that Louise, I know it's not manly, but honestly!  You'd think you'd know by now that a man needs some time to make himself handsome for his womenfolk.  And know what?  It would make my life easier if you'd let me wear clothes that I didn't need help getting in and out of.   John, down the street?  His wife Elizabeth bought him a couple of blouses that button at the front!"

She shook her head impatiently.  "I'll think about it – but dammit Henry, sometimes I think you've got transvestite tendencies!  Think I didn't see you eying up those pants in the boutique last week!"

He blushed.  "Well I don't see how you could consider them feminine at all – they were silk with a chiffon overlay for goodness sake!  And anyway, wasn't it men that used to wear pants?"

Louise snorted.  "Don't know.  Don't care – but you don't wear any kind of pants in this house, masculine or not.  Not as long as I'm around.  Get it?"

"You're the boss," he said meekly.

She gave him a loving pat on the backside and nuzzled the back of his neck. "You got that right sweetie.  Now get your ass in gear and get changed, okay?"

He gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and scampered away quite happily.

He didn't take long to change.  Despite his protestations he knew when to make himself attractive in practically no time at all.  He blushed prettily at Louise's wolf whistle, but pirouetted prettily for her when she twirled her index finger, his skirt belling out very gracefully as he did so.  Then he came and stood with his back to her as she fastened him into his blouse, letting out a delighted little squeal of protest when she snapped his bra strap.

"I see what you meant now," Louise said, fondling his breasts. "That pink satin looks great!  If Helen wasn't due any minute, I'd screw you right now."  Then she remembered something.  "Lift your skirt at the back Henry.  I want to check something."

With an outward show of reluctance he slowly and seductively raised his skirt, then his slip, revealing his smooth and lovely nylon-sheathed legs, smiling coquettishly as he did so.  His expression changed to one of alarm when she snarled. "Jesus H. Christ!  Your seams aren't straight!  Won't you EVER learn?  Suppose Helen were to have seen you like that?  Goddamit!"

With that oath, she pulled a wooden paddle from a sheath she wore at her waist, then sat down on a chair. "Get your ass over here!" she said, pointing at her knees and lifting the paddle.

"Want me to bare my panties?" he asked, approaching her.

"Nah.  This is just a reminder!" she said.

Gracefully, he draped himself over his wife's knees and received three sharp spanks on his backside, making soft little squeals as each slap was applied. 

Then he was allowed to get up and under her intense scrutiny, lifted his skirt and slip then carefully re-arranged his stocking seams until they were perfectly straight.  When Louise made a sharp nod of approval, he dropped his skirts.  "I'll go and get the coffee made, "  he said, and minced off to the kitchen.

He put on his best apron, a bib type with a full skirt, heavily flounced.  On the bib and patch pockets were floral embroideries he'd done himself.  He tied the ribbons at the back and then checked himself in a full mirror to make sure that his bow at the back was full and very masculine.  A quick check also assured him that his makeup was all right, no smudges on his lipstick or mascara. He wondered if his earrings were maybe a little long for the time of day, but then put that out of his mind and busied himself with more important matters.

He'd just finished making the coffee when the door bell rang.  Quickly he smoothed his apron down, did another quick check in the mirror then hurried to the front door and opened it.  Naturally, he wasn't surprised to see Helen Lawson and her daughter, Dorothy, standing there.

They were both fine figures of femininity.  Helen was just a little under six feet in her flat shoes, a powerfully built woman with a flat stomach and well sculpted forearms and biceps.  Dorothy was a little bit taller but wasn't carrying the same bulk – though the muscularity on her arms was almost on a par with her mothers.

He smiled and holding the sides of his apron, dropped a quick curtsey. "Hello Helen!  Hello Dorothy!  How nice to see you.  Come IN!  Come IN!  Let me have your jackets please."

The two women came into the hall and let him remove, and hang up their jackets.  When he turned back to them, Helen reached a hand forward and slid it between the bib of his apron and his blouse, caressing his breast as she did so, then pressing outward against the bib. "My Dorothy!  Look at this pretty embroidery!  Did you do this yourself Henry?"  Then she kept her hand where it was, but obviously caressing his breast, then turned to Dorothy. "Lovely set of tits too!  Have a feel Dorothy."

And he stood there for the next thirty seconds or so, all fluttery at the compliments that both mother and daughter were raining on him as the mother caressed one breast and the daughter the other, both agreeing on what a pretty hunk of man he was.  Then, once they released him he led the way into the living room where Louise awaited them, his high heels making dainty little tap tap noises on the immaculate hardwood floor that he was so proud of.  He did jump once when Dorothy felt his ass with a finger, but apologized for having such a reaction and asking if she'd like to maybe have a little feel? She pondered this for a moment, but then said that she'd take a rain check.  Once Louise greeted them, he hurried to the kitchen then returned with a tray holding the coffee and cookies – all of which were wolfed down almost immediately once Louise said that he'd baked them himself.

He was clearing away the dishes when Donald, his son, came into the room – as pretty as a picture in a light blue strapless evening dress with a dark blue chiffon stole around his soft shoulders, his shoes a perfect match for his dress, his hair and makeup immaculate.

"Here comes the conquering hero!" Louise said. "Pretty as a picture!"

"Oh Mummy!  Not in front of company!" Donald simpered. "I was just trying this old thing on to see how it would look for Saturday night's dance at the club.  Would you fasten me in at the back dear?"

"No dear.  We've got company.  Why don't you let Dorothy have that honor?" Louise said grandly.

Donald threw a shy smile at Dorothy. "I'd love to mummy, but are you sure she wouldn't mind?"

In answer, Dorothy grinned a salacious grin and beckoned him to her with her fingers.

Donald sailed over to where Dorothy sat, his dress wafting gently about him.  He started to kneel, facing away from her but she told him to wait a minute, then stuck her hand up his dress, hooked her fingers in his panty waistline and pulled him backwards another six inches or so – then she pulled a container of lubricant from her waist pocket. "Donald?  Why don't you lube yourself first with this – then?"  She pulled out a large dildo from the same place, "And work this in for a little while?  It's a brand new one and I'm scared I might hurt you if I use it on you before you get used to it."

"My!  Dorothy is becoming SO thoughtful!" Louise cried out.

"Yes!  But your son is such a well brought up young man!  I'd be disappointed if Dorothy showed any less consideration!" Helen said.  "But Louise?  All this young love is making me kinda randy.  D'you think . ."

Louise didn't pause for a second. "Of COURSE dear!  Henry?"

Henry knew what was expected of him.  Came to stand directly in front of Helen.  Curtseyed deeply again, then knelt down in front of her.  She settled back in her chair and spread her legs, smiled contentedly as he slowly undid the zipper opening of her pants and slid his soft plump fingers into her crotch.  Then peeling back the pants and pulling her underpants down, he enveloped her with his ruby red lips, soft and luscious then breathed moistly into her vagina.

She sighed happily.  "Oh Louise! What a lovely husband you have.  So soft, so masculine.  So manly!"  Then she spoke down to him as she closed her muscular thighs around his ears.  "Nice and firm with the tongue now dearie.  Nice and firm!  You won't forget, will you?"

He was barely able to shake his head in answer to this, before her thighs stopped all of his heads lateral movement.

And, with the father engaged in one way of satisfying the sexual demands of one female, the son was sitting on the lap of another starting to pant and slither around on her lap as he worked her dildo in and out of his back passage as she sat back and played with his breasts, his mother looking on fondly for a little while, then turning on the TV to watch one of her favorite soap operas.

Then the daughter of the house appeared, fresh from some ice hockey game.  Not as tall as either of the Lawsons, but stocky and well muscled.  She surveyed the scene in front of her and sighed. "Guess dad's too busy to make me a bite to eat?" she asked Louise.

"Yes!  For goodness sake Tammi, can't you see he's busy?" Louise answered testily.

Tammi made a disagreeable pout with her mouth and walked over to where Helen was lying back now, red faced and undulating, her thighs clamped firmly around Henry's ears.  She tapped Helen on the shoulder and waited until the older woman opened her eyes – a little blearily.

"Dad treating you okay?" Tammi asked.

"Fair." Helen murmured.  "Why do you ask?"

"Just wondered is all.  Deirdre – my team mate?  She humped him last week.  Said that his dick didn't get very stiff.  She'd to really work at making him pleasure her."

Helen's eyes widened immediately at this news, and she opened her thighs.  "Okay sweet Henry.  Time to perform!" she announced as she pushed his head away from her crotch.

His face appeared, red and glazed, his mouth shiny with Helen's excretions. "Huh?  What?  Mistress Helen, you want something?  My front, my back?"

"Your front will do," Helen said forcibly, pulling him up until he was now lying on the couch.  Then she lifted his skirt and slip, and ripped his panties downwards to reveal his erection.

"Not very big – but it looks hard enough" she announced, then laughing, mounted him and started pumping up and down.

Tammi looked over to the other side of the room where Dorothy was now engaged in raping her brother, yodeling and laughing while he squealed delightedly.  She turned to Louise.  "Guess I'll have to make myself something to eat.  I wish the menfolk around here would arrange their schedules a little better."

"About time you learned dear," Louise commented without taking her eyes from the TV. "Get your own man, would be my advice.  I think Dorothy's looking very strongly at Donald – and Henry's mine – so get out there and start looking, would appear to be the plan".

"Yeah mom.  Okay.  I hear what you're saying," Tammi mumbled and made her way into the kitchen.

*     *     *

The two men met some time later as they stood in front of the mirror in the sitting room repairing their makeup.  They smiled shyly at each other.

"Was Dorothy everything you hoped she would be?" Henry asked.

"Oh yes dad!  So strong and feminine.  I think her mother's going to ask mummy for a one year contract with me."

"A whole year!  My goodness!" Henry exclaimed.  "What will I do without you?"

"Oh daddy! Don't be so silly!  You know more about pleasing a woman than I ever will!" Donald said, lifting his skirt and checking his nylons.

"Not true!  Your tip – about deliberately skewing my stocking seams?  Worked like a charm!"

"Did it?" Donald gasped.  "Mummy noticed?"

"Absolutely!  Put me over her knee!  Gave me three good whacks!"

"Three?  On your panties?"

"No." Henry admitted ruefully, then smiled.  "But it was close.  Maybe the next time!"

"Well, I'm glad it worked," Donald admitted. "But why it should?  I have absolutely NO idea!"

Henry put his plump hand with the crimson fingertips on his son's pretty shoulder.  "Son?  The mysteries of a woman's mind have been hidden from us poor males from the beginning of time.  My advice?  Don't try and figure them out.  It's beyond our poor masculine brains!"

The end


TABLE TALK

I could literally feel my eyes enlarge and grow round as the impact of what she had said hit me. 

"What – what- was that you said darling?" I stammered. 

She gazed calmly at me from the head of the table.  "As you're perfectly aware?  I'm not really happy with repeating myself,"  she said softly but with a sarcastic edge to her voice.  "Are you listening now?  Think you can assimilate what I'm saying?" 

"Yes dear.  I'm sorry."  I mumbled. 

"Very well.  I said " That is no way for you to speak to your mother Melissa.  I think you should apologize to her immediately."

"But my name isn't .. I didn't say anything wrong to my mom.." 

"Your name is now Melissa, and you may not have said anything wrong to your mother, but your tone was very aggressive and masculine, so I want you to apologize.  Now, please?"

I shrugged helplessly and looked at my mom sitting across the table from me.  She didn't seem surprised at me being humbled in this fashion, actually smiling pleasantly and apparently waiting for my apology.

"Sorry mom.  I didn't mean to hurt your feelings."  I said.

Before she could answer, Ruth interrupted. "Melissa!" she said sharply, "That is NO way to apologize!  First of all you will address her as "mummy"- and that is how I wish you to address her from now onwards. You will speak to her softly as a young lady should.  And?  As a gesture of respect, I want you to stand while you apologize and, though you don't have your apron on, take the side of your pants in your hands and curtsey.  Please?"

I looked at her helplessly, subjugated beyond all belief.  "Please Ruth?  Don't do this…?" 

"What color of panties do you have on Melissa?" she asked, her voice soft and dangerous now. 

"Blue."  I replied after a few seconds pause, staring down at the table now. 

"Light blue or dark blue?" 

"Dark blue." 

"Ah!  That's what it is.  Your panties are far too masculine.  Giving you silly ideas.  For the next week?  Frilled pink ones only dear.  Understand?" 

"Yes." 

"And look up at me when you are being spoken to please.  Shyness is all very well in a young lady, but can be carried too far at times.  Don't you agree Dora?"

"Oh yes Ruth.  Absolutely!" mummy tittered.  "But "Melissa"?  What a lovely name!  I'd always wanted him to be "Pamela" but I think that your choice is much better!"

Ruth nodded smugly. "Yes.  Must admit that I'm very pleased  with it myself.  Just one thing Dora?  From now on?  I'd like Melissa to be thought of as a "she".  Starting tonight, she's going to dress and act properly..."

Mummy clapped her hands together in a picture of surprised girlish delight.  "What a lovely idea Ruth!  Pretty frocks and dresses?.." 

"Of course. Skirts and blouses as well.." 

"Makeup?"  

"Of course.  And hair and nails.  Going to turn my husband into the daughter you always wanted."  Ruth said confidently.  "But first things first.  Melissa?  The apology?"

Blushing in my humiliation, I stood up, pushing my chair back as I did so.  Then I took a hold of each pant leg at the sides of my knees and bobbed a small curtsey.  "I'm very sorry for being so naughty mummy"  I said in the little soft girlish voice that Ruth had been training me to use.  "Please forgive me."

"Of course, Melissa dear,"  mummy said. 

I looked at Ruth then, to see if my apology had been acceptable.  She smiled openly.  "Very nice Melissa.  You may sit down again.  But until we're finished, speak when you're spoken to.  Don't interrupt two women when they"re talking.  Nod if you understand." 

I nodded meekly and sat down.

Mummy was staring admiringly at Ruth.  "You've done such wonders with him – I mean "her" of course.  I always wanted to dress her properly, but she used to get all quarrelsome and naughty every time I tried."

"But what about that all-girl party of Susan Smith"s?"  Ruth asked.  "When he wore that adorable pink party dress?  Did he volunteer for that?" 

Mummy giggled. "Well, not exactly.  He was about thirteen and absolutely crazy for a bike, so I bought him a really nice one, but he refused to use it." 

"Too big for him?" 

"No.  I thought it was SO pretty!  A lovely shade of mauve and, naturally, a girl"s bike.  But the poor little dear cried and cried and stomped his feet, so I finally agreed to negotiate with him." 

"I see!  He had to wear the dress and go to the party to get the bike?" 

"Yes.  I was friends with Susan"s mother, so getting the invitation was no problem." Mummy paused.  "I thought he was SO pretty in that dress," she added dreamily. 

Ruth smiled.  "He was, Dora.  Trust me.  I'd been invited, but wasn't going to go until I found out he"d be there.  It was at that party when I realized that I wanted him for myself.  He was just so cute and girlish.  Did you know I kissed him there for the first time?"

Mummy laughed  "I wasn't sure, but knew that something had happened. He  came home, very confused. I didn't even have any problem in keeping him in the dress until he went to bed that night. And then I was so worried when you became his girlfriend officially.  Being such a tomboy and all.  I was scared that you"d make him all boyish." 

"No fear of that" Ruth laughed.  "When we played team games, I made sure that everybody made sure to leave him for me.  I used to pick him after the girls.  Always assigned her to the spots usually given to girls.  Sometimes would make him play just girl games.  I wouldn't let anyone tease him though.  Beat up a couple of boys who tried.  But do you mind?  I'd like to say something to Melissa?"

"Of course Ruth!  Go ahead." Mummy said.

"Melissa?  Did you notice that your mother and I said used terms like "he", "him", and his" when talking about you in that last little discussion?" 

"Yes Ruth.  I did." Wondering what I'd done wrong now. 

"After this?  Anyone makes that mistake again?  I want you to remind them that your name is Melissa, and that you're a girl.  Understand?" 

"Yes Ruth." 

"Well then?  Let's hear you tell us."

Mummy beamed with pleasure when I informed them, in my "girl" voice that my name was Melissa and that I was a girl.  She actually got up out of her chair and came to me, then kissed me lightly on both cheeks. 

"Oh Melissa!  We're going to be SUCH friends!"  she emoted.

"Yes Dora.  You are!" my wife said. "I have a small surprise for you.  The reason I asked you to pack suitcases?  Tomorrow I'd like you to drive her up to a cabin I"ve rented in the mountains for a month.  You'll have her all to yourself for three weeks so that you can bond as mother and daughter, and she can learn all the things a young woman should know.  I'll come up for the fourth week, and see how she's doing."

"What a wonderful idea!" mummy enthused.  "Isn't it Melissa?  I can show you how to do your hair and your nails. How to walk and sit properly!  How to.." 

"Don't forget makeup!"  Ruth laughed.  "I want her pretty!  But Melissa?  You didn't answer your mother.  It IS a wonderful idea, isn't it?"

I managed a weak smile. "Yes Ruth.  It sounds like fun.  But who'll look after you while I'm gone?" 

Ruth smiled at mummy. "You really did a wonderful job of bringing her up.  So thoughtful!  So considerate!"  She turned back to me. "Thank you darling, but I'm going on a business trip starting the day after tomorrow and will be gone for about three weeks."

"I was wondering why you were doing this on such short notice Ruth."  Mummy said. 

Ruth looked puzzled.  "Short notice?  Oh no.  I"ve been getting Melissa ready for this change-over for almost a year now.  Practically the month after we were married... ." 

"That was such a nice wedding!  Your gown was gorgeous!" mummy interrupted brightly. 

"It was, wasn't it?" Ruth mused. "Though You've no idea how much I wanted Melissa to wear it instead of me." 

"Wish you had!"  mummy laughed. "I always wanted to be "Mother of the Bride"."

"It was probably too early in our relationship for that."  Ruth explained.  "I was scared that I'd frighten her off."  She paused.  "But, as I was saying?  I planned for Melissa"s conversion to a girl for tonight, over a year ago." 

"Tonight?  What's special about tonight Ruth?" 

"Halloween Dora!  Halloween! I"ve got her "coming out" costume all picked out for her.." 

"Ooh Lovely! A sort of transition costume?" 

"Well, not really.  You see, I'm going to have her be my personal maid when you're finished with her, and I had a chance to get some really sexy uniforms – satins and taffetas – and some work uniforms of course.  I thought I'd give her the opportunity to ease into her new wardrobe, you know?"  She turned to me. "Shortly?  When you go to your own room?  That used to be the spare?  You'll find four gorgeous maid's uniforms in your closet. You can pick any one you want to wear tonight.." she paused. "Though there IS a dark blue one there, and if you wear it, I'll expect you not to get too masculine?" 

"How considerate you are Ruth!  That is really kind.  Isn't she wonderful to you Melissa?"  Mummy asked sincerely.

All I could do was gape at what Ruth was describing as what my role in our marriage was going to be.  Her icy voice brought me back to reality.

"Melissa?  Dora asked you a question which you have made no attempt to answer. That is the last time you will be rude to your mother tonight.  Go and fetch the long handled hair brush from my room.  Take your trousers and shoes off while you're there.  Throw them in the trash.  You won't be needing them from now on.  And don't dawdle!"

The fire in her eyes was not being communicated to her calm, modulated voice, but I knew I was going to be spanked.  Almost in tears already, I jumped to my feet and, just remembering to excuse myself from the table, hurried away to do her bidding.

When I returned, my face was afire.  My shirt was long enough to hide the fact that I was wearing panties, but the suspender straps holding my stockings up were clearly visible.  Mummy didn't notice though.  She was too busy listening to Ruth. 

"… it wasn't too difficult then to get her into baby dolls.  She cried a couple of times, but after I started making her wear proper things into the office when she'd been unappreciative.." 

"Proper things?" mummy asked. 

"Lingerie.  Panties, bras, garter belts, stockings.  That sort of thing.  Once I made her wear a lacy blouse as well, but she wore her jacket over it so thinks that the girls didn't catch on."

"Who are the girls now?"  mummy asked. 

"I think You've met them all.  Elsie Stevens is Melissa's secretary.  Colleen Raitt the clerk, and Joan Free the office girl." 

"Not much turnover amongst them then?"  mummy said. 

"No. Elsie is a good boss.  The girls all like her." 

"Melissa's not the boss?"

"Heaven's no!"  Ruth laughed. "Of course, everyone pretends she is, but the business you established and left to him is based on solid business practices.." 

"Excuse me Ruth?  My name is Melissa and I'm a girl.."  I said faintly.  "Not a him." 

"Very good Melissa!" Ruth said quietly, smiling.  "I said that on purpose, just to see if you caught on.  Now, over my knees. Two spanks less for you now as a reward for being such a clever girl."

She had pushed her chair away from the table to make room for me.  As I approached her, the phone rang. 

"Oh bother!" she snapped, then added. "Use the conference call on the phone – and identify yourself properly! Then get back and go over my knees.  This is getting ridiculous!  You've been begging for a paddling all night and things just keep getting in the way!"

I switched on the conference call on the telephone.  "Anderson residence.  Melissa speaking." 

"Good evening Melissa.  How are you?" 

"Good evening Elsie."  I answered politely.  "I'm fine.  Yourself?" 

"Just wonderful Melissa.  Just one thing?  Please call me Miss Stevens from now on please."

I was heading for Ruth's chair, but this command almost stopped me in my tracks. 

"Miss Stevens?  I don't understand.."

As I said this, I heard some muted giggles come over the phone.  I sagged as I realized that Colleen and Joan were also in on the conference call. 

"No need for understanding dear,"  Elsie was saying now.  "I'm the new office manager.  When you return, your wife has asked me to take you on as the office girl.  I'm just calling to let you know what will be expected of you." 

"Yes Miss Stevens.  Thank you."  I said, gently laying face down over my wife's knees, after handing her the long handled, silver-backed, hair brush.  I felt my shirt tail being pushed out of the way to reveal my panties.

Elsie's voice sounded much deeper over the phone, I thought, trying to keep my mind off the punishment that was coming. "Very good Melissa," she was saying  "First of all, I expect good behavior from you.  Understood?" 

"Yes Miss Stevens," I said as the first stinging blow landed on my backside.  I couldn't help it.  Let out an "oooh" of pain. 

"What was that noise?"  Elsie asked. 

"Melissa was a little naughty.  I'm taking some corrective action." Ruth answered solemnly. 

"I hope she'll stay away from being naughty for me."  Elsie laughed. 

"I'm sure she will!"  Ruth said with a little pant as she landed the next blow.  I squealed.

Elsie started to giggle as she worked her way through the catechism of what was expected of me, interrupted every so often by the sharp sound the brush made on my satin clad rump, my occasional whimper, then my soft crying.

I was to dress properly.  Skirts, blouses, and dresses suitable for an  office.  My hair had always to be properly neat and tidy.  My makeup was to be applied conservatively.  I was NOT to spend all day gossiping with the other girls.  I was expected to run errands, make the coffee and tea for everyone. I was to practice my typing on a special software package which would run on the computer that was available in the cabin.  I was to be capable of at least forty-five words per minute when I started in the office.  It would also be a good idea for me to learn embroidery or crocheting so that I could join everyone at lunch and breaks in the office.  As an afterthought, I was told that I'd be using the same rest room as the other girls.  Miss Stevens would be taking over mine.

I was still sobbing quietly, even though my spanking was over.  Ruth was softly caressing my backside with the flat of her palm using a slow circular motion which I usually found to be very soothing.  Then another protection I thought I had established was crushed.  My mother had asked Elsie why she hadn't been surprised when I'd answered the phone as Melissa. 

"Why Dora, we've all known he was a little sissy from the word go."  Elsie said.  "Coming in here with his nylon stockings showing.." 

"And his suspender straps..." this from Colleen. 

"And that pretty blouse he wore with the lacy bra under it that time!  I was SO jealous!" Joan piped up. 

"And I couldn't very well just whisk her away tomorrow without notifying her co-workers now, could I?"  laughed Ruth.

"Are we still all invited over tonight?"  Elsie asked. 

"Of course!"  Ruth answered. "And Melissa will be answering the door for all of you – in one of her pretty new uniforms!" 

"OH!  That reminds me!"  Colleens voice came over the speakers.  "Does she have a pink one?  I pretty one?" 

"Yes.  A satin one.  All lace trim.  Lots of frills and flounces."  Ruth laughed.  "Why?" 

"Could I ask that she wear that one?" 

"Well, I had said that she could have her choice, but if You've got a good reason…?"

"I think so."  Colleen replied.  "Remember last month when.. when.. she was a he?  And spoke to my Girl Guide group?" 

"Yes.  What did he.. she do?" 

"Said that girls didn't have the same career path as men.." 

"She DIDN'T!" Ruth exclaimed. 

"Yes she did!" Colleen replied. 

"I see what you want Colleen," Ruth said. "Want her to point out to the girls that she chose to be a maid because it was better suited to her than a man"s job?" 

"Yes, sort of.  But more like saying that sex barriers are coming down.  That if a man can do a maids job?  What's to stop a girl from being an engineer or a cowboy – or anything else." 

"Great idea!"  Ruth said, giving my backside a sharp spank.  "You'll enjoy telling these young girls all that, won't you Melissa.  Okay, up and running.  Get your uniform on.  Then get back out here and your mother will help you with your makeup."

As I started to obey her instructions, mummy spoke thoughtfully.  "Ruth?  You want Melissa to learn the girl things like sewing, dressmaking.  That sort of thing?" 

"Yes Dora.  Of course! Absolutely!" 

"Well?  I was just wondering?  Suppose we packed your wedding gown and took it with us?  We could maybe take it in a little to fit Melissa?  Maybe have a little private ceremony when we got back?  Her being the bride this time?"

Ruth clapped her hands.  "Wow!  What an idea!  Dora, you're a genius!" 

I remembered something and spoke up quietly.  "Ruth? You loaned the veil to Joan Simmonds for her wedding.  Remember?  I don't think she's returned it yet." 

"That's RIGHT Melissa!  How nice of you to think of that!"  Ruth said, giving me a quick kiss. 

"Well, the effect on me would be completely lost without the veil, wouldn't it?"  I said, blushing happily.

The End
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