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PARADISE


ISLAND

By Bea


This woman was literally dripping with jewels. She was elderly, no doubt about that - but obviously very well maintained sporting an even tan under an Armani gown and Farregamo shoes. She had the calm assurance that comes with wealth and studied her menu with a confident mien. Whats your name, waiter? she asked. 

Michael, maam

Well Michael, you seem like a nice young man, so let me ask you. What on this menu is fit to eat and what is rubbish?

It was my last night on the job  Alice, the manager, had pulled me aside earlier in the evening and informed me that my services were no longer required. Despite my protestations and pleading, she was adamant. It was only after I pointed out to her how broke I was that she re-lented enough to allow me to work this one last night. The restaurant was one of those swanky upscale places and even though I was only paid minimum wage, there were some evenings where I could make enough in tips to support my gambling habit. 

Not that I was a stupid gambler mind you, but I had just suffered a run of very bad luck and the vigorish on the few thousand I owed to the bookies was building up at an awful rate and Miguel and Carlos, the muscle men for Domingo, my bookie, were already dropping hints about broken arms and legs. They were only joking - I hoped  After all, how could I have a hope in hell of paying off my debt if I was lying in a hospital bed? But the prospects of getting another job that paid anything at all were slim. A series of big storms and hurricanes were just lying off the coast and tourism was taking a major hit  so I was pretty desperate for money  or some escape route but had neither. 

Im normally a very mild mannered person  a point that more than one girlfriend has mistaken for docility 

but things had reached a crisis stage with me and I reacted in a very unusual way to the womans question. 

Maam? I cant afford to eat here, so the only food Ive ever been offered is either leftovers or a dish that a customer has refused. In my opinion? The duck a lorange is good. Other than that, its mostly over priced, over sauced, junk.

She smiled up at me. My! What a refreshing young man! Tell you what Michael, Im somewhat allergic to duck, so why dont you order me a Caesar salad then

come back here and sit with me? I think Id like to get to know you better.

She immediately sensed my concern about the loss of possible tips and smiled again. Michael? I never tip more than twenty percent and even at the inflated prices in here you are not going to get rich from me. But I notice that your section is not altogether busy and I just may have a proposition for you that could be of interest. So why dont you do as I ask  like a good boy?

Yes, I was intimidated, I admit it - but there was something intriguing going on. Proposition? For me? Sounded interesting to say the least. I wasnt very sure how Alice would react to me sitting down with a paying customer, but then smiled to myself. What was she going to do  fire me? So I went and placed the order for the ladys salad and made arrangements for one of the busboys to serve it. 

A few minutes later, I was walking to sit at the table with (hopefully) my new boss. 

Okay. What should I call you maam. I smiled as I pulled out a chair and sat. Cant be calling you that all night, can I?

A coating of frost covered her eyes immediately. 

Maam is perfectly acceptable. I am not looking for a dinner partner. Im talking to someone who may, or may not be, an employee. Is this clear?

Yes. And I saw her eyes get even colder. Maam I added hurriedly. 

Her eyes got warmer and I breathed in internal sigh of relief. I hadnt blown it altogether, although I found myself even more intimidated now. 

You a homosexual? she asked slowly and distinctly. 

No way! I said huffily. And if I need to be one for your proposition? You can stuff it  maam! I added sar-castically. 

She looked up at me from her chair. Spoke very calmly. The first part of your answer is acceptable. But use words or a tone of voice like that to me again and you can be assured that youll never hear my proposition. Now apologize, sit down, and speak when youre spoken to. 

Understand?

I cursed my impetuosity to myself. Cant stand fags, but with my slight build and clear complexion have the slimy bastards hitting on me all the time. Even a lot of women assume I cant perform as a man because of my appearance. Pisses me OFF! But I could tell from her words and her demeanor that I hadnt blown my chances all together. 

Im very sorry maam I said humbly, and sat down again. 

The change in her was immediate, and incredible. Her eyes sparkled with warmth and understanding and she showed her perfect teeth in a dazzling smile. She reached across the table and patted my hand gently. Thats a good boy Michael. Much better! Now can we be friends?

She was now treating me as if I was some kind of pet -

but as it was a helluva lot better than receiving ice daggers from her eyes, I simpered and said Of course. Thank you maam  which got me another beam of approval. 

How much do you know about women Michael?

she asked kindly a few seconds after her salad had been served to her. 

Not much maam. Like most guys? They lose me at times. I admitted. 

You dont find our paths of logic easy to follow?
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I couldnt help but laugh. You hit that nail right on the head maam.

Let me let you in on a little secret Michael. Women dont understand logical beings like men either. Were emotional  thats what we deal from  emotion!

Must admit that Ive thought along those lines myself, I said easily.. But never thought Id hear a woman admit it.

Yes dear. Youre hearing a woman admit it. she said. 

Then she speared a piece of egg in her salad on her fork 

and then was holding it up close to my mouth! Here Michael. You look hungry  and I need help eating this salad. So be a good boy, huh?

Id rather not maam. Not hu. .

Michael! she said firmly. 

I opened my lips and found the piece of egg in my mouth Very good! she said  and here was her fork back in front of my mouth  with some crisp lettuce on the tines this time! I couldnt seem to object, so opened my mouth again. 

Mmmm! she hummed happily. Oh, I can see that were going to get along just famously! But pull your chair around to be closer to me, would you?

After Id done as she commanded, she started to explain the proposition to me, feeding me tidbits from her plate as if I was her pet! I saw the amused looks this performance was getting from the other diners and my waiter cohorts, but no one said anything, though I did hear muffled laughter coming from various parts of the restaurant. Id have got up and left, but her description of what she was offering was every poor young mans fantasy that had ever lived  no way was I going to leave! 

You see Michael? Im a partner in an island resort, not far from the mainland. Bluntly? Its a lesbian resort and we make sure that all of the hotel staff are pretty young girls  who dont mind short romantic flings with other women.

But what does that have to do with me, maam. I dont understand . .

Michael? Here, take this piece of yummy anchovy, and just listen, would you?

Once I was chewing on the salty fish, she continued. 

Well, I should think that its obvious. The hotel staff are, mostly, normal, heterosexual girls who only work there for the money  but like I said earlier? Women are emotional creatures  we want love and romance  especially romance - from a male! We cant help ourselves, its part of our genetic structure!

Maam. Can I ask a question? I pleaded. 

Of course! Go ahead!

It sounds to me that youre looking for a male stud to

. . help . . your girls on the island have . . sex?

Exactly! Though we have more than one . . ahem . . 

stud there. Too many girls for one male to satisfy.

But maam? Ive got to say this. Im small and dont weigh very much. Dont have muscles and all that good stuff. . 

Youre not exactly a hunk? That what youre saying?

she interrupted. 

I nodded. 

Come here! she said softly. 

Where?

Sit on my lap. I dont want to be overheard! With that, she took one of my hands in hers and gave me a slight tug. 

Sure, it was embarrassing, but do you think I was going to shut the door on what sounded like unlimited sex 

with pretty girls  do you think Im nuts? Blushing furiously, and humiliated as I was, I got up from my chair

and to a sudden silence in the restaurant, went and sat in her lap. She gave me a light, possessive, kiss on my cheek, snaked an arm around my shoulders and pulled me back so that my head was nestled against her shoulder. Oh yesss! she said happily and started feeding me again. 

After a few mouthfuls, she returned to the main topic. 

Now, just think about it this way dear. Why do you think my first question was to find out if you were a homosexual? Obvious, no? I cant have a stable of studs fool-ing around with each other instead of doing what theyre there for and servicing my girls, can I?

Oh, I said, seeing what she was getting at. 

And as for you not being a hunk? Just as obvious. No offense dear, but I cant have my girls getting film star types, can I? Theyd start mooning about, not doing their jobs and probably ignoring the customers. And, most important? The lesbians would get all jealous! If the studs there were hunks, the poor dykes wouldnt stand a chance, would they?

Everything she said made sense, so I nodded. Smiled happily at her as she fed me another mouthful. She gave me a tight squeeze. 

So? Even though youd be one of the highest paid employees on the island? Youd have a pretend job of being a cabin boy  or something like that . .

To throw the dykes off the scent?

She kissed me  right on the lips! Youre not just a pretty face, are you? she giggled. 

When do I start? I asked in a daze at my good fortune. 

A shadow crossed her face. We may have a problem there. Were taking three studs over to the island tomor-

row morning, and wont be taking any more over for maybe a moth or so. .

I could be ready by tomorrow. No problem, I said eagerly. 

She shook her head doubtfully. Not so fast sweetie. 

With the storms hanging around? We have to notify your friends, next of kin, where youre going . .

Not a problem at all! I laughed. Im an orphan and havent been here long enough to make friends.

No girl friend?

I wish, I said honestly. So is it gonna be okay then?

Not so fast sweetie. My partners demand that any stud we send over there be thoroughly evaluated psycho-logically . .

Huh?

To make absolutely, positively, sure that hes what we want for our girls. To tell you the truth, and I may as well tell you this right now  it can be very embarrassing for the candidates. More than one has dropped out. . .

All of a sudden, my mind focused on Miguel, Domingo and Carlos. Does anybody  would anybody know about you offering me this job? I asked carefully. 

No. Nobody. Why?

Oh just a thought. I said. But couldnt it be worked out that I get that test tonight?

A light came on behind her eyes that I couldnt trans-late. Now that you mention it? Im sure it could be arranged, she said. Why dont you bring me a phone to the table?

My heart was racing. No doubt about it. We hadnt talked salary yet  but I would be transported, as if by

magic carpet, to some romantic island where there were scads of pretty girls just waiting to get banged  by ME! 

STUD MICHAEL! Not only that? I was getting away from the goddam Columbian Mafia! Theyd never find me out there! Practically panting I hurried to Alice to get a phone rigged up for my new boss. 

She grinned an evil grin at me. Rich old lady got you for a pet Michael? Wants you to sit on her lap and feed you? Ooooh! Ill bet youll just love that, huh?

Aw, shut up Alice! I whined. Its not what it looks like. Shes got a . . And then I remembered the need for secrecy and shut my mouth. If she didnt know anything, she couldnt pass on any information that would get me tracked down. 

A lot of money? Alice finished my sentence for me with a leer. 

Yeah! I said shortly. Hows about that phone?

It didnt take long. It felt kinda cloak and daggerish but my new boss lady made the arrangements then left the restaurant. I waited twenty minutes, then asked to leave as business was slow. Alice paid me off  and after a bit of an argument - the tip Id earned, - and I left. 

Outside, as Id been told, a big black Cadillac was waiting for me  no lights and the engine running. As ordered, I made sure that nobody saw me then quickly opened the back door and jumped inside, Closed the door quietly and the car eased away with a powerful murmur of the engine as the lights went on, illuminating the dark-ness in front of us.. 

There was a glass panel between me and the chauffeur and it was never lowered until we pulled up in front of a large house, then it went down. Just go up the pathway to the front door, the driver said. I wasnt sure if it was a

man or a woman, but caught a tinge of an accent in his/her voice. Theyre expecting you.

Thanks, I said, and left the car. 

There was lighting enough for me to see my way, but it was very subdued. Frankly, Id absolutely no idea where I was and it was a little scary  but thinking of all the pleasures that awaited me in my new job, I forged ahead, pressed the doorbell and heard the chimes echo somewhere in the house. 

It took a few seconds, but the door finally opened to reveal a drop-dead gorgeous maid! Almost like those pert young things you see in movies  I mean, black satin uniform, white petticoats? An apron that would hardly cover her pelvic arch? Feminine little flounce cap? Come ON! 

But she gleamed a set of the whitest teeth imaginable at me. Michael? SO glad you could make it! Please come in. 

Doctor is waiting for you! Follow me, please.

She flounced ahead of me, her heels making that great tip-tap sound on the hardwood floors of the hallway, her petticoats swishing ever so alluringly in front of me, smiling back over her shoulder at me every so often. I was starting to like this job already I thought. She led me to a doorway and knocked lightly on the door. A deep, but feminine voice said for us to come in, and the girl opened the door and ushered me inside, standing aside to let me enter than closing the door gently behind me. 

The woman was tall, blonde, and had the coldest gray eyes Id ever seen. She was sitting at a desk, a folder spread in front of her. You are Michael? she asked in a disinterested voice. 

Yes, thats me, I said softly, again intimidated. 

Good, she said without the slightest enthusiasm in her voice. Now listen up. As a favor to Mrs. Arne, Im conducting this examination on my own time and Im not

going to mess around. I want you to get it into your head that youre not going to mess around either. Okay?

I dont understand, doctor, I said hesitantly. 

Well, let me put it this way honey. I tell you to do something? You do it  immediately, without questions and arguments. Anybody else asks you to do anything? 

Itll be up to you but for the next hour or so, youd better look on me as your one and only god. I tell you to do anything humanly possible, you do it. You dont? The examinations over. Got that?

I think so." I replied. 

Okay. Strip," she said. 

Huh?

One time only. Strip! Take your clothes off.

As I started to take my clothes off, she started writing something into the folder in front of her. Spoke as she did so, though didnt look up. Her voice was a little kinder now. I dont normally tell a candidate this, but Ill let you in on a little secret Michael. Youll find some of this psy-chological examination embarrassing, maybe even humiliating, but you wont be given any second chances. Just remember that you do what I say  nobody else counts.

She looked up at me again. Undershorts too Michael. 

Everything off.

Shyly, I took my last item of clothing in front of her, cupping my hands over my genitals for modesty. She got up and walked around her desk. Put your hands at your sides, please? she said. Blushing, I did so. 

She nodded and, without warning, took genitals into her large hand! It was cold in the room, but her hand was even more like ice! Frightened a little, I let out a gasp, but other than that did not react. 

You dont find me attractive Michael? she purred, just a hint of amusement in her voice now, Youre not giving me an erection.

Its cold maam, I panted. 

Mmm, she said. Turn around, spread your legs wide and bend over.

I had a sense of what she was going to do, but still went ahead and did as shed instructed. As I did so, I heard the sound of a latex glove being snapped onto a hand  and then, bent over, felt something like a lubricant being placed up my back passage. Then, without warning, a large meaty finger was inserted into my anus. I let out a gasp of fear and indignation as it was slowly pushed up deeper and deeper inside me. 

Dont like this either? she hissed from above me. 

No maam, I said honestly. Not at all..

Mmm, she said again, and mercifully, the finger was withdrawn quickly. Here! Clean yourself with this, she said, handing me a moist towelette." Throw it in that bin over there, then wait for me." With that, she picked up all of my clothes and bundled them together  then left the room. 

I was freezing! It felt as if I was in a refrigerator. Started walking across the room and back, flailing my arms to get my circulation going. Suddenly, the door opened  and the chauffeur came in! Hi! he said softly. How you doin? 

Colder than a witchs tit in here! I gasped. Could you turn the heat up?

He shook his head. Cant do that, but I could maybe warm you up a little  maybe a lot?

He was smaller than me, with soft limpid eyes. Suddenly, I got the sense of what he was implying. He started

coming towards me, slowly. Youre a real cutie. Know that? he whispered. 

Fuck OFF you fucking pervert! Fuck off or Ill belt you! I shrieked, making a fist and waving it at him. 

Hey! Theres no need for that kind of language man. 

Youre very offensive. Know that? he said, but backed away a little. 

Get outta here! Piss off you friggin pansy! Move it! I yelled, taking another step towards him. Hope you freeze your nuts off, he sneered, opening the door behind him and scurrying out, then closing it quietly behind him. 

I was still panting with anger and excitement when the door opened again after a short knock. I was about to yell again when the pretty maid came waltzing in! I immediately put my hands in front of myself to hide my genitals again. 

Oh, you poor thing! she said sympathetically. You look frozen!

I am, I admitted. Could you turn up the heat in here?

She shook her head. Sorry. This room is always cold. 

I keep telling the doctor, but she doesnt seem to feel it.

When will she be coming back? Id like to get this exam over as quickly as possible sos I can get my clothes back on.

The girl shook her head. Thats just it. She got called to the phone and sent me here to take your measurements. I dont know when . . .

Measurements? What for? I interrupted. 

I dont know. Its always just a part of the examination. She leaned close to me and whispered. Truthfully? 

I think its just to embarrass you young guys, but Im not sure. Dont tell the doctor I told you, okay?

Oh, okay, I said. But Im still frozen!

Tell you what? Why dont you come to my room and Ill measure you there? Its just down the hall and its a LOT warmer there and I dont think the doctor would mind. Maybe you could wear a robe of mine or something while we took the measurements?

Oh, Im not so sure about the robe, but Id sure like to be in a warmer room I said eagerly. 

Okay then, lets go! she said gaily, opening the door. 

Without hesitation, I followed her back down the hallway into a surprisingly comfortable (for a maid)  WARM 

room with a large bed and closets running down one full wall. It was carpeted and lovely and cozy on my bare feet. 

I sighed happily. 

She started taking my measurements, using a tape measure. At first it was standard things  you know, chest, waist, hips  that sort of thing  but then there seemed to be an awful lot of strange ones - from my testi-cles to my knees  then to my belly button. Then, to my shame, she wanted to measure my penis in an erect position and I couldnt get it up! 

I . . I . . dont know . . what it could be . . honest! I stammered as she waited for me to try and get it erect. 

Maybe I could help? she grinned seductively and came and pressed herself against me! 

And? Oh God! I still couldnt get it up! 

Let me explain. I know Im hetero. Never fantasized about another guy in my life. Have always dreamed about making it with gorgeous young, pretty, girls. The only thing is that even in my fantasies, I needed the girls

to be really hot for me  almost like I couldnt take the ini-tiative. HAD to wait for them to call the plays. 

Now this little maid was everything Id ever dreamed about  but she was trying to seduce me  but not in a pushy enough way if you catch my drift. I put my arms about her warm body  and tried  OH how I tried to get an erection  but was dead as dead could be down there. 

Oh, you poor dear. I can feel your arms tremble! Oh you poor, poor thing! Youre still freezing, arent you?

she cooed sympathetically. 

Oh YES! That must be it! I lied desperately. 

Very well then. You just stand there and Ill get you something thatll get you warm! she said briskly, left me, went to the closet and came back with a long womans robe. Here! get this on you. Youll be warm in a minute!

she commanded imperiously. 

This was more like my fantasies than I cared to admit, and I was helpless to deny her anything as she was already slipping my arms into the sleeves and pulling it up around me. See? Look at the improvement already! she joked as my cock was rising in front of me. She patted it. 

Its a nice little one, isnt it? then added, Come on over to the bed then and well see what we can do, huh?

Now the robe wasnt one of this frilly feminine things

 nor was it silky and transparent. It was a womans robe, of that there was no doubt. Dusky pink and made of some velvet material it was nipped in at the waist and had a full skirt. The cinched in waist accentuated what hips I had 

and also indicated that I had a bust  so in effect, it immediately gave my figure specific feminine attributes. For some reason, it also seemed to make me feel extremely weak so that the maid found it easy to push me over to the bed. 

Arent you going to make love to me? she asked, smiling and, as I seemed incapable of doing much, simply took me into her surprisingly strong arms and kissing me firmly, laid me down on my back. Then, without further ado, she kicked off her shoes, reached up under her skirts and pulled her panties down, stepped out of them, then spreading her petticoats out to the fullest, mounted me! 

Wheee! she yelled gleefully as she started to ride up and down on my shaft as I lay, half submerged and trying to fight off the layers of frilled petticoats that threatened to engulf me, my arms waving weakly in the attempt. 

I didnt hear the door open but suddenly, the doctor was standing at the side of the bed looking down on me as the maid finally brought me to climax. Shuddering, I shot my load into her, very conscious of the fact that I had just been almost raped  and that someone else had watched the conclusion of the act. 

So Linda? How did he do? Any findings? she asked the maid. 

Linda (for that was obviously the maids name) settled her wait down on top of me as I felt myself go flaccid inside her. 

Linda thought for a moment then spoke dispassion-ately. Well? Hes not gay. Thats for sure. Very uncomfortable in taking the male role  doesnt seem to want to be aggressive. Very weak and soft in the arms.

Have any problem getting him into the robe?

A little  but he might have raised some hell if Id tried a negligee, so I stuck with the more conservative robe. He let me put that on him like a little lamb.

Did he take on any feminine characteristics while in the robe, or being screwed by you?

Other than being kinda weak? Dont think so, but cant say for sure. Rushing an examination like this has some bad points. I could have used more time.

Yeah, but the boss wanted it this way. Cabana boy material in your opinion?

Oh definitely.

I lay there mortally offended at being discussed in this manner and was almost ready to tell the doctor to shove it, but the mention of being a Cabana boy, reminded me of why I was being examined and, as it sounded like Id passed, I didnt see much reason for throwing away my new job just so that I could have the pleasure of having a little temper tantrum, so held my tongue. The title sounded a bit strange, but, as I told myself, it was highly unlikely that theyd give me the position of male stud. 

Her eyes fixed on mine, the doctor leaned down and tapped me on the end of my nose. Michael? Im going back to my office. Put on the clothes that Linda gives you and be down there in five minutes or less. If you dont? 

This examination is terminated.

Still half smothered by the petticoats I nodded. I didnt see her leave, though I thought I heard the door close behind her. 

When Linda got up I looked at her bitterly. That was a bunch of mean things you said about me Linda! I thought we were friends!

Mean? Calling you straight? Recommending you for the job? You gonna deny that youre weak in the arms? If you do, Id like to challenge you to an Indian wrestling match right now  for say a hundred bucks?

When she saw that I wasnt going to respond, she added. Sweetie? The only bad thing I said about you was

that you put up a little struggle when I suggested you wear a robe . .

But it was your robe  a womans robe! What was I expected to do. Act delighted? I protested. 

Yeah, Well now youve got your chance to really protest, she said, going into her closet. 

Huh?

She pulled a maids uniform similar to hers out and took it from the hanger, Cause now you have to wear this.

Bullshit!

She ignored me. Went into her dresser and started throwing lingerie on the bed, And these panties and bra

 and the garter belt  and the petticoat  stockings too. 

Wanna get started putting them on?

My indignation left me as quickly as it had come on when I saw she was serious. Aw Linda. What in hells name IS this?

She shrugged. A test sweetie. Thats all. You put my clothes on and go and talk to doctor. When you finish with her, you take them off and put on your own clothes. 

Dont want to do that? Just say you want to leave and I go get your clothes right now. But if you dont hurry up? 

Youll be dismissed anyway. Your call, sweetie.

With about a minute to spare, I knocked on the doctors door. Come in, I heard, so nervously opened the door and entered, my skirts and petticoats wafting about me gently as I crossed the room and sat in the chair that the doctor was pointing to. 

She examined me with absolutely no interest  just as if she saw men in pretty black dresses all the time. Okay Michael, you can start tomorrow, but a few questions

first. Do you have any allergies that require medication? 

Any dietary restrictions on what you eat ? 

We spent the next half hour or so discussing my medical history in an obvious attempt to foresee any potential health hazards that living on the island could pose. Then she said. That concludes your evaluation Michael. Now I have to ask a few questions that are normally asked by the Administration. Do you wish to accept the position of Cabana boy with Paradise Island Resorts Inc.? 

Well, Id like to know the salary first.

Naturally, but IF the salary is acceptable, will you take the position. 

Yes.

Fine! Your salary will be dependent on the length of contract you sign. One, Three, or Six months. The longer the term, the higher the monthly salary." 

What about living expenses?

You wont have any. Youll have free bed and board and all your uniforms will be provided. There is only one provision. You may leave at any time  but you will for-feit all pay that you have earned . . She saw my look of puzzlement. The organization will spend a lot of money in getting you trained and then fed and suchlike. We feel that if you cannot meet your contractual commitments you should suffer at least some penalty. Fair enough?

Yes.

Now Im assuming that Mrs. Arne informed you of the nature of your duties?

I blushed. Yes

Good! Then I dont have to." She said, pulling three contracts in front of her. Then she looked up at me. 

Okay. . . she named the salary Id get for each of the

three contracts. It was a LOT of money. Not only that? Id only have to pay taxes if I, myself, declared them! 

Thinking of the Columbian mafia, I signed the contract for the six months, hoping theyd have given up on me by then. 

She smiled for the first time that evening. Fine Michael. Why dont you go and sleep in Lindas room. She wont bother you until six a.m. tomorrow. Shell probably have to prep you then so that we can get you to the airport by nine. There, a private jet will be available to fly you and the other employees to the island at that time.


* * *

Want to borrow a nightgown? Linda asked me jokingly as I worked my way out of the dress and lingerie shed provided me earlier. 

Get stuffed! I replied in the same vein. Wheres my clothes?

She looked puzzled for a second or two. Theyre not ready yet, stupid! Then her face cleared. Oh, you mean your clothes?

Could have sworn thats what I said, I replied sarcas-tically. 

Didnt doc tell you? From this point on, you wear the island uniform. You dont get your own clothes back until your contract is up. When is that, by the way?

Six months.

Jesus! You signed up for a full tour? Liked the money?

Damn right! I said, But when do I get this uniform?

Should be here first thing tomorrow. But you can sleep in my panties if you want. I promise I wont tell anybody, she laughed. 

Pass! I said, kicking them off and jumping into her bed, still shy about her seeing me in the nude. 

I didnt feel a thing until I heard Lindas voice in my ear. Rise and shine honey. Big day coming!

I shook my head groggily, not too sure of where I was at. Finally remembered as I staggered out of bed, badly needing a piss. Covering myself up, naturally, with my hands. 

Sweetie? Linda said, looking as fresh as a daisy, and handing me a yellow spray can type of thing. Before you shower? Spray all over your body  especially your underarms with this stuff. Its fantastic! Then wait for a minute or two, then shower. Okay?

I nodded, sleepily. 

Fine! Your uniform is here. Once youre outta the shower, Ill help to get you dressed and made up. Maybe do a little with your hair? But get going, wouldja?

What she was saying didnt make sense but I was nodding agreeably, sleepily, with every statement. Found a new toothbrush and a small tube of toothpaste in her bathroom so brushed my teeth. Shook the yellow can per instructions, then sprayed myself all over. Woke up in the shower, seeing my body hair disappear down the drain. 

Some other shocks awaited me when Id dried myself off. Id been wondering what shed meant by helping me to get dressed. It really wasnt much help per se  more like ordering me into my new uniform. I stared at the panties and bra she handed me. Hey Linda. What is this shit! 

Im a guy! Shook my head. I dont wear bras. No way!

She shrugged. Your choice. But Ill need you to put this one on for a few minutes, okay? Then you can take it off if you want  no problem. But get those panties on 

now!" 

More for modesty than anything else, I stepped into the lacy panties then discovered that she was crowding me into a corner and I suddenly realized that she meant to put the bra on me whether I wanted to wear it or not. Had the terrible feeling in my gut that if it came to a struggle between us, Id end up wearing the damn thing anyway. 

Covered my fear up by grumbling in my most masculine voice. Okay! But just for a minute or so, promise?

All of you guys! Honestly! You all bitch about wearing a bra. Damned if I can figure it out. She muttered as she slipped it on me and fastened it at the back, then fussed with the tiny adjusting buckle in the shoulder straps. Comfy? Fit all right? she asked. 

When I didnt answer, she said. Okay. Ill take that as a Yes. Then she took a yellow hi-liter and proceeded to make tiny marks around the edges of the bra cups on my skin. 

What are you doing? I asked, curious despite myself. 

Hush! Youre distracting me. Youll see in a minute.

When she finished, I was actually surprised when she kept her promise and removed the bra. Stand there a minute, she said and took a few floppy looking things out of a box. Then she removed what looked like an adhe-sive backing from both of them.. Stand still! she ordered then was standing close to me, carefully pressing one of the things up against my chest, aligning it with the marks shed made.! 

What are you doing! I cried. 

Putting your tits on, what do you think? Then she snapped. Leave that alone! It wont adhere properly if you mess with it! and she slapped my hand that Id raised to pull the thing off. 

But why are you putting breasts on me? I asked meekly as she set the other one in position. 

Oh Jesus! she swore. Didnt you read those papers that the doctor had you sign last night?

Well, there was an awful lot of fine print, I excused myself.. But you just said all you guys. Do the other studs have to wear them too?

Of course, silly! Howre the dykes gonna take you for sissies if you dont look the part?

Take us for sissies?

She shook her head. Look. Youre going to be living in a Cabana  thats a kind of dorm where the girls sleep . 

.

Ill be in the same dorm as the girls?

Yes stupid! What did you think? How else are you gonna be able to get with a girl without the lezzes seeing you?

Ah! Its starting to make sense now. But I dont know if I want to dress like a sissy

Dress? Sweetie? Its not just the clothes. Youve signed a contract that youre gonna act like one any time youre in public. Gonna wear makeup - and perfume too. 

Act like a proper little swish!

Not gonna do that! I said firmly. 

Fine. You can leave now. The corporation will have to sue you for the breast forms  theyre goddam expensive . .

Bullshit! I said pulling at them, then yowled at the pain. 

Youll need a special solution to remove them now. 

Theyve got LOTS on the island, she added with a grin. 

She saw the defeat in my eyes. Want to put your bra on now?

No way! I said trying to salvage some measure of masculine pride. 

I didnt have much pride of any kind left by the time that Linda had finished with me. I wore matching panties and a lacy camisole and control top thigh-high sheer stockings. For outerwear, I had a silk, tight fitting halter top, in a multi-colored pattern, that left my belly bare and a pair of black silk pants, with bell bottoms- with the further indignity that they zipped up the back. Then a filmy yellow, long sleeved, chiffon blouse with the tails tied in front of me, completed the uniform. Oh, I forgot the four inch platform shoes  and the jaunty beret that matched my halter top. 

Shed also worked some speedy magic with an electric curling iron and mousse to give me a pert, feminine, hairdo. Youll need a pedicure first thing when you get to the island, she told me as she fixed glaring red talons over my fingernails. Then, of course, it was time to make me up. 

Doctor came in to examine me some time later. Took in my red lipstick, mascarad eyes  with the false eyelashes, my rouged cheeks and the dramatic eyeliner I wore. Sniffed appreciatively as her nose caught traces of my perfume. Well, I must say Linda. Youve done a helluva job on him! Dont think anyone would mistake him for a man now. Just one thing? Did you work on his walk?

Oh shit doctor! I havent had time! Linda exclaimed. 

No problem. Michael bend over forward if you would?

Linda threatened to spank me if I cried after the doctor unzipped my pants, pulled my panties down and lubricated me  before inserting a butt plug up inside me. 

Thisll help you maintain the illusion that youre a sissy,

she said as she re-arranged my clothes about me. Which reminds me. First impressions are essential! So when you get off the plane at the resort? Make sure you link arms with another stud and smile and chatter to each other 

just in case there are any visitors around. We want them to get the wrong impression right away. Got it?

Trying to hold back my shamed tears, I could only nod. 

I was so numbed by the whole experience that I hardly even reacted when the Chauffeur patted my ass gently as he assisted me from the Cadillac at the airport. I saw a group of people inside a small waiting room and minced my way in there, desperate for company dressed as I was

 camouflage myself so to speak. 

But as I tottered along in my platform shoes, mincing in my new tight-assed gait, I discovered something else 

my breasts were flopping around inside my blouse  not having a bra to contain them. I finally made it inside the room, well aware of the scrutiny I was receiving from all the other employees. I was the eighth there, and the last as it turned out. There were six girls and one other stud. He looked just like me, stared at me out of over-made up eyes and licked his lustrous red lips nervously. 

The girls were all young and pretty. Athletic looking and lithe in their movements. They wore the same uniforms as me except they wore short, pleated, black skirts 

which honestly looked a helluva lot more masculine than the tight, ass-hugging, silk pants I was wearing. I saw

more than one of them look at me and shake her head as I flounced up to the group, my large breasts bouncing around as I did so. 

Well! Glad you could make it Michelle, a lady said who was obviously the coordinator. 

My name is Michael! Not Michelle! I spoke up an-grily. 

Sweetie? Youll be playing the part of a sissy . . she looked at her list . ." For six months, I see. Your badge says Michelle  and thats what youll answer to. Here, put it on  and listen up!" 

Blushing, I pinned the badge to my blouse. 

She nodded. Good. Now on the plane over, I dont want you sitting beside Tiffany there. Dont want our boys falling in love with each other, (I saw the other stud blush) but you both know to link arms and chatter to each other like proper little sissies when we land?

Me and Tiffany both nodded sheepishly. 

Okay. Now you girls  and boys? I cant stress this enough. Once youre on the island? Your main job is to please the customers NO exceptions. A customer asks you to do anything? You do it  period! You boys? Your job here is to make yourself available to the girls  when asked. Occasionally a customer will ask you to do something. If she does? The same thing applies to you as the girls. Got it?

I nodded. 

Now Michelle? Youre the Cabana boy for Cabana D, Tiffany? Youre Cabana A. Youll find all of your uniforms there and you Michelle? Youre scheduled for a pedicure and a hairdo for first thing this afternoon. Now both of you are gonna find it strange to be sleeping amongst a bunch of girls.." 

We dont have our own rooms? Tiffany squealed. 

No, of course not. If a girl needs you, she wont have time to check and find out if youre available. Thatd be silly. And anyway? What customer is gonna suspect a sissy sleeping amongst girls is really a man, huh?

Screw the dykes. I wouldnt suspect that right now!

one of the girls said, drawing a laugh from the others. 

On the plane, I got seated beside Keri, a truly gorgeous blonde. She was so nice and sweet to me that I fell in love immediately. Im not really a sissy, you know, I pleaded desperately. 

Oh, Im sure of that! she said, patting my hand. I understand why youre dressed like that and all made up and everything. I think its very nice of you to volunteer for the job and go through all of that humiliation..

Well, I am getting paid for this, quite well too, I admitted. 

Oh yes. Thats why Im doing this. I mean Ive never been a lesbian, she said. I just keep hoping that they wont hit on me. But if you dont mind me saying this? I think its much easier for me to pretend that I like women

 than for a man to pretend hes a pansy.

I blushed at her choice of words, but she was obviously sincere  and I loved her all the more for it. I couldnt believe my luck when I discovered that shed been assigned to Cabana D as well. We can get to be real friends! I said hopefully. 

Oh, Id like that! she said happily. 

Just before the plane landed, Tiffany and I had to relo-cate and sit beside each other. Neither one of us made any attempt to speak to the other  both of us too embarrassed to be dressed the way we were  and the performance wed have to play when we got off the plane. 

To my dismay, it seemed that incoming resort employees was a subject of great interest to the guests because a large group of them were all waiting for us and we all had to walk our way across the tarmac between an aisle they had formed. A cheer went up when the first girls disem-barked and I could hear wolf whistles and a sort of chant started up Fresh meat! Fresh meat! but it was done in such a high good humor that I dont think any of the girls took offense. 

There was an entirely different reaction when Tiffany and I appeared. To my surprise, there were some whistles directed at us  and I distinctly heard Look at the tits on that sissy! and I blushed a furious red, knowing full well, I was the sissy being talked about. I tried to stare ahead and not make any eye contact with anyone, then heard a deep voice calling Hey sweetie? Cmere a minute!

I, naturally, thought that whoever it was, was talking to one of the girls. Then the voice called again. Sweetie! 

Over here! . . . . Hey PANSY! Im talking to you!

Terror stricken, I looked  and there she stood, a big, brassy blonde with a few friends grinning beside her. 

Dont be frightened sweetie. Cindy wont bite you  not yet! But why dont you let go of your pretty friend and get that sweet little ass over here!

Tiffany let go of my arm in a hurry, just as frightened as I was. Nervously, realizing that all my fellow passen-gers were now waiting for me, I tottered over to the woman. She read my badge. 

Hello Michelle! she purred putting a possessive arm around my shoulder. Arent you the pretty one. Hows about a kiss, huh? then, without waiting, she kissed me 

firmly on the lips! 

Im . .Im . . sorry. But Im not . not . a girl maam. Im sorry. I stammered once she lifted her lips away from mine. 

Of course youre not a girl, Michelle! Anyone can see that! she guffawed. Now if youll just let me get a feel of those manly tits of yours? And holding me firm with one hand, she openly fondled my breasts as her companions laughed and told her to behave herself. 

Aw, Im just having a little fun with Michelle. HE

doesnt mind, do you Michelle?

Its all right maam. No, I dont mind, I said, wishing that the ground would open up and swallow me. But my friends are waiting and Ive got to get to my Cabana to report in.

Okay. Ill let you go for now. But report up to my apartment  IB in the main building right after lunch. 

Okay?

Maam? I would  but the resort wants its employees to look good, and Ive been ordered to go and get my hair done and a pedicure, this afternoon . . I gasped, scram-bling for any excuse. 

Well, off you go then! But report to my apartment at seven oclock then  we can have a nice romantic dinner and get to know each other . .

But maam . . I started. 

MICHELLE! the coordinator called out. Youve got your date for the evening. Just say goodbye and that youll be there!

I saw Keris sympathetic glance as I minced back to the group and knew she was sorry for me. 

A few minutes later, she and I, and another girl were in Cabana D, reporting to Jean, the head girl there. She showed us to our beds. I was delighted to find that Keris

bed was right next to mine  but although the beds were nice and there was lots of storage for clothes, there was absolutely NO privacy  and I almost fainted when I discovered that Id be sharing the bathrooms  and the showers with all the women in the Cabana  about fifteen, if the amount of beds meant anything, though the Cabana was almost deserted because the employees were out working I surmised.. 

Your clothes are all in your closets, Jean told us then said. I understand that you have to go to the beauty shop this afternoon Michelle. Did you know?

Oh yes! He told that big woman that when she asked him for a date, Keri said. 

Jean snorted, You got asked for a date already? And you turned a customer down because of an appointment, Are you kidding?

Her ominous tone let me know I was in trouble. Didnt turn her down Jean. I just mentioned that I had an appointment this afternoon and she said it was okay . .

Yeah, she did Jean. Told him to go to her apartment for dinner tonight. Keri said. 

Thats better! Jean laughed. Michelle? Lie down on your bed, for a minute, would you?

Sure. Like this? I asked, grateful for the rest. 

Perfect! Jean said, then came over to the bed and quickly took my pants legs and giving them a quick tug pulled the waistband down to about my knees. Then, straddling me, reached up under her skirt and pulled her panties down. 

Hey! What are you doing?" I squealed. 

What does it look like Michelle? Letting you earn your money! And with that, in front of Keris incredu-

lous eyes, she pulled my panties down and then impaled herself upon my erection! 

MMMM! she keened riding up and down rapidly. 

OOOOOOOOH I squealed again as I came. 

She sat on top of me as my erection died. 

Thought Id grab me off a piece, she explained to Keri. That last stud we had in here got tired out real quick. This ones kinda tiny, but hes at least fresh. You may as well find out? If you want a piece of ass from these sissies, you gotta grab it quick.

Oh, I dont think I could do anything like that, Keri said, blushing. 

Hey sweetie? Get horny enough and youll mount his tiny little prick real quick  without waiting for the romancing that normally goes with a roll in the hay, Jean laughed. What youve just seen is the best way. Just shove the little pansies on their backs and mount them 

they soon learn who the bosses are around here  and it aint them.

She continued to sit on top of me but turned to speak to my friend.. Say Keri? Am I imagining things or are you sweet on this guy?

Keri blushed. Well, I just met him today for the first time, but he does seem kinda nice and sweet . .

And Im NOT a sissy or a pansy! I protested. 

Jean ignored me completely. Well, let me fill you in on something Keri. He wasnt picked for his macho tendencies, thats for sure. They dont want hunks here. Get us girls all horny and not taking care of business. But the thing is this. Get a little guy like this and make him dress and act like a woman long enough. Ill give you two guesses what you end up with  and it aint a guy. He may not be very feminine right now  but dont be expect-

ing too much. Michelle here has signed up for a six month tour. Considering the fact that hell be going over to Big Cindys for his date tonight wearing a dress, what do you think hell be like six months from now, huh?

Wearing a WHAT? I yelped. 

A dress Michelle. House rule. Anybody dates a customer? They wear a dress. Dont know if you examined whats in your closet, but theres always a few dresses in you studs closets to cover that very eventuality. Seeing as youre new to this stuff, some of us girls will help you get ready for tonight  maybe even Keri could lend a hand.

Make him look like a woman? Keri asked softly. 

What else? Jean laughed. 

She left after a few more minutes and I went to examine the contents of my closet, too embarrassed to meet Keris eyes. Sure enough, there were a few dresses inside my closet. I took some deep breaths trying to calm myself. 

What in gods name had I got myself into? If my lovemak-ing with women was to be anything like the session Id just had with Jean, there was a whole lot of indignities facing me  and what was this about me having to wear a dress for a date? I had the notion that Id be playing the part of the woman while that big broad played the man. It didnt do a lot for my peace of mind. 

Michael? Im sorry, Keri whispered. 

Not your fault, I mumbled, close to tears. 

Dont cry. Maybe your date will work out okay. Just wait. I bet it will! she said, although her enthusiasm seemed a little forced. Shed come up close to me and was suddenly hugging me gently. There, there. Have a good cry if you want. Ill help you fix your makeup.
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Guys dont cry, I snuffled, the tears starting to roll down my cheeks. Oh Keri! Ive made an awful mistake. 

Ive got to get out of this! I cant behave like a sissy!

Youre doing just fine! I mean, just wait until theyve finished with you in the beauty shop. I bet youll be SO

pretty!

Thats not what I meant! I blubbered. Im scared of that big woman. I think shes going to hurt me

Michael! Thats just being silly! Shes probably just attracted to you, so why should she want to hurt you? If you dress nice and act nice? Shell probably just want you to have dinner with her. Maybe just neck a little? Dont be scared.

What do you mean  act nice

Well? Once I was out with a big football player. He had a little too much to drink and started pawing me. I just acted all sweet and girlish, and he got embarrassed, and left me alone!

I dont know how to act all sweet and girlish for goodness sake!

Of course you do! Think about it positively! Talk slowly and softly  even be affectionate. Give her little nuzzles or kisses and tell her how handsome she is. Pretend to be soft and weak. Nothing to it!

Her voice was soothing and her arms around me felt wonderful. Think thatll work, Keri? I asked doubtfully. 

Absolutely. Why, you feel all soft and kissable right now. Matter of fact? I think Im going to kiss you.

I lifted my tear-stained face to hers and she kissed me gently on the lips. Then she lifted her mouth from mine. 

Youre very pretty Michelle! she said softly  and started caressing my breasts with one of her hands. 

Huh? My names not . .

Hush! Act properly! she whispered firmly  then kissed me again, her hand now inside my chiffon overblouse and sliding up inside my halter. 

What she was doing was suddenly clear. Youre so strong, Keri! I whispered and nuzzled into her neck. 

Thats it! You my soft, pretty girl? she asked, her hand now down at my erection, then unfastening the back of my pants and pulling the zipper down slowly. 

Oh yesss! I hissed as her hand was now caressing my ass through my panties. 

What pretty panties! Youre so lovely! She was saying and somehow, I found myself on my back on top of the bed, with her straddling me. 

See? You can act the part of the girl just fine! she said, making as if to leave. 

I looked up at her, horror stricken. Please dont leave me like this Keri? I love you!

Youre just saying that, you silly little thing, she teased, but she was sitting on top of me again and was gently rubbing my breasts with the tip of a finger. But if you really want to practice acting like a girl? My girl? I wouldnt mind.

Oh yes, Keri! Please?

Well? Come ON then. Say it!

Its just for practice, isnt it?

Of course it is, Michael  Im sorry whats your name again?

Michelle. I blushed. 

Thats right. Michelle. And what a nice shade of pink you have in your complexion. And you were going to say something to me?

When shed finished making love to me, she praised me effusively for how Id been able to act like a girl. If I hadnt known that you were a boy Michael, I would never have guessed! You were so soft and affectionate! Know something? If thats what making love to another girl is like? This job may not be so bad!

There was something wrong here, I knew but after having had sex twice in less than an hour, I was pooped out. I closed my eyes for a second. 

When I woke up, the Cabana was full of girls who were all getting ready for lunch. Jean was there and saw my eyes open. Aha! The sleeping beauty awakes! Girls! 

GIRLS!

She then introduced me as the new Cabana stud. 

Gawd! Hes even smaller than the last one! some-body bitched. 

Celia? Shut up. Hes whats available  and hes kinda sweet. I had him earlier on, and hes got a date with Cindy tonight . .

Aw shit Jean! Shell probably bugger the poor little thing and hell be worthless for a while.

Only if you want a piece of his ass. Cindy will probably leave his front-end equipment alone.

Well? Lets see that front end equipment of his! another girl called out. 

Yeah! some others chorused. 

Okay Michelle Jean said. Drop your pants and let the girls see.

Hey! Enough of the kidding! I said, trying to laugh. 

But before I could think what they were doing, two girls simply grabbed a hold of me from each side and lifted me easily so that I was standing on my bed. One of

them unzipped my pants and pulled them down, so that I was just standing there in my panties. 

Oh Christ! one laughed. If the frills on his panties were any fuller, wed never be able to see that scrawny little thing of his!

Hey! It works  thats the main thing! But let the poor little guy alone. Hes got an appointment at the beauty sa-lon in a little while and he hasnt had lunch yet.

Quickly, I was put back down onto the floor and allowed to pull my pants back up. I was then allowed to see, first hand, the value of living in the middle of a girls dorm. Totally unconcerned about my presence, a bevy of beautiful girls were walking around in front of me. Most of them stripped down to their undies, but some were even nude! 

Better get changed yourself Michelle. Your uniform is pretty wrinkled now. Put on a fresh one for going to your appointment. You might want to take a shower while youre about it. Wash off that makeup. The girls at the sa-lon will probably appreciate having a blank canvas to work with. Jean told me. 

I was going to refuse, but one look at her icy cold stare warned me of the dangers facing me.. A little while later, I stood in a communal shower, my breasts flopping around

 just like some of the girls who were showering beside me. They grinned at my erection, but left me alone. After I was dried, Keri helped me into my bra. I certainly wasnt going to object this time, appreciating the nice support that the lacy garment gave me. Then into matching panties, the black pants, but this time a nice blouse rather than the halter top and overblouse. I felt so relieved at being dressed again that I gladly joined Keri and a few other girls and went to the employee dining room for lunch. Ac-

tually found myself enjoying the conversation  even laughed at some of the jokes. 

I suppose I could say that the session in the beauty shop was humiliating and embarrassing, but to tell the truth? It wasnt that bad. Okay, I left there looking more like a girl than ever. My ears were pierced, my eyebrows plucked, and Id even had some tiny injections in my lips to make them plumper  and more kissable, as the girls reminded me. My hair had been lightened a few shades and converted to a sort of modified Pixie cut, but having some girls work on you for hours, massaging you with sweet smelling lotions and showing you how to enhance your looks (Okay  they showed me how to make myself up, but its the same thing  right?) isnt designed to make you feel all grumpy and out of sorts, is it? 

Jean had extracted the butt plug and it was amazing how easy it was to walk again  although I found that I still had a tendency to mince. I was in a sort of trance as I picked out the dress I was going to wear that night. 

Couldnt make up my mind, so tried a few on. Finally chose a flirty, light blue, one with a matching chiffon stole. Put on my first pair of nylons  well stockings that is. Felt no end of a sissy as I attached the garter straps, but had to admit that my legs felt  and looked sensational! 

Then a matching bra and full slip with a pretty lace hem over everything. I picked a pair of white strappy shoes because the heels werent too high  and they matched my handbag that I carried my lipstick and compact in. Lots of the girls whistled appreciatively as Keri escorted me out of the Cabana to the building where Cindy lived, before leaving me with a girly kiss. Remember how to act now! she warned me. Dont forget what Ive taught you! Be a good girl!

I assured that Id act properly, then made my way into the building, distracted by the sensations of my dress

moving against my slip  and the lace of the slip against my stockings. Panting for some reason, I was just about to knock on the door, when I nervously pulled my compact out of my handbag and checked my lipstick  it was okay. 

Then, reaching backwards, I lifted up the hem of my dress to make sure that my slip wasnt showing. It was fine. 

Then, I started to knock on the door again  and stopped, shaking violently. 

It was like Id been walking about in a daze and the scales had suddenly fallen from my eyes! What was I doing? Standing here like a young girl on a first date 

checking my lipstick and wondering if my dress was okay. I was a MAN for goodness sake! I shuddered inside my chiffon stole and seriously thought of running away. 

But the door opened suddenly and Cindy stood grinning at me! My, dont you look lovely! she grinned. Come in! She took a gentle hold of my elbow and ushered me into her apartment. Thought I saw you and that pretty blonde walking towards the building. Was just about to come looking for you. But here you are! Now, would you like a drink dear?

No thank you Cindy, I said shyly, and found my eyelashes fluttering. Not at the moment.

Dont be shy darling. Want to give me your stole? 

Dont want to get it all wrinkled, do we? she cooed. 

No, I said and gave it to her. 

She hung it in a hall closet, then put an arm around my shoulder. Lets go in and meet my friends, shall we Michelle? Thats a lovely dress youre wearing. The color looks darling on you. She led me into a well furnished living room where a bar was set up at one end. Two of the women whod been with her earlier in the day sat with drinks in their hands smiling up at us. 

This is Terry and Emily, Cindy said. You guys? 

Michelle is going to act as my hostess tonight, arent you dear?

This was the first Id heard of this, but I nodded in agreement. 

Isnt he the sweetest little thing? Cindy gushed, and pulled me into her arms for a kiss. When she took her lips away, she said. But not just yet, eh doll? Come over and sit with me and well get acquainted. With that, she gently pulled me over to her chair, and sat, pulling me down into her lap. Nervously, I smoothed my dress around my thighs  becoming all too aware that this was a gesture Id seen many girls perform  and yet Id done it without a moments thought. 

You know guys? Cindy said after taking a sip of her drink. I think that Michelle here is one of the prettiest sissies Ive ever had here. Dont you think so?

Could be, Terry said. Though that little cutie I had last month? He had a much prettier ass. All plump and soft. Mind you, Michelles is pretty good  but its a little on the skinny side to my taste.

Youre crazy! Here, let me show you! Cindy said and, without warning, she had taken and flipped me around so that I was positioned over her knees  and she was lifting my slip and dress, to show my panties! 

Oh please Cindy, dont! I squealed. 

She simply pulled my panties down to show my bare ass. Michelle? When a sissy has an ass like yours? He should flaunt it! Now you guys? Come and take a closer look!

Then, again without warning, I felt her do something to her hand  and a well lubricated finger was up my ass! 

Wow! His ass is tight! she said astounded. Wow! 

Feel this, you guys!

I squirmed and pleaded, but it did no good so lay there while three large dykes, inserted their fingers up inside me, wiggling them to make me squeal and shudder, sometimes gently spanking me and saying what a lovely ass I had and how lucky Cindy was to have seen me first. 

Please stop! I begged. I thought you invited me here for dinner!

Aw, are you hungry little pet? Cindy cooed, finally taking her finger out of me. 

Yes! Hungry! Very hungry! I babbled, almost in tears at finally having found some way to stop the torture they were inflicting on me. 

Well! Well just have to get right on it and find you something to eat, wont we? Emily crooned. That what you want?" 

Oh yes Emily! Thats what I want. Thank you. Thank you!

But what would you say if we suggested dessert first? Terry asked smoothly. 

That would be lovely! Im really hungry, I repeated. 

Well then! Look what Emily has for you! Why dont you just fit those lovely plump, red, lips of yours about that slab of meat? Cindy laughed and lifted me from her lap and deposited me on the carpet, kneeling. And there in front of me, Emily stood laughing, her hands on her hips and a huge dildo straining out from her groin and pointing up at the ceiling! 

NO! I screamed  but it was no use. 

They took photos of me sucking on each of their dildos. Made me smile for the cameras while they took them. 

Then, one after another, they draped me over a couch arm and fucked me up the ass. To my own internal shame, I came all over my dress a few times as they did so. 

I was so sore that I couldnt walk. Well after midnight, Cindy simply picked me up and carried me back to the Cabana. The few girls who were still awake and saw me carried in, looked away  but I dont think they were un-sympathetic. 

Cindy was my first bull dyke, but not my last. Terry stayed on a week or so after Cindy left, then passed me on to a friend of hers  who passed me on to another  and so on. You know how it is. 

In the Cabana, I was well used. I wasnt even a shadow of a man any more  they started calling me Mr. 

Roundheels with very good reason. A girl would simply push me on to a bed and mount me  as often as not in front of others. I started to cry a lot. 

Keri left after three months, but broke my heart the night before. Shed made arrangements to take me on a date  which was, technically, a no-no between employees. We both wore dresses which I was well used to by this time. But shed set it up that we got a vacant apartment in the main building. 

She took off her dress and had me take off mine, then we kissed and cuddled while wearing only our slips over our undies. She got me all excited, then she apologized perfunctorily  twisted me over onto my stomach, straddled me  and shoved a dildo up my ass  with me crying all the time. Sorry Michelle, she said carelessly after shed finished with me. I just wondered what it felt like. 

Hope you dont mind.

For days after she left, I was in a sort of coma. Knew that I had grown feminine and girlish, but remembered (vaguely) that I was still a male. Counted the days until

my six months were up. But then Corinne came into the picture. She was the new Director of weight training for the customers of the resort. 

One day, one of the bull dykes who had taken me over had made me come down and watch her admiringly as she worked her way through the weights  she loved me to ooh and aah about her big muscles. I saw this other big lady look at me quizzically and though I knew she was a resort employee, I gave her my prettiest smile  she had that tough look about her that scared me. 

I was surprised when she grabbed a hold of me when my dyke was off getting her shower. Hiya sweetie! 

Whats a nice boy like you doing in a place like this?

I tossed my hair girlishly  a lot of the big women liked to see me do this  and answered cheekily.. Getting in shape, toots, what do you think?

My breath left me in a rush as she slammed me into the wall. I dont like my sissies to sass me! she said an-grily. Now get down on your knees and say that youre sorry!

Shaken, I got down in front of her. Im sorry that I spoke like that to you . .Im sorry, I dont know your name?" 

Its Corinne, she said. But you can call me Mistress

Yes Mistress. Im sorry.

She lifted her skirt so that her twat was right in front of my face. Eat me sissy!

Here mistress?

She didnt answer. Instead a big, meaty, hand came to the back of my head and gave me a sharp cuff that forced my face into her crotch. I let out a cry, but it was muffled

because her hand was now forcing my face hard into her groin. 

Get that tongue in there! NO you stupid little bitch! 

Pull my panties down first. LOOK, youve got lipstick all over them! Stupid bitch! She paused for a second as my tonge explored her labia lips. Got a date for tonight with that dyke youre chasing? she asked. 

Yes Mistress.

Well, okay. But when shes finished with you, you can come over to my apartment  Im in the Executive Cabana, suite F.

Itll probably be very late, Mistress.

Dont care. You can wash my panties  and, she leered, I may have some other little chores for you to do for me.

Yes Mistress, okay

Well? Lets feel you getting that tongue in here!

Corinne, being an executive employee had many rights that us lesser beings didnt  but even she had to leave me alone if a customer wanted me. She was SO

mean to me though, beating me up if I did the slightest thing to annoy her, that I started becoming a real flirt to the customer dykes making every attempt to escape spending any more time with her than was absolutely necessary. Hey  at least they only made me suck on their dildos and take them up my ass  they didnt beat me up and call me names all the time. 

She knew when my contract was up and often threatened me that shed beat me up if I didnt renew. I promised her faithfully that Id no intention of leaving 

although I was lying in my teeth. I figured thatyes, shed beat me up when she found out  but it would only be

ONE beating. I didnt think I could last another month with her, so the one beating would be a piece of cake. 

About three days before my release, I was walking along the side of the pool in my favorite two piece swim-suit. I had a soft silk wrap loosely tied about me and I enjoyed the touch of my (now) shoulder length hair gently caressing the back of my neck and shoulders. 

Well, hello Michael. I heard someone say, so ignored it. 

Michael? The voice sounded familiar. Kinda old. So uninterested, I kept on walking. 

MICHAEL! then a pause. Michelle? in a much softer voice. 

I turned  and it was Mrs. Arne. Oh, Im sorry. I didnt hear you, I said softly and went forward and gave her a soft kiss on the cheek. Youre looking very well. First time Ive seen you here, I added. 

Youve changed  Michelle is it now? But youre the main reason Im here, she said. Want to talk to you.

Me? Im flattered, I giggled girlishly. 

No need to be dear girl. Why dont you come to my apartment. We can be more comfortable there, she said coyly. 

Sure, I answered carelessly. 

She got down to business right away when we got into her dining room. Theres some papers Id like you to sign on the table there Michelle, she said. 

My release papers? Sure

Not exactly. You see Michelle? Youre VERY popular here  well, amongst the guests who like sissies. As a stud, theyre finding you rather short on staying power.

Well, what papers are they then? I asked petulantly. 

Dont be a naughty girl! she said sharply. 

NOT a girl! I argued. 

Sorry. Forgot. But what I have here is your request for a six months extension on the island here.

You can shove that lot, I said, hurt. 

And requests for surgical improvements to improve your worth to the resort.

Huh? Surgical improvements? What are you talking about?

Well  surgically silicone implanted breasts for one. 

Hip enlargement. Permanent lip sculpturing. Tattood permanent makeup. That sort of thing.

I stared at her. Almost speechless. Ive got severance pay of over $25,000 coming to me. Dont need any more. 

Got to get out of here!

She smiled brightly. You know? I looked up some old Columbian friends of yours. Theyd really like to meet with you again. With some discreet questioning? I found that your severance pay here would JUST cover your debt now. Of course? I could forget all about them if you signed those papers.

Thats blackmail! I cried. 

Yes. I suppose it is, she admitted calmly. But thats the current offer. Dont sign today? Tomorrow, youll be requesting a permanent sex change. That what you want?

I started to shake. No maam. Please? But do I have your promise that if I sign up for all of this stuff you wont tell the Columbians?

Naturally. But, if I do that for you, hows about a little favor for me?

Anything maam! I groveled. 

Well, youll be working as a maid from now on  for all the bull dykes that come and are willing to pay for your services.

Yes maam? Quaking with fear now. 

Well, Ive got a uniform all ready for you to start right away. So Michelle? Youll find it in your bedroom, right beside mine  so why dont you go and change into it?

Yes maam.

And after youve changed? Go and get the biggest dildo you can find  third drawer down on the right hand side of my dresser. Think you can do that?

Yes maam I said and, crying just a little, curtsied daintily and left the room. 

As I left, she called out Oh Michelle? I forgot to tell you.

What maam?

An old friend of yours  Corinne  is waiting for you in the bedroom. Tell her to take all the time she wants 

but that I want you when shes finished.

I cried in earnest then, as the bedroom door opened and Corinne was standing there. Were going to have a little talk - right my little sissy?

The end

A POSITION IN THE FAMILY

by Bea

Ive heard that theres no snob like a ladys maid. This may be true but speaking from personal experience, Id say that the biggest snob of all is the child of a ladys maid

- which is what I was. 

There is some mystery involved in my birth - I still dont know my fathers name - but I know it cost my mother her job with the Dalmain family. Not that she held any grudge against them. She thought the whole bloody family controlled the orbit of the sun. She did get support of sorts from my father, whoever he was, and I think (or like to kid myself) that he is on the same social plane as them, but any time she ever mentioned him, it was with a

curled lip, if you know what I mean. 

Anyhow, the amount of money she received didnt keep us in luxury by any means - neither did her job in real estate sales, though she was quite skilled at it, and

with the occasional burst of good fortune managed to keep the wolf from the door. 

Anyway, she did bring me up the best she could, snobbery and all. really dont remember my early child-hood, as my memory doesnt seem to kick in until I was just about six years old. I do know, however, that she didnt care too much for the type of friends I made available to me by my sex, and our economic situation. The type of boys residing locally were far too rough for her, and I discovered fairly quickly that if I got too close to any of them, she would start to distance herself from me. 

As she was, absolutely, my very best friend, any tendencies I had to become friendly with boys got (volun-tarily) limited. Girls, on the other hand, were a different story. They were made welcome at the house, given cook-ies (me too!), Soft drinks, etc., and made thoroughly welcome. As it was much less of a hassle to have girl friends then, I began to associate with them almost exclusively. 

With all of this, I guess that I became a bit of a sissy, and didnt lose that tendency as I got older. The fact that I was rather daintily built, and was well in to my teens before my voice even started to break was probably some kind of indication. The fact that Id little or no body hair until the same time, was another. 

My mother was a firm believer that idle hands will find the devils work to do. Accordingly, I helped around the house. I became a reasonably competent cook by the age of thirteen, and had reached a similar competence in sewing, cross-stitch, and crochet, by sixteen. Manys the night wed sit happily by the fire, chatting over cocoa as we crocheted squares for an afghan throw rug, or caught up with our sewing repairs. Sometimes shed read a letter from aunt Kate (her sister), still employed as a house-keeper by the Dalmain family, which had now been re-

duced to Mrs. Dalmain and her daughter Terry - a real hell-cat if my aunt Kate could be believed. 

Aunt Kate always wrote a cheery, gossippy, letter and always asked for me at the end. Id only met her once when I was little, but it was a fond memory I had of a kindly, red haired lady with a jolly laugh and shiny eyes. 

She and mother had had some kind of fight over the way my mother was bringing me up. A quarrel serious enough to keep them physically apart, but not bad enough to stop them communicating with each other by letter on a regular basis. 

As I said, mother was my best friend, but our relationship was more like sisters, now that I look back. Of similar builds, she started sometimes dressing me up in her clothes - just for fun. One time though, when I was fifteen, things got out of hand a little. She had dressed me from the skin out. Panties, bra, slip, and a pretty floral dress. 

Her shoes were a little big for me, but Id had some practice at wearing them, so could walk fairly well. Both of us giggling into the mirror, she made me up - lipstick, mascara, eyeshadow, blush - the works. My hair wasnt long enough to do anything with, but she thought for a minute, then went and got me a little cloche straw hat with a veil. 

Maybe its because a hat is normally considered as an

outside accessory, but a gleam came into her eyes. 

Theres a good picture at the Odeon tonight. If we hurried, we could just make it. Want to go?

Ill have to change I demurred, reluctantly. 

Why? She answered If we wait much longer, well Miss the start. I can get you one of my coats, and a hand bag. Its dark. No-one would know come on, lets do it!

I was thrilled, and terrified at the same time. She brought me a swagger coat and a bright silk scarf for around my neck. She hurriedly threw lipstick and a com-

pact into a small hand bag and presented me with it as she pulled on her own coat. 

She locked the front door. Giggling together, we linked arms and walked the couple of blocks to the movie hall. Inside, she bought some soft drinks and candy, and we settled down for an enjoyable evening. It wasnt that great a show though, and about half way through, I got the urge to go to the bathroom. Uneasily, I told her the problem. She just stood up. I thought we were going to go home , so followed her. She led me into the ladies restroom!! 

Oh Mummy I said, I cant go here this is the ladies!" 

Well you are here she retorted and were the only ones right now. But if you care to wait around until some other ladies come in ...?

She laughed quietly, as I ran into a stall where I sat down and did the needful. When I came out, she was standing at the mirror, freshening her lipstick. 

She motioned for me to join her at the mirror. 

Cmon she said  your makeup needs freshening too. I shook my head in refusal, and just then an acquaintance of hers came in - a Mrs. Dolan from the office. Id met her a couple of times, but cant say that I cared for her a great deal. 

Oh hello there Nora. she said. Fancy meeting you here. Enjoying the pict... And then she saw me! 

I might have been able to carry it off better if Id had more practice, I think, but Im positive that I saw a flash of recognition before she said Well, this young lady must be a relative, surely? Shes the spitting image of Philip.

My mother was flustered, and it showed. Finally, she pulled herself together enough to introduce me as

Kathleen - my sister Kates daughter - she babbled. Mrs. 

Dolan gave me a cool hand to shake, but then excused herself Got to see how the movie turns out. A real pleasure meeting you Kathleen. Amazing, the resemblance to your cousin. Say hello to him for me.

Speechlessly, I nodded. Shaken, mother and I left, all interest in the show gone, and the giggles out of us now. 

Mother berated herself for being so stupid Oh dear god, what have I done to you?. If that evil tongued bitch has guessed that youre Philip, itll be all over the office. We may have to leave this town for good! - Oh damn me for an idiot!

But though Im positive that Mrs. Dolan knew, for whatever reason, she kept it to herself. Her only fun, when she met me after that would be to crinkle her eyes with a sly smile, and comment how like my cousin Kathleen I was - And she such a pretty one too.

From that point on though, I think mother started to think about what that nights episode could have done to my career in that town, if word got out that I was flitting around in womens clothes. The dressing up ceased immediately, even though the feminine pursuits continued. 

We were both very proud when I sewed a dress for her from a very difficult pattern. She was impressed enough to wear it to the office, and really delighted to be asked where she had bought it. A truly professional piece of sewing she said happily - Im going to have to talk you into making more for me. 

And life went on. I was just coming up twenty and ready to start my third year of college. Home on vacation, Id tried to get a part time job, but failed miserably. I was starting to get the idea that I was bright enough, but had no real drive. I was also too big of a snob to take the more menial jobs that I really needed to gather practical experience in any field. By the end of the first week, both

mother and I had gratefully accepted the fact that Id tried for a job. Now I could settle down and look after the house for mother while she was at work - a situation that appealed to both of us. 

But then the fateful message came. Mother had to call aunt Kate as quickly as possible. The number she left was up in the hinterlands of Scotland somewhere. When I took the call originally, aunt Kate would not t tell me what it was about, but hinted excitedly that it had something to do with me. 

When she came home, mother made the call from her own room. I wanted to listen on the extension, but decided against it. When she came back into the room, I could tell that she was excited, maybe even a little dis-traught. She surprised me by pouring us both a drink of scotch, before telling me what was going on. 

Seems that Terry, the holy terror of the Dalmain family had got herself into serious academic trouble, to the extent that she was facing expulsion from her most recent school. As she was just approaching nineteen and had been expelled twice in the last two years, she was beginning to be viewed with some exasperation by her sainted (Kates description) mother. 

It seemed also that Kate had been doing some brag-ging about her nephew Philip, and how well he was doing at university (fairly true), and how hmade a good side income being a tutor in a variety of areas (not so true). 

An offer had been made. If I was interested, Mrs. 

Dalmain would be more than glad to provide me with a first class flight to Aberdeen, then rail transportation to the village of Auglin outside of which was her summer cottage . My job would be to be Terrys companion and tutor until the beginning of term, approximately ten

weeks away. I would be paid at the rate of 80 pounds per week and, naturally, room and board would be included. 

The money was not fantastic, but a helluva lot better than I would have anticipated from any other job. It also appealed for other reasons. One,, Id be meeting this family that had fascinated me for years. Two, there was always the chance that this little side job might let me impress Mrs..Dalmain to the extent that shed give me a high level job in one of the familys multiple, and far-flung interests. 

On the down side, Mrs. Dalmain had stressed the fact that I had to be told how isolated they were there and that there was no entertainment of any sort - not even TV as Terry had been denied that until her scholastic skills took an observable upturn. All that remained was reading, walking (as weather permitted) and the radio. At another, personal level, both mother and I had been looking forward to seeing each other again, and this would mean a major separation - but both of us agreed that it was probably good career decision, and so she telegrammed my acceptance. 

I flew into Aberdeen two days later, quite excited as I had just completed my first-ever flight, and by the adven-ture in front of me. My connection on the train went very smoothly, apart from some difficulty with the taxi drivers hellacious brogue while I was being driven to the station. 

About six-thirty in the evening, the train pulled into Auglin, where aunt Kate was waiting for me. We kissed, with her commenting excitedly on the strong resemblance between my mother and me as she led me to an old Daimler, helping me to stow my luggage in the capacious boot. 

When I commented on the fact that she was acting chauffeur, she laughed Yes. I guess Im the general dogs-body now. We used to have old Dougal from the village

drive us around and look after Betsy (she patted the dash affectionately) here, but he turned into a grumpy old bastard - and not very civil to the madam. He made the mistake of talking out of turn to Miss Terry one day though, and that was the end of Dougal. She fired his arse so quick, he never knew what hit him - silly old bastard. 

Anyway, Ive always liked messing around with motors

-and chauffeurs (she gave me sly grin)- and theres bugger all to do up here, so I volunteered my services. Mrs. 

Dalmain didnt like the fact that we were three women by ourselves. I gave her my respectful opinion that any man stupid enough to mess with Miss Terry might get more than he bargained for.. She looked at me real strange for a minute, then laughed .. Cor! Did she laugh. And that was that.

She looked at me, smiling. Im so glad youre here that I cant shut up. So hows your mother? .. Still in real estate sales? And we chatted happily until we got to the Dalmains summer cottage. Its been modernized a lot

she explained. Mrs.. Dalmain tore out walls and stuff after the master died - tight as a tick, he was - but the kitchen, dining room, and my suite are on the first floor. 

The parlour and four bedrooms are on the second, then theres a bloody big attic above them with tons of stuff stored away. The mistress has an office tacked on to her suite, and Terry has her own dark room - shes really a whiz photographer she added proudly. The cottage is really comfortable now. Been in this family for ages. Was a real dungeon before. Now its a pleasure to come up here. 

While she had been expounding, we had gone through an electronically controlled gate, and up a long winding drive way, bordered with beautiful rhododendron bushes, resplendent in white, mauve, and red blooms. It was obviously an old house, but sat in what could best be

described as miniature glen. I was extremely impressed. It was my first time seeing what real money could do, up close. 

Madam and Miss Terry said something about going for a walk, Kate said, but just to get you settled in. 

Youve a nice room, just down from Miss Terrys - has a shower and all modern cons. She stopped the car at the front of the house. Well stop here for a bit so that we can get your luggage into the house. Ill garage Betsy later.

As she had indicated, the house was bright, modern, and roomy in the inside. As we carried my luggage upstairs, I asked her something that had been bothering me. 

What do I call them?. Is it madam and Miss Terry, or

Mrs. Dalmain and Terry? - Im really at a loss. 

She shrugged, and admitted that she didnt know

..."But you wont go wrong on the more formal side. If they want you to call them any different, believe me, theyll let you know. But Ill let you unpack and freshen up . Ill be serving up something to eat around eight-thirty

- youve to eat with them, by the way - so come down about eight fifteen, and get introduced." With that, she left me. 

My room was larger than Id thought it would be. A good size bathroom with a shower off to one side, good big closets, a dresser against one wall, and a nice view through some light woods, and up the glen. There was even a small fireplace, already set, but not lit. The furnish-ings were old fashioned and large - a canopied bed, with end tables on each side and, over by the window, a small table and comfortable chair. It was somewhat feminine in decor, the colors being primarily pink and white with lace drapes at the window matching those hanging at the bed canopy. 

The bed cover was of a satiny finish, again in pink and white, with large white pillows, frilled with lace on top of the bed. Some prints adorned the walls, all different, but all of young women in extravagant hats. Idly, I wondered if Terry was the photographer. I looked at them quite closely, but could see no artist name there. I spent the next twenty minutes unpacking and getting what clothes I had with me stowed away in the dresser and closet. A quick shower and change of clothes, and I was ready. 

I was rather nervous going downstairs. I hadnt heard anyone while in my room; neither voices nor plumbing noises, so had assumed that my employers had been delayed. Accordingly, I had left it until about eight-twenty five to make my entrance. With some trepidation, however, I heard two female voices, neither of which were aunt Kate. I do hate being late, so entered the dining room with some anxiety. 

The two women standing there in front of the fire offered an immediate study in contrasts: there was absolutely no possibility of confusion as to who was who. Mrs. 

Dalmain was an attractive, very attractive, lady. I thought her taller than me, until I noticed the high heeled shoes she was wearing. She was plainly, but elegantly, attired in a grey plaid skirt and dark blue cashmere sweater. A dou-ble strand of good size pearls around her neck matched the pearl earrings she wore. Her hair was dark, well coiffed - not a strand out of place. She was fully made up, that much was obvious, but it had been applied with more than the normal amount of skill. 

Her daughter, Terry, was a different kettle of fish altogether. She was big - at least five-ten topped with blonde, rather untidy hair in a pony tail. A sturdy build was en-compassed in blue jeans and a tank top of an indetermi-nate shade of green. Beat up running shoes completed the outfit. Intense blue eyes, no make-up, no jewelry. Her face

showed no change of expression as her mother approached me, small hand outstretched. 

So youre Philip she said, shaking my hand. Im Mrs. Dalmain, and that hulking presence behind me is Terry. She really can be a sweet child when she wants but shes not overly happy at giving up her holidays with her friends...

Its so unfair, mother... Terry interrupted. 

Do stop interrupting dear Mrs. Dalmain said brightly and come and meet this young man that Ive heard so much about from Katie. 

My hand was enveloped in a large paw when Terry followed her mothers instructions. Up close, she was a lot more attractive. Her skin was really clear, and her eyes a penetrating blue that indicated a lot more intelligence than her academic record indicated. Her build, which I had taken to be heavy was, on closer inspection, obviously athletic. She walked with style - not the feminine grace of her mother, but the self-confident stride of the person who is naturally good at most sports. 

I was somewhat intimidated. 

Why are you blushing? She asked me. 

Goodness Terry! Mrs. Dalmain exclaimed Have you absolutely forgotten even the rudiments of good manners?

I asked a civil question mother Terry retorted, pleasantly enough. just wanted to know why he was blushing. Generally speaking, I find that people who blush easily think that they have something to hide.. 

Im sorry Miss Terry I cut in I was embarrassed because I was late getting down here. I had hoped to be here before you and your mother arrived. I smiled my most disarming smile Yes, I was feeling a little intimidated

meeting my new bosses for the first time. I thought that being in the room first would make it a little easier..

My explanation seemed to satisfy her. She nodded in a way that signifiethat she understood, and her demeanour lightened considerably. See mother? she said, smiling

Your reputation is such that youve got this poor boy in a terrible state.

My reputation? Mrs. Dalmain replied. Youre being naughty again Terry... and Philip has quite a few years on you. Hes a young man, not a boy.

O.K. Mother. Terry said I get the point. Its just that hes s...tiny. Ill swear that even youre bigger than him.

Mrs. Dalmain pretended outrage What can I do with such a barbarian? she asked me. In one sentence she offends both of us. She turned to Terry. 

Let me explain dear. Older women, like your mother, like to feel dainty and demure. Young men like to feel ... 

macho?. By pointing out that Im bigger than him, you make me out to be a carthorse - and him out to be dainty..

Terry laughed Dainty is as dainty does - to para-phrase Kate - and, talking of Kate, heres dinner. Thank god! Im starving!

Dinner was a pleasant meal. Mrs. Dalmain was a gracious hostess and Terry displayed a lively sense of hu-mour. I found myself drawn to Mrs. Dalmain - she was so charming. At the same time, though I enjoyed Terry, I was more than a little intimidated by her. She ate like a horse, seconds on just about everything - even a large portion of dessert. She did make a few

barbed comments about my girlish appetite, but all in all, I enjoyed my first meal there. 

After dinner, Mrs. Dalmain excused herself to take care of some correspondence - I think more to let Terry and I get acquainted than anything else. I was invited to Terrys room, ostensibly to see her doll collection. As Id heard of this hobby of hers from aunt Kate, I was somewhat surprised when Terry started talking to me before she even opened the special cases that housed the collection

Im willing to admit that this is not your fault she started But youre the only available person I can take it out on. Im not the sweetest person in the world, so Id strongly advise you to listen what Im going to tell you just now. Ill tell you once. So listen up...

Youre mother hired me as your.. I started. 

Dammit! She snapped. I told you to listen!. Now be quiet!

I jumped when she spoke, and decided that discretion was the better part of valour, so pursed my lips, and kept them shut as I listened. 

Youre going to be my tutor in Latin and mathematics primarily, with some history thrown in, right?

I nodded. 

O.K. Now heres the deal. Im a lot smarter than people think. I did make some stupid mistakes that got me into this mess. As I said, not your fault, I guess.. But Ill work with you - but at my speed. I promise that my grades will be up when I get back into school - for which youll get the credit. At the same time though, Im damned if Im having some namby-pamby like you tell me what I have to do during my summer hols..

Any ideas I had had of controlling this young tigress were flying out of the window - fast! Bluntly, she scared me. I knew it, and what made matters worse was the fact

that she knew it as well. I could see it in her eyes as she talked to me. She was used to ordering servants around; life had just provided her with another. 

... So what youre going to do is suggest that we handle all the tutoring on an informal basis.. She smiled se-renely ... As if we were just two friends loafing around. 

Then, when she asks you how Im doing, youll just tell her that Im doing much better than youd thought.. Blah, blah,blah - understood?

I understood only too well. Any chances I had of es-tablishing good study habits were going to be practically worthless. She was also taking over control of the whole tutor/pupil relationship - control that should rightfully have been in my hands. I coughed delicately, giving myself a moment longer to think. Actually I said, with all the enthusiasm I could muster what youre suggesting is a ... eh .. perfectly .. viable way of tutoring. I dont see any harm in proposing it to your mother.

She grinned, knowingly. Very well put, Phillipa. 

Now lets look at my dolls. Im sure youll like them. She started opening up the special handling cases. So, I ignored her changing my name to the feminine version, pretending that I hadnt heard. She knew better, however, and I became Phillipa occasionally in our private conversations for a while - until she re-christened me altogether. 

I was very impressed by her collection. All the dolls were in what I guess would be classified as miniatures, being only six to eight inches high. The quality of manu-facture was uniformly excellent, even to my untrained eye. I was surprised though by the condition of some of the dresses. Quite a few of them were visibly deteriorat-ing. When I mentioned this to her, saw her as a young girl for the first time. I could have sworn that she came close to tears as she explained how awfully expensive it was to re-furbish the dresses - and to buy new ones - well the

costs were astronomical. When she came into her money, she was going to have them all

re-done. At this particular time, she was spending her whole allowance on photographic supplies. 

I dont know what came over me. This junior grade ty-rant had already shown me who was boss - and that she considered me as some kind of girl companion, hired to keep her company. All I had to do was keep quiet. think I wanted to impress her with something that I could do well though, so like an idiot, I told her that maybe I could run up some little dresses for her dolls. 

She ignored me! She simply looked at me disbelievingly, and continued pulling dolls for me to see. 

Aggravated by her attitude, I spoke up Made a lot of clothes for my mother. Some dresses were quite hard to do. harder than a little dolls dress, Ill bet.

She got that evil smile again Made your own little dresses too?

Indignantly I shook my head. 

She then hit a home run Wore your

Mummiesdresses then, eh?

I couldnt stop the furious blush that ran up from my neck and suffused my face. 

You put on your mothers dresses! She laughed gleefully Undies too?

My face told all, so, despite my denials, she gradually wormed out of me what had happened up until that night at the movies. She was a little disappointed, I think, to find out that it had only been one, harmless, occurrence but I guess that it reinforced her first impression of me -

one that I never dislodged. 

She had me help her put the dolls away, then took me to her dark room -her pride and joy. To be honest, it was a

little too technical for me. think she recognized this quickly. Smiling, she excused me and let me retire for the evening. 

In bed I went through a maelstrom of conflicting emo-tions. The evening had been unlike anything I could have possibly anticipated. On one hand, I was captivated by Mrs. Dalmains sophistication and charm. On the other, Terrys dominance over me provided little tingles of an anticipation that Id never felt before. She was so bossy -

I just shuddered with a combination of fright - and a strange desire to be near her. 

The following day was anti-climactic. Off-handedly, I made the Terry-generated suggestion about the tutoring methodology to Mrs. 

Dalmain. She concurred. Youre the expert she said. 

And so began my apprenticeship as Terrys tutor. In actuality, I became her sycophant, falling in with all of her

suggestions and, basically, doing my best to imitate a servant. A few days later, I managed to put myself to an even lower level. 

It had been raining, and the three of us were sitting around the fire after breakfast, just enjoying the peace and the warmth thrown off by the burning coals. Mrs. 

Dalmain happened to ask if Id any recent snapshots of my mother. Proudly, I dug into my wallet for one of my favorites. When she saw it, she exclaimed Why, thats a Balenciaga your mother is wearing, is it not?. I was on the point of telling her that the dress in question was one that Id made. Common sense prevailed, however, and I said nothing. 

Terry caught my impulse though. When she got me on my own, it didnt take her long to worm the truth out of me. It now dawned on her that I was capable of being a seamstress for her dollys dresses - and thats what be-
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came. She conned aunt Kate out of her sewing machine and various scraps of fancy fabrics. For the following week she kept me more than busy, sewing delicate ball gowns and lingerie for many of the dolls in her collection. 

At first I wasnt too good, it really was miniature stuff, 

but practice did make me more than proficient, if not quite perfect. 

She was so pleased and grateful that I forgot my place and got uppity guess. I had just finished what was agreed to be the last dress. 

Inwardly, I was pleased. I seemed to have earned Terrys gratitude and thought I might be able to re-nego-tiate our contract and provide me with a little more face. 

Anyway, I cut the last thread with a sigh of relief and laid the tiny dress at the side of the machine Thank god!

I said I think Im all

sewn out". Terry smiled, very nicely. Phillipa, would you mind sewing a couple of buttons on my blue blouse? 

Ive been meaning...

Im not your bloody maid! I said quickly, interrupting her. 

Shock flashed across her face, just a little slower than the speed with which she crossed the room to me. I was totally unprepared for the onslaught that followed. 

Within seconds, I had been pulled away from my chair, manhandled across the room to her sofa, had my pants and shorts pulled down around my ankles, been stretched over her knees and was being soundly spanked. Some minutes later, eyes still wet with tears, and occasionally hiccuping a stifled sob, I was sewing the buttons on her blouse. 

From that point on, I was her slave more than her servant. Not that it showed in our actions in front of her mother. I think that aunt Kate sensed that everything wasnt exactly as it appeared on the surface but, wise old bird that she was, said nothing. 

Then, another rainy day provided her with another means of escalating my humiliation. She started using me

as her assistant in setting her dolls in various poses for photographic portraits. Frankly, I found it boring, but she seemed to enjoy it - and it kept her off of my back, which I appreciated. 

Anyway, even this finally palled, and she thought to explore the attic and see what we could find. It was almost another, gigantic, bedroom - bed, dressing table and mirror, along with a multitude of trunks and hat boxes. 

Idly, she opened one of the hat boxes, and pulled out a large floppy straw with a mass of flowers at the front and flowing chiffon ribbons to be used as ties under the chin . 

She put it on, tied the ribbons and sauntered over to her reflection in the mirror. Put it on. 

Dont think its quite me, eh? She wasnt really disappointed. 

I laughed. Not really, no.

It might be you then. Come over here and lets see.

She laughed. 

I balked as much as I dared. Dont think that its my style either darling I said smiling, and waving a limp wrist at her. 

It didnt work. She just crooked her finger at me. It really didnt suit me - at least that one didnt. 

After trying on about another twenty though, I had to admit that at least ten or twelve had looked good on me. 

Then Terry got her great idea - why couldnt I model hats for her, while she took my photograph. Maybe, she could come up with some as good as the ones hanging in my room. My feminization started to accelerate. 

At first it was only the hats I had to wear, but she was often unhappy with the results after she had finished doing the development of the film. She then borrowed

some of her mothers extensive collection of make up, and

I was given a quick introduction to that art. Scarves, of various materials and hues, were added. Lastly, false, crimson-tipped nails to allow the use of my hands in the various poses. Naturally, costume jewelry became a much used accessory. 

Some of the photographs were really good, so good in fact that Terry couldnt resist showing them off. One evening, her mother looked up from the portfolio of a young woman trying on hats, adjusting hats, pouting into the mirror as she freshened her lipstick, smiling - flirting into the camera. These are really good Terry. When did you do them?.

Yesterday Terry answered. 

But who is the pretty gir....... ?. Mrs. Dalmains eyes widened as the truth hit her. Oh dear. Was all she said. 

But she blinked and looked away.. 

It rained again a day or so later. To be honest, apart from the dread of what Terry would come up with next, there was a sort of thrilled anticipation that ran through my body. That day, I got more, a lot more, than I could possibly have anticipated. 

Terry was grumpy at breakfast, bossing me around in front of her mother and aunt Kate. Goddam rain she cursed Im bored!. When I suggested that we catch up on some of her studies she gave me a glare that chilled me to the bone. Then she smiled sweetly at me why dont we play photographer and model instead? She asked sweetly. 

Oh Terry! Her mother exclaimed Youll wear this poor boy out with all

of your nonsense. Why dont you go and do something on your own?" Terry flashed a glance at me Oh, he doesnt mind it. It gives him a chance to have my atten-

tion, so that he can lecture me on Latin roots and other junk. Isnt that right sweetie ?

I wasnt crazy enough to argue with her in front of her mother, especially considering the mood she was in, so I nodded in agreement. Her mother looked at me and shook her head a little. I blushed. 

But his complexion cant be used to all of that make up she continued. Cant you just have him wear the hats? Im sure that his skin would be the better for it. 

Terry made me blush all the more But Mummy, hes so good at picking it up...Ill just bet that hes done it before.. 

I mean, its not too many boys would go out to the movies wearing their mothers dress, is it? Ive heard that there are some ...

Stop it Terry! Her mother snapped Stop it! I think youve gone too far. Hes a guest in this house, and you are treating him abominably. Just stop it! 

Well, he didnt have to come and be mistreated

Terry said coldly, It was you that asked him here. Hes older than me, and he doesnt like the same things as me, but Ive been doing well in my studies - you said so.. and now that I want to have a little fun.. She got up from the table and stomped out of the room. 

I knew that Id better follow her, so jumped up quickly. A flashed glance at her mother caught another despairing shake of her head. Again, wasnt really sure who it was directed at, but figured that I didnt have enough time to hang around and find out. As I thought, Terry was in the attic again, setting up her tripods and lights. 

About time! She snapped, Get your make up on. 

Lots of it today. Bad for your skin huh! A good spanking would be bad for your skin.. She looked at me specula-

tively and I quailed inside, ..Naw. I dont want your eyes all puffy... But hurry up!

I sat at the old dressing table and started to apply the cosmetics. She had stolen more from her mother I noticed, seeing the quantity of tubs and bottles had grown. I was demonstrating a knack for it I thought ,seeing the trans-formation starting to take place. Before I got too far though, she stopped me Im getting bored with hats. Lets see whats in these old trunks. She walked over to one of the trunks and started to rummage around. 

A few seconds later, I heard a giggle and turned around to see her holding a full-skirted ball gown up against her body. 

Wow! Look at this! Wow! She advanced towards me, holding it out Why dont you try it on, then you can put on your make up. ..There must be tons of clothes up here.. Oh, are we gonna have fun today!. 

I tried to argue, to no avail. A few minutes later, I was stripped to my shorts and tremblingly stepping into the full skirted dress that Terry was holding open for me. 

Thats a good girl she giggled, pulling the bodice up around my waist Now just work your arms in through these nice, puffy, sleeves.. Oh the dress fits you so well.. 

Thats a girl.. Now just hold still while Terry fits you into your dress..

A few minutes later I was ensconced in the gown. She stepped back from me, a grin on her face. Do a nice turn for Terry.

I did a clumsy pirouette. 

Well, not very good.. But youll get better with practice. 

And practice I got, as she worked her way through the trunks. A while later, she had me in a long black silk skirt, 

and a white chiffon blouse with long puffy, feminine sleeves. A little black straw hat with veil completed the outfit. I couldnt believe it when I noticed that she was starting to get the dissatisfied pout that I was learning to dread. She turned me to face the mirror. 

Whats wrong with this picture? She asked. 

I think its quite pretty. I said placatingly. 

Yes. Youre right she said. But look, an outfit like this should show a little.. you know, oomph.. A little touch of lingerie under that blouse would work wonders.

I shifted uneasily. I thought that there were only dresses in these trunks? She pondered a moment Yeah.. 

But Mummy has a ton of that stuff. Shed never Miss a couple of sets. She came out of her reverie . Run down and get, lets see, pink ..blue, ..and, of course, some nice black undies... Hurry now, get going. The bottom three drawers on her dresser is where she keeps her spares. Oh, and get some shoes while youre at it.

I gazed at her in consternation. I cant go like this I said. Your mother, aunt Kate.. They might see me.. 

Please..? She looked at me with contempt. Youre arguing with me again. How do you think youd look trying on lingerie if you were wearing mens clothes? Dont be ridiculous.

My consternation was growing. I literally started panting in fear. What do you mean, Terry.. Trying on lingerie..?

She looked at me, a half smile now, enjoying the power she was wielding over me. Ill explain, just once

she said. Youre arguing with me. I dont like servants that argue. So youre going to run down there like a bunny and steal some of my mothers lingerie so that you can dress up. If I were there, and she caught us, shed

think that I was doing it to you. This way, I wont get the blame. You argued with me so, instead of just stealing it now, youll put it on. A full set ..Panties, bra, slip, garter belt and stockings .. Under what youre wearing, before you come back here. Keep on arguing with me, and Ill have you stay there till she does catch you. Now hurry up and dont forget the shoes. 

I opened my mouth to protest. She held her hand up and silenced me. You just wont learn, will you. Now youre going to walk back up here in heels. Want to say anything else? Submissively, I shook my head, and headed downstairs for her mothers room. 

My heart was pounding. What would happen if I got seen by either her mother or aunt Kate?. The skirt was tight around my legs, forcing me into mincing little steps. 

By pulling it up on both sides, I was able to generate a little more freedom, and was able to get down the stairs fairly quickly. I got no answer to my timid little knock on the door so got into Mrs.. Dalmains bedroom as quickly as I could. I hadnt seen it before. It was a very feminine room, large and airy, done in pastel shades of pink and blue .. lots of mirrors. 

I hurried to the dresser and opened up the three bottom drawers. There were capacious, all packed fully with silky, lacy, frothy piles of lingerie. I could see why Terry had thought that a few sets wouldnt be missed. Fer-vently, I wished that I hadnt argued with her .. I could have been out of here in seconds if all Id had to do was lift a few sets, thought to myself as I carefully rummaged through the piles of delicate material looking for the colors Terry had told me to get. Luckily, everything was very well organized in matching sets, so it only took a minute or so. 

Trying not to think too much of what I was doing, or of what I seemed to be becoming, I took off the blouse and

put on a light blue bra. It wasnt as difficult as I had feared to fasten it at the back. Carefully then, took my hat off, and ran the full length slip over my head, making sure that it didnt mess up my makeup, and down over my skirt. I had seen some light chiffon scarves so stole two and used them to fill the cups on the bra (Terry hadnt said such a thing, but I was pretty sure shed get round to it). 

I was still terror stricken but, for some reason seemed incapable of hurrying. A strong sexual pleasure was rising in me at the feel of the materials, and the increasingly feminine appearance of my reflection in the mirrors. 

I decided that it would be easier for me if I took the skirt off, so did so, removing my shorts at the same time. 

The panties slid up my thighs like silken promises. Then I had a little problem in getting the garter belt positioned. 

Then the delight of sheer nylon on my legs. A pair of black high-heeled shoes got my attention .. a perfect fit!. 

Off with them, back on with the skirt, blouse and hat, back on with the shoes and I was ready to go .. almost. 

I sauntered over to the dressing table and picked up a lipstick that had caught my eye.. Touched up my lips. 

Took a touch - a teeny touch - of perfume from a bottle for behind my ears and wrists, then headed for the door and upstairs, the other lingerie and my shorts in my hand. 

Terry was sitting at the top of the stairs, waiting for me. Pulling up my skirt hem, I walked up the stairs towards her .. Quite gracefully I thought. 

I guess that I was finally where she wanted me, so more bullying was unnecessary. She did tease me though as she had me pose for all sorts of photographs in different dresses, smiling as I stepped into them, smiling over my shoulder as I sat in my different sets of lingerie at the

mirror, perfume bottle in my hand... Pouting as I applied more lipstick. 

While all of this was going on though, I would brush against her, touch her accidentally and make sure that she got some whiffs of my perfume. could see her starting to get a little aroused. As she stooped over tripod adjust-ment I kissed her seductively behind the ear. She grinned at me then took me by the hand and led me to the bed, then sat me down beside her. Her arm snaked around my shoulder, and I was pulled into her kiss. 

She was younger than me, but a lot stronger and, I think - more experienced. You my girl? She whispered, her hand slowly working up my skirt. You my girl? Another hand caressing my breasts. Course youre my girl

and I was being positioned on my back, my skirt and slip being worked up to my waist. 

To all of these questions I was agreeing whole-heartedly, if a little incoherently, straining against her, using my fingers where she positioned them, probing her mouth with my tongue, feeling her body starting to make rhythmic thrusts against mine. I felt my panties go down to my ankles and her jeans going down as well. She then kicked them off and, finally, got on top of me. 

A shocked exhalation of breath from the doorway, and Terry jumped away from me to face her mother. 

Oh mother! For Christs sake! What are you doing up here?

Her mother stood there, her mouth moving, but nothing coming out.. staring at me. I saw my reflection in the mirror. Lipstick smeared all over my face, panties around my ankles, skirt and slip bunched up around my waist. I started to cry. Its O.K Betty I heard Terry say, Dont cry then, softly, Mummy, could you leave us be?, Well be down in a little while.

Mrs.. Dalmain pulled herself together with an obvious effort. Yes she said, Ill get Katie to make a run to the village . Both of you be down in my room in ten minutes. 

I think some explanations are in order. With that , she turned quickly, and left. 

Helplessly, I looked on as Terry searched through the piles of clothing we had pulled out from the various trunks, and never put back. She grunted in satisfaction a couple of times, though her body hid what was pleasing her. Finally, she turned towards the bed where I still lay, and threw some garments at me .. a grey plaid skirt and a pink cashmere sweater set that we had discarded earlier as being too conservative. 

Quick! She urged, Get into these, and freshen up your make up. Stop that bloody blubbering for gods sake. You heard Mummy. Weve got ten minutes .. less now. Finally, some sympathy showed through. She smiled at me. A few minutes ago, you said you were my girl.. right?. I nodded weakly. 

Well, trust me. Get into this nice outfit, freshen up .. 

and let me do the talking.. trust me!

You want me to wear these? I wept. In front of your mother? Oh Terry! What will she think of me?

She looked at me. Shook her head. You know? You must be a goddamn woman. You look like one but, whats more important, you think like one. Mummy sees you getting humped while youre in full drag - and now, you seem to think shell forget that if you put pants on? 

Look. Just do what I tell you. Its going to be OK. Just trust me!

It only took a few minutes to change, get into the bathroom on the next floor down for a refreshing wash then, under Terrys watchful eye, the application of some light make up. As the assigned ten minutes drew to a close, we

approached her mothers door. When we entered, Mrs. 

Dalmain didnt seem surprised at my dress at all. On the contrary, she seemed more at ease than normal, sitting with a cigarette in one hand, a drink on a small table beside her. She even offered us a drink. I surely wanted one, but thought it best to refuse. Terry and I found chairs and sat facing her mother. 

I dont think she said to me that you are the guilty party in what has been going on. At the same time, you are Terrys senior by at least a year or so, so you do bear some responsibility. I dont quite know what to do. The only thing I see is for you Philip, is to go home ...

Like hell Mummy! Terry interrupted, Im the guilty party - if there is such a thing.. And you know it! Its taken me quite a time to know what I want.. and Betty here is a large part of it. Youre not to call her Philip any more. Shes my girl, and shes not going anywhere - until send her!

Mrs. Dalmain looked at me. Did not seem too surprised at what shes just heard. I hope you dont mind, but Betty is a little too informal for me. Would Elizabeth be acceptable?

I shrugged. She continued by turning to Terry. Lets see, youve converted a young man - the maids nephew by the way - into a - I must admit - rather attractive young lady. Im also coming to the conclusion that your sexual preferences lean towards either girls or feminine young men. Whatever, you seem to be proposing to keep .. Elizabeth .. here as some sort of plaything. What do you intend to do with.. her .. when you go back to school in a week or so? 

Terry grimaced Im not going back to school ..

Oh yes you are! Mrs. Dalmain countered. Oh yes you are. I know youve got lots of money in trust - but

dont forget that Im the executor. Ive never given you problems before, but fight me on this, and youll wish you hadnt!

For the first time, I saw uncertainty cross Terrys face. 

Her mother continued, in a more reasonable tone of voice. Look dear, you cant just uproot Phil.. Elizabeth .. 

she has a mother to consider as well, you know. What will he.. she .. tell her? What will she do while youre at school? She paused, and turned to me again, an aggra-vated look on her face. Im sorry, Im getting your gender confused. she said. She paused for a second, then added. Look. I think that a solution is starting to come to me. She turned back to Terry. I assume that you are de-termined to keep him in skirts for the time being?. 

Terry nodded firmly. 

She turned back to me. You dont seem to have a great deal to say. Id imagine that this must be embarrassing for you. At the same time, youve allowed this young girl to dominate you - and as of fifteen minutes ago, seemed to be enjoying that domination. I probably could force her to let you go home right away - but it would be a real struggle with Terry - and you seem quite comfortable in your new role. I think, therefore, it would be a good idea for you to go down to your aunts room. Wait for her return, then let her meet the new you. While youre doing that, I have an idea that may be of interest to both of you, but I have to discuss it with Terry by herself first. Is that all right?

What would aunt Kate say?. Nervously, I pulled at my skirt. But, I guess so. I quavered. 

She got up, went to her dresser and got something from there. 

This is not a gift. She said, coming towards me. But when I used to wear that outfit I found that these helped.

With that, she put a small pearl necklace around my neck, and handed me a pair of matching earrings to clip on. She stepped back to view the results Quite pretty.

She commented. I left the room and went down to see aunt Kate. 

She turned up about twenty minutes later. Despite all my fevered imaginings, she showed very little surprise. 

Well, well she commented dryly. Terrys got a little friend, has she? I blushed. 

These are madams old clothes? She asked. 

I nodded. 

From the trunks in the attic?

I nodded again. 

Surprised she doesnt have you in one of the pretty gowns that her mother keeps up there.. didnt she see them?

I could only look at her helplessly. 

Well, you better get into your own clothes before madam sees you. She might not take it too kindly... 

She knows I interrupted. She asked me to come down and talk to you while she and Terry discussed something.

Well. She said with a sigh. We may need to talk, but Ive got things to do. Here, if youre in skirts now, theres no harm in it Id say. So put on this apron and give a hand to get lunch ready.

Obediently, I put the apron on, and started setting the table in the dining room. 

A little while later Terry appeared. She looked pleased and excited. 

Its going to be OK Betty (I saw aunt Kates wry smile on hearing my new

name for the first time). Mummys got a real good idea. I cant tell you

anything about it though, as shes got some things to iron out. So lets have lunch... Im starving!" 

So we had lunch. Her mother joined us at the table about ten minutes later. I was still somewhat humiliated, wearing her clothes as if they belonged to me. It was also rather strange to be treated nicely by Terry. Then it dawned on me .. I was her girl and she was letting me, and everyone else know that I had been taken under her wing. It was a nice change though, and after a while I rather enjoyed it. All in all, it was the most enjoyable meal Id had since my arrival. 

As we finished, Mrs. Dalmain asked if Id join her in the study. Meekly, I acquiesced and followed her through. 

Terry flashed me an encouraging smile as I left. 

Once there, she rang for Kate to bring us tea and only made small talk until it had been served. Then she got down to business right away. 

Im not going into details just now, but I can tell you that you can come into the employ of this family if you wish. 

My surge of elation was curbed a little as she continued. 

You will have to realize of course that it will of a.. eh.. 

feminine .. nature. Naturally, you can refuse it..

As I shook my head, she added Probably wise. I think you know Terry well enough to have some idea of how she might react if you did refuse?. 

It was a rhetorical question that needed no reply. I did suppress an internal shudder though. 

She continued I know that this sounds awful, but Ive finally convinced Terry that theres no way in which she can .. use .. you on a year round basis. The problem then is to find .. something else. Ive only got a vague idea of how to use you, and truthfully, Ill probably want you to go through a sort of test that I havent even figured out yet .. even though Im starting to get some ideas even as we speak. But first things first. When Terry comes home for the hols, you will be her personal" companion, an-swerable only to her. Your wages will be (she mentioned a mind-boggling sum) per month, payable from her estate." 

I shook my head Thats a lot of money. I dont know if Im worth..

She interrupted me I think youll earn it. she said dryly. I dont know if you really understand what she means by companion. Let me explain. Terry takes after her father .. A rambunctious man, from a long line of them. Starting when he was thirteen, one of the local girls was usually made available as a .. eh ..companion. Ostensibly, she was a maid .. but she was his maid and, from what I can gather, kept rather busy.

Simply, she added Youre going to be her maid..

Not quite a .. maid. I gulped. Surely?

She stared at me, obviously at a loss for words. But then continued. 

You obviously dont understand. Or do you have some other word to describe it? She asked, then went on without waiting for my answer. Terrys already talking about getting you some custom uniforms.. and I imagine theyll be somewhat... flirtaceous, might be a good word?

But what about when shes at school? I asked shakily. 

Then youll work for me at a more reasonable salary

.. I dont know how much yet.. but that will depend on the..eh..test - and how well you do.

She gave me a shrewd glance. Now you have an idea of what youre getting into .. do you accept?

I took a deep breath. When do I have to start?

I dont see anything wrong with right now. She said. 

As a matter of fact, Terry was so sure youd accept that shes put you on salary as of the beginning of this week. 

But she agrees that she must leave tomorrow..

At my obvious puzzlement, she explained. Two reasons. One, I have some business that must get taken care of, and Im not about to leave you two alone in the house..

Oh, I dont think that we would .. I interjected. 

She looked at me and shook her head. No offense dear, but I think youd be in bed, and under Terry a half hour after I was out of here. Believe it or not, she agrees. 

Her going also provides other benefits. Kate will have a chance to .eh.. eh.. smooth out some of your rough edges?

Was that the second thing you mentioned? I asked. 

No. Theres no question about it, Terry wants you in the worst possible way - so Im using you as an induce-ment. Shell go live with her aunt in England to finish her

hols. Then, when she goes back to school, she guarantees that her grades will be brought up to speed immediately. 

Then, and only then can she come home to.. er... claim you.

I blushed. 

She looked at me speculatively Can I ask you something?

I nodded. 

Have you dressed up in ladies clothes a lot? . 

Honestly, no. I replied. Then added weakly. A little.? 

She shook her head. I believe you. She said wonderingly, But youre more girlish now than Terry will ever be. Do you know that? Some coaching, and no-one will ever guess. But we do have a small chore to do before tomorrow.

She looked at her watch. Almost two oclock .. Lets go and get you a temporary wardrobe from my things.

She smiled at my discomfiture. I really dont mind you wearing my clothes. They look quite nice on you. I have more than Ill ever need and I have the feeling that youll really get to like them after a while.

She linked her arm companionably through mine, and we both walked up the stairs. I felt as if Id known her for years. 

As we went in to her room, shame faced, I told her of the underwear Id stolen only that morning. She smiled softly. That Terry. Shes such a bully.. But another set might come in handy? I have some in a nice gray... She pulled a full set out and laid them on her bed. Next, she went to her closet. Lets see ..A couple of skirts - some mix and match blouses - a dress or two. Would you come over here a minute dear?

I walked over to beside her, where for a few minutes I was employed in holding dresses up against my body to let us both have a look. At first I was too shy to say anything, but after some urging from her, started to give my opinion. She was quite taken with my instinctive eye on what would, or would not, suit me. 

An hour flew by. She called Kate to the room, and told her to bring us some tea, and have Terry join us if she was finished packing. Kate smiled fondly. 

That Terry. Ive been helping her pack. Goodness knows where she gets all of her rubbish.. But shes almost done. Ill tell her. She started to leave. Mrs. Dalmain stopped her with a small cough. Er.. Kate, as you probably can see? Your nephew is going to be staying on with us.. in somewhat ..er.. unusual ..er ..capacity. She paused. 

Kates expression was one of pleasant interest, but she was obviously waiting for more. 

Well. Id like you to groom him.. her.. Ill talk to you later. Mrs. Dalmain said in a rush.. But I want to take Terry to the station tomorrow, and I have other errands . 

She plucked at my hair lightly. Youre very good with hair Kate. Could you maybe style this when Im gone?. 

She looked at me quizzically Its almost long enough, and would you mind if I suggested that we lighten it a couple of shades?

I blushed again, but nodded my agreement. She passed an audible sigh. Thank goodness you agreed. 

Terry wanted to make you a platinum blonde...I had a terrible time convincing her that a shade or two was more than enough.

I started to come to the realization that I had really joined the ranks of the women who dressed to please their men. I knew that I was being told that if Terry had wanted to press that issue - well then, a platinum blonde Id have become. 

Kate said I dont see a problem madam, Ive got everything Ill need. 

Do you want me to give her a bit of a perm too?" 

Mrs. Dalmain nodded. 

Kate turned to me. About eight thirty tomorrow morning?

Yes aunt Kate I said softly. 

She smiled at me. Dont worry dear, itll look nice

and away she went. 

I turned back to Mrs. Dalmain. She looked a little flustered I thought. 

Almost forgot she muttered, and went back into her closet. We both blushed when she came out with a matching white nightdress and peignoir. I discovered the reason for her blush. 

..Ahem.. Terry wanted you to wear something pretty for her last night here.. She paused - and I understood. 

Terry wasnt going to leave without finishing what she had started that morning. I startled Mrs. Dalmain when I giggled I feel like a virgin sacrifice. 

She laughed in relief. Girls have to pay their way, I guess. Would you like to try it on, and see how it fits?

I declined, blushing again. 

If Terryll be here in a couple of minutes, why dont we put it away until tonight? I asked. 

Like your wedding dress - good idea! She agreed

Dont let the randy buggers see it until theyre commit-ted - right? With that, she put it back in the closet. Just in time, as Terrys knock came to the door. 

Thought Id save Kate the trip she said, bringing the tea things in on tray. She smiled at me proprietarily. 

Guess youre staying Betty?. smiled back at her. She came over, put her arm around me, and gave me big kiss. 

Mmmm..Mm. She mouthed happily. 

Nothing much happened for the next couple of hours. 

A definite change of status now existed though. It took
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me a little while to figure it out. Before, regardless of Terrys disdain and treatment of me, I had been the man in the house. In my new attire, job description, any acceptance of same, I had given up that position. 

Terry was now the man. Mrs. Dalmain and I were now the long-suffering females, putting up with her macho strutting, but all the time realizing that she called the tune - at least as far as I was concerned. 

We broke off around five, and departed to our respective rooms for naps before dinner. Terry did grab a piece of my backside as we left, nearly making me drop the bunch of clothes I was carrying, amongst which was my nightdress and peignoir for that evening. She muttered

Im so glad.. but broke it off, and we separated. 

I showered after my nap, and put on some of my new clothes for dinner. used the gray lingerie that Mrs. 

Dalmain had given me, under a plain brown skirt and light blue blouse. The blouse was a little feminine and showed the underwear quite clearly. It then dawned on me that the shoes didnt go, so I made up my face and went back to ask Mrs. Dalmain if I could possibly have some footwear. 

She didnt mind at all and, even though she was in her underwear herself, had me come in and join her. Now that I was one of the girls I guessed , I didnt pose any threat. She complimented me on my choice of clothes as she found me a pair of shoes that fit. Then she suggested that I sit down at the dresser mirror, and proceeded to give me some useful tips on shading my make up. She chattered to me, quite the thing, as she got dressed and had me help her fasten the back of her dress. I was also instructed to start calling her Andrea. I reddened with pleasure - she was treating me like an old friend. We went down to dinner together, again arm in arm. 

Dinner was strained. Terrys intentions were made all too obvious by her attitude towards me - plus her atten-tiveness in ensuring that I had plenty of wine. I was, in truth, starting to get a little scared of her, so accepted more than I should have. Andrea looked on with more

than a little sympathy for me, I thought .. but there was obviously no way that either of us were going to stop Terry in such a steamrollering frame of mind. 

Kate cleared away, refusing my offer of assistance, and saying that she was going to retire early if no-one minded as she had a slight headache. 

Terry took this as her cue. Looking at me with an obvious grin, she mentioned that she was going to read for a while in her room... If I felt like a little company later on, Id be more than welcome to drop by and see her... 

After ten minutes, I started to get nervous - I certainly didnt want Terry getting impatient - I mentioned to Andrea that it was getting late. Thought bed was called for. She smiled understandingly, and wished me a good night. 

Up in my room I changed pretty rapidly into the nightdress and peignoir set that Andrea had given me earlier. My hair definitely needed styling, thought a little tipsily as I applied a brighter shade of lipstick (Terry had already shown me that she liked the red reds on me) in front of the mirror. A quiet knock on my door frightened me - surely Terry wasnt mad at me already? I hurried over to let her in, but it was Andrea instead - a pair of fluffy white slippers in her hand. She handed them out to me. 

We both seem to keep forgetting that you have feet. I think thesell go with your nightwear - you look very pretty - goodnight.

Thank you Andrea. I said sincerely. Thank you for everything.

Terry called for me to come in when I knocked a few minutes later. She wore a pair of mens pajamas under a plaid robe, and was lying on top on the bed, propped up by a pair of pillows, a book beside her. 

Wow! She exclaimed What an outfit! Mum sure did you proud. Walk around for a minute - model it for me.

With a little verbal instruction from her, I was parad-ing around the room. At first I was very self conscious but after a few minutes I started to enjoy flaunting my outfit and strode around confidently emulating the models I had seen. 

Terry shook her head disbelievingly Fantastic. 

Cmere Betty. Lie down here beside me. Willingly, I did so, carefully draping my peignoir around me as I lay down. She raised herself on one elbow, looking down on me and started to caress my tummy. I felt as if I was melt-ing, and turned toward her. She laughed Playing hard to get huh?. Well just wait a minute, we have to talk

About what?  I grumbled, moving closer to her. 

Im starting to think that I dont need to say this she continued but want you to know what I want you to be.

Your girlfriend, for Christs sake ! I know, honestly I know! Will you get on with it! I interjected, hardly believing myself what was being said by my mouth - and the tone I was using to her. 

She was nonplussed I think, her little cutie turning on her? But her hands started to get busy on me again. I strained up to kiss her, but she pushed me down. Listen! She commanded For one damn minute!. When I come home for hols..

Im going to be your maid, I know, I know!

And youre..

 Going to wear pretty uniforms - anything else?

She was starting to get aroused herself. Her lips finally met mine and the love making started in earnest. She may have played the part of the man, but she still had enough feminine instinct to hold back from me until I was agree-

ing to all the little caveats she was muttering in my ears as we writhed together. Of course I would be her maid, of course I would be the most feminine maid you ever saw. I would primp, curtsey, and flounce - not just for her, but in front of others too - if I wanted to cultivate a little French accent ? - Well that would be just fine! 

She finally made love to me. It was extremely physical, and Im afraid that I wasnt very ladylike but, extremely satisfied, I found myself on my back, my garments in dis-array, and her on top. I woke her up around four a.m. and we had a repeat performance. 

She reciprocated by waking me up around seven thirty. I was sleepy eyed and languorous. She was fully dressed. Time to go. Lets hit breakfast dear, I hear Kate up and around and I think I smell the bacon frying. 

I slid slowly out of bed. Need to pee first I mumbled.  Then Ill run and change... 

She gave me a cool stare. Pee all you want. Then freshen up your makeup, or wash your face - whatever you prefer - but you are not changing. Im ready to leave. 

You made some promises last night about becoming the kind of girl I want - well, I dont expect miracles from you yet, but youll come downstairs in your nightgown and peignoir and well see just how good you can be at seeing me off. 

Oh, it was hard, but I flounced and pouted (because Terry was leaving) in front of both Andrea and Kate, and did try my level best to be what she wanted. I even did manage to work a tear into my eye (not altogether forced) as she kissed me goodbye. She drove off with Andrea a few minutes later. 

Truthfully, once we were on our own, I expected aunt Kate to heap scorn on my head. She did anything but, just started getting set up to do my hair. thanked her grate-

fully. Puzzled, she asked why. I told her. She smiled, and shook her head as she sat me down in a chair and started bustling around. Look she said I never could say anything to your mother about this, but she brought you up all wrong. Proper little snob, boys too rough for you to play with. Teaching you how to sew. She must have known when you didnt start shaving that something was probably amiss. I think youve been damn lucky to tell you the truth. I dont know how long Terry will keep you for her sex toy, but there isnt a stingy bone in her body. 

Youll come out of it with some money, and youll be trained maid, if nothing else. That might not be what you trained for in college - but a fat lot of good that was doing you eh?

I now had a towel around my neck, to protect my clothes. 

Well do your hair first. She said. I dont have any pictures of styles for you, but it wont be bad, honest. she assured me. Then Ill pluck your eyebrows - Terry told me she likes them real slim - then I think Ill pierce your ears. Ive done it before, no bother.

While she worked on my hair, I had had to tell her, basically, what the agreement was between Terry and me. 

She grinned Just like her bloody father. Well...It can be fun, acting the tart now and then - and I think thats the secret so, if you want, Ill teach you how. If you dont, Im sure youll pick it up by yourself. But Ill give you a good piece of advice if you want..

Id like you to teach me anything you think aunt Kate. I said gratefully and Ill be take any advice you can give me. 

She shook her head admiringly. Dont know if youre really sincere - but you look it - and thats the main thing. 

All I was going to say is that acting the flighty girl around

Terry is one thing, but stop it when shes not here. Every-body knows its an act for her benefit.. just dont carry it over into real life. Especially, dont act the tart for madam. 

I think she likes you, but shes a very conservative lady -

so dont spoil it.

I promised, sincerely, that I would try my best to make both mother, daughter and, with a laugh, aunt Kate, happy with me. She smiled and got back down to business on my hair. It took quite a while and no small effort on her part but finally, I had my hair up in rollers and was sitting under a portable dryer. While I waited she did my nails, and gave me some good tips on how to keep them attractive. 

Afterwards she brushed my hair out. I couldnt help it, letting out an appreciative oooh when I saw the bouncy, blonde hair-do. 

Not half bad, though I say it myself. she said. 

When its a little longer, well have a lot more options. 

Now, run upstairs like a good girl and get some decent clothes on. Ill make lunch if you do the dishes. 

Youve got a deal I said happily, and ran upstairs. 

After lunch she got down to basic training. What she did made sense. There was no need to have me learn the wiggles and bounces that Terry wanted right away - the first one I had to impress was Andrea - and that kind of behaviour was not appropriate. She started with my walk, wearing heels. None of that nonsense of carrying books on my head, but shortening my stride a little, making sure that one foot was placed in front of the other, being careful of how I carried my hands. She came down heavily on me at any sign of swish, looking more for understated femininity. She was a good teacher and I was an apt pupil. 

I was shown how to sit in a chair, and how to get up, but mainly she stressed the need for me to slow down in just about everything. Itll help if you do. she explained

Young ladies shouldnt rush for one thing, and itll always give you an extra second to make sure youre doing everything right.

I made a symbolic farewell to more of my remaining masculinity that afternoon. A few relatively pain-free jabs, the insertion of gold posts, and my ears were readied for a much larger selection of ear-rings mostly those of the clip-on style variety. A lot more painful time was spent in getting my eyebrows plucked. I was actually shocked to see the difference that the slim, feminine arches made to my face. 

Andrea called Kate around four oclock. She said that she would probably be delayed until the following day, and she asked how was the training coming along? 

Cautiously, Kate told her that I was doing..."Maybe a little better than would normally be expected.." 

I was hurt at this caution, and it showed. Kate laughed at my expression when she hung up the phone. Trust me. Another day of training from me, and even Ill probably forget that youre not a girl! I think youll see it best if the Mistress makes up her own mind about you.

She was almost right. That night, and the morning of the following day was spent more on learning the rudiments of being a ladies maid. As she explained it, God only knows what madam has in mind, but it doesnt hurt to cover all the contingencies, does it?. I did feel somewhat uncomfortable in learning how to put on a maids cap, how to tie an apron bow properly, how to curtsey, but I knew she was right. She also spent most of the day training me to modulate my voice into a better facsimile of a womans. This was our major concern, but I found

that as long as I spoke very quietly, it came over like that husky voiced actress, Joan Greenwood. 

Andrea did return late that afternoon, and won my heart immediately by complimenting Kate on how pretty shed made me - and handing me some large shopping bags full of clothes. Youre younger than me Elizabeth, and probably feel like an old fuddy-duddy in my stuff. I thought youd also like some things of your very own.. so I did a little shopping for you for our trip.

I was so excited about the clothes that, after I thanked her, I was about to rush upstairs to see what shed bought me when it hit me. 

Trip? What trip? I asked nervously. 

No need to be frightened dear. she said Ive got some business to conduct in Aberdeen two days from now, so thought wed take a drive there tomorrow, do a little shopping, maybe take in a show..

I was panic stricken Im .. Im not ready. I stuttered. 

Of course youre ready she re-assured me. Its not like youll be going to anywhere really busy. The hotel Ive booked is a small, very private one that Ive used often. Itll be practically empty at this time of the year...

Theres no need to go into the events between then, and our arrival in Aberdeen. Everything went smoothly. 

She is a good driver, and we made it by early evening the following day. Dressed in a fairly severe plain grey wool suit and a white blouse tied at the neck, I was the perfect example of a ladys companion. I even registered for us -

as that would be companions job, Andrea explained -

with no problem. There, I found that shed booked adjoin-ing rooms. We had an early dinner sent up, and ate in her room. After that, we both went and showered. I changed into a pretty floral dress, slipped on a lightweight coat, and joined her for a night at the theatre. I was too fright-

ened to go out into the bright foyer at the intervals. She laughed, but kindly, and kept me company by sitting in the seats with me. 

After the show, she drove us to a small bar on the out-skirts of town, not far from our hotel. It was dark and discreet, and I was sure that I had successfully carried off the masquerade. Naturally, as is usual, surprise was waiting in the wings. Andrea and I were sitting with our drinks half finished when she excused herself Im sorry she said ,"Ill be back in a little while" and walked away from the table, carrying her drink. I was so surprised that I didnt react at all. I was still puzzled by her behavior, when another lady came walking up to the table, drink in hand, and sat down. 

Im sorry.. I started.... Mother!

She smiled faintly, leaned across the table and laid a kiss on my cheek. 

Mrs. Dalmain told me that I might have a problem recognizing you, but had the strange feeling that something had been going on.. but tell me, what has been happening?

I had no option, but to tell her - glossing over some of my more humiliating moments. She shook her head a few times, but quickly caught on to the basic idea. So? When Terry comes back from school, youll be her companion -

thats a laugh - youll be lucky you dont get

companioned to death - but what about the rest of the year?

I shook my head, I dont know, mother. Andrea said something about test but Ive no idea what it is. I like her though, and if she offers me any kind of job, Ill take it

Maybe shell explain now she said. Here she comes, and Andrea re-appeared, carrying a tray with three drinks on it. 

I thought Id bring these in case Im no longer welcome. I looked at her in surprise and said, sincerely, 

Youre always welcome.

She beamed, and put the drinks down Honestly she said to my mother, You raised one of the most polite

..er.. children Ive ever known 

My mother laughed. If it looks like a duck.. Saw Andreas blank expression, and explained Ive no com-plaint if you want to refer to him as a she or girl or what the hell. She looks good to me. But she is still my son, and I want to know what is on your mind for his.. 

dammit.. her future? . Will you please tell me?

Andrea looked discomfited. Shell be treated well, I promise. I did have some things in mind, but I do not want to raise any false expectations. Would you forgive me if I asked for a few more days before I told you?

Mother hesitated. Would you tell me why you paid for my flight up here, the rented car, the hotel - its a beautiful room by the way Mrs. Dalmain - Im not com-plaining - I just dont understand.

Andrea hesitated just a second. Ill speak frankly, if I may?

Mother nodded. 

Well. Andrea continued. Your son came to us and was .. changed. He seems to like the change, but I had to see how he would react to meeting you, in his altered state, so to speak - before I could go on with my evaluation. I also had to see your reaction..

Mother took a comfortable sip of her drink. Im assuming he.. she.. we ..passed? She asked dryly. 

Andrea smiled, took a sip of her drink With flying colors .. A rainbow of flying colors.

I blushed, and mother grinned. I guess youre finished with me then. she said lightly and stood. 

Oh please dont go so soon. Andrea said Im sure you two have a lot to talk about, and I could...

Thanks Mrs. Dalmain, but I can always talk to .. her.. 

later when.. she feels a little more comfortable. Its been a long day, and bed sounds awfully inviting.

Andrea and I both stood, and gave her light kisses. She cocked her head to one side I forgot. she said What do they call you now? - Phillipa?

Elizabeth Andrea said firmly. 

New name, new sex mother said to me. Now dont be letting the side down. And left. 

Andrea drove back to our hotel. It was after eleven, but I was nowhere near sleep. Sleepy? Andrea asked, reading my mind. 

Not at all answered, Too much has happened today. 

Me neither she confided. Say, I have an idea. Slip into something more comfortable - there should be a parcel on your bed that you might like - and come in for a nightcap. Sound like a good idea?

Oh yes I answered That sounds nice and we separated to our separate rooms. 

The parcel on the bed contained the most beautiful light blue nightdress that Id ever seen, along with a matching peignoir. Id thought the white one shed given me for my night with Terry had been beautiful, but it couldnt hold a candle to this one. Eagerly, I got out of my dress and lingerie and into my new nightwear, then hurried to the mirror. As I did so, I heard a light knock on our connecting door Is it safe? I heard her ask, as the door opened and she came in. 

She was wearing a nightdress set identical to mine!! 

Arent they lovely? She laughed as she floated towards me I bought yours first, but then I got jealous, so

.. She stood beside me looking into the mirror Charming picture my dear. Lets go for that drink. Linked her arm in mine, and led me next door. 

There, she made two drinks and sat them down on the small table in front of the sofa. Naturally, this meant that we sat side by side, the materials from our peignoirs rubbing together silkily. 

Tell me, Elizabeth, have you been enjoying yourself?

She asked, her hand accidentally sliding across my thigh as she lifted her drink from the table. 

Oh. Very much I answered Thank you so much for being so nice. All these clothes, this set.. She put a finger gently across my lips Sshh she said gently Im curious as to whether you enjoyed the other night with Terry. Its not my business, but Im really curious... Her hand brushing my thigh again as she withdrew. 

Yes I said shyly. It was.. very .. nice. Id never done anything like that before.

She leant closer to me, and whispered in my ear Did she spank you?

Oh no I answered truthfully. 

Still in my ear, her hand lying forgotten on my thigh

Has she ever spanked you? she asked. 

Yes I admitted. 

Did you like it? The questioning continued. 

Well.. kind of.. I admitted again, squirming as her hand was now stroking my inner thigh. 

Ive never spanked anyone she said sorrowfully, 

Have you?

No. I panted, and strained my body into hers. 

Stop that at once. she said firmly. Panting, I laid back. Her hand continued its caress. 

I never really liked sex . She said Big hairy man stretching all over me. I thought I might be a lesbian..

Paused Girls are a lot nicer but dont have the same im-pact. She continued to stroke my thigh  And then I saw Terry and you. Why is it that the aggressive ones seem to get all the fun?

I dont know Andrea I panted, Im not aggressive

Oh, anybody can see that she giggled. But tell me, do you like me?

Oh yes Andrea. I think youre wonderful!

Is this fun for you, sitting here in pretty clothes, like a woman witan other woman? - Even if shes older?

Oh, youre not old, silly I said sincerely Youre just.. pretty .. and ..nice.. and ..

She laid her cool lips on mine, and gave me a long kiss. You do say the sweetest things she gurgled Now let me tell you a little secret. cant get married again. 

George really tied up the estate that way. never really cared, cause I didnt really care for all that thrashing around.. and .. I may have acted meek and mild, but I just hated being the underdog all the time.

She pulled me closer and kissed me again. But with you dear, its like Ive got my own, personal, assertiveness program. You can be my ladys companion, and even if people think that Im having a lesbian relationship, it wont matter because theres nothing in the will against that. She kissed me again, this time pulling me back even farther, to lie across her lap. She looked down at me, smiling. I think youre going to be so good for me!

I smiled up at her seductively, and closed my eyes in bliss. Then, I felt her arm slide down between us. Her hand gently found my buttocks, then a slight pull came that turned me more sideways but facing away from her. 

Next a slight push. 

I was confused. What did she want? Then it dawned on me. She meant to give me a spanking! Thats what she had been leading up to! 

I couldnt help it. Gave a few little oohs of delight and, squirming and wriggling in my soft, lacy, cocoon, helped her so that I was now lying over her knees, my erection hard across her firm, silky thighs. She gave me a short spank on my nightie. Now, behave Elizabeth! 

Dont be getting too excited! Ill be very, very, disappointed in you if you do. Understand?

Oh yes Andrea! I giggled. I promise!

I cant believe Im doing this she sighed happily, above me, her hand starting to pull my nightdress up at the back. .. And its so easy. She continued. 

I squirmed more ecstatically in anticipation, then felt her hand deliver a sharp blow on my panties. I gave a little squeal and, to show my appreciation, fluttered my legs in small kicks. 

She sighed, audibly happy, and another slap came... 

and another...and another... 

It was wonderful! She was entirely different than Terry. Where the daughter was dominant by strength and personality, Andrea exercised her power sweetly - and silkily. A delightful contrast, but just as much fun. I couldnt believe my luck as I lay there and got thoroughly spanked - it got even better when she finished that particular kind of foreplay, and made love to me. Then, I knew that I had truly found my true position within the Dalmain family. 

The end
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