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PREFACE

Classifying what I write is difficult.

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

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

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

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

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

Bea
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REVERSAL

You never really know what cards life is going to deal you.  Not that I'm much of a card player mind you, but looking back I can see that I was given a certain hand to play with against Cynthia, her mother, (and even good old Joan Banks if I'm going to even out the foursome) and, somehow or other, even though I was dealt good hands from the start, the game got away from me.  Not that I'm complaining mind you - I certainly 'lost' something - but look at what I've gained.

I met Cynthia and her mother one Wednesday afternoon when I was doing volunteer work for the library.  My normal 'day' was Tuesday, but I'd been called in for a short term contract (I am, or was, a 'temporary' office worker, with my work days being difficult to predict) the day before, so having Wednesday free instead, decided to make up for the day I'd lost.

Two women had just arrived before me, and were taking their coats off in the area reserved for the volunteers. I'd never seen them before.  One was about my age.  Extremely pretty: dark shoulder length hair, brown eyes, well shaped hands - no wedding ring - dressed in a most feminine manner that came to my notice after she removed her coat.  A beige dress with a white shawl collar edged with lace.  Not normally the clothes one would wear to haul library books around. 

She caught my eye and gave me a shy smile.  The other lady, who had her back to me, turned to see who had caused this.  She was quite small, white well tended hair, rimless glasses.  Slim in a dark wool dress with a cherry red brooch pinned to a lapel - and earrings to match.  More conservatively dressed than the younger - but still not what one would expect for book shelvers.  She seemed more self assured, giving me an appraising glance as I walked forward to introduce myself.

"I'm Paul Smith."  I said, holding my hand towards the elder of the two. "I hope you won't mind me saying this, but you seem very well dressed for volunteers.  Are you really going to work here today?"

She took my hand.  Gave me a nice smile.

"I'm Janis Caith.  This is my daughter Cynthia... and yes.  We do intend to work today.  Are you a new volunteer?  I've never seen you before."  She let my hand go, and turned to Cynthia. "Have you?"

Cynthia was taking my proferred hand in a grip that surprised me with it's strength.  She gave me her shy smile again, but answered her mother in a quiet, well modulated voice.  "No mummy."  Then turned back to me "It's very nice to meet you Paul."

I felt very masculine all of a sudden.  Let's face it, I'm not.  But these two women were so obviously deferential that I could literally feel myself expand in front of them.  

I explained about my hard-to-define schedule.  I didn't try and make my job out to be anything more than it was - a low level, clerical, function that just about anyone can do, but got no sense that I'd fallen in the slightest in either of their estimations.  For once, I felt that I was handling a meeting with someone of the opposite sex in a manner that was both confident and friendly. 

At the same time, I didn't know what to do next, so let them leave and set about doing their own tasks, while I did mine.  I really wanted to make a definite contact with them - particularly Cynthia - but simply didn't know how.  Our paths did cross a number of times that afternoon as we shelved books that the patrons had returned, so smiles were exchanged between us, but the work finally concluded without further contact of any consequence.

I suppose I would have left the matter as it stood.  For one thing, I'd nothing to reproach myself with.  For once, I'd acted like a reasonably responsible male - no godawful faux pas, no idiocies.  I fantasized about Cynthia but knew I didn't have the chutzpah to take any further steps to further our relationship.  The following week then, I was quite surprised to find a note from Janis in my 'box' at the library, asking me if I'd be interested in joining the two of them for dinner the following Friday at their home. Their phone number was included.  I hurried to call and accept the offer.

Then, that Friday evening, flowers in hand, I was welcomed by the two of them at a very gracious home in the suburbs. I had made absolutely sure that I knew my way, checking out the route on maps before setting out, being well aware of my predilections for getting lost.  Accordingly, I was dead on time. Janis led me into the house.

"See Cynthia?  A man understands the value of punctuality!  Come in Paul.  Come in!"  and I was made welcome in their home for the first time - but not the last.

It was a delightful evening.  Both of my female companions did everything in their power to make sure that I was comfortable and enjoying their company.  Never in my life had I been made to feel so .. honored .. I guess would be the correct word.

Mind you, Janis wasn't too impressed with my offering to help Cynthia with the dishes.  "Don't be silly Paul!"  She remonstrated.  "Dishes are women's work!  Here.  Sit down.  Talk to me.  Cynthia can manage, believe me!"

But I was determined to get Cynthia by herself.  I just had to ask her out for a date before my confidence failed as it had so many times in the past.

Finally, later, I managed to get her by herself for enough time to blurt out an invitation.  She did agree to a date, but raised her eyebrows when I included her mother.  Whispered that I needn't carry gallantry that far - that she needed a break from her mother too.  I quickly modified the offer.  

I left there that night, walking on air.  I'd finally met a girl!  A real, honest to god, girl!

The details are pretty humdrum.  I courted her - or she courted me, I'm not sure.  Quite a number of dates for quiet walks, movies, or cheap meals at restaurants. The upshot was an elopement to Vegas - which did not please Janis - and we were married.  Not long after that, we were settling in our new home, thanks to a major financial assist from the same Janis.  Thank goodness she didn't hold a grudge.

We were like two kids.  I was happy, but truthfully?  She was even happier than I was.  She was absolutely delighted in being out from under her mother's thumb.  Started feeling independent for the first time in her life. 

I refused to accept her criticisms of Janis.  To be sure, Cynthia had been really sheltered, but I saw no malice in how she'd been brought up.

"She protected you for goodness sake."  I'd protest. "She brought you up as a young lady.."

"As a young nincompoop you mean,"  Cynthia would retort, then make cruel mimicry of her mother,   "Young ladies don't do that.  Young ladies don't do this.... According to her, young ladies do nothing but practice to be wives for the breadwinner - the man!"

"Seems like a good idea to me."  I said laughing, ducking the pillow she threw at me.

Cynthia was desperate to experience new things.  Naturally, she was intrigued by my interests in golf, tennis, chess and so on.  I mean, it's not as if I was that good at any of them, but I was reasonably proficient enough to get by.  She asked so nicely for me to teach her, that I condescended to do so from my heights of masculine superiority.  Quickly discovered that I had married an athletic, competitive, she-wolf.

It didn't take long before she was competing seriously with me in all of these activities then, before I knew it, she was beating me.  It took a while after that for me to realize why she seemed to play so much worse against me than she did against better players - she was 'saving' my ego.

At home, changes were also underway in our relationship.  She had got a job in a ladies boutique.  She turned down a regular salary (against my advice) in favor of straight commission.  Within months, she was the major breadwiner in our household.  Not too long after that (without my knowledge) she borrowed enough from Janis to buy the store from the owner.  Within a year, she was a different woman.

Not mean or anything like that, mind you - but self possessed, comfortable in making decisions, used to giving directions.  She had inherited a lady in the store - Joan Banks, a rather sardonic woman with a clipped way of talking to everyone.  Everyone except Cynthia, whom she adored.

Cynthia would ask her opinion on something and Joan would just melt - be so deferential it was almost funny.  And one night, at home, I noticed something that gave me pause.

Janis was by now a regular- and welcome - visitor to our home.  She had maintained a good relationship with both of us, particularly me.  But one night, while we were waiting for Cynthia (who'd been held up at the store) she was giving me a hand to try and salvage dinner.  As you can imagine, with Cynthia's career taking off, I had been relegated to more and more of the cooking and other household chores.  Janis was telling me various ways to keep meat and vegetables warm without drying them too much when she looked at me and shook her head.

"Doesn't Cynthia have any aprons around here?  Honest to goodness, I thought I taught her better than that."

"There's a couple hanging in that closet there,"  I told her,  "though why you'd expect to have Cynthia wear an apron these days.."

She gave the same impatient looking nod again as she pulled two aprons from the closet.  Put one on over her head as she walked towards me, opening out the other as she came closer.

"Who said anything about Cynthia?"  She mumbled, putting the loop over my head, and turning me around so that she could tie me in properly.  "Aprons were invented for keeping clothes clean in the kitchen."  She said firmly. "Time you started learning that."

It may sound strange, but I really didn't object. I made a token grumble, but she just ignored me, and I wore a floral, gauzy apron for the first of many times.

I was embarrassed when Cynthia arrived home with Joan in tow.

"Found out that Joanie was on her own tonight,"  she said,  "Knew we'd have plenty of food.  Would have called you darling, but it would have just delayed us more .. You don't mind, do you?  That apron's really nice on you, you know .."

She kissed me, and I redenned even more - but from shame at being seen in my feminine garment or from pleasure at her compliment, I didn't know.

I cleaned up the dinner dishes.  Janis gave me a hand for a while, but I shooed her back into the living room with the other women after the worst was done.  Just as I finished up, Cynthia called me through to hear a story about what had happened in the store that day.  She really told it well, and I had a good laugh with the other girls.  Then the realization dawned on me - Cynthia was now the center of attention - I was now one of the admiring clique surrounding and applauding her.  To further underline the change in our statuses, I was sitting there in my gauzy little apron, having just done the dishes like a good little wife.

There wasn't much I could, or even wanted, to do. We were still happily married.  She was very kind to me, though in bed she had become the initiator of our sex life, while I had become the passive partner more and more.

And, there was no doubt about it.  Both Joan and Janis accepted my gradual entry into their ranks with hardly a thought.  More and more, I was 'assumed' to be responsible for the running of our home, and all the little 'feminine' chores normally associated with it.  

I had been steadily losing more and more contracts for work, so consequently had considerably greater time to spend in the house.  It got so that I liked it, to tell the truth.  Became proficcient (under Janis's instruction) in all sorts of things - knitting, sewing, embroidery -  while becoming increasingly encased in a series of frilly little aprons.

Cynthia did ask me to help out in her store a couple of times.  Naturally, I had to stay in the back of the store, racking clothes or making minor sewing repairs.  Joan by now, treated me like 'one of the girls' consistently, but didn't make it too obvious in front of Cynthia of course.

She'd developed a couple of tricks that she'd use to humiliate me.  She'd hold a dress on a hanger up against me.  "That'd look nice on someone of your coloring"  she'd tease.  "Bet you'd look good in it."  Then she'd giggle at my blushes.

Her other fun thing was to talk to me about clothes, makeup, anything feminine.  I'd try to distract her, change the subject - anything, but she'd just keep on saying the same thing again and again, until I made a 'proper' (e.g: feminine) response.  Once I gave in, she'd continue along the conversation as if nothing had happened, except of course that I was now taking the part of another female in a 'chat'.  She'd then humiliate me again by all of a sudden 'remembering' that I was a 'man', and being 'amazed' at how well versed I was in womanly subjects.  

That year, my birthday fell on a Friday.  Cynthia and Janis were taking me out for a special dinner ("About time I got you out of that kitchen"  Cynthia explained) to a fancy restaurant, then back home for dessert (that Janis had pre-made) for my present-opening ceremony. 

Cynthia had apologized, but had really needed me in the shop that day.  I really hadn't minded, but was quite surprised when, about three o'clock, a present was placed in front of me, and I heard Joan say  "Many happy returns of the day sweetie.  Hope you like them.."

I saw the pink, feminine paper, and the hot pink bow.  I picked it up, and felt the lightness of the package.  It didn't relate to the bulk.  I sensed that it was something feminine.

"Aren't you going to look at the card?"  She asked.  "I thought it was kinda cute."

Trying hard to smile, I opened up the mauve envelope and read the message - something along the lines of from 'one girl to another.'

"Oh!  That is a cute card!"  I managed to gush enthusiastically.  "Thanks a lot Joan.  Can I open the present later?"

She looked down her nose at me and grinned.  "If you want.  I wouldn't if I were you -  you might want to do it in private."

"Do what in private?"  I heard Cynthia say from behind us, then "Oooh Joanie, you got Paul a present!  How nice!  How come you don't wrap my presents nice like that, eh?"

And I could tell that Joan was, for the first time I'd ever seen, embarrassed.  "Oh Cynthia.  It's nothing.  Honest. A joke present."

"Nonsense!"  Cynthia replied.  "You're just embarrassed because I caught you doing something nice for Paul.  But I'm sorry.  He doesn't have time to open it just now.  Things are quiet out front, and it's a perfect time to escape - so if you wouldn't mind, I'd like you to close up.  C'mon Paul.  Bring your present and lets get going, you can open it with mother's and mine tonight.  You don't mind locking up the store, do you Joan?"

Joan's mouth opened in a sort of stunned disbelief, but then she grinned and shrugged.  "Sure.  Get out of here you two.  Have a nice birthday Paul."  With that, she came and gave me a girlish peck on the cheek.

In the car going home - Cynthia did all the driving now - I sat with Joan's present burning a hole in my lap.  I wasn't completely sure what it was, but was certain that opening it in front of my wife and mother in law was going to be somewhat humiliating.  As we got closer and closer to home, I knew that I had to do 'something' - and damned quickly too.  Once we got in the house, and into the whirlpool of getting ready, I felt that I'd get no other chance.

"Cynthia?" I said quietly.  "Joan's present just might be a joke.  You know?"

"Well then,"  she replied,  "I think you're wrong, but if you're right, we can all have a laugh later."

I shuddered.  "Cynthia?  Please?  Can I open it just now?"

She gave me a hurried glance.  Shrugged. "If you must, I guess."

I'd have much preferred to open that present by myself, but figured that it was an awful lot better this way than doing it in front of her and Janis.

Carefully, I opened it up, making sure that I kept the paper standing up in a way that would block Cynthia's view of the contents.

Inside the wrapping was a layer of tissue paper.  Wrapped in that, were six pairs of satin panties in different pastel colors, generously edged in lace.  Dry mouthed, I sat there, wondering what to tell my wife.

"Well?"  She asked.  "What is it?"

I couldn't think of what to say.  Unfortunately, we had just drawn up to a stoplight.  She leaned towards me and pulled the paper back to reveal the contents.  Her reaction shook me.

"Why!  How nice!  They're lovely!  So much for your joke present, eh?"  She felt the material betwen her fingers. Lifted the top pair out of the box, shook them open with an appreciative whistle.

"These aren't cheap you know.  Bet they cost Joanie a pretty penny."

I looked at her in astonishment.  "But .. But.. They're womens panties.."

"What d'you expect?"  She retorted  "Ever hear of men's satin panties?"

She started driving again as the light had changed.  I fumbled for words.

"But.. I can't wear them .."

"Why not?"  She asked increduously.  "They're lovely!"

"But I'm a man for goodness sake.."

"Well that's the silliest thing I ever heard of.  If you were freezing to death at the north pole, would you refuse to wear a fur coat because it was a woman's?"

"Of course not.."

"Well then?"

"But .. They're .. They're .. Panties!"  I stuttered.

"Yes dear.  Thanks for telling me.  I'd never have known if you hadn't.  Now why don't you stop this silly chatter."  She shook her head, then continued.   "I can't imagine why you're carrying on so .  I mean, I've heard you talking to Joan lots of times when you didn't know I was there - and I don't want to hurt your feelings or anything, but you sound just like a pair of women - discussing dresses and skirts, makeup.  What looks good on you - or her - or whatever."

My face was burning furiously. "That was her teasing me, for goodness sake!"

"Well, you take her teasing very well, I must say."  Cynthia answered, disbelief heavy in her voice.  We had reached another stoplight.  She turned to look at me again. 

"Darling?  It's time that something was said.  "You are not very masculine, but you can't seem to accept that.  Can't you see?  I love you because you're sweet and soft and yes, docile.  I didn't marry you because you were some big macho man.  I like you when you're feminine - you're much nicer."

She stopped talking again for a second as the light had just changed, then continued. "Here's what to do.  Try your panties on tonight. For the rest of the weekend too.  If you honestly don't like them, well you don't need to wear them any more."

And that was practically that.  I went through my birthday meal and celebration in my new undies.  Undressing for bed that night, she saw the erection bulging there. Smiled.

"You're not going to try and tell me after this that you don't like your new undies.  Surely?" 

I tried with my last argument.  "But what am I to say to Joan?"

She looked puzzled.  "Why, 'thank you very much for the nice present Joan'.  What else would you say?"

"But she'll know I wore them."

"So what?  What's wrong with that?"

I didn't have to work in the store again for a few days, but by that time was used to wearing panties all the time.  Joan was surprised to get my verbal thank you, and asked me if I was going to wear them for special occasions.  My blush tipped her off immediately.  But after that, she basically stopped the teasing.  Guess she didn't see the need any more.

Then came the great 'name swap'.  It happened like this.  Lying in bed one night, Cynthia and I started discussing the fact that most people didn't like their given names.  I mentioned how I'd always detested mine.

"But Paul's a great name!"  Cynthia said, surprised.  "As a matter of fact, it was your name that first attracted me to you.  I've always liked it!  Now 'Cynthia' - there's a silly name for you!"

It was my turn to be astonished.  "It's a lovely name!"  I exclaimed.

She looked at me, a smile in her eyes. "O.K.  Let's swap.  I'll be 'Paul', you be Cynthia!"

To tell the truth, the prospect gave me a little thrill, but I shook my head, grinning shakily.  "I've always liked 'Mike'".

"Mike and Paul?"  She asked, disappointed.  "We'd sound like a couple of gays.  Can't have that.  Tell you what.."  She reached out and pulled me into her.  Whispered in my ear  "Why don't we just try it? - You'll be Cynthia, I'll be Pauline.  Just between us? We won't tell anybody - not even Janis.  C'mon!"  Her hand was starting to fondle me, and I could feel her grin against my ear.

"Oh Cynthia.." I started weakly.

"Pauline!  Dear.  Give your name to me. You said you didn't want it!"

"O.K.  Pauline... But.."

"Cynthia?  Your panties look so nice on.  What color were you wearing tonight?  The beige?  The blue ones?..?"

"The hot pink ones"  I admitted. 

And, from that night onward, our sexual games started to revolve around a a major divergence from normal sex roles - at least as far as names - and some of the behaviour patterns were concerned. It also wasn't too much a stretch of the imagination to promote me from panties and aprons during the day into nightgowns at night.  I don't even remember what brought on that particular change in dress - but 'Cynthia' got fairly well used to going to bed in ultra-feminine nightwear and (happily) playing the submissive role to 'Pauline'.  She, on the other hand, did flirt with wearing my pyjamas and acting the male for a short time, but neither of us were too comfortable with this.  We were more like two young girls playing sex games - touching, kissing, stroking - than anything else.

But life is a dynamic process after all.  Things can't stay the same way forever, right?  I had become a fairly frequent helper at the store, usually a couple of days a week. It had also happened often enough that I'd been called 'Cynthia' - and answered to it, before Joan noticed it and joined in.  "Hope you don't mind"  she said  "but you seem to answer to that a lot quicker than your old name..?" 

And Cynthia I became to Joan.

In terms of universal balance though, there was something out of whack.  To three players in the game (including myself) I was now 'Cynthia' - a man outwardly, but not to be confused with a 'real' man.  Janis (or 'Mummy' as I called her now) still took me for a son in law.  Obviously she was making a mistake.  Something would have to happen.  And it didn't take long.

Pauline  fell sick with a bad cold.  Joan had to have some help - and had to have Cynthia (me) help her.  Reluctantly, I agreed to go to the shop, but only on the condition that Mummy  come and stay with us - and look after her daughter.

It only took a few days.  It was as if I didn't care to keep up pretences any more.  Either that, or I didn't think that Mummy would dive into the household chores and do the washing.  Anyway, I was found out by the other player in the game.

Pauline and I still slept together - cold be damned, I wasn't going to leave my ... Wife's?/ Husband's? bed for the sake of a lousy cold.  The following  Saturday morning a knock came to our bedroom door.  Sleepily, I called "Yeah?  Come in."  Before remembering that I was wearing one of my prettier nightgowns.

Mummy came in, a handful of my colorful lingerie in both hands.

"Who's is this..?"  she started.  Then she saw my nightwear.  She simply nodded.  Smiled at me.  Turned, and left the room without saying a word.

"Mmnnnuuugh?"  Pauline gurgled.

"Nothing darling." I said, giving her a kiss on the forehead.  "Go back to sleep."

And now all the players were playing in the same game.

After a few weeks Pauline had got over her cold, I was back to doing my housewife chores, and things were pretty well back to being normal (if that's the right word.)  I'd expected some sort of response from Mummy, but hadn't got any - getting me to think that 'maybe' her entry into our bedroom that morning had been a figment of my imagination.

But it hadn't been a dream.  I guess that she was mulling things over in her own mind.  Getting a general plan of action laid out so to speak because, once she stepped up to the deal, developments came in a relatively short time.

The afternoon before she was scheduled to return to her own place, she and I were sitting having a leisurely coffee.  Dinner was cooking, everything being centered around Pauline's arrival from work in a couple of hours.  Mummy surprised me by pulling out a cigarette from her purse and lighting it.  She pulled on it - experienced.  Looked me straight in the eye, a somewhat critical expression in her eyes.

"You know Paul (she wasn't in on the name swap yet)  you're hair needs a little something. Know what I mean?"

It was long enough that it flounced a little as I patted it in what is known world wide as a feminine gesture.  She didn't seem to notice.

"Yes mummy" I agreed.  "But I just don't know what to do with it."

"I used to be pretty good with Cynthia's hair"  she said.  "Would you like me to see what I can do?"

What male synapses I had left were signaling for me to get out of this situation, but I just had to press the situation I guess.  A half smile must have crossed my lips as I shrugged a weak denial of her offer.  She smiled softly in return.  "C'mon"  she said.  "It'll be fun.  I'm sure that you'll just love how it turns out."  Then she clinched her statement.  "And I'll bet that Cynthia likes it."

A half hour later I was looking on in wonder.  Without much more than a small sigh or two, she had performed some miracles.  My hair had been shampooed, conditioned, and was being dried.  Somehow, without her asking my permission, or saying a word about it, I knew that my hair color was going to be a shade or two lighter than it had been.  She had also applied some rollers to the sides and top of my head, locating them in place with  bobbi pins then tying a chiffon turban around my head.

There were no protests on my part. She was giving me a woman's hair-do, and making no bones about it - this becoming even more obvious when she took a curling iron and started crimping waves into the hair at the front where she hadn't used rollers.  She then pulled up a portable drier and had me put my head in its confines.

"I'll do some other stuff while it's drying.  O.K?  Shouldn't take long."

My nod of approval wasn't needed.  She set to work plucking my eyebrows and giving my nails a quick manicure and coat of nail polish.  I shuddered in a kind of fright when I saw how red the polish was but saw no sense in fighting it.  I did make a sort of weak protest.

"Mummy?  She'll be home soon..."

Mummy nodded, and proceeded to outline a scenario that gave me a sort of explanation for what she and I were going to do.

"I bought a dress for Cynthia the other day.  She's got so awfully mannish in the last year or so, that I think she'll refuse it without even trying it on.  It's such a pretty dress though.  I'm sure she'd just love it if she saw it modeled - on someone.  You know?"

I nodded.

"And I'll bet"  she continued  "It would just about fit you perfect!.  Of course, I know it would be embarrassing for you to wear a wman's dress - but it would just be for a little while - and I'll bet that Cynthia would just love you for going to all this trouble just to let her see a something she might like, don't you think?.  Of course, you'd have to wear high heels - nylons too.  I mean the dress wouldn't look right without them, would it?  Would it?"

"No Mummy.  I guess not"  I said softly.

And it turned out that, naturally, a bra (padded, naturally) and slip - full length,  were absolutely necessary as well.

We maintained the pretense that this was all for 'Cynthia's sake' as I slid into the matching lingerie, nylons and heels.  I couldn't help the fright that came into my eyes when I saw the dress - a long, silky, confection in a blue-green smokey color with two long, teal colored ties at the back.  Somehow, I knew that there was little chance of me ever even pretending to be any kind of man, once I put it on.  Nevertheless, I stood meekly, raising my arms to aid Janis as she put it over my head and adjusted it downwards over my body.

It was very form fitting, even tailored to the extent that I was given some appearance of having hips - it seemed to break at my waist and fall gracefully to just above the straps of my high heeled sandals.  The sleeves were flowing chiffon, that allowed some glimpses of my pale arms through the fabric.  Satin cuffs matching the teal colored ties at the back.  Mummy had to fasten them as, for some reason, my hands were shaking too much.

She moved to my back, and tied the two ties into a large bow, with the length remaining of the sashes trailing softly down past my waist. The bow didn't seem to compress me at all, but brought the front of the dress in a tighter fashion across my breasts, making for an even more feminine appearance.

Then - surprise - "don't you think a little color on your face.. Would 

help?  You do look a little pale you know."

The lipstick matched my nails, and my eyeshadow was a light aqua that complemented the teal on my dress.  She applied a light coat of blush to my cheeks, and a careful application of mascara to my lashes.

"Very pretty dear."  She said.  "But I think we need just a couple of touches more.  Let's see if they'll work.  Shall we?"

My appearance was definitely embellished by a single strand of pearls and matching clip-on earrings.  We both agreed that a bracelet, though very pretty, didn't go too well, so that went by the boards.

"The finishing touches now, I think"  she said.  "You'll just love this hat.  Wait until you see it on..."

And she placed a cloche straw hat on my head, carefully adjusting it until she was satisfied with the way it sat, and the matching teal ribbon was trailing 'just so', then pinned it in place.

She then took the makeup items she'd used on me, and placed them in a small beaded evening handbag.  Snapped it shut, then handed it to me. I took it from her happily.  I knew that Pauline was due pretty soon, and holding onto my little bag cut down on the way my hands were trembling.

Mummy beamed at me.  "It's so nice to have a son in law like you.  Most men would be all nasty and mean - would never think of doing something like this to help out their wives, or mother in laws.  But maybe just one thing more?"

And, for the next ten minutes or so, I was instructed how to show the dress off, the best way of walking, sitting - conversing.  How to check myself properly in the mirror, the proper way to effect repairs to my makeup.  Mummy was very pleased at how apt a pupil I was.

Pauline came home at about the expected time.  She opened her mouth in admiration of how I looked, then ran to me and gave me a quick kiss.

"Oh Cynthia!  How pretty you look!"

Mummy's head jerked around when she heard my new name.  It took a while to let her in on the secret.. She wasn't too happy about being the last to know, I don't think, but gradually came around - to the extent that I was now known by the same name to everyone in our circle.

My 'reason' for wearing the dress was shunted out of the way pretty quickly.

"Oh Janis!" Pauline giggled  "You know I don't like that type of dress.  I know it's pretty - but admit it now.  You bought that for Cynthia, didn't you?  C'mon now, admit it!"

Mummy argued, but not very successfully as she smiled in acceptance of the point that Pauline was making - but bossily changed the subject by 'suggesting' that she and I had dinner to serve.

I made a half hearted comment that I go and change.  She just looked at me impatiently, and told me to take my hat off.  I unpinned it and placed it carefully on a small table beside my handbag.  Obediently, I put my apron on over my dress, and we both proceeded to get dinner on the table.

I was accepted in my dress as if I'd never worn men's clothes in my life. In truth, as I delighted in the sensory experiences provided by my new clothes, I got to know that I was more comfortable in my new role in them than I'd ever been before.  It also became quickly apparent that Mummy had some other things in mind for me as well. Sitting with our coffees after everything had been cleaned up, she said.

"You've got lots of nice dresses that I bought for you Cynth .. Pauline  - and I never see you wearing any of them now.  All it is now is pantsuits, pantsuits, on and on - you'd think you were a man for goodness sake!  It's such a waste!"

Pauline giggled.  "Oh, c'mon Janis!  I wear a pantsuit about once a week, if that.  Admit it, you just want to get Cynthia in them.  Make her all pretty and feminine, like you wanted for me.  Right?  C'mon!"

My face started to redden.  I also knew perfectly well what was going on in Mummy's mind.  She had lost one daughter.  Now she was going to get another one to replace the first - and the new one was going to be a lot more docile and obedient.  Not only that, she was even going to put me in some of the same dresses!  I started to say  "Oh Mummy!  I don't think..."

"Cynthia!"  She said firmly.  Then, seeing she had my attention, she opened her evening purse and, pulling out her compact, started to check her makeup.

Before I could stop myself, I let out a little squeal, then daintily picked up, then opened my handbag.  "Oh Mummy!"  I said apologetically, " I forgot!"

Then, my wife looking on proudly, I sat beside my mother in law and checked my makeup in my compact mirror while she was doing the same. Carefully I repaired the ravages that dinner had made to my complexion with little dabs of powder and a deftly applied veneer of lipstick.  She and I finished about the same time. I clicked my compact shut. Patted my hair - just like she was doing. It was still nice.  

Pauline grinned at the two of us. "You women! - honestly!"

We all laughed.

The end


REPEAT PERFORMANCE

Susan and I were friends – just friends.  I’d have liked it otherwise - she’s drop dead gorgeous but, with me being such a wimp, I’m afraid she’d laugh at me if she had any idea of how much I want her.

Frankly, I think too that women have this sense about men.  Smell our level of testosterone maybe? I don’t know.  You see, it’s not that I’m not interested in girls, I most certainly AM.  It’s just that when you’re smaller than most of them and kind of spindly and weak?  They sort of look right past you – almost as if you weren’t there.  On top of that, I’d very little experience in dating women.  Normally, I’ll admit it – I was attracted to the flashy girls and I never seemed to learn.  I’d usually stammer and stutter a request for a date.  Most of them were kind enough to just laugh and turn me down.  Yes, you’re probably asking:  “kind”  enough? The few that did let me take them out humiliated me in ways that still make me tremble with rage and embarrassment – treated me as if I wasn’t any kind of a man at all.

I met Susan on a cruise ship sailing out of San Diego.  I was working as a steward while she was a beauty shop operator.  She was just so natural, fresh, and considerate that I fell in love with her immediately.  She didn’t mind me keeping her company although her girl friends would raise their eyebrows and make snide comments when I’d join them.  They were nice enough girls, but they had their eyes open for some rich young stud passenger.  I mean – I wasn’t even a regular employee – just a temporary worker filling in for a Company employee who’d fallen sick.  

It was only a two week cruise, but I was grateful for the work.  I’d been out of work for quite a long time and having a roof over my head – or a deck – and regular meals was very comforting.  On top of that, I may not have been making much money but at least I was making something in the way of building up a bank account that had been moribund to say the least.

But all good things must come to an end..  Have to admit that when Susan and I parted I was unhappier about that than the thought of job and apartment hunting again.  She was with her sister, Cindy, as we said her goodbyes.  “Bye Michael!” Susan cried, giving me an affectionate hug.  “It’s been SO nice meeting you.  Perhaps we’ll meet again soon!  I hope so!”  Then she said.  “Did you meet Cindy, my sister, while we were sailing?”

“Yeah, Kinda.” I said, blushing.

Cindy was a big woman.  Actually was just as pretty as Susan but a LOT bigger and, where Susan was soft and feminine, Cindy was anything but.  She and Dallas, her friend – another huge woman were buddies on the ship.  Unfortunately, I’d made a stupid comment about them being a pair of Lezzes to one of Susan’s friends before I knew that Cindy was Susan’s sister.  Naturally, that mouthy broad let Cindy know what I’d said.  Got the fright of my life when one night, after work I was about to pass Cindy in an alleyway on C deck when she simply grabbed me by both arms, lifted me up,  and slammed me into the wall with an impact that rattled my teeth. 

“You been making comments about me – you effing little pansy?” she snarled, her face right into mine.  “Calling me a Lez?  Huh?  Now tell me the truth or I’ll knock your goddam teeth out!”

Frightened and rattled, I started to cry and admitted I’d said something like that – but had only meant it as joke.  She gave me an evil grin and, holding me in place with one hand, started slapping my face – though very gently – with the other, alternating between the palm and back of her hand, each slap punctuating her words clearly.

(Slap) “Well you little fairy?”  (slap) “I AM a lez”  (slap)  “You think I’m some kind of joke?” (slap.)  “That it?” (slap).

“No Cindy!  I’m sorry!” I said through my tears.  “Honest.  I won’t say anything after this.  I’m sorry!”

She’d surprised me then.  Kissed me forcibly and rammed her tongue into my mouth. Then pulled back  “Better not sweetie.  If I ever hear anything outta you like that again? I’ll pay you a little visit in your cabin some night and have a dildo so far up your ass it’ll be tickling your tonsils.  Got that?”

“Yes Cindy,” I’d said cravenly.  “But I won’t.  I promise!”

But that was then.  Cindy was now staring at me, contempt all over her face and in her eyes. Talked to her sister. “Yeah Susan.  We’ve met.  Come On!  Don’t have time to be standing talking to fairies all day!”

Susan rolled her eyes as she was pulled away, but she was giggling too.  “Oh Michael! I’m sorry.  Don’t mind her, she’s really quite nice!  Just grumpy at times!”

I sighed, thinking that was the last time I’d ever see her again.  But it wasn’t.

Three weeks later, I met her again.  “MICHAEL!” I heard and turned around.

I’d just come out from another interview.  Knew damn well I hadn’t made it, despite the assurances of “Oh YES Michael!  You’re very qualified!  We just don’t have anything for you right now!  But we’ll call you if anything turns up!”

It was the same old bullshit.  I was living in what was nothing much more than a flophouse – and watching my hoarded savings run down the drain.  Miserable and disgruntled, I turned to meet Susan – surprised.  Effervescent and bright, she was as lovely as always.  She was carrying a couple of heavy looking grocery bags.

“Susan!  I thought you’d have been off on another cruise by now?” I cried as she put the bags on the ground then  came and hugged me and gave me a peck on the cheek.

“No” she giggled. “Cindy may have got a great deal for me on one of the luxury charters.  Thought I’d take a chance.  Won’t be leaving for a few weeks – but the money’s GREAT – so thought I’d take a chance.”

“Wow!  That sounds wonderful!  Hope you make it!” I said.  “But what are you doing wandering around here carrying these bags?”

She blushed.  “Can’t find my stupid car!  Don’t know where I left it.  Feel like such an idiot!”

“Here,” I said.  “Let me carry your bags for you – and I’ll help you look for it.”

“That’s nice of you Michael, but really, I can manage.  I think they might be kind of heavy for you.”

It was my turn to blush. This girl thought she was stronger than me!  Then, tactfully she added.  “Oh, I’m sorry Michael.  That sounded awful!  Here.  Why don’t you take this one.  That would be a big help.” And she picked up what I was pretty sure was the lightest bag and gave it to me.  

It didn’t take us long to find her car – it was a small Honda parked between two huge SUV’s which is why she hadn’t been able to see it..  I helped her load her groceries in her trunk.  Then she said.  “Can I drive you anywhere Michael?  Or do you have your own car nearby?”

“Can’t afford a car right now,” I admitted.  “Things are kind of lean.”

“Well!  Can’t have that, can we?  Need to fatten you up a bit.  Say!  I’m having Margaret and Jean over for dinner tonight.  Why don’t you join us.  Maybe you can help me cook?   I’m worthless in the kitchen.”  She laughed.  “And now that I remember it?  Didn’t you say you worked as a cook on a boat one time?  And that you loved to cook?  Won’t you please come and help me?”

She pouted so prettily – and flattered, I couldn’t refuse.  On top of that, Margaret and Jean were two girls I knew from the boat as well and they’d always been pleasant enough to me, so I knew I’d feel comfortable with them. A little while later I was helping her carry the groceries into her house.  Then, once I found out what she was going to have for dinner, I started sorting out the stuff she needed for that while she put the rest of the stuff away in the fridge.

Once that was done, I took off my coat jacket and was just about to start when she appeared, wearing a pretty apron around her waist – and handing one to me.

I blushed.  “Ah Susan!  I don’t think I need . .”

“Michael!  Aren’t these your good clothes that you wear for interviews?”

“Yes,” I admitted sheepishly.

“Well, don’t be so silly!  Remember I’ve seen you in a wedding gown!  So stop being so silly!  Here, let me tie the bow for you!”

“I wish I’d never let myself get talked into that damn dress!” I blustered as she fitted the apron around my waist and tied the bow at my back.  “Don’t think anybody’ll ever let me forget it!”

“Must admit it.  I thought you were very brave!” she giggled.  “Not many men would have the courage – but you did look cute you know.  Remember how amazed the passengers were when you won first prize for the best costume – and they found out you were a man?”

“Still wish I’d never done it,” I grumbled.

“Well sweetie?  You did!  Now are you going to stand there and fuss all afternoon – or get on with the cooking?”

I had to smile.  “Slave driver!” I said.

“Got that right!” she laughed.  “Get on with it, slave!”

Dinner preparation was well under way about a half hour later.  I suppose with all the clatter and noise I hadn’t heard the front door open, but froze in my tracks when I heard the deep voice from the kitchen doorway.

“My MY! Isn’t this a pretty picture!  Hello girls!” And Cindy was standing there, an evil grin on her face!

I was immediately aware of the impression I had to be making. Hair mussed, some flour probably dusting my face, a frilled apron – with a flounced bow?  Embarrassed, I started to reach behind me to undo the bow, but Cindy knew immediately what I was trying to do and was there beside me in a flash, one hand on my arm, restraining me.

“Oh, please don’t be embarrassed!  You look so cute!  Pretty almost!  Happy!  I’d be most offended if I thought you were going to take your lovely apron off because of me!  So?  Leave it alone – please?”

“Oh Michael!” Susan giggled.  “Don’t let her tease you so much!”  Then she spoke to Cindy.  “Leave him alone for goodness sake!  Go and grab a beer or something!  Piss off!”

Cindy grinned at Susan.  “Okay sis.  Sounds like  a good idea.”  Then she gave me a warning stare.  “But you won’t take your pretty apron off – will you Michael?”

“Oh shut up Cindy!” Susan retorted before I could make an answer. “He won’t.  Needs it to protect his clothes! Now just go away!”

“Whatever your pretty head desires sis,” Cindy said, then leered at me as she went to the fridge and pulled out a bottle of beer, opened it and took a quick drink.  “Bye – girls,” she said, leaving the kitchen.

Susan saw my expression and came and gave me a hug.  “Don’t let her bother you.  She’s really just teasing you know.  Just stand up to her –she’ll leave you alone.”  Then she firmed up.  “Come on slave.  Work to be done!”

I probably did something wrong then.  Trying to make light of the whole episode, I took the sides of my apron in my hands and bobbed a quick curtsey. “Yes Mistress,” I said – but smiled to show I was joking.  

A peculiar expression showed in her eyes and she looked at me questioningly for a split second before she smiled herself.  “Okay.” Was all she said.

I felt a little strange wearing the apron in front of Margaret and Jean when they arrived – and wearing it all through dinner.  When Susan suggested I take it off when we ate, I just laughed and said it would be good protection for my clothes as I was a messy eater – and as I’d be needing it to clean up afterwards and do the dishes, there was no sense in taking it off, was there?  Naturally, I was well aware of the sardonic expression in Cindy’s eyes on hearing my explanation – and just as naturally, was forced to wear the apron even when she hurried away out of the house, five minutes after dinner.  After all, I couldn’t very well reverse what I’d said before, could I?  I felt somewhat strange doing the clean up afterwards – the girls in jeans and tops, and me in a flimsy, feminine half apron wafting around me.  I kept sensing half-amused glances being shot at each other behind my back.  Once caught Jean flipping her wrists in a sissy-like manner at the other two in a reflection of the kitchen window – but what could I say?  Breathed a sigh of relief afterwards (though had a nervous look at the door) when I finally took the apron off and joined the girls for a drink.

It turned out that Susan had a favor to ask.  It turned out that she split the rent of the house with Cindy and, by not being at work was starting to feel the pinch. “This charter job that Cindy and Dallas are talking about pays a LOT better than my old job – and it sounds like a lot of fun,” she said.  “But I need to keep the wolf from the door right now – and I’ve been offered a job at Helen’s Beauty shop – but part of my deal with Cindy is that I keep house – and do the cooking.”

“You?”  Margaret laughed.  “You can’t boil water!”

“Don’t know about that,” Jean said.  “That meal was delicious!”

Susan blushed. “Oh, you’ve got Michael to thank for that.  I just stood around and watched – or did what he told me.  That’s all.”

“Ah!”  Margaret said  “I was wondering about that.  So you’re looking for a roomie?  Don’t think I can – and don’t think I know anybody – but I’ll look if you want?”

“I’m in the same boat,” Jean added.  “But I’ll check around.”

“Thanks girls,” Susan said.  “I’d really appreciate it.  Cindy’s not pressing me or anything – I just like to pay my own way is all.”

We all nodded understandingly and went on to talk about other things.

I had a nice time, but left earlier than the others.  Didn’t really want to – I had such a crush on Susan – but was very nervous thinking about Cindy coming back and catching me still there.  Walked for a while, then got the bus home to my apartment building.

Two days later, I came home from another (unsuccessful) interview.  My heart sank when I saw Mrs. Andrews, the apartment manager, standing in the hall.  Hoped she wasn’t going to dun me for the rent – I had two days left on that month I thought.  But she greeted me pleasantly enough.  “Glad I caught you Michael.  Hope you don’t mind, but I let a Miss Timpson into your apartment – she claims to be a friend of yours?  A very pretty girl?”

“Susan?” I asked hopefully.

She shrugged.  “Showed me her license, but I’ve forgotten.  Hope it’s okay?”

“Sure!”  I grinned, delighted at the prospect and hurried up to my apartment and burst in through the door.  “Susan!” I called out.

I stopped, transfixed with horror as Cindy came stalking out of the kitchen!  She smiled as if delighted to see me, then came and embraced me.  “Oh Mikey!  You’re home!  Have a nice day?”

As she spoke, she dropped her arms until she was holding me around the waist, then effortlessly lifted me up and carried me into my own kitchen – and sat me down on top of the cabinet beside the sink.  “But, you know what?” she continued.  “I’ve looked everywhere – and can’t find one pretty apron – not ONE!  Why is that?”

“I don’t have any aprons Cindy,” I mumbled.

“Aw!  And you looked so pretty the other night!  That apron you wore?  Just looked so right for you.  Know what I mean?”

“But – it was Susan’s apron Cindy.  Not mine!” I managed a trace of indignation this time.

“Of course it was!  But you liked it – didn’t you?  Now tell the truth now!  I don’t like sissies who tell fibs!  You enjoyed the pretty apron, didn’t you?”

“I’m not a sissy, Cindy,” I said, but weakly.

“Yes you are,” she cooed.  “A pretty little sissy.  Tell me?  What did you wear under your wedding gown the night of that costume ball, huh?”

I blushed.  “Well, I couldn’t very well wear . . “

“Nice girlie undies?   Nice soft satin panties – and maybe a bra?”  She interrupted.

I didn’t answer.  Just looked down at the floor.

“And tell me?”  she persisted. “Did you dress yourself that night – or did you have some bridesmaids to help you?”

“Aw come ON Cindy!  I didn’t know how to . .”

“Adjust your bra straps?  Attach your stockings to your garter belt? Pad your bra cups until they looked real?”

“Please Cindy.  Please stop?” I begged quietly.

“Susan was one of the girls that helped you that night, huh?” But her voice was nicer now.  Soothing.

I gulped and nodded.

“And you like her, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“So?  How would you like to do her a nice big favor?”

“I’d love to,” I said sincerely

“Honest?” she whispered.

I nodded vehemently.  “Honest.”

She looked around my kitchen appraisingly.  “You keep this place up pretty well.  Okay – it’s a fleabag – but you’ve kept it clean and neat.  All by yourself?”

I couldn’t help but blush at the praise. Nodded.

“So you do your own housework, do your own laundry?” she paused expectantly.

“Yes.”  I admitted.

She smiled.  “And I KNOW you’re a good cook!  That was a delicious dinner you made.  I really enjoyed it!”

“Thanks!” I said, blushing even more at the praise.

Then she did something that shriveled my ego completely.  Simply picked me off that counter – and cradled me in her arms as if I was a little kid looking up at his mommy.

“I’ve an idea that will help my little sister a lot.  And you can help me.  Wanna hear it?”

Speechlessly, I nodded.

“That’s a good little sissy.  You are a good little sissy, aren’t you?”

I knew better than to argue.  Nodded.

She gave me a chaste kiss.  “Listen up then.”

A while later, I called Susan.  She picked up on the second ring.  “Timpson residence.  Susan here.”

“Hi Susan,”  I said.  “Michael here.  I was just wondering?”

“Hi Michael!  How are you sweetie!  Wondering what, exactly?”

I was sitting on Cindy’s lap, the telephone held just far enough away from my ear that she could hear every word.  I took a deep breath and looked directly up into Cindy’s eyes.  “Just wondering Susan.  Did you get a roomie yet?”

“Nah.  Not a hope.  Looks like I’m stuck here all on my ownsome.”  There was a few seconds of dead time.  Then “Why?” she asked.

“Eh.  How’s about me?” I asked.

“YOU!” she hooted.  “That’s insa . .”  Then there was another pause while she was obviously stopped reacting and started to digest what I’d just said.

“Mmmm” she said next.  “You’d help – screw the ‘help’.  You’d DO the housework?”

I saw the implacable eyes looking into mine. “Yes Susan.”

“AND the cookin’ – ALL of it?”

“If that’s what you wanted.”

“Damn right it is!  What about the laundry and the ironing?” Her voice was getting high at the prospects opening up before her.

“That’s okay.” I said as Cindy patted me gently on the head and mouthed “Good little sissy!” at me.

“But you know it’ll only be for a few weeks?” Susan said after a few seconds.

“Oh yeah.  See, my rent’s due tomorrow and I just can’t afford this place.  If I come stay with you it’ll give me a chance to look around for a cheaper place.”

Cindy had pointed everything out to me. “You left your checkbook out here sweetie – and it’s easy to see that you’re broke.  Now?  Susan’s a proud little thing.  Wouldn’t let me pay her share of our place if her life depended on it.  But I’ll pay your share of the house, utilities – and the food.  That way you’ll be living at no cost to yourself.  I’ll even let you stay there for a few weeks after we’ve left – though you’ll have to pay for your own food then.”

“But what’ll I have to do?” I’d asked.

“What’ll you do?” she asked mock incredulously.  “Why, you’ll do what every little sissy just LOVES to do!  Do all the girly things – the housework – cooking – laundry!  And guess what?”

“What?” I asked.

“I want you to have such fun!  Want you to make sure and wear one of Susan’s nice frilly aprons ALL the time.  I’d better not come home and find you not wearing one!”

“But she’ll think that I AM a sissy!” I moaned.

“Well?  What’s wrong with that?  You ARE!” she answered, laughing softly.

But Susan was saying something in my ear. “When do you think you could come?”

“Tomorrow would be okay.  I don’t have much to pack,” I said.

“Wow!” she said, then paused. “If that’s the case?  Why don’t I come and pick you up right now?  You could even make dinner for tonight!  Cindy was saying how great it was to get a real meal the other night.  But if you don’t mind?  I think I’ll give her a call.  Make sure that this is okay?”

“I’ll start packing I said,” excited at the prospects of living with Susan, despite the thought of Cindy’s presence in the same house.

“Okay Michael!” Susan said happily.  “I don’t see her having any problems, but I’ll let you know immediately if that’s the case.  Otherwise, I’ll pick you up in a half hour or so, huh?”

“Okay,” I said and we disconnected.

Cindy’s cell phone rang within seconds.  She kept on cuddling me and lifted her phone out of her bag. “Hi.  Cindy,” she said.

“Cindy!  Guess what!  Michael just called!” Susan’s voice was tinny and excited.

“What’d the little pansy want?  Borrow one of your dresses?” Cindy sneered.

“Oh STOP it! Why are you so mean to the poor guy?”

“A guy?  Last I heard he was in a wedding dress!”

“Aw c’mon!  Some of us girls just ganged up on him – poor little thing didn’t stand a chance!”

I blushed at hearing this, realizing how I’d been manipulated into wearing the penultimate symbol of femininity. 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Cindy was saying in a bored voice.  “What’d he want then?”

“He asked if he could be my roomie!  Won’t mind doing the housework – or the laundry – or the cooking!”

“Course he won’t mind!  Sissies all love to do that shit!” Cindy growled. “But what are you calling me for?”

“Make sure it’s okay with you,” Susan said, her speech speed slowing appreciably.

“I don’t give a shit – just as long as he behaves properly, like a sissy should.  Don’t want him coming onto my little sister as if he’s some kind of a man!” Cindy leered at me as she spoke.

“Oh.  Never thought of him doing anything like that!” Susan said thoughtfully.

“See?  You must think he’s a pansy too!” Cindy said.  “But it’s okay by me if you want him living with us.”

“Thanks Cindy!  Bye.” Susan said. But her voice was still thoughtful.

Cindy lifted me off her lap. “See?  It was no problem, was it?”

“I guess not, Cindy.  But shouldn’t I start packing now?” I asked tremulously.

“Yes sweetie, that’s a good idea because I’ve got to be long gone by the time Susan comes to pick you up.”  She then stood, towering over me. “But she ever, EVER, gets the idea that I set this up from anything you say or do? Your ass will be toast, my little pansy – TOAST!  So you won’t be telling her anything about our little get-together today, will you?”

“No Cindy,” I said meekly.  “But?”

She had been putting her phone back into her handbag.  Stopped and faced me.  “But?”

“Couldn’t we be friends Cindy?” I asked hopefully.

Her head settled onto her shoulders in a peculiar manner. Then she raised it again.  Gave me a speculative stare.  “Friends?  Don’t think so.  You act like the sissy I know you are – all sweet and girly? I’ll put up with you.  But pull any shit with me?  You’ll regret it.”  She turned and spoke over her shoulder. “That’s about as good as I can offer you sweetie.  Understand?”

“It’s only going to be for a few weeks, right Cindy?” I asked hopefully.

She shrugged.  “As far as I know.  They’re doing some work on the hull.  But as far as I know, the crew’s just about ready to be signed on.  Once that’s done, we’ll be heading out.  But I can’t be standing about here chatting with you – darling.  Gotta run!”  With that she came and smiling, brushed cheeks with me as one woman would do with another, then left.

My mind was in a whirl as I packed my things.  Didn’t take me very long.  The thought of actually living with Susan?  Overwhelming!  The thought of Cindy looming over me – not as pleasant but I was hoping that she wouldn’t be hanging about the house too much. The thought of just being able to hang out with Susan was enough.  I knew I was excited.

I went down and signed out with Mrs. Andrews. She was surprised, I think, but after examining the apartment to make sure I hadn’t damaged anything, she was very complimentary – even gave me most of my security deposit back – for which I was very grateful.

Susan was there shortly afterwards and chattered gaily as she drove back to her place.  “Just dump your cases in here,” she said, opening a door to a bedroom.  “Come and have a cup of tea and a chat.  You can unpack later.”  

The bedroom was quite large, with a queen size bed – but was obviously not going to be mine because of the clothing strewn about – which I could tell for a fact weren’t Cindy’s – so assumed that they were Susan’s.  I smiled and put the suitcases down on the floor.  Followed her out to the kitchen.  Susan then sat down at the table and smiled up at me beatifically.  “Okay babe!  You’re the cook around here now!  This is going to be SO great!”

I’d thought that asking her for an apron was going to be difficult – but I’d had no idea of just how bad it was going to be. “Okay!”  I said.  “Got an apron in here anywhere?”

She shook her head. “They’re all in the dirty wash – and anyway?  You don’t need an apron just to make a pot of tea – surely?” She was looking at me strangely.

“Eh, Er,  Well ?  I just feel more – Er – comfortable wearing one when I’m doing housework,”  I stammered.

“Well, I’ve got a couple in my closet.  But Michael?  They’re full aprons – and – to tell you the truth – kinda feminine.  I just use them for special occasions”  – she batted her eyes and grinned.  “When I have a friend over for a romantic evening, you know?”

I almost decided to decline – but the thought of Cindy coming in and catching me without an apron – terrifying!  Blushing furiously and feeling that my mouth was full of cotton all I could manage was “I’ll try not to dirty it too much.”

Susan shook her head slowly from side to side. “Cindy sees you in one of them?  She’ll be all over you, like a cheap suit.  She thinks you’re a sissy you know.  She’ll tease the hell out of you!” She shrugged. “I guess that’s what you want. Hold on a minute.”

She was correct.  The apron was feminine.  Full skirted made with some white diaphanous material, trimmed with deep frills in contracting pink – then a shirred pink bodice, trimmed with white.  Ashamed, I actually started to make a protest as Susan fitted it over my head. “Michael!” she said firmly.  “It seems as this is what you want!  So just be quiet! Now, let me see if you can tie a proper bow!”

She was firm and more than a little aggravated, so I did as she said.  It took me about six attempts to learn to tie the bow to her satisfaction, but she finally relented and let me go and make the tea.  I felt that she was embarrassed for me at first but, as we sat and chatted I guess that she got used to my effeminate appearance and finally accepted it.

Cindy, naturally, dropped in – to make sure I was properly ensconced in my apron as anything else, I think.  “Hello girls,” she smirked then spoke directly to me. “Susan told me you were coming to stay with us for a little while Michael – or would you rather I call you Michelle?”

When I didn’t answer, she said “What a lovely apron!  Is it yours?”

“No  - I borrowed it from Susan,” I managed.

“Why don’t you stand up and let me see it properly.  Come on now – don’t be shy!” she cooed at me.

I shot Susan a helpless look, hoping that she’d intercede, but she just gave me a tiny shrug – You’ve made your bed – now lie in it- was obviously what she was sending. I got up from my chair slowly, my face burning.

“AW!” Cindy sighed.  “That’s so pretty! Why don’t you give us a little twirl, huh? Come ON now!”

Utterly humiliated, I tried to twirl but it wasn’t satisfactory.  Had to do it again and again until the skirts of the apron belled up around me.  Cindy applauded.  “Very nice – you might make a ballerina yet!”  Then guffawed and left.

“Well Michael?  You can’t say I didn’t warn you,”  Susan said as soon as Cindy was away.  “But maybe she’ll leave you alone now – though if you persist in wearing those aprons, I don’t know what she’ll do.”  She took one look at my embarrassed face then said “Hey!  Let’s get the dishes cleared away and I’ll show you where you can put your clothes.”

She gave me a hand to do the dishes although making it abundantly clear that this was MY job now, she was just giving me a hand.  As we tidied the place up though, I started getting the feeling that she’d been embarrassed for me – then a little mad at me – but was warming to me again.  When we got to the bedroom where I’d left my suitcases, I discovered why.

She slid back one of the closet doors.  “I made room here for any clothes you want to hang up,”  Then she walked over to a chest of drawers. “All my stuff is on the drawers on the left hand side.  You can have all of the ones on the right – though if you don’t need them all?  I’d be awfully glad if you would give me a drawer or two back.”  She gave me a nice smile.  “I was worried that I hadn’t enough space for a roomie, but by the look of your suitcases, you should have plenty of storage room.”  She then peered at my face. “What’s the matter, Michael?  You’re looking very strange.”

“But . . But . . If I store my clothes here?  Where will I change?  And where will I sleep?” I stammered.

“Oh that’s what was wrong, huh?”  She giggled then pointed to a sofa. “That’s a make down bed.  You can sleep there if you want or? “ she pointed to her bed. “That’s a queen sized bed.  Lots of room.  You can share it with me if you want.”

“Share a bed – with you?  I couldn’t!” I panted.  “Cindy?  She’d KILL me!”

“What for?”  Susan asked, obviously puzzled.  Then she nodded.  “Oh.”  Thought for a moment.  “Michael?  You obviously don’t understand.  You don’t appeal to me.”

“But?  I’m a man – and you’re a woman!” I said.

“Oh god.  That again?  Look I prefer my own sex to men and frankly Michael?  I’d been a little concerned about letting a male share my bedroom – but let’s face it, you’re not exactly overly masculine, are you? I used to argue with Cindy when she said you were a sissy.  Now?  I must admit . . .”  her voice tailed off.

I drifted into effeminacy as effortlessly as a feather floating downstream on a river.  What else could I do?  I suppose that, maybe, I had had latent tendencies in that direction but in the weeks that followed, as I became used to sharing a bedroom with a girl – and yes, I DID end up sharing the bed with her – she certainly didn’t see me as any danger to her, and I guess I started seeing myself as Cindy and Susan saw me – a sissy.

I mean – living in a house with two women – one who had the strength to dominate me into wearing the uniform of a subservient female at all times?  The other, who now seeing me as effeminate, made no attempt to treat me as anything other than her sister?  Lay in bed beside me at night, telling me of her crush on a girl at work?  Made no attempt to shield her body from my eyes in the morning – or evening – when changing or stepping out of the shower?

And performing as the housewife in that house? Doing the cleaning, the laundry, the ironing, the cooking and (most times) the tidying and washing of the dishes?

And tell me.  What do you do when the girl that you love brings home her girlfriend for dinner, huh? And wants you to make an impression by wearing one of your prettiest aprons, huh? And then, while the two women – budding makeup artists – want to experiment on you? Do you fight them off – or sit, squirming in shame as they make you prettier?  Put your hair up in rollers? Start referring to you as Michelle?

And when that same girl that you love suggests that you make her feel kinda uncomfortable by wearing male clothes to bed at night?  Do you say “Tough shit?” Or do you start borrowing her baby dolls?”

I don’t know.  Maybe humiliation is like anything else.  One gets used to it – becomes inured, but even as I sand into being nothing more than a pansified houseboy, I saw the end of my subservience approaching.  The yacht had been repaired and the crew hired.  Susan was delighted.  She’d been taken on as some sort of combination Beauty operator and purser.  The yacht wasn’t that big for Chrissake but it had a pool and some other luxuries found on a cruise liner – like the Beauty shop she’d supervise – but a GIFT shop?

I didn’t pay that much attention to the conversations that became common at our dinner table.  Dallas, Cindy’s friend, started appearing regularly.  She was nice enough to me – although she did refer to me as Michelle as often as not.  Though, by that time, it had not become uncommon, so it didn’t bother me that much.  But, as time went by, it suddenly dawned on me – all of the crew were women!  AND?  All of the passengers!  It was a Lesbian cruise!

The atmosphere in the house grew increasingly electric as the days to the beginning of the cruise drew near – and then?  There was some sort of brouhaha!  Everybody seemed to be running in circles!  Then, one night, all three women were looking at me strangely.  I had just finished doing the dishes and was standing in the kitchen drying my hands when the three of them crowded in.

“Something the matter, ladies?” I asked nervously.

“Just hush!” Cindy said, taking a hold of my waist and hoisting me to sit on the kitchen table.

“We just want to have a look at something,” Susan said, advancing on me, her makeup bag in her hand. “Just sit still!”

And, with Cindy and Dallas peering intently over her shoulders while she worked, she made my face up.  Not lightly, as she’d done a few times – but a full scale, careful, makeover.

“Wow!”  Dallas said softly when Susan stepped back.  “He definitely could pass!”

Cindy shook her head. “Nah.  Don’t think so. I know that Susan could work his hair to look better, but it still wouldn’t work! He’s a sweet little pansy alright, but he’d still never pass as a woman.  Not without a lot of training – and we don’t have that much time.”

“Don’t have time for what?” I asked, feeling the strangeness of the lipstick on my lips.

Susan sighed.  “The ship’s cook has got sick – and the only available replacements are men.”

“What’s wrong with that?” I asked, now very conscious of the mascara coating my eyelids.

“It’s got to be an all female crew.  Hadn’t you figured that out yet?” Dallas said.

“But you can cook, and Dallas and Susan think you could pass – but I don’t,” Cindy said. “Say something – like a girl!”

“I don’t think I can,” I said softly.  “And anyway?  I don’t want to go on a ship with nothing but women.”

“Oh shut up!” Cindy snarled.  “You’ll do as you’re told!”  She lifted me down from my perch.  “Go and get me a drink.  Make yourself useful!”

She sounded angry enough so I didn’t verbally object at being talked to like a servant but walked away so indignantly that I felt my apron swishing around my legs – setting all three women into giggling fits. When I returned, they were discussing a new plan.  It wasn’t long before they had agreed on a plan of action – and then I was informed of what I’d to do.

The lady who interviewed me the following morning wore a nice red dress – and a harried expression.  She came out with my application in her hand.  “I can see you now Michael – or do you prefer Michelle?”

“Michael is fine ma’am” I said.

“Very well.  Why don’t you come in and we can discuss your application,” she said, opening the door and standing aside to let me pass.

She started speaking before she had even reached the seat behind her desk.  “You’re aware that we normally don’t hire males for this cruise?” She sat down than and looked at me across her desk.  “I’m sorry.  You don’t mind if I refer to you as a male?”

“No ma’am.”

“Good!  It makes this interview so much easier if I can speak openly.  You know then that you’re applying for position of cook on a  yacht where all of the crew – and all of the passengers are female?”

“Yes.”

She looked down at the application.  “Says here that you room with Susan and Cindy Timpson?”

“Yes’m”

“And they tell me that you look after the house for them?  Both of them speak highly of your  .  your  .. homemaking skills.”

I blushed and brushed back the soft wisp of hair that fell across my brow. Knew that her eyes caught the soft pink polish on my nails – and also the very light coating of matching lipstick on my lips. Saw her nostrils extend just a little as a trace of my perfume wafted to her.

“I was out of work, and they asked me to take care of the house for them.  I  just pay a small portion of the rent – and don’t have to pay for my food.”

She nodded. “Yes, Susan explained that to me.  Says you’re a great cook?”

“I don’t know about that ma’am – but I’m okay, I guess,” I said modestly.

“Well you’ll be cooking for a crew of twelve – and six passengers.  Think you can manage that?”

“It all depends ma’am.  Cindy tells me that a lot of the food has been pre-prepared by a gourmet caterer and so most of the cooking will be just freshening it up – but if everybody is eating at different times, it might get difficult.”

“That’s not going to happen,” she said.  On top of that, you’ll have an assistant to help you.  So do you see any problem in the kitchen?”

“No ma’am.”

“Fine – but there’s one other area I must cover – sex.  Are you and Susan an item?”

“Huh?  Oh no ma’am.”

“Have you ever slept with her?” 

I blinked.  “Most every night these last few weeks ma’am”

She sat bolt upright.  “Most every . .?” Then a quizzical look came into her eyes.  “Like friends – that it?”

I blushed. “Well we are friends.”

She grinned.  “Okay – so you’re not going to be making a play for girls.  Are you gay?”

“NO!” I was indignant.

“Okay – okay!  Sorry!” she said.  “But are you Cindy’s  . .?” She hesitated.  “Friend?”

“She doesn’t like me much,” I said.

“I can’t quite figure this out,” she said.  “You’re neither Susan or Cindy’s type – and you’re not gay?  What gives?”  Then she brightened.  “Of course!  They both like girls – and you’re just not girl enough for either of them.  Is that it?”

I could only blink at her – this conversation was getting out of hand! But then she got serious again.  “Look! We have to have one thing straight above everything else.  Crew members – and you’re one – are there to make the passengers happy.  I don’t want you making a play for any passenger – but if one makes a play for you – which I doubt – you’ll go along!  Got that?”

“Makes a play for me?” I asked stupidly.

She sighed. “Look.  I’m straight myself – but I’ve had some passengers – of both types mind you – that have made plays for ME!  And that’s here – in this office.  I’ve no idea what the hell they’ll get up to out on the high seas – but whatever it is?  You better go along, PERIOD!”

I nodded.  Couldn’t think what else to do.

“Okay,” she said.  “I have a feeling that I could be making a goddam big mistake – but if you want the job?  It’s yours.  Want it?”

Knowing already what the wages were I accepted .

“Better get your ass down to the Purser,” she said.  “Get fitted for uniforms.”

“Uniforms?”

“Of course!  You’ll be wanting a guy uniform – that right?”

“I guess so.  But I thought it was an all female crew“ I answered.

“Let me explain,” she said, seeing my confusion. “As a help to our paying customers? We have two types of uniforms – each indicating the wearer’s sexual orientation.  Girls wear dark skirts and light tops.  ‘Guys’ wear light shorts and dark tops.  Saves confusion all around.”

“Ah!” I said.

“A guy uniform – for you?”  The purser said, taking in my lipstick and nails. “Don’t be so effing stupid.  What size skirt do you wear?”

“I don’t wear skirts,” I said.

“You’re the new cook, right?”

I nodded.

“Then you work for me – now what size skirt do you wear?”

That afternoon, Susan had me model my uniform for her. I wore the straight skirt – navy blue with the hem just above my knees:  my white satin blouse tied across and leaving my tummy bare: and my white satin beret It was open enough at the front that the lace edging of my bra was easily visible.. 

“Looks good on you Michelle,” Susan said.  “But you’ll have to wear panties. Those boxer shorts look awful underneath that skirt – and some forms inside your bra wouldn’t hurt either.”

I plucked nervously at my skirt. “But Susan?  I’m a guy!  I don’t feel right in this – and I can’t work in a kitchen dressed like this!”

“Oh, you’re just being silly!” she said, putting a comforting arm around my shoulder and caressing me through the satin.  “You don’t wear that while you’re working.  But we have to mix with the passengers you know – and by the time I get you ready?  You’ll be used to looking pretty –just wait and see – some of those macho broads will be lining up for you!”

She wasn’t entirely correct, but any semblance I had to a male when we joined the ship was pretty well hidden. She’d waxed me and tweezed me, moisturized me and perfumed me.  Set my hair and manicured and pedicured my nails. It wasn’t until I was unpacking my clothes in the cabin that I realized that I hadn’t one article of male clothing with me. To all intents and purposes, I was a young woman, though Susan didn’t waste any time in explaining to our two cabin mates, Else and Diana, that I was just a sissy – and not to worry about me being male. I think they were embarrassed for the first day or so but that soon disappeared and I found myself living in a welter of feminine lingerie and makeup.

I was surprised at how easy the work was. My ‘assistant’ was a young girl – who just LOVED to cook and it quickly became apparent that with the pre-packaged meals and with all of the waitresses giving a hand to bus the tables and do the dishes, I soon discovered that I’d plenty of time on my hands – and once Evelyn picked me for her own, I had even more.

Evelyn was easily the queen – or should I say ‘king’ bee amongst the passengers.  As such, she had the biggest suite on board and everyone was very deferential towards her.  She called for me to give me some special information on her dietary needs.  I changed into a fresh uniform skirt and blouse, checked my makeup carefully, and knocked on her door.

“Come in!” she boomed and, nervously, I opened the door and went into her cabin. “You sent for me ma’am?” I said, and bobbed a small curtsey.

“You the chef?” she asked, obviously amazed.  “But they said you were a guy!”

I blushed through my makeup. “I am – well kinda, ma’am”

Her mouth formed a delighted circle.  “Come over here sweetie.  Let’s see you.”

Knees knocking, I went to her.  Then let out a little squeal of surprise when she ran her hand up under my skirt and took a hold of my penis! “Oh MY!” she said.  “Aren’t you the cutest little thing!  C’mere!” and she pulled me down onto her lap.

There, she untied the knot in my blouse.  “Need to see these breasts of yours,” she purred. As she slowly unbuttoned the blouse to display my camisole and bra. “Very nice, but they’re just breast forms – a cutie like you?  I’d have thought you’d have implants – why not?”

“Well ma’am.  I’m not really a sissy. I needed a job and I have to dress this way to keep it.”

“Oh, I see!” she said. “But don’t the dykes here on board wear a different uniform – to show that they’re guys?”

I squirmed under her hand as she was fondling my breasts lightly.  “Yes – but they didn’t have a guy uniform to fit me.”

“Oh, what a SHAME! Make you wear pretty girly clothes because they can’t come up with a man’s uniform for you?  What’s your name, sweetie?”

“Michael.”

“Michael?  Come on now!” She stared at me mock-sternly.

“Sometimes, they call me Michelle,” I answered weakly.

“Much more appropriate, don’t you think?” she said.

There was a tone in her voice that merged on the mocking.  I just nodded, getting scared of the look in her eyes..

“But you’ve handled all of this very well!” she added. “Look like a girl and dress like a girl?  Smell like a girl – and feel so soft and weak like a girl.  Like to give me a kiss?”   Holding my penis, she readjusted my position.

I was now almost lying back in her left arm, her right hand fondling my breasts then coming down to trifle with the hem of my skirt.  I was looking up into her eyes.  Nervously licked my lips.

“Oh Michelle!  Your lips are SO inviting!  And you’re making them all wet and sexy!  Pout nicely for Evelyn now.  And why don’t you put your arms around my neck, huh?”

I did as she said, and pouted.  Actually?  Acting submissive and weak like this felt natural somehow. She grinned as her lips approached mine. Naturally now, as I was defenseless, her hand was immediately back up my skirt. “Still here, I see?” she said. “Enjoy this?”  And then, before I could answer, her lips were on mine and her tongue was halfway down my throat.

She finally broke for air, but immediately flipped my skirt up to reveal my panties.  “But sweetie?  What are your panties made of?” she asked.

“I don’t know,”  I answered.  “Nylon?”

“Well, I guess they feel nice enough – but a little cutie like you?  Should be wearing something nicer – like satin.  Don’t you think that little cuties should wear satin?”

What could I say?  “Yeah – well?  I guess so” is what came out of my mouth.

But she didn’t react.  Just kept me there on her lap, kissing and fondling me.  Gradually, the sexual lust was gone, and the topics of conversation grew more mundane.  She was quite surprised to find that Susan and I were roomies – it turned out that her best friend Toni had the hots for her.  “I think that the four of us will have such fun!” Evelyn said.

The three girls and I were getting ready that evening when a knock came to our cabin door.  One of the guys was standing there when Else answered.  She was carrying a fairly large pink box with a hot pink satin bow.  “Something here for Michelle,” she said.

“Me?” I said, very conscious of being in my undies in front of a guy.

“Yeah,” she said.  “Here!”

As I took them from her, Susan let out a squeal.  “They were for YOU?  I’ve been wondering all day who the lucky girls would be!”

“Girls?” I asked.  “What are you talking about?”

Before she could answer, another knock came to the cabin door.  This time, she opened it.  It was Dallas.  “Hey Susan!  Guess you made a conquest!” she said – and handed Susan a present, identical to mine!

“Ooooh!  Oooooh!  Ooooh!” Susan squealed.  Then turned to me.  “I know what’s in them.  Evvie bought them at my gift store today ” she said – “and you don’t – so why don’t you go ahead and open your present?”

And, in front of Else’s and Diana’s jealous eyes, I opened the gift and pulled out set after set of lingerie – in beautiful pastels – and some bright primary colors – and all in satin!.  A note inside the box said  “To a little cutie book end – Now you can dress properly!  from Evvie!”

“Book end?  What does that mean?” I asked, stunned by the gift.

“Got me!” Susan giggled, starting to open up her gift – to reveal lingerie sets that matched mine – exactly – and a note calling her ‘book end’ as well – but from Toni.

“Oh, I get it,” she laughed.  “When the four of us go out on a double date? They want us to wear the same undies!  Ain’t that a kick?”

She started stripping off her clothes.  “Well?  Come ON then,” she said excitedly.

“And do what, exactly?” I asked.

“To thank Toni and Evvie, stupid!  Have you ANY idea how much they spent on us?  And we’ll have to wear identical outfits over these sets – that’ll please them, I’ll betcha!”

“But don’t you think this is going too far?  I’m a guy!” I wailed.

“Guy?  Schmuy!” she laughed and started to pull my slip hem up

We (she) finally decided that we’d look best in the yellow sets and, with Else and Diana helping us, we were parading around in our heels and nylons in no time.  Okay – I’m not a girl – but the feel of the satin as the layers slid around my body?  Incredible!  I couldn’t help it.  Started to get sexed up – which created a bulge in my slip.

“That reminds me!”  Susan said.  “Evvie and Toni would probably appreciate a blow job.  Think you can handle that?”

“You have to be kidding!  I don’t give blow jobs!  For one thing, like I said?  I’m a guy!  For another?  I don’t know how . . “ I tailed off, shrinking a little from the ferocious glare that Susan was shooting at me.

“ENOUGH OF THIS GUY SHIT!” she finally spat at me.  “You’re gonna give Evvie a blow job if she wants one – and you’re gonna like it – or at least ACT like you do!”

“Am NOT!” I said, sounding like a little kid, even to me.

“Are SO!” she responded in kind.

“Aw, come on Susan,” I backed off a little.  “I don’t know how!  And I really don’t want to learn!”

She shook her head in an aggravated way, then went and whispered in Else’s ear.  Else’s eyebrows shot up, then she giggled and left the cabin, closing the door behind her.

Susan advanced on me.  “Michelle dear?  I’m sorry.  But you’re going to have to learn how to do a passable blow job.  Are you willing to promise me that you’ll at least try?”

I was almost crying.  “You know I’d do anything in the world for you Susan – but I’m sorry. Can’t do it.”

“Well, I’m sorry too,” she said.

“For what?”

“Gonna have to make you do it.”

“How you going to do that?” I countered nervously.

“You’ll see!” she said – and grappled with me!

I’ll be honest.  I started to giggle.  I mean – Susan’s a girl!  A soft, sweet, delectable, girl!  What on earth was she thinking she’d accomplish?  She doesn’t outweigh me – and is maybe even a pound or two lighter than me.  But suddenly?  I wasn’t giggling any more – I had a lithe, athletic – angry – girl on my hands.  She was squealing with effort and soon I found myself doing the same and seeing us in the full length mirror on the back of the door – what I saw was two satin-clad females, struggling and gasping as they struggled against each other.  We broke apart for a second. “You gonna behave?” she panted  Bringing her hands back up into a clawing position. And glaring at me, ready to fight again.

“Please Susan?  I don’t want to fight you,” I said, my voice trembling.

A triumphant expression came into her eyes and she stepped right up to me.  I took a step backwards, and she followed.  “Because I’m beating you.  That it?  Letting a girl beat you, huh?” she added, starting to giggle

“Please stop, Susan,” I said, practically groveling.

“Say ‘pretty please Susan” she said, taking a hold of my bra and slip straps and tugging on them gently.

“Pretty please, Susan”  I repeated, starting to cry with the humiliation.  This was the woman I’d fantasized about being MY girl – soft and loving.  Sweet and amenable. And now, here she was, dominating me in a fight! Walking backwards and pulling me along with her.  Smiling at me – but not in a very nice way, if you know what I mean.

“If I said you were a very naughty boy Michael?  What would you say?”

“I’m sorry for being a naughty boy?”

“Very good! “ Taking a few more small steps back.  “And if I said you were a very naughty little girl, Michelle?  What would you say?”

I tried to hold back, but couldn’t.  “I’m sorry for being a naughty little girl, Susan.” I said softly.

“But saying you’re sorry doesn’t alter the fact, does it?  What happens to naughty little boys and girls?” she was now backed up with her legs against the couch.

“I don’t know, Susan”

“Of course you do!  They get spanked – don’t they!”  With that, she simply sat down and pulled me with her.

Totally demoralized, I didn’t struggle as she arranged me, face downwards, over her knees.  I could hear Diana giggle from the other side of the cabin, then I heard the door open and Else came back in, but I couldn’t see her.  

“Get it?  Susan asked.  “Cindy give you any problems?”

“She was kinda curious I think, but gave it to me no problem,” Else giggled.  “God, it’s BIG!  You know?  You can tell Cindy that any time she’s looking for a date?  I think she’s a real stud!”

Then her voice changed as she took in the scene in front of her.  “What you doin’ to Michelle, Susan?”

“Spanking her – or at least teaching her how to get spanked!  Now, are you listening Michelle?”

I nodded.

“Good.  Now, bend your legs at the knees.  That’s it – but now lower them a bit so they’re at an angle – of you stick them too straight into the air, you’ll get them in the way of the guy when you start to kick.  Now?  Kick your feet – as if you’re swimming.”

I started to kick.

“NO!  Not that way!  Just flutter them a little.  NO!  Too strong!”

I felt a sharp slap on my ass.

“Just flutter them – delicately!  That’s better.  Now, do you think you could give out a little squeal?”

“I don’t think I can squeal, Susan,” I said.

“Was squealin’ pretty loud when he was fighting with you, Susan,”  Diana laughed.

“That’s right!  So she was!” Susan laughed.  “Okay Michelle – now let’s see what you can do!”

And, squirming about on her lap, kicking and squealing, I got spanked and called a naughty girl.  Yes, I cried a little – but to tell the truth, it was highly erotic, so that when Susan stopped and whispered “Ready to learn to give blow jobs now, Michelle?” I didn’t see much percentage in arguing. Nodded.

“Okay sweetie.  Up you get – and go into the bathroom with Diana, while I get ready,” she then told me.  I didn’t have a clue what was going on, but did as I was told.  When Diana got me in the bathroom, she pulled out a lipstick tube.  “Giving a blow job?  Get your lips all big, red, and wet looking.  Really turns the guys on.  So put some of this stuff on – then gloss over it.  Let’s see how you do.”

Under her keen eye, I applied the lipstick.  She said I’d done okay – but suggested I put more on.  “That’s perfect!” she said after I’d finished.  “Now the coat of Gloss.”

It felt strange when I started to go back into the cabin.  My lips felt huge and sticky – but my whole mouth went dry when I saw Susan.  She had put on a strap on dildo – and the huge thing jutted obscenely out from her slim body.  She stared at me.  “Okay Michelle.  Pretend I’m Evvie.  What do you say, huh?”

And for the next ten minutes, with the three girls coaching me, I learned how to coo how ‘handsome’ it looked and “SO BIG – MMMM!”  and “I just can’t wait to give that big handsome hunk a KISS!

And then, the ultimate humiliation.  I had to kneel down in front of the girl I loved and tell her that she was my MAN – and lick that ugly thing lovingly and take it in my mouth – I got a few paddles from Diana and Susan on my backside before I finally did it.  Then, Susan standing powerfully over me, I had to slide my mouth up and down that huge prick, letting out happy grunts and squeaks as I did so.  As a Finishing touch, I had to pull out my compact – redo my lipstick then say “That was GREAT honey.  Want to do it again?”

She didn’t – but Diana did! And then Else!  Neither one had ever acted the male part before, but they enjoyed having a thoroughly cowed male – dressed in his satin undies – performing as their girl and, with Susan standing over me while I performed, I learned to be the penultimate bimbo, slobbering all over a false penis – and pretending to enjoy it. I knew from the looks in their eyes when we’d finished that they’d never think of me as any kind of a male again – but strangely?  I felt kinda relieved.  Felt I was more one of the girls now.

It was just as well I’d been trained I guess. After we’d dressed in our freshest uniforms and my makeup had been restored to full Technicolor glory, Susan and I minced our way to Evvie’s cabin – where she and Toni awaited us.  At least, that was the impression I got.

“Come in girls!  Come in!” Evvie shouted out when Susan knocked on the door.  “Been expecting you!”  Then as Susan opened the door and we stepped shyly into the cabin, she added.  “Look at that pair of dolls, Toni!”

The two women were lolling side by side on a sofa.  Both had drinks in their hands, and I had the feeling that it wasn’t their first either as they had a glassy sheen to their eyes.

“Come to say thank you for your nice presents?” Toni asked.

“Ooooh yes!” Susan squealed beside me – and giving me a nip on the thigh, indicated I should act the same as her – then minced over to Toni and slobbered a big kiss on her lips.  “Oh THANK YOU dear Toni!  The undies are beautiful!”

Truthfully?  I still didn’t like what I was doing, but must have been successful enough in squealing my thanks to Evvie, that she looked pleased.  “You got the undies girls?  How come I’m not seeing them?” she said, once I unlocked my lips from hers.

What could I do?  I immediately followed Susan’s lead and, though shy,  stripped off my outer clothes.  Stood there in my feminine lingerie, ashamed of the mound showing at my front – but I guess it wasn’t big enough to warrant any comments because Evvie and Toni looked at each other, grinned, then turned to us.  “Okay girls – bookends!”

I soon found out what they meant. Laughing and carrying their drinks with them, they stood up.  It was immediately apparent that they were wearing dildos under their dresses from the  sight of the large protuberances at the front.  Then they swaggered out into the center of the cabin, where they stood back to back.

“Okay girls.  Fun time! Down on your knees!”  Toni said.

“Time to go to work!” Edith added, then laughed.  “Like pretty bookends!”

And, following Susan’s lead, I did all the right things.  Giggled and squealed.  Made delighted noises as I lifted Evvie’s skirts – she wasn’t wearing panties – and saw the large dildo she was wearing. Breathed a small sigh of relief when I saw it wasn’t quite as big as Cindy’s had been – it even felt different as I took it in my mouth after I’d kissed and licked it for a while.

It was SO demeaning! In the mirrored closet door, I could see our reflections, and while Toni and Evvie stood arrogantly sipping on their drinks and chatting over their shoulders to each other, Susan and I were two submissive ,pretty, girls in our lovely satin lingerie, happily smiling and making delighted noises with our heads bobbing up and down on the shafts – getting patted on the head like two pets while doing so.  Finally – I don’t think Susan was ready for it either as she let out a strangled squeak like me – something jetted into my mouth!  Gagging a little, I tried to pull back, but Evvie’s hand was on the back of my head. “”Wasn’t that a nice surprise Michelle?” she asked.  “Swallow it now!”

Then both women went and sat side by side on the sofa again.  This time Susan and I had to sit on their laps.  There, we were kissed and fondled for a while, but then they slid out from underneath us – and had US start to kiss and fondle each other!  Stood laughing and joking as Susan and I gradually got excited, rubbing our satin covered bodies together, kissing –with lots of tongue.  Gradually, Susan was straddling me. I was in seventh heaven looking up at her.  Finally, I was getting to make love to my dream goddess!  Okay, it was kinda humiliating, given the clothes I was wearing, an audience of two grinning women – and the fact that Susan had actually competed with me for the male position – and won.  She leaned over and kissed me.  Told me how pretty I was.  Asked me if I was her girl.  When I nodded, she lifted the hem of my slip and started to pull my panties down.  I started to undulate underneath her.

“Okay girls!  Enough.  Time to play bookends again!” Toni was pulling Susan up off me. I felt like bursting into tears with frustration, but then noticed that while Susan and I had been slithering about on the sofa, the women had placed two straight back chairs, side by side, maybe a foot or eighteen inches apart in the center of the cabin.

“Okay girls.  Kneel up on the chairs and face each other.  Keep your knees well apart!”  Evvie commanded.

Susan and I went over to the chairs and doing as we were told, found ourselves kneeling on the chair cushions and facing each other.

“Okay girls!  You can start petting again,”  Toni said.

With the gap between the chairs we both found that we were mutually supporting each other, our upper bodies meeting in the middle of the gap, while our knees stayed anchored to the cushions.

“But I thought we were going to play bookends again?” Susan complained.

“Oh we are, we ARE!”  Evvie laughed.  “We just want you and Michelle all hot to trot, is all.”

It was awkward, no doubt about it, but soon I was kissing Susan – and being kissed back – our hands finding each other’s bodies and stroking and caressing each other as best we could, we were soon trembling with lust.

Then I saw that Toni was standing directly behind Susan and saw Susan’s eyes widen with surprise.  Then I felt Evvie at my back, pulling my panties down and applying a kind of gel to my anus.  I started to open my mouth in protest, but Susan must have figured this out, because she effectively silenced me by giving me a ferocious kiss – and ramming her tongue deep in my mouth!  And she kept it there as Evvie’s fingers finished the lubrication and then her dildo slowly worked it’s way inside me.

This time, Evvie and Toni were the bookends as they humped Susan and I doggy style.  Once Susan moved her lips off mine, she was gasping and panting – as I was.  Yes, it was the ultimate in degradation, being fucked as if I was a woman while someone else was doing to MY girl what she wouldn’t allow me to do.  I then felt her hands run a condom over my erection.  Wondered why, when to my own surprise I ejaculated!

We were allowed to clean up and get dressed after that.  Evvie stuck five one hundred bills in my bra and thanked me for being such a good girl – while Toni did the same to Susan.

I just said that getting humped the way we did was he ultimate degradation, but I’m not really that sure. How would you feel walking down a ship’s corridor, the girl that you loved complimenting you for being such a good girl? Asking if you’d had a good time? Asking if the dildo Evvie had used had torn you?  And then undressing in the cabin with Diana and Else looking on curiously – and taking in the crumpled state of your undies?

The next day after breakfast, Susan and I were ‘relieved’ of our duties and transferred to ‘Customer Liaison’ – in other words, companions for Evvie and Toni respectively. I was also transferred into Evvie’s cabin. While Susan was re-billeted in Toni’s cabin – adjoining ours.

A small boat drew up alongside the ship that afternoon. And some fairly bulky packages were transferred to the ship.  It turned out to be a series of outfits – matching of course – for Susan and I to wear.  “I’m sick of seeing you girls in nothing but uniforms,” Evvie groused. “Now the pair of you?  Move your sweet little asses and change.  Wear what you like – just make sure that you co-ordinate everything you wear!”

Any miniscule vestiges of masculine pride I had remaining disappeared over the next few days as we cruised down the coast line. I mean, how do you think I felt making sure that Susan and I wore identical little flirty dresses, matching undies and shoes – even our makeup?  Though with Evvie and Toni proudly showing us off to everybody it was kinda nice seeing how jealous the other girls were of us.  Also, as we got humped regularly, I couldn’t stop from becoming more and more girlish – actually found myself acting all flirty and feminine – getting my hair done – bikini wax jobs – and manicures and pedicures, Susan guiding me all the way. Started recognizing the signals from Evvie and bending over for her. Found out that she’d been nice enough to use a small dildo on me that first time – but that didn’t last too long.

She also never lost the impression that I wanted to be a girl. I tried to dissuade her a few times, but finally gave up.  This probably explains what happened.

We dropped anchor just outside of Ensenada in Mexico.  Evvie and Toni took us ashore in a water taxi.  Escorted us to a number of bars and restaurants until my head was swimming.  Then, I vaguely remember being in some sort of boutique, having my measurements taken, with Evvie, Toni, and Susan looking on.  I was confused because Susan wasn’t getting measured as well, but could only mumble my questions – that nobody paid any interest in.  Then, while we were still there, Evvie handed me a white pill and a glass of milk. “Here Michelle.  Better take this.  You’ll have a hangover if you don’t”

I don’t even remember taking it, but I must have.

I woke up in a comfortably furnished room – in a hospital style bed.  Had a slight headache and a tinge of a sore throat.  I took a sip of water from a glass beside the bed which eased my throat a little.  Then it dawned on me.  The room wasn’t moving – I wasn’t on board the ship.  And something else was bothering me.  When I’d reached for the water glass, I’d noticed that the nightgown I wore – a pretty one – seemed to be unusually constrictive about the chest.  And hadn’t the glass felt funny against my lips?

I craned my neck from the pillow and saw that I had realistic breasts lifting the front of the gown!  LARGE ones!  I let out a mewl of despair and picked up a small hand mirror from beside the bed.  Imagine my shock when I saw the fully made up girl staring back at me.  Pouting, full, kissable lips: Beautifully arched eyebrows: Sultry dark eyes emphasized by eyeliner and eye shadow:  Cheeks rosy with blusher.

I licked my lips.  Strangely, there was no lipstick taste. Gently took the tip of my finger and brushed my lips.  None came off on  my finger!  Nor did any of the blusher, mascara, or eyeliner. I knew that I’d been permanently made up!

As I stared into the mirror, a nurse bustled into the room.  “My!  The sleeping beauty awakes!” She giggled  “And admiring yourself already?  How do you feel?”

“Fine, I guess.” I said slowly.

“No sore throat? Not sore at your hips?”

“My throat’s a little sore.  How did you know?” I asked.

“Well, Doctor Morales is a marvelous surgeon.  But sometimes when she shaves an Adam’s apple? It hurts the girls.”

“Adam’s apple?”

“Yes.  Now you have a pretty smooth throat – just like a girl’s!”

“And hips?” I asked desperately.

“Of course!  She’s enhanced your lips, hips and breasts as well. I haven’t seen you of course, but I’ll bet you have an hour glass figure now.”  She giggled. “But I suppose you’d better get up and get dressed – the ship got back in yesterday and I’ll bet they can’t wait to see you!”

“What do you mean, the ship got back yesterday?  We just arrived yesterday.” I said.

“Oh no.  This is Saturday.  You’ve been here since last Monday.  Your girlfriend spent a LOT of money on you.  I hope you’re grateful!” she said, chastising me.  “Up now!  Let’s get your lovely dress on! I can’t wait to see it!”

I saw the feminine shape in the door mirror as I got out of bed. Pendulous breasts, spreading hips with a tiny waist. Gawped as the nurse brought out the white wedding gown – a confection of tulle, chiffon, and organza – and then a swathe of buttery white satin undies – and a veil of course. “Now, go and get showered, I’ve called your friend Susan, and she should be here soon,” I was told.

I was just starting to put on my undies when Susan appeared – in a sea foam green bridesmaids dress.  “Hello Michelle.  Miss us?” she asked.

“I’m confused,” was all I could manage.

“Well anyone would!” she said soothingly.  “But let’s get you dressed and back to the ship!”

“To marry Evvie?” I asked.

“Well, I don’t know how legal it’ll be – but that’s the idea,” she answered.  “You see?  I happened to mention how cute you’d looked in a wedding dress, that last time – and I guess it gave her the idea.  But come ON – the whole ship is waiting for the ceremony!”

And my girlfriend started to dress me in my wedding finery.

The end


INVOLUNTARY ASSIMILATION.

Let's say that my name is Alan.  It's not – but it's close to Helen, which suits the purpose of my story.  The reason for this subterfuge?  You may recognize me if I tell the truth – and I certainly don't want that, because I have a secret.  Mind you, I write of this secret fully understanding that the security I have structured around it has been breached by some – but let me see what you think.

More on the secret later, but let me describe myself first.  

I'm male, heterosexual. Married.  No children – not because of fertility problems, simply because neither myself nor my wife think we'll enjoy the patter of tiny feet pattering about our nice house.  I have a relatively high mid-level management position in a large Engineering conglomerate, one that dictates some travel from me, but I am truthfully now in the position where I most often send subordinates.

I am in my mid thirties and reasonably attractive.  Slim and though not tall, am of a reasonable height.  Have a full head of hair which I keep neat, though am well aware that some of my contemporaries consider it a little on the long side.

I live in an English speaking country and am well versed in all of the sporting venues followed by males.  Can speak knowledgeably on football (International version and American) Cricket, Baseball, boxing and Lacrosse.  I'm a passable golfer and in my early youth was a reasonable tennis player.

I'm on the quiet side, but do open up with friends when I've had a couple of drinks – Scotch being my liquor of choice, or a nice wine with dinner.  I can tell a joke, and enjoy a risqué one now and then.  I interact well with people of both genders.

I'm in my tenth year of marriage.  Doris, my wife, (not her real name either) is an attractive, rather cool lady of a better pedigree than I am.  She is basically unemployed, but is still called in at times as a consultant on International Banking –  with VERY high fees.  Financially therefore, we are comfortably off.  She has a small circle of friends that she plays golf, tennis, and whist with.  They, like her, are self confident, attractive – and accept me cordially when I occasionally join them for drinks, lunch, or whatever.

But on to my 'secret'.   An almost perfect life, huh?  True, but there is a little fly in the ointment.  Well, not really a fly – more of a gnat size problem.  You see, I  have a sexual proclivity which I dare not scratch.  Bluntly, I have fantasized all of my life about being dominated by a woman.  Not just dominated physically, but being coerced physically or mentally into being her personal maid – and dress and act in that capacity.  Naturally, within our circle of friends this would be construed as 'perverted', and I'm sure that if anyone was to find out about this, my continued employment might be endangered.  I have  therefore cultivated a persona that gives no one else an idea of my true desires.

Doris, of course, has some idea.  From early on in our marriage she discovered that though I'm a willing participant in sex, it is almost impossible for me to initiate it.  She then, after some experimentation, took over what is considered the male role in our lovemaking, with me underneath.  She's also aware that the touch of silky materials has a profound effect on me, and once or twice has  'teased' me into wearing a nightgown and a little perfume for our sexual congress (That is when I become Helen, of course).  At the same time, I try my best to downplay my enjoyment of those episodes, so she had not become fully conversant with my fantasies.

Earlier on in our marriage, on some of her business trips, I must admit that I had not missed the opportunity to wear her clothes – her nicer ones of course.  It was on her fourth or fifth trip that, in venturing into her closet, I found a short note attached to a dress asking me if I'd please mind taking it to the cleaners.  Horrified, I shut the closet door as if I'd had my hand burned.  How could she possibly have known I'd be in her closet – and looking at that specific dress?

I puzzled over that particular riddle for hours before the solution struck me. I went back into the closet.  On three more dresses I found duplicates of the same note.  The only thing was that I had only worn two of the dresses – had never yet attempted to wear the third  – though I had considered wearing it more than once.  The obvious conclusion was then that despite all of my care in replacing the clothes exactly as I'd found them – she knew!  On top of that, by placing the notes where she had, there was a strong indication that she had to know which articles would be attractive to  me – and which wouldn't!

The combination of pure fright and the thrill of being caught was indescribable. I was shocked of course – but then it dawned on me. I could protest all I wanted, but the fact that I knew of the notes was proof that I'd been up to doing what they implied.  It also indicated that IF I wore her clothes, I should do her the courtesy of having them cleaned.  It was a few trips after that that I finally plucked up the courage and wore one of the 'tagged' outfits while she was gone.  Naturally, I had it cleaned and hanging in the cleaners bag when she returned.  As she made no comment, this became the modus operandi from that point.

At this point it may be pertinent to point out that my mother had been very important in my development.  My father ruled the roost, make no mistake on that point, but his whole outlook was restricted by his beliefs on what men could and couldn't do.  He never had any problems with me because I never rebelled against his edicts – but how his complacency about his son would have been shattered to discover that, not only was his wife teaching me to sew – but sew well!   She was also responsible for training me in the rudiments of taking care of a lady's hair!  Both my parents died some time ago, but I often wonder . . ?

Doris discovered those attributes of mine quickly after we were married, but never took any real advantage of them at the beginning.  But it wasn't long after I had used her clothes and had them cleaned for the first time, that she started using my skills – as a sort of quid pro quo?  I am now highly proficient in both areas .  As proof,  she hasn't bought any lingerie in years – unless it is something out of my reach,  and her trips to the hairdresser are far less frequent than that of her friends.

Finally, something did come up, however, that not only titillated me – but also still sends me into mental whirlpools when I think on it.

It started in India of all places.  Doris had a conference in Accra and had been accorded the use of  a villa for the duration – approximately ten days.  She invited her friends to join her, but only two of them could make it – Janice and Audrey – the idea being that they could all have a good time together when she was free, and it certainly appeared that she would have lots of free time on her hands.

She called me at home when they arrived, really enthusiastic about the villa.  All modern cons – and a small beautiful pool. A staff of servants who saw to the running of the place, but who lived elsewhere and left after the evening meal.  As she had two full days before the conference started she intended to get as much touring in as possible before then.  I thanked her for calling – then told her that – if I was welcome – I might drop in on her and her friends for a quick visit – a day or two at most.

I was delighted when she told me not to be silly, I was always welcome both as her husband – and as a shopping parcel carrier – a private joke.  She didn't ask too many questions about why I'd suddenly to go to India.  Actually, this had not been my idea at all.  A quick inspection of the computer set up at one of our larger quarries in that continent had been deemed highly urgent – and the powers that be considered me the best man for the job.

The business trip was successful.  Travel to, and inside, India can be tiring – first class or not. I arrived in Accra four days later, actually delighted.  It had turned out that the "Major Catastrophe' had been nothing more than a silliness on the part of upper management at our site. A bad decision had been made, and they had tried to cover it up. The checks and balances built into the computer processing had revealed the nonsense that was going on, but instead of just accepting the fact that they had been naughty and due to (probably) suffering nothing more than a verbal castigating, upper management had decided to obfuscate and clouded the whole bloody mess with more and more outrageous attempts at cover up.

The solution was simple.  I had a few of the prime idiots transferred – with salary upgrades of course (Though they were the last they'd ever see) and brought a couple of good people from one of our Singapore operations. Totally confident in the efficacy of my actions I left.

Anyhow, I took a taxi from Accra airport (My, how that driver loved to chat!) and arrived at the villa just after the evening meal had been consumed.  I was welcomed most cordially and offered a meal, but declined, having been snacking on the plane beforehand.  Doris directed me to our bedroom, an elderly servant carrying my one piece of luggage.  I left it there intending to unpack later.  

I took a quick look around.  Nicely furnished, a queen sized bed and en-suite bathroom. Clean, and amazingly cool, although the air outside had been excessively humid.

I then rejoined the ladies in the dining room where I DID have a few glasses of a nice wine, which was probably a mistake because of the drinks I'd had on the plane.  I was not inebriated in any way shape or form – but I may have been just relaxed enough to lower my defenses.

I was very impressed with the rest of the villa which we toured after the servants left for the night..  Beautifully maintained inside and out – and I was most impressed when I discovered that the pool was not ornamental, but a swimming pool. 

"Gosh!"  I said.  "That looks lovely!  I'd give my eye teeth for a dip!"

"No problem!"  Janice said.  "Join us later.  We've found it's marvelous to let our meals settle, then go in for a splash, then have cocktails – lovely way to wrap up the day".

"Sounds marvelous!" I chuckled lewdly, pretending to leer and smooth out the tips of my (non-existent) mustache.  "You ladies don't mind if I skinny dip, do you?"  

"You didn't bring swimming trunks?  But I told you we had a pool!" Doris protested.

"Yes, you did dear – but I thought you meant an ornamental pool.  Sorry." I replied. "And trunks are not an item I usually think of taking when I go on a business trip." I added. "Guess I'm out of luck tonight.  I'll see if I can buy some tomorrow."

"That's such a shame!" Audrey said.  "It's so nice and relaxing."

"Wait a minute!" Janice said.  "I've got a spare two piece swim suit."

My heartbeat accelerated immediately, but I covered up well.  "Don't have the equipment to wear one of those dear." I quipped.

"Fool!" she laughed. "It's not a bikini and the bottom part might do you as a trunks.  Let me go and get them.  See what you think."

I felt as if the oxygen had left the room.  Wanted to pant.  Also wanted to look at Doris to see what her reaction was, but didn't.  She spoke anyway.  The amusement in her voice let me know that she understood my dilemma, but didn't care what I did, one way or the other.  

"Think I'll go change into my swimsuit myself." Audrey said, getting up. "Save me from having to do it later."   

I was on the point of saying something to Doris as Audrey exited, but she flashed a look at me as a warning, so I remained quiet.  Just as well, as Janice walked into the room a second later carrying what did bear some resemblance to a pair of swimming trunks.  Tossed them to me.  "Here Alan.  See what you think."

They were lighter than they looked.  Some sort of Lycra  material in a sort of checkered pattern, of light and dark blue.  A glazed finish on the external surface, but not especially satin like. They had light blue ribbon ties at each side for adjustment but as these could obviously be positioned on the inside of the costume, there was no sense in objecting – not that I wanted to anyway. "Thanks Jan." I said.  "Give me a minute. I'll try them on."  With that, I strolled as nonchalantly as I could back to our bedroom, though my pulse seemed to be hammering very loudly against my arterial walls.  Went into the bathroom and stripped off my pants, underpants, socks and shoes.  Put the 'trunks' on. Carefully, knowing full well that they would be hidden, I took care to tie the ribbons at the sides into perfect, feminine, bows.  I admired them for a moment – so deliciously girlish!  Then, regretfully, made sure that I tucked them on the inside of the material. 

Let's face it, I've worn panties a damn sight more feminine – but all of a sudden it dawned on me – I'd be wearing an article of feminine clothing and keeping company with three women – ALL of who'd know what I was wearing.  Instant erection!  Desperately, I thought of chores that had to be done about the house.  The memo I'd write about the problems I'd faced on this trip – what the local football team would do in its next match.  No impact.  My tumescence did not falter.  Stared me in the eye so to speak. 

Doris has since informed me – by inference more than anything else – that she had been aware of the thrill I'd be getting from the situation in which I found myself.  It had then crossed her mind that she felt in the mood for a little romance in bed that night herself, and that I might be having the kind of problems that I was, indeed, having.  Hurriedly, she sprang into action – well aware that I might be taking matters into my own hand so to speak – and hurried down to see what I was 'up' to.  

Upon entering our bathroom, she immediately saw the situation and defused it immediately by quickly flicking a fingernail over the bulge in my front.  Smiled as the bulge rapidly disappeared. "Wondered what was keeping you darling," she cooed.  "But just in case it should arise again?"  She went to her closet and extracted a short white robe.  "Here" she said and handed it to me, a smile of  condescension on her face.  "Might cover a multitude of sins later on?" she added.

It was white glazed cotton.  Not feminine, but decidedly a woman's article of clothing. Padded shoulders, white patch pockets and came only down to my knees when on.  Tied with a plain,  fizzy, cord around the waist – but a woman's robe – obviously.  Sighing with delight, I put it on after I had taken my shirt off.  Knowingly, she smiled, then had me wait while she changed into her own swimming costume and wrap.  Linked arms with mine.  "Shall we join the  . . other . . ladies?" she said.

That's it!  No big deal!  Well, apart from a minor embarrassment, there is nothing more to relate. Yes, my erection did re-appear again – but only while I was in the water and allowed myself the luxury of opening my mind to the pleasure of being "one of the girls' so to speak.  The minor embarrassment?  We had only been in the water about fifteen minutes, when a female voice called "Hello?" from behind out privacy hedge.

"Oh!  It's Mavis" Doris said. "I'd forgotten we'd invited her!"  Then she called out "Mavis?  Yes – please join us.  My husband arrived and in the fuss, I forgot all about you!  Please join us!"

When Mavis appeared – a rather plump lady, but attractive and cheery nonetheless, it turned out that she was the wife of a minor diplomatic functionary  and who was housed in the villa next door.  She'd befriended my companions somehow, and had been invited to join them in their nightly 'cool-down', hence her appearance.  The interesting part about this was that she was wearing a ladies swimsuit identical to the one that Janice had loaned me – though she wore both parts of course.  Janice saw this immediately and flashed a sly grin at me, but I elevated my nose to impart my disdain at her, and she laughed out loud.

So far, what could I possibly be embarrassed about.  Nothing much. Mavis promptly dived into the water, then was introduced to me there.  It was later, when we both got out, that I saw her look askance at my 'trunks'.  She cocked her head to one side in an inquisitive manner, then seemed to change her mind.  "Never could tie a decent bow!" she said, pointing down to her sides, where the adjusting bows were all agley – certainly NOT the perfectly formed bows that tied me into mine!  The damn things must have worked their way out!  I blushed, and quickly stuffed them back inside. Nobody else saw this exchange and as I only met her once more at another cool down, there was nothing more to be said about it.

To cap the evening off, Doris and I had thoroughly enjoyable sex that night.  But the following day, I bought (properly) masculine swim trunks and henceforth, behaved with utmost propriety for the remainder of my stay.  At no time were any remarks made pertaining to my masculinity – or lack thereof, and a few days later, after some hectic sightseeing, I bid the ladies adieu.  At the same time, I now have the feeling that that particular incident was a watershed in my relationship with the group.

Time passed and things reverted to normal, or whatever passed as normal between Doris and myself.  Sylvia (The friend who had not been able to accompany Doris to India) rejoined the group of ladies. I continued to join them occasionally, with all of them welcoming me as before.

Though?  There was a difference.  I see it now, reflecting on minor episodes, comments, etcetera. I didn't at the time.  Then, one day as I was chatting with Audrey out in the garden about something to do with women – I've forgotten what exactly – she smiled at me from the corner of her eyes and said "Why Alan! You of all people should know that!"

Her expression, her words – and the way she uttered them, perplexed me. There was an inference in what she said that I was, or should be, more capable of understanding a woman's point of view than other men.  I was titillated, that was for certain.  At the same time, I had to find out.  Was this some chance comment of hers, or did she truly know something?

"What on earth!  Why should I know something that other men don't?" I asked, with just the right mix of puzzlement and indignation in my voice.

Her eyes met mine.  There was a hint of knowledge in hers.  A slight smile of superiority.  She shook her head with the minimal movement, reached forward and touched my cheek with her fingertip. "It's all right Alan.  It's just  . . . you seem to fit in with us girls so well," she said gently.

"I'm sorry!" I said. "But I'm totally lost.  Don't know what you're speaking of."

I was quite pleased that I'd made any rational response at all because I'd developed an instant erection and stood there in a mental turmoil, totally incapable of making any other reply.  As if she read the confusion in my mind, she touched me again. "I know, Alan. And it's all right. Trust me."  With that, she left me standing there, bewildered by this turn of events but definitely aroused.

I waited for some sort of recurrence, wondering when Audrey would bring the subject up again but as weeks went by, I gradually was lulled into a sort of resignation – it had all been a misunderstanding on my part, wishful thinking so to speak.

Then, one evening at a dinner party I was waiting behind an old dowager to use one of the loos.  The door opened, and out came Audrey.  In went the dowager.  Audrey smiled brightly.  "Alan!  You've been ignoring me all night!"  She came and bestowed a nice soft kiss on my cheek.  "And there's something I wanted your opinion on!" she pouted.

"I most certainly have NOT been avoiding you dear Audrey!  Just couldn't get near you for all those damn admirers of yours!  But you wanted my opinion?  What on, dear lady?"

"Who's wearing the prettiest dress tonight?" she asked.

I didn't hesitate. "You are m'dear.  No question about it.  Suits you down to the ground!"

Pleased, she did a little pirouette. "Thank you Alan. Now why do you like it?"

Without thinking, I told her. "The bodice is cut beautifully – and the tiered skirts complement it so well."

The knowing smile came back onto her face and she gave me a quick kiss. "You see what I meant that day we chatted in the garden Alan?  I wasn't wrong, was I?"

Total confusion showed on my face, and I knew it.  A blush formed on my cheeks which caused her to smile prettily. "Don't worry dear!  Your secret is safe with me!"

As she said this, the door opened and the dowager re-appeared, so I had no chance to say anything as she and the old lady recognized each other and left, chatting, leaving me to possession of the bathroom and my (disorganized) thoughts.

Nothing else happened that evening but I noticed an escalation in the frequency of my meetings with 'the girls'.  On top of that, I started getting the impression that they were all having fun at my expense.  Gentle, understanding fun, but I was decidedly providing some type of amusement for them all the same. There always seemed to be a demand for my company – who I was to sit beside and suchlike.  I also noticed that Doris was now initiating sex almost every time I'd met the group – which, of course, was perfectly acceptable as I always found myself aroused after I left their company.

The tenor of the meetings also seemed to change.  I'd be asked a question – or for a comment pertaining to something that they were discussing.  I learned that if I answered from a male point of view, an air of puzzlement fell over my companions, and I'd be asked to explain my outlook and I'd stay on the receiving end of questions until I answered more along feminine lines.  At that point, the questioning stopped and conversation would immediately change to something else.

It was somewhat embarrassing, but I was suddenly astute enough to realize that if I responded from a more feminine point of view, I was left alone until another similar situation arose.  This, falling in with my fantasies, appealed to me and I'm afraid I succumbed.  Please believe me when I say I wasn't bombarded by obvious 'girl talk'  about cosmetics, lingerie, or personal appearance though occasionally these topics did crop up – they were women after all.   To satisfy myself I actually carried a tape recorder with me and activated it when the five of us got together for lunch one day.  Playing it back later, I heard what I'd expected – a group of women talking amongst themselves.  My voice was a little deeper than the others, but other than that my viewpoints and comments integrated fully with my companions.

Then, to my astonishment, I was invited to one of their rare 'retreats' where they'd spend a full week end together. It was Doris who gave me the invitation one night as we were undressing for bed. I laughed.  "You're kidding, right?" I said.

"Why should I be kidding?" she answered.  "You're well liked by the girls."

"But wouldn't there be some objections from them?" I asked warily.

"You don't seem to understand darling.  It was them that approached me and asked me!"

"You don't mind me joining you?" I asked, inwardly thrilled.

"Don't be silly!" she laughed.

The retreat was held at Sylvia's house.  Doris drove, Janice in the front with her, while I sat in the back with Audrey.  I was a little nervous at being in such close proximity to her, but ended up chatting with her – about the performance of a local football team of all things!  We arrived at our destination in the middle of a downpour.  I offered to carry the one umbrella we had with us and escort my companions into the house, but was instead escorted up to the house by Audrey – who then returned to the car and brought Janice and Doris in turn.

Sylvia gave me a warm hug and thanked me kindly for agreeing to come, then led me into a very comfortable drawing room – with a lovely warm fire burning in the grate.  She pointed to a large trolley with a host of alcoholic beverages.  "Help yourself to a drink dear, while I go and help the other girls to come in."

I felt somewhat strange when I realized that Janice and I were the only two that had not carried any luggage – that chore being performed by Audrey and Doris.  I also felt peculiar when I realized that Janice and I were doing the chatting, while the luggage was being hauled to our respective rooms – but that we were now expected to do the unpacking. A minor sort of role reversal for me anyway, but Janice didn't seem to notice anything, so once Doris and Audrey came back, we left to do the unpacking.  I was somewhat surprised to find that Janice and Audrey were sharing a bedroom next to the one where Doris and I were billeted. It had a connecting door, which Janice opened – so we could chat while we unpacked.  I felt rather strange when I was putting Doris's lingerie away and Janice came and stood in the doorway while I was doing this. It didn't seem to surprise her in any way though.  As a matter of fact, she finished her unpacking before I did, and came through and helped me hang up dresses for Doris.

It was obviously not a day for going outside.  The skies were leaden and the rain fell heavily without a break.  It was lovely and warm inside the house though and we all enjoyed just sitting around having a drink with Janice and me serving up various munchies that Sylvia had prepared in advance.  Again, without a word being said on the subject, I got a strong feeling of role reversal – almost as if Doris was the husband, with me performing the wifely role.

Then Audrey made a comment about how the bloody rain and humidity had damaged her hair-do.

Doris smiled at me.  "Alan?  Why don't you give Audrey's hair a touch up?  Give you something to do!"

"Oh Doris!" I said.  "Audrey doesn't want an amateur like me working on her hair.  I'd probably screw it all up."

"Au contraire darling!"  Audrey laughed. "I've seen how well you take care of Doris.  Please?  Pretty please?"

What could I say?  Before I knew it, I was engaged in working rollers into Audrey's hair. It didn't take too long before I had  Janice at my shoulder asking questions and watching what I was doing very closely.  At her insistence, I had to let her try a few on her own – much to her delight.  It was a most enjoyable time – the closeness, the pervasive femininity of what we were engaged in – the scents from the ladies – and the fabrics they were wearing, the silkiness of the hair.  Finally  I finished and had Audrey's wrapped in a silk scarf –  to then discover that I was now expected to do Janice's as well!  

While I did hers, Sylvia asked me lots of questions about how, and when, I'd learned to do ladies hair, which naturally meant that I had to credit my mother.  At that point Doris brought forward my sewing skills – and how she took advantage of them.  Somehow, the conversations that followed were filled with (unspoken but strong) assumptions that I was now one of the group – a newcomer, but one of them nonetheless.  As nothing was actually said, that I could argue with – not that I would have dissented anyway - my silence only seemed to confirm this assumption as being factual.

Further confirmation was provided when I, along with Janice, assisted Sylvia in serving up dinner then afterwards wouldn't hear of our hostess doing the dishes – which was OUR job after all.  Naturally, we wore pretty aprons while doing those womanly chores. I was half expecting to undergo some teasing about this, but there was absolutely none. It didn't dawn on me until afterwards.  Why on earth would they tease another woman for wearing an apron?

I expect any male who is reading this to puff his cheeks in exasperation and query what I was thinking of.  But, in my own defense, I have to say that everything was so insidious – and so pleasant – that it would have been boorish for me to complain or struggle against my increasing feminization.  I was being welcomed by people that I liked, both as a group and as individuals.  I was by no means the youngest, but found that I was now paired with Janice – as the junior members so to speak.

I demurred when she suggested that she practice what she'd learned watching me by giving ME a hairdo but was no match for her insistence – or the gentle urgings of the others.  Blushing, sitting on a cane back chair in the middle of the half-attentive group, still wearing my feminine apron, I was now subjected to gentle teasing and giggled words of encouragement as my hair was sprayed to wet it, then combed, then placed in rollers, then pinned in place. I didn't protest either as setting lotion was squeezed onto each roller Then, like Janice and Audrey, I had a flimsy chiffon scarf put around my head, turban style.

I tried to object when Janice decided that my eyebrows needed just 'a teeny' amount of tidying up, but was over-ruled then laughed at for being such a baby when I let out the occasional 'ouch'. 

She seemed to take an awfully long time, but I was intimidated so just sat there, totally incapable of stopping her.  At one time I looked pleadingly at Doris who was watching the proceedings with an amused smile on her face.  I know that she read my glance correctly, but she simply pouted her lips and gave me a mocking glance, then made a 'kissy-poo'  face at me.

When Janice finished, she stood back and appraised her handiwork.  "Oh – Oh" she said then giggled.  "I might have got carried away there a little bit Alan. But hold on a minute, I have an idea."  With that, she left the room.

While she did this, Audrey sauntered up and peered at me.  Shrugged. "Don't know what Janice is going on about.  Your eyebrows look perfectly okay to me," she said.

"They'll look better after this," Janice said, re-entering the room, rummaging through a makeup bag she was carrying and pulling an eyebrow pencil .  "Watch this."

She then proceeded to darken my eyebrows with the pencil, while the women crowded around, all agreeing that she had worked wonders.

Then, there was nothing to do but sit, as Janice then proceeded to apply a bright red polish to my fingernails. It was quick drying, so it wasn't long before she was finished with me. At one point though, she brought out a small bottle of perfume from her cosmetic bag and looked at me inquisitively.  Seeing me shrink away from her, she pretended to consider applying some on me, but then just pouted prettily and returned it to her bag.

I was then released – and was now obviously expected to serve some drinks to everyone.  Feeling delightedly cowed, I did so, then poured myself a large Scotch, and joined Sylvia and Janice on the couch and watched a movie on TV – a silly light comedy.  When it ended almost two hours later, I was surprised to see Doris stand up and stretch.  "Time for bed, I think," she said, yawning.  Then added. "Coming dear?"

I blushed at the obvious invitation in her voice, then stood up and joined her in kissing the other girls good night, despite their protests that it was far too early for bed.  Becoming more and more conscious of my feminine state, I followed her to our bedroom.  She stood aside to let me go in first, then followed, closing the door firmly behind her. She then came and stood behind me, embracing me from the rear and whispered in my ear.   "Been having a good time tonight dear? You and Janice seem to be getting along like a house on fire.  I'm curious to see how she did your hair, aren't you?  But guess we'll have to wait for the morning, huh?"

Burning with a delighted humiliation, I could only nod.  She ran her hands up to my breasts and caressed them quite forcibly, rubbing her groin into my backside. "I'll bet that you can't wait!" she giggled, now running her hands down to my erection. "Do I need to ask if you'd like to be Helen tonight dear?" Then without waiting for my answer, she added.  "Well, actually, I think I want you to be my little Helen tonight, so what you want is secondary, huh?"  (This was being VERY aggressive for Doris, but any wish I had to resist her was crumbling rapidly).

I was leaning back into her, helpless, as she caressed my groin gently.  "Well, enough time for this later, yes darling?  Let's get you dressed properly.  Just wait until you see what I've bought for you sweetie!" she said taking her hands away.

It was a long nightgown in a beautiful shade of teal.  Full straight skirt to the ankles, slightly gored. Lace bodice, a scoop neckline, short puffed sleeves that hugged my upper arms delightfully – practically backless.  I had never seen her wear it, so figured that she must have bought it for me – especially when I discovered initially that there were a matching set of panties and padded bra I had to wear underneath.  "Always wondered what it'd be like pulling a girl's panties down before I made love to her, so couldn't resist them" she giggled.

It turned out that she had also bought a matching peignoir – and a pair of matching velvet slippers with a slight heel. Nothing would do but for me to put them on and walk up and down the room while she herself, changed into a pair of nice pajamas and robe.  As she tied the cord of her robe, she looked pensive for a moment.  "I was just wondering. I saw you react to Janice when she offered you some perfume.  How come?  Don't you want to smell nice for me?"

"Yes." I mumbled, face burning. "But, you know, Doris  . . .?"

"You're surely NOT going to say that's it would have been  too feminine for you, are you?" she said softly, caressing my satin clad backside gently.

"No.  Not really, " I gasped.

"So you wouldn't mind putting on a little perfume for me?  Getting your hair brushed out? Being a pretty girl for me in bed tonight?  Like that, would you?"

Speechless, I could only stare at the carpet and nod.

"GOOD! So why don't we rejoin the ladies?  It's about time they met Helen, don't you think?  And you can ask Janice for a little of her Lancome perfume – and for her to do your hair – and maybe?  Some more makeup?"

"Please Doris?  No.  Please?" I said, filled with an excited form of terror.  But it didn't do me any good. She simply slid a possessive arm around my waist, pulled me to the bedroom door, opened it – and took me to meet the other girls.

They were SO sweet to me.  "Girls?  I'd like you all to meet Helen and see how you feel about her being officially recognized as one of our group" Doris said as we entered the room.

"About time Helen! What took you so long?" Audrey said, smiling up at me from her large chair.

"Lovely!  We need fresh blood!" Sylvia said, clapping her hands.

"Want me to brush your hair out now Helen?"  Janice asked sweetly.

"What do you say, Helen?" Doris prompted me when I didn't answer quickly enough.

"Oh yes, Janice." I said.

"And?  What else?" Doris said, nudging me a little.

"Could you put a little of that perfume on me?" I mumbled.

"AND?" Doris added peremptorily.

"And maybe some makeup too?" I whispered.

It didn't take Janice long.  She probably spent a little more time on my makeup than she did on my hair, although she didn't apply too much of anything – but I was made up – there was no doubt about it and the blusher, eyeshadow, mascara and lipstick she used made me look like a woman.  Not pretty, but attractive enough when I smiled – which took me a while.  My hair framed my face nicely now, and I had the semblance of bangs across my forehead.

And now it was my turn to do Audrey and Janice's hairdos.  By this time they had changed into their nightwear – and after we turned the lights out and saw by firelight only, it was amazing how seductive and sexually charged the room became, the firelight gleaming off the satins we wore – and the traces of perfume wafting gently about us.  This time, nobody made any objections when we wandered off to bed.  There, Doris took her time in seducing me, but it was lovely.  For the first time I felt truly able to show my full enjoyment in her taking over the masculine role – and I was sure that she luxuriated in my demonstration of feminine compliance.

The following morning I reluctantly took my nightgown, panties and bra off, then showered, removing my makeup and washing my hair. I was quite surprised to find that it still maintained some of the waves that had been rolled in and this, in conjunction with my arching eyebrows cast my face in a  decidedly feminine aspect.  The ladies met me with gentle smiles – with just a tad of reproach when we met for breakfast. – but there was no denying it now – they were calling me Helen and, despite my masculine clothes were treating me now as truly one of them.

That night, I reappeared as Helen – properly dressed again.  Was prettified once more, then joined Doris – who I was now considering as my husband – in bed for a long, luxurious period of lovemaking. 

The following morning was the day of our departure, but I was shocked when she 'suggested' that I keep my bra on, and supplied me with fresh panties. As her 'suggestions' were now given with  power and confidence, I naturally acquiesced. As I wasn't wearing a jacket or sweater of any kind,  both my bra and the 'breasts' it endowed me with were easily visible. This met with ill concealed approval from the others.  On our return journey, I sat in the back with Janice as my companion and we discussed some makeup and hair care tips in a copy of the Cosmopolitan magazine she had with her. She loaned me one of her sweaters when we pulled into a quiet little pub for lunch. I was terrified, but it was dark inside. Doris patted my thigh under the table when the barmaid addressed us all as 'Ladies'.

Then something totally new entered the picture. Doris was now starting to drop vague hints about the need for me to be working.  At first I basically ignored this issue, but finally saw that this was something she was definitely mulling over. "But why should I retire?" I queried her one time.  "What would I have to do?"

She gave me a rather cold look. "Why look after me of course.  What else?"

As you can imagine, this was a tremendous shock to my system – almost an admission that she knew of my secret fantasy, so I made no response.

From that point on, however, she became more and more insistent.  Not argumentative but almost totally implacable. On the grounds that I obviously enjoyed it – and who was to know anyway, I was introduced to the wearing of lingerie under my male outerwear every day. Acquired nightgowns one of which I wore to bed every night.  At home,  I was now Helen –  at all times. 

At week-ends I sometimes wore women's pants and blouses which as often as not showed off my  panty line, bra, camisole, garter belt and stockings.  Never to go out anywhere of course, but often when members of the group came by. 

During the week, I also found myself more and more involved with the group lunches, meetings, etcetera. (One thing that totally eluded me though. When men lunch – either someone picks up the tab – or they split it – quickly, easily, no muss no fuss.  When women lunch?  Good god!  The parsimony that shows – about who spent what and who owes this much for this or that?  I must admit that I enjoy being 'one of the girls' – but never, ever, when figuring out how to split a lunch bill – and that does NOT even include the dithering and squabbling over the tip!) .

Another thing about the lunches? Ever noticed that women go to the bathroom in groups – never singly?  At first I did not understand the looks I was given as they'd desert me, but after a while, their message came through, loud and clear – they were half expecting me to join them in the Ladies!  It then washed over me.  There was no doubt about it.  One day – and sooner rather than later, it would actually happen.  I'd pick up my handbag and walk with them, then join them touching up my makeup in the mirror, checking my stockings or whatever.

Finally, Doris MADE me retire, and I became her 'companion'. At the meetings with the group now, my status has lowered considerably.  They are still nice to me, but the real reason that they had assimilated me?  Sometimes one of them would not be able to make a tennis or golf game – or cards. I am the fill-in.  When they are all able to meet, I have another function now.  Doris gave me a catalog last night.  Suggested that I choose three or four of the outfits.  The only thing is that they are all maid's uniforms – some of them seductively pretty satins, others for working in.

When I started writing this, I said that you might recognize me.  Now that I see the girl in my mirror?  I don't think so.

The end


GOOMBAHS

The Don shook his head.  “Dumshit!  I have to kill you.  You see that, don’t you?”

As always, his expression didn’t change.  I was shocked, changed my position on the comfy chair and tried to smile, hoping like hell he was kidding.  “Hey father Don!  Knock it off, would you?  Okay, I stole.  Gotta admit it – but it was small-time.  Piddly stuff.  No ways tied into your main rackets.”  I finished lamely.  Looked at Pauline, his daughter, my wife.

She shook her gorgeous head. Spoke to him. “Dad?  Told you he wouldn’t get it.  The fact that word is almost certain to get out – and that he disrespected you?  Probably isn’t getting through to him at all!”

The Don shook his head.  “And?  I gotta make it public.  That’s what I hate!  In front of everybody!  Thought I’d got past all this bloodshedding and suchlike, but people gotta know it was ME.  Really pisses me OFF!  The more I make it obvious it was ME, the more chance there are that leaks will get out – and I don’t care what anybody says – the cops ain’t stupid!”

I looked from one to the other. He wasn’t kidding, and neither was she!  I licked my lips, they were dry.  Tried to laugh.  “Hey!  It was Sal gave me the idea!  Talk to him!  Okay, I was. ..”
”He’s been sleeping with the fishes since last night,” my wife said.

“Huh?” I managed.

“He’s dead!” she said, nodding her head at her dad.

“Can’t believe you Eric!” he said to me.  “Okay, it wasn’t much.  But you and Pauline lived comfortably, did you not?  Had all the comforts?  With more coming as I advanced you from one group to another?”

He was serious!  “Don?” I got on my knees and scrambled forward.  Kissed his ring.  “It was all a mistake, believe me!  I probably wanted some money all of my own!  Not as a present from YOU!”

He left his hand where it was – something that gave me hope.  “Eric?  You’re a nice kid.  A sweet kid.  Maybe too gentle for the rackets.  Wish there was something I could do.”

“Dad.”  Pauline spoke up.  “I think he’s wiser now.  There may be something we can do.”

“Such as?” Her father asked.  

Pauline’s no dummy. “Have I ever asked a favor before?” she asked.

He snorted.  “Sure you have!  Who are you wanting to kid?”

She smiled. “Not like this.  He can stay of his own free will.  Does nothing – and you'll kill him I suppose."  Both the don and I looked at her as if she were nuts.  "Or, he can TRY to leave.  If he tries, but is still here in five minurtes – he's mine.  Just mine.  You won't kill him without I approve!"

"And what happens if he goes?" the don asked.

"He's free to do what he wants.  I'd suggest that he gets his ass ouit of town, but you'll leave him alone.  I want to add though dad – that I don't WANT him to go.

I want you to let him know that he has five minutes to leave this room – and if he tries - that you will NOT kill him under any circumstances.”

“You’re kidding,” he said, but interested, sitting up in his chair.  “Right now?  I'm gonna kill him.  But what do you have in mind?”
She ignored the question.  ”But if he stays?  Then you can kill him in any way, in any shape, but only once I give my approval?”

“I don’t get it!” he said. “You want this of me?  You love your husband that much?”

“Nah dad.  It’s just . .”  she looked at me.  “Well, I’ll have to modify him a little and a lot faster now, but he’s got all the makings of a husband that I want.  That's why I married him in the first place.”  She laughed.  "Certainly not for his manly charms!"

He shook his head.  “Pauline?  You’re asking too much.  Got me confused. Want me to let him go?  Just like that?”

She surprised both him and me.  Stood up, smiling, removed her pretty short jacket.  Kicked off her shoes and went and stood by the door.  Faced us.  “What I meant was this.  If he stays, he’s all yours – and you should kill him quickly.  If he tries to, and gets out of this room in five minutes, and passes ME?   Then he’s free to do what he wants – you won’t touch him.  I just neglected to stress that I don’t want him leaving.  Not at all.  Basically, if he so much as tries to leave, but doesn’t?  He belongs to ME.  That’s all.”  She smiled.  “Okay?”

The Don considered for a moment and a little smile broke over his face.  “Sounds interesting.,” he said.

“We got a deal?” she asked seriously.

He looked at both of us.  Nodded.  “Yeah.  I don't know what you have in mind but it's about time I trusted you.”

She smiled even broader now.  Looked at her watch and spoke to me. “Okay sweetie.  Starting now, you have exactly five minutes to walk out of this room.  You do that?  You can clean out or bank account, take all your clothes and go. I won’t touch you, my dad won’t touch you – and none of his people will.”

“I don’t get this,”   I said, but stood up.

Pauline smiled again, although there was a menacing look to her now. “You don’t have to, sweetie.  But if you DO decide to stay here and don’t do anything?  And I LET him? My dad’ll kill you, just like you deserve.  If you try to leave, but are still here five minutes later?  You’ll belong to ME dear. That’s all.”  She stuck her lovely soft arms up in a pugilistic pose even though she smiled.  “But you have to get through me, lover!”

I laughed of course.  Looked at the Don.  A broad – to stop me?  There had to be a joke somewhere.  But he was leaning back in his chair now, a look of something close to enjoyment on his face. He shrugged.  Spoke to her   ” I’ve been curious about you Pauline.  Is this where I find out?”

“Only if he takes me up on it, dad.  But yes. I’m kinda curious about it myself.”  She said this, looked at her watch on her wrist, then spoke to me again.  “Time’s a’wasting honey bun.  You’d better make up your mind.”

“But if I go outside within the five minutes, or whatever – that doesn’t mean that our marriage is over, does it?” I asked.

Her eyebrows lifted.  “Absolutely not!  Not if you don’t want to.  I don’t know if dad will have you work on something else – but I’d strongly advise you never to steal from him again.”

“That’s for sure,” he laughed.  “But?  If he gets out that door?  I think I’ll keep him on at the same job.  Don’t see the need for a change.  That okay by you, Pauline?”

“Seems more than fair to me,” she grinned and looked at her watch again.  “Well?” she said to me.

I shook my head.  “Can’t we say that I just went out that door – then came back in?”  Sighed.  “Seems like an awful lot of work to me.”

She shook her head.  “Sorry my little lamb.  But you’ll have to get out of that door first.”

“Your dad’ll kill me!” I said.  “If I lay a finger on you. Think I’m nuts?”  But I started heading for the door, walking towards her.

“No he won’t” she said. “You have our word on that.”  Her arms changed position now.

“This is silly!” I said and went to push her aside with my left arm.

A jolt of pain shot under my left armpit.  Stupidly, I looked at her and realized that she had punched me under my left arm – ME!.  I didn’t know what to do, then her left arm flicked out now, and I discovered that she’d punched me on my right bicep.  It was SORE!  I took a half hearted swing at her with my disabled right hand, but she stepped inside me – and slapped my face!   I blinked, and she slapped the other side of my face!  Then, her fist found my left bicep and both of my arms were pretty helpless now.

Then my upper arms were punched again and my face was slapped as she advanced, and I retreated.  Finally, unable to stop myself, I cried out.  “Please Pauline.  Enough!  I’m, sorry!”

She sneered and stepped right in to me.  Pulled my shirt collar by her fist towards her, so that our faces almost touched.  “Say, I’m sorry pretty Pauline?  Don’t hit me any more!”

“Aw!  C’mon!” I started, then found myself under a barrage of blows again.  Near crying now, I managed.  “Pretty please, Pauline.  I’m VERY sorry.  Please don’t hit me any more!”

The Don looked at me scornfully.  “Jesus Christ! This is a MAN?  What did you marry, there Pauline?”

“Don’t know if it’s a man, dad,”  Pauline said.  “But it’s what I want.”  She turned to me.  “You’re not going to try anything stupid like leave the room now are you?”

I kept my eyes away from the man who’d been my boss,  at the same time, didn’t want to look at her  “No Pauline,” I said.

“Good.  Then kick off your shoes,” she said.

As hers were just lying there, her meaning was pretty clear.

“Now your pants and underpants!” she said, reaching up under her skirt and pulling down her panties – a sort of mauve color, then stepping out of them.  I took my pants down, slowly.

“Now your underpants – and be quick about it!” she snarled, her voice brooking no argument.

As my shirt tail covered my modesty, I was able to follow her directions immediately.  “Now get these on,” she said, tossing me the panties and reaching under her skirt to remove her lace topped thigh highs.

“Aw Pauline,” I started to protest, but then cowered away in fright as she lifted her hand, well aware of the snorting disbelief coming from her dad.  Eyes downcast, I put the panties on, followed by the thigh high stockings she handed me.  “Stand still now!  Don’t want to make a mess,” she said then came to me with her lipstick in her hand.  Stood compliantly now as she made my lips up.  “There!  Quite pretty.  Now down on your hands and knees,” she said.

On my hands and knees, with her on my back, smacking me on my panties and laughing, I crawled to my don.  

“Take his right shoe and sock off!” she ordered.  “Now take your pretty red lips and suck his big toe!”

He started to giggle as I followed her order.  Waggled his toe inside my mouth.  “Can’t believe this Pauline!” he said.  “This used to be one of my men?  Wearing panties and stockings and lipstick?  Now, I can’t really put him back in charge of anybody.  I donn't give a shit what you want to do.You see that, don’t you?”

“Makes sense to me, dad,” she said, giving me a few more hard spanks on my backside.  “So why don’t you just give me his job?  I’ll figure out something for him to do  Keep him occupied.”

There was a pause, and his toe went still.  “A girl?  In a man’s job?  I don’t know, sweetie.  The guys might object.  You know?”

She took a hold of my hair and pulled my face up to look at his. “You had this sweet little thing doing it before, did you not?” she quizzed him.

I saw his contemptuous gaze pass over me, taking in my mouth, my lipstick all messed up now.  Then he smiled.  “Guess you’re right, Pauline.  Let’s see how you do.  But I'll pull you out of there if you mess up!”

She relaxed her hold.  “And he’s mine, right?  You won’t kill him, unless I say it’s okay?”

A small pause transpired, then he said.  “You ever got me in the position you just put him?  I’d die.  You know that?”

“Of course I know that! But you’re all man, dad.  He’s mine,” she said, patting my panties softly.

In the office, I was allowed to put my pants, no socks, or shoes on.  It was SO embarrassing, both of them talking business now as if I weren’t there, though I was allowed to clean the red mess off my lips.  I had my first taste of what Pauline had in mind for me when she smiled sweetly at me. “Ready sweetheart?” she asked.

“Yes dear,” I answered humbly, and went to follow her from the room, my eyes still averted from the don.

“You forgot your handbag,” she said, pointing to the black patent leather bag lying on the table. “Go and get it, huh?”

And carrying a black handbag, I followed her from that office, through some clerical people, to the parking lot and then allowed her to usher me into the car –as if I were the lady!

“Now darling?” she said softly as we were well underway.  “Take your money out of the clip and wallet and the license as well and put them in your handbag.  Give me the wallet and clip. I’ll take care of them.”

I didn’t like the sound of “MY” handbag, but what was I to do?  Figured that she was mad at me and the best thing I could do to keep the peace was just go along with her, so did as I was told.  She didn’t seem to expect anything else.

I felt like rebelling when she drove to a mall and had me join her, first in a lingerie boutique where I’d to buy a dozed pair of multi-colored panties and lace topped thigh highs, making no secret of whom I was buying for.  Not only that, when I got the payment from my handbag, the salesgirl had to smile.  Pauline smiled at her and shared it – nodding her head as if somewhat ashamed of me as I put the receipt into my handbag.

But to go into a women’s shoe store!  And buy three pair of shoes?  Right enough, they were very masculine in cut, though they had a heel – but to have a woman try shoes on my nylon-shod feet was very embarrassing – and then to leave my own shoes while I wore one of my purchases?  What can I say?  Pauline making me join her in a ladies tea room later, then pay out of my handbag was no fun either, I can tell you.  On the way to the car, she surprised me.  Stopped then turned me around. Gazed into my eyes, then pulled me to her.  Hampered as I was by my parcels, I found myself pulled into her arms and kissed thoroughly.  Found myself blushing furiously.  “You are just SO nice!” she said approvingly when she finished with me!

At home, I tried to take advantage of this change in her attitude.  “Darling, can we talk?” I asked her deferentially.

“Sure sweetie. In a minute.  But first?  I’d like you to throw out all those horrible old male undies and socks of yours, shoes as well.  Take the labels off your new stuff and put your panties and stockings away.”  She patted my cheek..  “Then, you can make some tea, and we’ll talk.  Okay?”

I licked my lips.  “But that’s what I wanted to talk to you about.”

Her eyes grew very stormy and her tone cold.  “Are you being naughty again?  This soon?”

My will buckled. “No darling.  I just wanted to get some issues out of the way.”

She mellowed a little. “Then why don’t you do as I say?  Then we’ll talk.”

I reported to her a little later. “My old stuff has been thrown out and my new stuff packed.  Okay?”

“That’s a good little hubby.  Going to make tea now?”

“Yes dear.”

She handed me one of her diaphanous half aprons, with a butterfly motif. “You need this, darling.  A pretty bow now!”

It’s very hard to sit and try to defend your masculinity when you’re wearing a pretty apron, your nylon-shod ankles visible and wearing ladies shoes.  Especially, when your wife is sitting close to you, holding your hands in hers and regarding you with a faint smile – but that’s what it was like after I made the tea. 

After I finished asking her how long I was to be subject to her whim, she simply raised her eyebrows.  “But darling?   I don’t quite see where you’re coming from.  Don’t you think that I’ve tried to be subject to your whim on the likes of looks and behavior for a long time?”  she spoke mildly, giving me hope.

I had to agree.  She had fitted in with all the mafia wives, like a duck to water.  She hung with them, almost exclusively and had seemed happy in every respect.    I nodded.

She nodded agreeably in return.  “And you were the one that transgressed, did you not?”

“Wasn’t that much, not really darling?” I argued a little.

She shook her head.  “Not much?  You don’t think that my dad would have killed you?  Be honest now.”

“Well, don’t you think he’s biased?”  I said.  “ Just a little,” I added hastily

“But dear?  If I hadn’t stepped in – do you think he’d have had you killed or not?”

“I suppose so,” I had to acknowledge.

“So?” she brightened.  “I saved your life.   Because of that, I exact a simple rule.  You do as I say.  I’ve proved that I can beat you up physically – like a man beats up ona woman!. If you don’t do as I say, I beat you to get you to behave.   Doesn’t that make sense?”

“Yes.  I guess so,” I admitted.  “But . .”

“I think I’d like a cup of tea now darling,” she interrupted.  “Why don’t you just pour it for me – huh?"

There was no sense in arguing with her at that point. Even I could see that.  I’d got my masculine point across, that was all that was needed then – like plant the little seed, you know?  “Yes dear.  Tea it is.”   I said with a smile, pouring it.

“And darling?” she said later as I went to leave.

“Yes pet?”

“I like you in aprons around the house from now on – so don’t forget, will you dear?  You’ll find a bunch of nice feminine ones in the kitchen.  There’s a love.”

Yes dear,” I said weakly.

That evening – in a prettier apron – I served up dinner to quite a lot of scathing remarks from Pauline, and a lot of negative headshaking.  “This is awful!  Talk to Claire.  She’s a good cook, and I won’t have this rubbish to put up with too much longer,” she said at one point.

“But I’m a guy!” I protested.  “We’re just not trained that way, the way that girls are!”

She stared at me until my eyes dropped.  “What did I just tell you to do?” she asked in a dangerous tone of voice.”

“See Claire.”

“And?”

“Learn to cook.”

“You’ll see her probably tonight – so you won’t forget to ask her nicely, will you?”

“No dear.”

Later, she shook her head.  Would not allow me to wear a jacket, just a plain white shirt with black pants: a pair of my new black shoes and smoky stockings (dark panties of course).  Then she thought of something that pleased her considerably, a black, patent leather belt, pretty wide, with an ornate gold buckle. “That does something for your hips.  Not much, but it’s something,” she said once it was on.  “Now?  Your black patent leather handbag,” she added.  “Should help considerably!”

I looked at her friendly, but implacable face.  

“Dear?” I said.  “I’m not being difficult.  But a handbag?”  Then a touch of genius came on me.  “I mean, it’s not like I need money or anything?  You want to drive, and that’s obvious – so I really don’t need it for anything.  Right?”

She sighed. “Suppose I don’t want you to carry a handbag just now.  Let you off. – okay?”

“Thank you dear,” I said quickly and gratefully.

“And you don’t want to carry a handbag at the moment – right?”

I smiled ruefully.  “Not really darling.”

She pursed her lops, just a little. “But suppose I told you to go and get that handbag you had this afternoon, right now?  What would you do?”

“Go and get it, I guess.”

“So?  Go and get it darling, would you?”

Sheepishly, carrying the bag, I presented myself to her a few minutes later.  She smiled.  “Very good.  Now c’mere, would you?”
She had me stand still in front of her as she applied a little mascara to my eyelashes.  “That’s it!” she said happily after a moment and handed me a small bottle.  “Now why don’t you put just a little of this behind each ear – not too much now!”

She watched as I put a small amount of perfume behind each ear.  “Very good!” she said, handing me the mascara wand when I’d finished.  “Now put this and your perfume in your bag.  I started thinking that you had a point.  Wasn’t much sense in having a handbag for nothing – was there?  Now put your bag down for a minute.  I think I want to do something with your hair!”

Pleading didn’t do any good.  She was adamant.  Didn’t do much with it as she promised  but my hair is fairly long and pliable.  Long enough for a pony tail, it just did her for a modified bun at the back, then a diagonal slant over one eye, the whole thing being held in place by a few strategically placed bobbi-pins.  I may not have looked tremendously feminine when we left the house together, but I certainly didn’t look overly masculine either. I almost fainted with fear when she mused about how nice I’d look in a hat, but she didn’t make me wear one   It was amazing to me.  I may not have looked entirely like a girl but as Pauline led me down to the car and helped me into the passenger side, I certainly felt like one.

When she drove up in front of Carmine’s and Rae’s house and I saw  Ernest and Cheri in the driveway ahead of us, I started to panic.  “Please Pauline!” I said.  “Not in front of the guys, huh?”

She patted my thigh.  “It’s all right sweetheart!  Hang in there baby.  Maybe a little shameful at first, but once it’s over?  You’ll be fine.  Trust me!”

“Oh please darling!” I moaned, but she stopped the car, got out then had me link my arm in hers and started to lead me up the driveway  Just then, Joe and Daphne drove up, naturally, we had to wait for them.  We all said “Hi” as we walked up to the door together, but there were some curious glances from our companions as they took in my appearance and accoutrements – and that I was linked to Pauline in exactly the same way that Daphne had her arm in Joe’s.

There was a lot of confusion with my handbag as Carmine met us, but this was solved somewhat with the fact that Joe and Daphne were with us and that other couples were coming in directly behind us.  Carmine took my handbag, seemingly surprised now that Pauline didn’t have one.  Finally took mine with a confused look on her face.

Let me explain that a mafia relationship is about as male chauvinistic as you can get.  Of course there are words for ‘fairy’, ‘pansy’ and suchlike, but they’re never used in male company.  It’s as if a very mention of these words brings down the masculinity of the person uttering the words.  Not only that, I was the son in law of a man known for his quick action when offended and up until that point I  had shown no instances of feminine behavior.  Now, all the guys who’d worked for me were puzzled, as were their wives.  Why had this meeting been called?

Naturally, the guys asked me – but truthfully, I had about as much idea as they had.  The women though, must gave had a more accurate sense of smell.  Could discern perfume around me – and was that mascara I was wearing?  Then Dago asked me if he could have a drink – did we have enough time?  Not knowing why not, I simply answered in the affirmative, so he shouted over to Claire to get him a drink – a typical request for a husband to make of a wife.  At that point, Pauline looked over at me.  “Sounds like a good deal.  Erica – get me a short drink, would you?”

The silence that greeted this remark was next to comical, but it lasted all the time I poured Pauline a short Scotch. (Remember, this is a society where the male does all the public demanding and the female shows her doing it.)  Claire had to take a few seconds at the bar so I was right behind her.  Both of us delivered our drinks together.  

“Thanks honey”  Dago said to Claire.  

“Thanks doll,”  Pauline said to me, taking the drink in one hand and putting the other about my shoulders.  She took a gulp at it, then spoke over the top of her glass. “Okay guys.  We’ve the need for a meeting.  Let’s get into my SUV and get going.”

All six of the guys looked at her, grins of confusion on their faces as I stood there in her embrace.  Then they looked at me, obviously confused by this broad talking in this manner, and waiting for my approval – keep it mind that they also knew that Pauline was the bosses daughter – the real boss!

I tried to maintain my dignity as long as I could.  “Guess we better get a move on!”  I said.  “Let’s go, fellas!”

And my wife looked directly at me. Smiled and kissed me gently on the cheek as she let my shoulder go. “I was talking to the men here, darling,” she said.   Then she paused a second.   “Why don’t you stay – with the girls?  We’ll pick you all up later.  Have a nice time.”

Seconds later, I was surrounded by six women!  They were still confused, after all, Pauline and myself had just shattered the male/female relationships established after many years of Mafia relationships.  But they were curious!  After all, wasn’t I wearing some female things?  Hadn’t my very own wife treated me as if I were one of the girls  - and hadn’t I responded?  What was going ON?  Their curiosity was inflamed!

They didn’t exactly surround me like sharks, but that is how I felt.  Keep in mind that up until that moment I’d been the captain of all their husbands.  Now there was every evidence that I had been demoted to that of a mere woman – and that by my own wife!  Each of them was dying to find out what was going on, yet frightened out of their minds to take the first bite – after all, I might bite back!  Keep in mind that these are all good looking women whose simple job in life was to look good for their husbands – and provide them with a nice place to stay.   They’re whole function in life was to make everything look good, especially themselves – let’s face it money was no problem.  Yet suddenly?  A male, who was giving evidence of wounds to his ego, had been thrown in the water beside them.  What were they to do, or say?
And, like an idiot, who gave them the chance for the first bite?  Me.

I was getting nervous by all of these good looking women surrounding me and closing in.  Suddenly thought of a way of breaking the ice.  “Oh Claire?” I said.  “Pauline was wondering.  Do you think you could teach me to cook?”  It was as much a change of subject as anything else.

Now cooking is not altogether an Italian female aptitude.  Many Italian males take great pride in their cooking – but it’s something they grow UP with.  Don’t acquire it in middle age – and naturally, I had to make things worse.

“A special dish?”  Claire asked proudly but curiously.

“No.  Not really.  Just teach me to cook meals.” I managed.

The women all looked at each other now, though I was too thick to understand why.  “A particular meal – like dinner or lunch?” Claire asked silkily.

“Never thought about that,” I replied. “Don’t think so.  Everything. Breakfast, lunch and dinner.  Anything you think I should know.”

She sat beside me on the couch now.  Patted me on the cheek now.  “Like you’re to do all the cooking now?” She asked.  “That what Pauline wants?”

I saw the trap now.  But what could I say?  “Yeah.  Kinda,” I mumbled.  “Make a bit of a change, eh?”

She wouldn’t let up.  Not now.  “So that’s why you’re here with us gals – instead of all these rough tough guys?”

Another woman, Joan, had sat beside me now.  Sniffed audibly.  “That’s a lovely perfume smell about you Eric. Normally?  That’s what Pauline uses.”  She put a nice warm hand on my thigh.  “But if you’re gonna join us girls here – even it’s just for a little time?  Welcome!”  And she gave me a small kiss!

Helplessly now, I had to sit there as women crowded around me happily and kissed and fondled me as they wished me welcome – I was SURE that someone checked my chest to see if I was wearing a bra in the meantime.  Finally, they drew back a bit.  “Oh lookit girls!  We’ve got his face in an awful mess!  Here!”  and Tiffany was wiping my face, softly, with a tissue – but she did  it in such a way that I felt as if she was re-arranging the makeup on my face now, to make it appear as if my lips had lipstick on them.

“Oh that’s much better!” they cried, beaming on their new, female creation.

“Want me to start showing you your way about the kitchen now?”  Claire asked me.

“Oh NO Claire,” they chimed in. “The guys will probably be a while yet and though this is a special meeting, I’m sure Eric won’t mind taking clean up duty along with Tiffany tonight?”

Of course I didn’t mind, and it wasn’t long before Tiffany and me, both were decked out in pretty floral half aprons, with the girls making absolutely sure that I was tied in properly – and oh the gleaming of eyes as I gradually became feminized in front of them,  flitting around getting the other girl’s drinks or doing some general clean up for Carmine.  It was just friendship when friendly soft hands patted my backside fondly.  At the same time, I found it kind of sexy. All the girls laughed when I blushed.  Many of them found excuses to slip an arm around my slim shoulders and give me friendly kisses.  After an hour had passed, any signs of me being different were diminishing rapidly.

I was glad when Carmine produced a new beauty masque for the girls.  Tiffany and I chopped some cucumbers for their eyes, then helped dab on the masque and place the cucumbers on top of eyelids.  I thought that I had got out of it, but Carmine, being the hostess, demanded ‘rights’, so Tiffany and myself caved in.

That’s how my wife found me, my face all covered in beauty masque and cucumber over my eyes, in amongst a bunch of women and wearing a pretty apron   As time had gone by, a lot of the women had been excused  and Carmine had cleaned their faces off.  With me being a male?  I’d been left until last to get the full benefit of the beauty effects.  When Pauline came in, with just a few of the guys, I had to keep lying there.  It was really embarrassing, but the few guys that did come in didn’t seem to want to talk to me.  As I didn’t want to talk to them either, this didn’t work out too bad.  

All of the women said goodnight to Pauline. It was funny.  They talked to her a different way now, but a few came and kissed me goodnight.  Said what a gem I’d been.  I heard Pauline come and stand beside me.  Felt her take my apron in her fingers.  “My!  This is SO pretty Carmine!  Was it his turn to be one of the house girls tonight?”

“Yes!”  Carmine said.  “Raised a little bit of a fuss, but then was as good as gold.”

“See honey!”  Pauline said, speaking to me.  “I said you’d fit right in!”

“And he asked me if I’d teach him to cook,” Claire added.  “When’s a good time?”

“Isn’t he such a sweetheart!”  Pauline gurgled.  “Can you start coming around in the mornings?”

“Lovely!” Claire added.

“Think we’ll take the masque off now,”  Carmine said, and I sat still as the slices were removed from my eyes and the stuff washed, then creamed, from my face.

“Ooooh  Lovely!”  Pauline exclaimed looking closely at my face.  “But do you have a pair if tweezers Carmine?”

Carmine did, and I had to stand there, while Pauline plucked a few eyebrows from between mine.  “There!  Much better,” she exclaimed. “Men are such babies, aren’t they!” as I made a few ouches.

“Just wait until you have him get a full wax job!” Claire added, giggling.

“What a lovely idea!” laughed Pauline.

Looks like you had a nice time with the girls,” Pauline added on the way home.  “The guys were kinda shocked, finding that I’m the one to be leading the group from now on.  Men are really SUCH a bunch of babies – aren’t they?”  She patted my thigh.  I mumbled something.

There was a slight pause and then she said.  “I asked you a question doll.  I said that men are such babies!  Aren’t they?”

“Yes, Pauline,” I said.

“And you’re my little sissy baby.  That not right?”  She patted my thigh again, I felt a little pinch this time.

“I am,”  I said.

“Better.  Now cuddle your head into my shoulder.”

I did so.  ”Now dear?  WHY are you my little sissy baby?” she asked silkily.

“Because you can beat me up?” I replied after a moments thought.

“Mmmm.  That’s good.  Anything else?”

“I wear panties and thigh-highs – and some makeup too!” I whimpered.

“And fit in with all the girls – right?” she cooed.

“Yes.”  I admitted.

At home, I discovered that it was now my job to do the minor tidying up so that she was sitting up in bed when I arrived in the bedroom.  She looked very saucy, sitting up in a pink ruffled nightdress.  I changed into my royal blue pajamas and made for bed.  Before I got there, she held up an arresting hand.  Smiled at me.  “I was just thinking pet,” she said.

“Yes?” I asked carefully.

“We’re dressed all wrong!” she said triumphantly, pulling the bedclothes aside and getting out of bed, walking toward me and pulling on her nightdress as she did so.

“Aw, c’mon Pauline!” I said, catching her drift as she advanced on me, now completely nude and holding the nightdress out towards me.

I finally put up a fight, but now she knew she was my master.  Giggled and laughed as I struggled against her.  Showed her amusement openly as she undid my pajama jacket  during our struggle.  And laughed slowly as she gradually slipped the nightdress over my head.  “Come over to the dressing table princess,” she said “and help me on with your pajamas.”

There, in view of the full length mirror, a tearful male in his pink nightdress did his maid duties and helped his wife into royal blue pajamas.  “Tell me that I look handsome, pet!” she told me – “and I’ll tell you how pretty you are!”  She said, looking down on me as I knelt at her feet and had my head patted.

It wasn’t much later on the bed that she spread and lifted the skirts of my nightdress and hoisted herself on my shaft, telling me what a good lay I was as she pumped herself up and down.  First she used her hands to hold me down but as put no resistance up, she fondled the lace at my breasts as she did so.   To tell the truth, I enjoyed it.  Somehow she knew this and teased me gently.

The following morning she had me wear a matching negligee to my nightdress.  Breakfast wasn’t much, just coffee and toast, but she complimented me on what a pretty pair we maid as I fluttered around her at the dining table – she in my pajamas and robe, me in hers.  Must admit that I blushed, which caused her no end of amusement.

I didn’t balk too much – there wasn’t much sense in it – at my getup to answer the door to Claire’s knock.  Fawn pants, a blue shirt with gold belt, bone shoes and light colored thigh highs -  and a floral apron of course..  A few more barrettes in my hair this time and, naturally, a little mascara and perfume.  I hoped that she didn’t notice the light touch of tangerine lipstick on my lips though wasn’t too sure.  Claire smiled and kissed me on the cheek and said ‘Hi’ to Pauline – then led me into the kitchen, apologizing to Pauline as she and I were doing ‘girl things’.

I must admit that Claire was an excellent teacher.  I had prepared a three ring binder and took down lots of notes.  About ninety minutes after she’d go there, the door bell rang.  I was writing something at the time and ignored it – although Claire was looking at me expectantly.  Then I heard Pauline’s voice. “Doll?  Get that would you?”  And I knew that I was supposed to answer the door!  Tentatively, I went there and checked through the peephole.  It was Joe!  My ex-employee!  I swallowed hard but couldn’t think of anything else, so let him in.

“Hi Joe,” I said, red faced and plucking at my apron skirts a little.

“Hi Eric,” he said, embarrassed, his eyes taking in my femininity, even though I could tell he didn’t want to. “Pauline in?”

“I think so.  Let me check,” I said, like a maid, when Pauline’s voice came through. “If that’s Joe, sweetness?  Show him in, would you?”

So, my pretty apron wafting around me, I led my ex-employee through to the sitting room.  “Thanks a lot pet!” Pauline said. “Joe – would you like a beer?  I’m going to have one?”

Joe paused a little, but then his shyness at seeing me the way I was wearing off, he shrugged.  “Sounds like a good idea!” he said.

“Put the beer and glasses on a tray – okay pet?” Pauline said to me and, a few minutes later, like a good little girl, I brought the guys in their beer. Closed the door quietly behind me as I took the tray back then returned to Claire, and my cooking lesson – left the guys to their thing as I got back to mine.

Joe left, without any more embarrassment for me, then Claire had me make a simple lunch for all three of us.  I blushed with embarrassment at the praise she heaped on me as I served it up – blushed even more as Pauline openly patted me on the ass.  Claire left fairly soon after that – but not before I promised to continue my learning at the next available opportunity.  Pauline looked at me fondly immediately after.  “I know you’ve got to clean up after lunch and have housework to do, but I’ve been looking at that hair of yours and  think there’s something I can do with it that shouldn’t take too long., so why don’t you go and give it a quick wash?  Then come back to me quick like a bunny – I’ve got to go out for a while this afternoon.  Keep it just on the wet side.  Okay?”

I looked at her, but she was obviously in a good mood.  I’d pleased her by being so obedient with her in front of Claire and Joe.  Why waste a good thing now?  A little while later, I sat compliantly as she rolled my hair up in pink plastic rollers.  Didn’t even make any comment when she tied my hair up in a pretty frilly bandana, with a bow on top.  “Now, don’t you look pretty!” she said with a laugh.  “But you’ll just have to wait until I brush it out this evening.  Okay?”

“Thank you very much Pauline,” the feminine thing that I was becoming said into our reflection in the mirror.  She smiled.  Turned me around and kissed me on the lips. “That tangerine lipstick has a nice flavor.  Why don’t you put a little bit more on?” she suggested  - then smiled, watching me in the mirror as I sat and carefully applied my lipstick makeup..

But before she left, she had another little game to play.  Carefully and seriously, put a jade necklace round my neck – then a matching bracelet on my wrist and a costume ring on my finger.  Actually had me hold up large, matching earrings against my lobes.  “Mmmm!” she smiled at my obvious fright as I did so.  “Maybe later!”

She got a big kick by ringing the doorbell later on, and having me answer it.  The peephole helped of course but it seemed to emphasize the difference in our positions now – me answering the door in a frilly apron and headscarf, my lipstick and mascara showing, my jewelry dangling and making tiny little noises around me.  She was SO happy, taking me into her arms and kissing me.  “I thought you might run away from me while I was gone, but you wouldn’t do a thing like that now – would you?”

And I could only simper a “no” at my big strong woman as she took me into her arms and kissed and fondled me.  I couldn’t help it – felt weaker and smaller all the time.

She brushed my hair out before dinner.  Okay, it wasn’t altogether female, but the flipped ends and the waves and curls weren’t too masculine either and once she had me define my mouth and eyelashes more with cosmetics, there wasn’t too much doubt.  A change into a shimmering shirt blouse, black pants with a full back closure of hers - and a full floral apron so that I could serve up dinner had her grinning.  The fact that I changed into my proper nightwear without any complaint brought a very satisfied look to her face.  She made love to me again that night and I actually started to enjoy the feeling of not having the work to do – just lie there and act pretty.  Found myself kissing her back fervently, more than once.

The following morning, after a lot of pleading I was allowed to forego borrowing any of her clothes or of the jewelry.  I still had to wear the panties and thigh highs, the lipstick, perfume and mascara though.  This was only accomplished by me agreeing to buy some nice sweaters when I went out with the girls that day.

I hadn’t thought of so many girls – the full six of them were there.  This wasn’t altogether unusual but I think that now knowing they had a new plaything – me – made the get together that much more attractive to them.  I also discovered that Pauline had shamed me some more – I wasn’t to be entrusted to drive now – had to have one of the girls or – god save me – one of the guys drive me if she wasn’t available.  No one questioned this too much, it wasn’t uncommon for a guy to make this decision about his wife – the macho thing again.  But for a woman to pass this on about her husband?  A subject for much sniggering about.     With absolutely no thought for my feelings but with Pauline’s smiling assent, I was swept up by the six women and deposited in the back of a station wagon, completely surrounded by my peers – the wives of other men.

In amongst the chattering women at the local mall, I was one of the group.  The salesgirls smiled at us all, but once they discovered that I was the main customer, I was deluged.  Naturally, what maleness I had left dissuaded them a little, but once they took in the makeup – and the way that the rest of the girls treated me – I stood very little chance.  The sweaters were feminine, most of them, but not a great deal.  But where the fashions on a few were ‘v’ necked or something at least masculine?  The pink and mauve colors the carried were an obvious hint.  So? Where I had sequined tops, some of the rest were lovely colors so that there wasn’t a truly male one in the lot.  Blushing and red, I had to try one on for size – it was a twin set  and all the women and salesgirls cooed about how nice it looked on.  They made me pose there in that pink cashmere just loving the idea that they had a little sissy there to do their bidding.  I had a real struggle to get that thing off, they liked me in it so much!

Then, of course, around the various ladies shops in the mall, with me helpless in their midst, learning to join them in holding up various articles all silky and shimmering against myself and exclaiming how cute they were!  And their agreement as they concurred! In an underwear boutique, my shame as Cheri presented me with a small pink parcel – beautifully wrapped, and the general smiles all around as they agreed that I was sure to love them!  The salesgirls smiling agreement as they made me add that parcel to the ones I already had.

Then my horrible mortification when, still parcel laden, I was led into a restaurant – and there was Pauline – and all the men I had led!   The chattering and smiling as us newcomers fitted ourselves in beside our men folk – and the soft kisses we gave them in greeting!  I was starving, but like a few of us girls, was not allowed to order anything, just sit and accept tid-bits from our lord and masters – and act all soft and thankful for what we received as we gracefully bit down and thanked them for what we received.

There was a small dance floor there, and how I felt when Joan, one of the more masculine girls asked me to dance!  You see, tough guys don’t dance – just their girls do, though usually with each other – and just a glance from Pauline sent me to the floor in Joan’s arms as I danced a slow dance, playing the girl’s part, what else, as my old cohorts looked on.  To make things worse? Joan is actually taller than me, so in her heels, she towered over me which made my fitting into her and playing the female part even more appropriate.   The scorn on their male faces as I returned and thanked Joan made me feel even worse.  That was bad, but worse was to come.

“The girls tell me that you bought some nice sweaters – and that you looked really nice in a pink twin set?”  Pauline said.

“I don’t know about that!” I said shyly, hoping she’d drop the subject – after all, the guys could hear us!

“I bought him something that should make him look even better!” Cheri said.  “I hope you really like him in it Pauline,” she added shyly.

“Mmmm!” Pauline said, and turned to me.  “I’d really like to see that!  Why don’t you go and try your set on love?  Put on Cheri’s present while you’re at it?”

I opened my mouth to protest, but felt her nip me sorely underneath the table, then she whispered in my ear. “You wouldn’t like me to take your pants down and spank you – not here, would you?”

I did want to protest at least some, but her threat had to be taken into consideration.  On top of that, all the guys were at the table at that moment – at least I had a free run at the men’s room, it might be quiet in there at that moment.  Luckily, the twin set was right on top of one of the bags, so I took that out and hurriedly snuck it and Cheri’s present away.

“Use a little toilet paper if you have to,” Pauline whispered as I left.

Some guy was at a urinal when I got in, but he was a stranger, so I hurried into a stall. My suspicions were aroused when I opened the present and found a lacy bra.  “Oh god!” I thought , but stripped my shirt off and put the bra on.  I really didn’t have too much trouble putting it on.  Actually started to put the set on, then thought better of it.  Took some toilet paper and put it inside the cups. Gave myself a girlish figure, then put the set on.  Buttoned up the sweater at the top, took a deep breath and walked out – just as Eddie and Joe walked in!

I didn’t know what to say, but tried to walk past them, eyes downcast.  Eddie spoke however – quite kindly.  “Better fix your air dear.  Pauline might not like it that way!”

And so, in front of my old masculine cohorts, I stood in the bright lights of the bathroom and used my pocket comb to comb my girlish locks into place, my lipstick and mascara quite evident now and my figure unmistakably girlish in my twin set.  Joe wasn’t as kind as Eddie. Patted my ass as I left.  “That’s a girl!”  he said – and both of them laughed softly as I left, red-faced.  That was bad enough, but oh my, the shrinking within oneself the feeling of being SO small as the girls all aaah and oooh over your new shape  and how Pauline shows her pleasure by having you sit on her knee and strokes your new breasts openly while you sit there shyly.

It didn’t take her long to sense your sadness and she probed.  Near tears, you finally told her about your shame in the bathroom – NOT that you blamed Joe or Eddie at all.  She patted your cheek softly.  “But that’s not a problem darling! Let me fix it – and you’ll never have that situation again!”  She had some whispered conversations with Joan and a little while later, Joan, Cheri, Daphne and Claire all stood up and got their handbags.  At Pauline’s urging. I got my handbag and joined them. Became part of a chattering group as we all made our way to the Ladies!  Inside, I stood with the rest and pulled my makeup from my handbag.  Fixed up my lipstick and mascara.  At Joan’s urging, I also put on a touch of eye shadow.  When we returned, I noticed that my male shirt had disappeared and, without words, knew that I was going to make my way home with my twin set and girlish breasts.  Saw Pauline’s enquiring look at Joan, and the small nod in return.  Felt Pauline’s protective arms go around me again.  I didn’t feel so bad now, for some reason as I snuggled in.

When we got home, late that afternoon, I was tired.  It didn’t take long for Pauline to dis-abuse me of any such masculine ideas – I had work to do.  Not only that, there was a uniform I had to wear while I was doing it.  We were in the bedroom and I was hanging up my new sweaters so didn’t pay too much attention to what Pauline was doing.  It was as she was leaving that she commented quietly.  “My bed,” and left saying nothing more.  My angle at that time didn’t let me see what she meant, but a few steps let me see the skirt and slip lying on top of the bedspread and the high heeled shoes sitting on the floor underneath them.

I was shy going down to her in my skirt, but she acted as if nothing were wrong.  Said nothing, just pointed in front of herself and made a circular motion with her finger.  I pirouetted as she wished, then still wordless, she motioned me to come forward.  I did so, and she lifted my skirt to display the satin of the slip.  Stared me in the eye and ran her palm up and down my thigh a few times.  That’s better!  A LOT better!” she cooed.  “Shoes fit all right?”

“Yes Pauline dear,” I said.

“Good.  We’ll get you some of your own pretty soon.  But why don’t you start to get dinner on?  Something light will do.”

I made dinner and cleaned up.  Was starting to realize how women felt having their man sit and do nothing while work was done around the house.  At the same time I felt a curious acceptance.  Almost a warmth of belonging?  Found myself gazing at Pauline in a very accepting manner.  So it seemed natural somehow that once I’d finished and she simply pointed to a spot in front of her, where she sat.  I hadn’t done anything wrong, but I felt somewhat shy as I went and stood in front of her.  She opened her legs, hiked up her skirt a little and motioned me even further in.  Smiled nicely at me as I adjusted my skirt and slip and motioned that I kneel.  Once I did, she produced a brightly colored, flimsy scarf from somewhere and wrapped it around my neck.  Pulled me in slightly.  It was difficult to pull my eyes away from her now.  “Feel okay now darling?” she asked me kindly.

I nodded. “Good!” she said.  “You know what I’m doing to you, don’t you?”

“Making me into your wife?” I offered tentatively.

“VERY good!” she said, patting my head.  “And you LIKE this, don’t you?”

“I’m not sure,” I said, but there was a little admittance in my voice.

“Of course you do, silly!” she said.  “Taken to being my little woman like a house on fire.  Look at you already.  Nice skirt and top.  A little makeup?  Nice undies – including a bra? Why, I’m SO impressed.  I figured it might take me weeks to get you this far, but it hasn’t, has it?”

“I didn’t know that,” I said.

She laughed lightly. “Let me prove it too you.  Keep looking at me, but run your hand up underneath your twin set.  Feel your bra and slip.  Okay?”

I did as she suggested. “That satin and lace feels nice now.  Doesn’t it?  Be honest now?” she asked.

“Well, kinda nice,” I admitted.

“And those breasts may not be even close to the real thing, but feel kinda right, do they not?”

I felt the lacy mounds under my hands.  Nodded, blushing as she added.  “Now?  Lift your skirt and feel the nice hem of your slip – then put your hand up to feel the tops of your stockings and the lace of your panties.  They feel just like they should, do they not?”

Again I had to nod, her eyes boring into me like friendly gimlets.

She nodded in turn.  “That’s why I wanted to talk to you darling.  It’s a lot quicker than I intended, but I wanted to set the record straight as quickly as I could.  “You DO understand,” she cooed, giving the scarf a little tug.

I really didn’t but gave a subservient nod, my eyes on hers.

“It’s like this,” she started.  “I have the same genes as my dad.  Saw from the beginning that I wanted to be more than just a goombah in his organization.  But?” she shrugged.  “I’m just a girl in an organization run by guys.  At first, I thought this was all wrong but, after a while, I can see the justice in it.  Too many gals waste most of their time on clothes and makeup – that sort of thing.  Now a LOT of guys are dumb and my grudge was that I was smarter – and just as mean as they were – but a GAL?  Who was going to pay attention to me?”

She pulled me into her and gave me a soft kiss.  “But then YOU came along – my little Erica!  Okay, you acted like a guy, but I could tell that you had this soft core inside you – a nice, soft, girlish core.  Now I could tell that you weren’t gay, but you kinda liked me taking control – didn’t you?”

I thought of the times when I’d been tired, or she’d seemed to want to be boss in bed.  Of course, I’d pretended to struggle a bit – for appearances sake, you know?  But I’d given in, and she’s mounted me.  I didn’t respond to her this time, and she continued.

“You weren’t really ready for any kind of bosshood, but you were SO open!  Would take my advice and everything, so I worked on dad.  He’s smart enough and saw that you were no big shakes as a boss, but didn’t realize how much influence I had on you.   I was content at first – that was about as far as I thought I could go – but then you started stealing!  I was really pissed off – how could you be so stupid!”

She smiled and pulled me in for another kiss, then let me return. “Like this, don’t you? Kneeling at my feet in your skirt and makeup?  Being told what life is all about?”

I blushed in answer and she continued.  “So now?  I’ve basically reversed our positions. You’re the pretty little wife I could never be – and I’m the boss of a small group.  The guys are still fighting it a little but I can manage that.  And you?  YOU?  You’re fitting into the girls like you were born there!”

At this point, I opened my mouth to make some kind of protest, but she gave the scarf a sharp tug.  “Shush girlie!” she said, and from nowhere pulled out a lipstick tube!  “Shush and pout!  I want to see how a nice red color goes on you!  Keep looking at me with those soft eyes of yours!”

Placidly,  I pouted for her as she made my lips up and then put the tube away. “Like I thought!” she crowed. “Lovely! Now reach up and put your arms around my neck and kiss me.  Like a gal kisses her fella!”

What Possible excuse is there?  What sort of complaint could I raise?  I did as she suggested and she finally let me go to settle back again.  Then proceeded to lay out my sentence, calmly and  lucidly.  “So Erica?  One of the girls you’ll have to become.  Go the full route – clothes, makeup, cooking – waxing.  You know, the full bit.  I’ll get forms for your breasts first thing, but later on I’ll probably get implants surgically put in.  I’d do that now, but I just can’t make up my mind whether I want you big and bosomy, or a little smaller.  You any wants on that subject?”

I think I’d known her mind all along, but hearing it so baldly stated was too much.  Did I want big tits – or smaller ones? Not only that?  There was some doubt as to whether my opinion would matter!  It was all going to be up to her!  I could only shake my head, dumbly.  “That’s my girl,” she said kindly.  “Just leave it to me – and you won’t go too far wrong!”  Then she got serious again.  “But there IS one thing that I’d better address I guess.”

“And that is?” I managed, with a semblance of sarcasm.

“Naughty girl!” she said saucily and gave my scarf a playful warning tug.  “I think you’ll have to be placed within the women.”

“Placed?  What’re you talking about?” I asked.

She patted my head calmly.  “Well, you see dear?  Normally, the female head of the group, mirrors the males.  So that when you were  . .” she tittered.  “ . . head of the guys? I was the top girl.  But now that I’m top of the gang, so to speak?  I’d have liked you to be top girl.”  Here she shook her head.  “But that’s not possible, I’m afraid.”

“Why not?” I asked, amazed.

She shook her head and smiled.  “You’re too girlish, I’m afraid.  You belong more with Tiffany and Carmine – they’re the feminine ones of the group. Claire and Daphne are probably next, but Cheri and Joan – especially Joan – are the tough ones.  I think you’d better make up to Joan.  Be her girlfriend.  That should make it easy.”

“Be friendly more than anything else?” I offered, still puzzled.

She looked at me in dumbfoundedness.  “Be her girlfriend, I said!  I’m pretty sure she’s had Tiffany and Carmine.  Maybe even Claire or Daphne – I’m not sure.  But putting you in amongst them has thrown the whole lot in a tizzy – no one really knows who head girl IS anymore.”  She shook her head positively. “Yes!  That’s it!  Play up to Joan.  That way, she’ll be top girl.  I think you’ll like her.  She’s nice to her girls, I think.”

I was my turn to shake my head. “But I’m still confused.  How do I play up to her?  It’s not that I mind?  I just don’t know how!”

“Silly girl!” Pauline teased.  “When she pats your ass?  Squirm and get all flirty.  Same thing with your tits.. If she ever gets you in a dark hallway and wants a kiss?  Snuggle in, real good.  She ever shows you her dildo?  Don’t be shy about taking it in your mouth and making all sorts of adoring noises and . .”

“But I’m your husband Pauline!” I said, shocked.

She gave me a ludicrous look before continuing.  “And darling?  If she ever wants to shove that dildo up your ass?  Make sure that you’re all smooth and perfumed for her!”

I stared at her. “But I don’t do that!”

She gave me a kindly smile. “Maybe not right at the moment darling.  But once you’ve got yourself all ready for me – and seen my nice one?  I’m sure that you’ll just love it!  Can just imagine you sitting with Tiffany and Carmine over your embroidery – and telling them all about it?”  She paused. “I’m just wondering if I should get you a white dress – though it might be too symbolic?”

“Eh?  A white dress?  For what?”

She pursed her lips doubtfully. Then spoke after some thought.  “Well darling. I want to make absolutely sure that dad is satisfied.”

“Satisfied?”  I interrupted with some bitterness.

She tossed her pretty head. “Oh, he’s aware of how embarrassed you must be.  You, that used to be a man.  Wearing women’s clothes – going to the ladies room. That sort of thing.  The shame of acting how you are  - and how you’re going to – in front of what used to be your men.”

“I’d have thought that it’d be enough!” I added.

She pulled me in for another kiss, then delightedly traced my red lips with her little finger.  “Yes.  Maybe.  But I’m not sure it’s public enough.  Know what I mean?  After all, as far as everyone is concerned, all of this might be caused by you being a soft little pansy – and me a strong woman.”

“Not too far from the truth,” I admitted honestly as her hand caressed my breasts again.

“I know darling!  I know.” She admitted.  “But I’ve been thinking.  Suppose we had a quiet little ceremony here?  Just the guys, your immediate family and my dad?”

“A ceremony?  What kind of ceremony?”   I asked.

“A wddding, silly!  You all in white – just to show everyone that you’re officially my bride?  Later on?  Just me, you and my dad in private?  You could show him that you’re really a proper daughter in law?”

“Huh?”

She beamed.  “You, all in white!  Sweeping across the carpet!  Pulling back your veil!  Like a lovely bride.  Then kneeling down in front of him – and paying proper respect!  Can't you imagine yourself all sweet and fluttery? Crawling over the floor in your satin dress – and watching your veil?  Then my dear?  I'm afraid you'll have to take his dick in your mouth – most of the brides do that as a mark of deep respect.  Then you move your head up and down on him – just a few times!  After that blow job, you’ll never need to worry about him again!”  She smiled.  "I'm not really sure that he would fancy a guy giving him a blow job  But now?  I think he considers you a girl – a proper girl!  In fact?  I'm SURE of it!"

I couldn’t answer her as I was pulled in for a long and sultry kiss.

The end


THE SEED DOESN'T FALL FAR . . .

After Mom died I got out of the village as quickly as I could.  Various interests had to be taken care of and practicality demanded that I had to attend various business activities on short notice, but I just felt that I had to get away.  Couldn't move as far away as I wanted, but forty miles wasn't too bad.

It was wonderful!  It was if I'd broken all ties to my previous life and started coming out of my shell. Gained confidence hand over fist.  To my own surprise, I even found myself with a girl friend - Eunice.  She was so quiet and shy!  Worked in the local library and seemed truthfully awed by my self confidence – and wealth.  Okay I wasn't that wealthy –but wealthy enough that I didn't have to work.  (I knew I had to do something – but it was so wonderful; being free and my own master that I was taking my time).  Got my hair cut and experimented with a new wardrobe.  I even tried growing a mustache – but it was laughable.  I mean, I've got lots of hair but other than the top of my head I'm extremely smooth.  Gave that up as a lost cause.

Eunice was soft and lovely. As tall as me and much to her sorrow probably outweighed me – but I am truthfully small and light – and as she pointed out a number of times, my masculinity made me the boss of us two.  Naturally I made protest at this, saying that I wasn't sexist and that we were a pair: but secretly I gloried in this.  Could feel myself literally grow as she expanded on it.

She was not forthcoming about her family.  Said she was orphaned and came from a different part of the country but would not go into details,  Then, face afire, she admitted the week before we took off to Las Vegas and got married that she and her mother were estranged and that she didn't want anything to do with her – she just felt that I should know.  This gave me pause, but I frankly figured that I wouldn't interfere – so we just had a quiet wedding.  I wasn't the greatest in bed (I'm sure we were both virgins) but managed.  If anything, it was her that apologized for any shortcomings we came across in bed.

We settled down again and life was wonderful.  She kept her job at the library but, at my request, cut back on the hours she worked.  She didn't quite understand my stated needs to cut social contact to a minimum, but accepted this as one of my male foibles.  Se didn't see the need for Edna our part time maid either, maintaining that she could do the housework herself – but I noticed that she wasn't that great.  Could easily have taught her a few things myself, but desisted.

And, in a quiet way we were happy but in the way of the world, it was me that changed things.  Cannot put the blame on Eunice by one iota.  She was always quiet – dare I say 'mousy'?  But always deferential to me and gradually I began to believe in myself.  She would never talk about her mother, but I was sure that a large part of her sad demeanor was caused by their quarrel.  Going through an old trunk one day I found a letter to her at an old address.  

Curiosity got the better of me and I hired a private detective to check it out,  It was surprisingly easy and nowhere near as expensive as I figured but in a few days I had a name and some background.  I even had a photograph of her mother from sold old newspaper – and a current telephone number.  A nice looking woman who had something to do with real estate at that time.

I put the information away and mulled it over for a while.  From some various hints and allusions, I had gathered from Eunice that the falling out she'd had with her mother wasn't really that serious – one of those family things that get out of hand.  I think that my lack of activity was also creating a sense of complacency in me.  The need to do 'something'?

Any way, I called her finally.  As far as I could tell she had her own office – at least her secretary answered the phone. I didn't tell that lady who I was but Dorothy was thrilled when I told her who I was.  Charming and sophisticated sounding.  Not shy or quiet in the slightest.  She may have even been a little bossy – but there again, I had got used to that with my mom, so I suppose that I may have allowed myself to fall into old habits.  But I will admit that I wouldn't tell her where I was calling from.  After all – as I told her – I had to respect my wife's need for privacy.  That was the first time I heard her tinkling laugh – although I didn't understand at the time.  We parted amicably, with me promising to think about setting up a reconciliation for them.

I was surprise about a week later to find Dorothy on the line.  "Well?" She laughed.  "You haven't called me – so I figured I'd maybe jog your memory a little?  I figure that you're a typical male, needing to be forced into things.  No?"

I'll admit to being thrilled at referred to as a 'typical' male but managed.  "How did you find this number?"

"Oh come along dear!" she laughed. "I own a real estate office.  We NEED to know who might be calling us.  I just took a note of your number when you called.  Didn't take much checking for me to use that to find other things."  She then reeled off my address and asked me if I'd thought about getting mother and daughter together.  I got a slight feeling from her that she'd get together with Eunice whatever I decided and, realizing how it would look if I declined to help – but had given her location away in my ignorance – I surrendered, announcing that getting them together was what I had in mind – a lie of course.  But why rock the boat when one didn't have to?

Dorothy had struck me as being somewhat the same as Eunice.  Okay, she seemed far more gregarious and sure of herself, but I just figured that to be a sign that she'd learned to be tougher running her own business for years.  After all – the apple doesn't fall far from the tree, does it?

But I was due a couple of shocks the day she turned up.  For one thing?  Eunice has a sort of nondescript hair.  Not mousy, understand"  But definitely doesn't stand out either.  I had Dorothy meet us at our house – more private, you know.  Eunice was NOT expecting her and when I saw the well dressed blonde coming up the garden path I knew right away who it was.  Naturally, I'd positioned Eunice so that she couldn't see visitors.

I greeted Dorothy at the door quietly and was surprise at the confidence with which she looked around and the strength of her grip.  She knew that I was trying to keep it quiet so gave me a quick once over with her eyes – obviously wasn't overly impressed – then let me lead her into where Eunice and I were having lunch.

My second surprise was the lack of negative emotion when the two women met.  I'd expected some kind of fireworks I guess, but it didn't happen.  They simply looked calmly at each other then Dorothy moved forward to hug Eunice.  They whispered in each other's ears for a fair moment – then drew back.  Held each other at arms length and studied each other, then impulsively kissed – and that was that. From that point on it was as if they'd never quarreled.  Any hopes I'd had of being an idolized person who'd brought them together died horribly.  It was as if they'd never quarreled.

Somehow, I found that Dorothy had been invited to stay with us for a week.  I discovered that she didn't care for men – though she made it a point to suffer me.  My blood ran cold one night over dinner when Eunice laughingly described her father. "He was such a nice man!  Used to take me shopping for clothes.  Things like that."

Dorothy shrugged. "He was good at things like that I guess.   He started off in our marriage like he was top dog or something.  Gave me some trouble too . ."

"Dad?" Eunice laughed. "C'mon mom!  He wouldn't say boo to a goose!  Especially wouldn't argue with you."  Then she paused. "Though I do have memories of you taking him over your knees one time."

Dorothy shook her head.  "That's because you were young. I had to spank him more than once until he finally agreed to do as I said.  Plus?  I didn't like you to see him all crying and sobbing. Felt that you should have some respect for adults.  So I mostly put him over my knee when you weren't there.  Frankly, he became very handy around the house.  I missed him after the accident."

She turned to me.  "You ever spanked Eunice here?"

I looked at her in shock. "Of course not!" I said indignantly.  "We believe in equality here."

"Oh?" was all she said but the look on her face spoke volumes..

Dorothy was a fireball.  Always on the go.  Took Eunice out shopping with her a number of times and frankly, I was glad to see her go.  She never came out and criticized me for not working but I felt her disapproval. She had become a little distant and to be quite honest?  She scared the hell out of me.  Still she left me alone. I put a lot of it down to the fact that a mother wanted to re-establish good contact with her daughter after a conflict but, at the same time, I just got the feeling that she didn't care much for men in general.

She had got some interest in putting up a new realty office nearby.  I was not in favor of this and hoped that it was just talk of expansion. But she was waving some sort of position there in front of Eunice, and was definitely raising some interest.  Once I made some sort of mild complaint and Eunice actually snapped at me.  Naturally, she apologized immediately, but I began to count the days until my mother in law had gone.

Then one afternoon, Dorothy called to say that she wouldn't be home for dinner but might be bringing a new friend home for a few drinks later on in the evening.  I shrugged, secretly pleased for a little more peace.

Eunice and I had finished dinner and cleaned off the dishes when the door went and Eunice went to answer it.  I heard the murmur of female voices, and braced myself a little because there was a new one there.  I turned around to welcome the newcomer when she came into the room – and the bombshell burst!  She was dark and attractive.  Older, about Dorothy's age, but dressed in a gray skirt suit and white blouse.  Navy shoes and a few nice pieces of jewelry.  Nicely made up and hair neat.  The very picture of a competent teacher – and that is what she had been when I knew her.

She stared at me, astounded.  "My God!   Tiffany!  I thought you were long gone!  I had NO idea you lived in this neck of the woods!"

I stared at her in consternation. "Miss Lewis!"  I gulped.  "It's been a long while!"

She started to regain her composure. Came forward and before I could do anything – kissed me hello. Grinned.  "You look MUCH different now dear?"   Then she turned to Eunice and there was a decided note of disbelief in her voice.  "This is your husband?"

"You find that hard to believe?" Eunice asked, her tone a little on the frigid side.

"Oh!  I AM sorry!"  Miss Lewis said.  "That came out horribly/  I was just so surprised is all."

"You called him Tiffany though.  A girl's name?"  Dorothy murmured.

Miss Lewis shot me a glance.  "I seem to have lost control over my sense.  Please forgive me.  It was a long time ago – and I'm sure that Norman – it IS Norman isn't it?  Would just as soon forget it."  She smiled at me, but there was a hint of malice in her smile. I felt myself falter, but managed a weak smile.   "It WAS a long time ago Miss Lewis.  Can I get everyone a drink?"

All three women were agreeable, although Dorothy seemed rather pensive, so I went and poured drinks for us all and we all settled down.

But we'd barely taken our seats when Dorothy said.  "Angela? Norman called you Miss Lewis?"

"Yes," That woman replied.  "He was a pupil of mine."

"But when we talked about the expansion of the sorority buildings for your school,"  Dorothy continued. "I was under the impression that you taught at Miss Mathew's School for Young Ladies?"

"That's true," Miss Lewis replied.

"So you were his teacher for a while?  Did you teach at another school?"

"Another school?  Why would you think that?"

"Well?"  Dorothy grinned.  "He's not exactly a young lady, now is he?  I just thought you may have met him somewhere else?"

Miss Lewis shot me a glance as if to say she was sorry, but I sensed the enjoyment there.  "No.  I met him at that school.  You see there was a special dispensation given to certain young men who either couldn't or wouldn't leave the area.  It had a degree program.  Slated as a finishing school for young ladies of course . . " Her voice tailed away.

"But there's a college not that far away?  Isn't there?"  Dorothy asked.

"Yes.  I guess so,"  Miss Lewis answered, then spoke directly to me. "Tiff - - I mean Norman?  I sense that your mother in law is going to keep asking embarrassing questions of me.  Would it be okay if I just told her what had happened?"

I started to say "No" but Dorothy interrupted me. "Of course it's all right Angela.  We're all friends here – and it WAS a long time ago.  Right Eunice?"

I couldn't believe my ears.  First of all, she was ignoring ME – and then she was asking permission of Eunice!  Then to make matters worse, Eunice just shrugged. "Well, I must admit that I'm intrigued."

"But  -  But Eunice?" I started.

"Oh Norman!  It's interesting!" She spoke sharply to me in a tone that she'd never used before.  My mousy little wife was a s good as telling me to shut up!  Naturally, I didn't want to make a scene, so I stayed quiet.

Miss Lewis shot me a triumphant look. "Well?  Miss Mathew's is technically a school for girls but her heart went out to single moms who had boys who – for some reason or another – didn't do too – too well? – at public schools.  So she set aside a small fraternity for boys.  Tiffany – I mean Norman was one of those darlings."

"Why do you keep calling him Tiffany?" Eunice asked with a little asperity.

"I'm sure she'll get to that, won't you Angela?" Dorothy broke in.

Angela nodded then continued.  "Norman was one of the first boys admitted to that program  Him and five others."  She smiled.  "The poor dears found it SO difficult at first.  Wasn't that so --- Norman?"

"That's true," I said through dry lips.

"But why to that school dear?"  Eunice asked me.

"I think I can answer that Eunice,"  Angela said. "You see, he was very small and delicate for a boy, and the public schools had given him a very bad time.  His mother wanted him to get a degree, but the thought of sending him far away from home into a strange environment – with his delicate constitution was just too much.  That's why Miss Mathew's School seemed so attractive.  Right Norman?"

"Well I really didn't want to go to a girl's school," I said defensively though defiantly.

"Perfectly understandable!" Angela smirked. "But your mother was a very strong woman.  Used to getting her own way?"

I nodded, and she continued with a smile. "It was funny in a way I suppose.  The boys banded together I think and at first the girls left them alone.  But over a few weeks, the boys were sort of  - of  - assimilated – I guess would be a good term for it.  You see the girls were used to boys being noisier, ruder, more athletic and stronger than themselves. Tended to look up to the boys at first.  But then I think they noticed that these boys weren't strong.  Were weak probably.  Started pushing them around a little – what was that thing Norman?  A game of Tug of War Norman?"

I nodded miserably remembering that first day of defeat when the gym teacher had split us up into groups of six – and had us compete for "Queen of the Hill" honors at Tug of War.  There weren't any special teams picked, but I remembered first of all the astonished faces as team after team of girls beat us – then the quiet jeers and us hearing ourselves be called 'Pansies' for the first time.  Our looks of shame as we couldn't even look each other in the eye – the very beginning of our mutual shame.  You see, some of the bigger girls – seniors – had been looking on. Now some of them split up and came up to us boys.

"Oh you poor things!" They cooed mockingly and put arms around us.

One of us six actually started to cry in shame – which only drew more big girls to commiserate with him.  The gym teacher stood by, just smiling as we were all consoled as if we were girls, then called us back into the group. From that point on we were simply integrated with the rest of the girls – and never differentiated again – although we did shower separately – and try to describe the horror we felt when we knew that some of the bigger girls were watching us in the nude and making ribald comments about us.  Gradually, we herded together like defenseless sheep, frightened of the girls who seemed to be circling us.

My mind came back to the present.  Angela's voice was saying.  "It really WAS a shame you know.  In theory it sounded all right – but these poor young things were so used to being bullied and discriminated against by other boys, that I think they didn't have the will to stand up for themselves – and they didn't have parents to fall back on."

"Are you saying that girls took advantage then?" Eunice asked incredulously.  "That the boy's parents didn't stand up for them?"

Angela looked at her.  "Absolutely!  What do you think?  I wasn't there for everyone of course but teachers were used as go-betweens when a boy's parent came to check and I remember being the parent when Norman's mother came in answer to his pleadings I suppose."

"What did she say?"  Dorothy asked.

Nothing much," Angela said.  "I can't remember the meeting word for word, but she didn't seem to notice that Norman's hair had been re-styled. It was more like a girl's -  you know.  Then the fact that he started sobbing – like a girl when he told her what was going on  – didn't help him much either, I suppose."

"But why had he done his hair differently?" Eunice asked.

Angela shrugged, "I wouldn't KNOW of course – but I think he was already acting for one of the seniors by that time. He may have changed it to please her?  I don't know.  Anyway?  His mother got a little upset with him if I remember rightly.  Asked if he was a man or a mouse!  Told him to learn to stand up for himself!   I felt SO sorry for the poor dear.  If I remember correctly, I took him up to my rooms later and consoled him.  Was that you, Norman?"

I remembered full well being taken to her rooms then cuddled and consoled – she just didn't seem to remember the other girls there that I had to serve and their laughing false sympathy before I was allowed back to my rooms.  Quickly then, I answered her. "I don't remember Angela!" I said.  She smiled a dark, secret smile at me.  Knew full well that I was lying.

I hadn't seen her move, but suddenly Dorothy was sitting close beside me, her arm around my shoulder – squeezing me into her. "Oh you POOR boy!" She whispered loud enough for everyone to hear. "A boy – cast adrift amongst a whole bunch of girls.  Being a girl myself, I know how they can tease.  Did they tease you?"

I nodded sheepishly and she tittered and pulled me in even closer.  "Oh please Angela!  Tell us more about those cruel girls!"

"I don't think they were really cruel,"  Angela smiled. "It just was like hazing a little? The bigger the girl, the more she wanted a boy."

"To DO what?"  Eunice asked.

"Nothing sexual – at least I don't THINK so!"  Angela said.  "Just to run little errands for them.  Serve up drinks – or whatever – when their friends came to visit. A sort of 'pride' think – you know?  Have a boy  a boy – a boy. ."  She faltered and hesitated,

"Maid?" Dorothy sniggered.

"That's probably an insult to Tiffany – I mean Norman!"  Angela said.  "But that's probably as good a word as any – yes, maid.

"Ever dress any of them up in little black satin dresses and caps with aprons?"  Dorothy asked.

Angela shrugged.  "I don't know.  Do you Norman?

Again I lied.  "Don't think so,"  But my voice sounded strained even to me.

"The boys didn't complain?" Eunice asked.

"As a matter of fact?  You can't believe my surprise when the boys all asked if they could go into the female dorms.  Didn't mind ONE bit!"

"That's MEN for you."  Dorothy cackled.  "Probably wanted to eyeball the pretty girls!"

Angela hid her grin in her drink as she took a sip. "Never thought of that!" she said, then took a drink.

I had to protest – even though I knew it wouldn't do me any good.  "If we stayed in  the boys dorms, the girls used to raid us at night and would often beat us up or make us do their washing and ironing.  It started with one jock girl.  She took one of the boys under her wing and, from that point, they hardly touched him.  After that, we sort of  . ."  I paused.. " . . ..picked girls that would look after us."

Miss Lewis gave me another look. "Oh yes.  I remember now. I often wondered why you boys seemed to get all swishy all at once."  She laughed at the other two. "Was that it?  The big girls wanted boy maids that were all sweet and feminine – and you all cooperated?"

"That was probably true – to a degree,"  I admitted.

"You couldn't really blame the poor little things," she conceded . "They either pretended to be boys – and got assimilated into the girl culture.  Or were sweet and pretty and basically servants to a big girl that would protect them."

"That must have been so demeaning!"  Dorothy said.  "Did you sort of audition for the big girls? Put on dresses – that sort of thing?"

"No."  I admitted. "Just sort of let them know that we’d be willing to help them out.  Do little jobs for them to make their life easier."

"It was SO funny for a while!"  Angela chortled.  "One of the jocks couldn't take one of  her classes one day – so sent one of her boys in her place."

"Surely the teacher knew it wasn't her?"  Eunice said.

"Probably,"  Angela admitted carelessly. "But you must remember the teacher's position at that time.  The boys were just becoming comfortable in the school – and that girl went to the trouble of making sure he wore the proper uniform to make sure that her little boy had a wig and makeup and acted as much as he could like her."

"But she didn't fool the teacher – surely!" Eunice argued.

"Of course she didn't!"  Angela laughed. "But soon it was very popular. Isn't that how you got the name Tiffany Norman?  Wasn't she your first mistress?"

"But Tiffany's a nice name!  Isn't it Norman.  Did you have to wear a nice dress to class as well?"  Dorothy was crooning at me as she hugged me tightly again. Then her voice got all soft and sympathetic. "I'm sorry dear.  Is this all very traumatic for you?"

I knew her sympathy was all false, but I couldn't help myself. All of these memories of how feminine I'd been.  Miss Lewis sitting as a physical reminder.

"Yes," I whispered – and found myself shamed by the softness of my reply. Almost a feminine lisp.

She continued to speak softly and sympathetically.  "But it's good for you to get all of this out in the open.  Why don't you just lay your head on my shoulder, huh?" And her free hand was gently forcing my head over – and I didn't seem to have the strength to fight her.  I found myself now in the docile, subservient position with Eunice looking on, her face quizzical.

"Were you put in dresses sometimes?" Dorothy continued.

"Mostly uniforms – you know plaid skirt and white blouse," Angela answered for me. "But dresses at night I think.  Isn't that so – Tiffany?"  She made no attempt to correct my name this time.

"Just sometimes?"  I attempted.

She shrugged.  "I wasn't there all the time. I just remember parent's night that first year. You boys all looked so nice!"

I guess I broke. "Please don't tell them about that, Miss Lewis?"

"Hush Tiffany!"  Dorothy consoled me.  "This is all very good for you!  Go ahead Angela."

"Only if Eunice says it's okay!"  Angela said.  "After all – this is all new to her you know."

I started to say something but Dorothy put her hand over my lips. "Just shush dear! Don't you think she should Tiffany?   Please say it's okay, Eunice."

And my wife smiled at me.  "I don't see what damage it would do.  Why don't you go ahead Angela."

The girls did them all up to match. Hair all done up with white gardenias in them, white gloves and shoes – and false pearl necklaces.  Yellow chiffon dresses with pink sashes.  They looked just marvelous!  They were assigned as docents."

"In front of their mothers?" Eunice asked in a shocked tone.

"It was felt that they should know." Angela said lightly. "And don't forget, the boys looked gorgeous!  The senior girls who controlled them took it as a sort of competition.  Had the boys hair done up for a week before. Eyebrows plucked – even earrings!"

"What did your mother say Tiffany?"  Dorothy asked with false kindness.

"His mother was darling!  I was there," Angela said. "SO understanding!  Though didn't she say Tiffany that you would probably looked better in a pink dress and yellow sash?"

I squirmed in embarrassment then to my shame found my head being turned and Dorothy kissing me firmly!  "Don't be ashamed darling!  I bet that you looked lovely!"

"She didn't quit the school?" Eunice asked disbelievingly. "Her boy had been made into a girl? And she thought it was all right?

Angela shrugged. "I don't know what you expect.  He'd been at a mixed schools and the boys took advantage of him. Now?  At least they weren't turning him into some sort of homosexual.  I wouldn't be surprised if in later years the girls didn't take advantage of the boys – but at least they were heterosexual.  I don't see what anyone had to complain."

"Later years?" said Eunice.  "You mean they brought them back?"

"Oh yes.  What else could they do?" Angela laughed.

"You didn't argue with your mother Tiffany?" Dorothy cuddled me. "Or were you happy going back later."

Memories flooded me. "I asked her not to go back, and she said she was thinking it over. She even let me cut my hair and start acting like a boy again.  But then came the start of the next school year –and she -  and she – sent me back."

"As a boy again?"  Eunice asked.  "That wasn't very nice!"

"She bought me uniforms!" I said aggrievedly. 

"I thought everybody wore uniforms?"  Eunice asked.

"I think he means skirts and blouses.  What girls wore." Dorothy said.  "Is that right Tiffany?"

I nodded, though not to well as my head was on her shoulder.

"Undies too? Nice undies?  Panties and bras and slips.  All that good stuff?" her voice had traces of mockery in it again.

"I TOLD her I didn't need a bra!" I complained.

She told me that she talked it over with the other mother's of you boys and they felt that you might complain at first but after a while you might get jealous of the other girls – so she couldn't let you down, could she?  That's why she bought him such pretty things.  Matter of fact?  I think some of the girls were jealous of HIM!" Angela said, laughing.

"But I don't understand!"  Eunice said.  "Your mother let you start being a boy again – but then changed her mind?  Did something happen to do that?"

"Well – kinda,"  I admitted. "She brought some young men to the house to keep me company.  Played tennis with me on our court – went swimming.  That kinda stuff."

"That sounds okay to me," Eunice said.

"But they were ALL male jocks.  ALL athletes. She said it was to give me an idea of how I should behave!"

"But that didn't work, did it?" Dorothy said shrewdly.

I couldn't help myself.  Cuddled even more into Dorothy. Heard my voice get girlish and childish. Lisped even more.   "She said I looked like a sissy compared to them.  Made me embarrassed. Then she asked if I might be happier with girls?"

"Naturally you agreed that girls might be better?" Dorothy suggested.

I started crying again. "How was I to know that she'd ask a bunch of female jocks, huh?"

There was a puzzled silence as they digested this, then Dorothy said. "They made you look bad TOO?"

"Yes!"  I sobbed.  "They made me sit with their girl friends. Once they even dressed me in a tennis dress to play with the other girls. Just a joke they told mother when she caught us!"

"Was your mummy mad at them?" Eunice asked.

Even I was surprised at her question. "No!"  I said bitterly. "Said that I now fitted right in! Made me wear it for the rest of the day!  The big girls laughed at me.  Kept putting their hands up my skirts and saying how nice my lace panties felt."

"Poor thing!"  Dorothy said.  Kissed me again.

"So you weren't a boy until the next summer break?" Eunice asked me.

There was an uncomfortable silence, then Angela said. "He was never a boy again until his mother got killed. His last mistress at school was Meredith Watling. He was her friend until his mother died, then he suddenly disappeared.  Tonight was the first time I've seen him in a LONG time.  Until he disappeared, everybody in the village forgot that he was a boy.  We all called him Tiffany."  She looked at me and Eunice.  "No offense but I'm not sure that he ever got over - - -"  She drew to a close.

It was getting late, but Dorothy maintained that I needed consoling and made me rest for the remainder of that evening, even after Angela departed.   She was SO nice to me.  Actually kept kissing and hugging me.  Telling me that everything was going to be all right now.  There was a little undercurrent of mockery there, but I felt as if I'd been stripped naked by Miss Lewis's revelations – and was glad of any comfort I could get.  Was completely terrified of what Eunice would have to say.

But to my surprise, Eunice was wonderful!  "Dorothy likes you!" she said, sounding delighted. "That was one of the things we quarreled about.  She never seemed to like any of the men I liked.  I don't think that she liked you very much until today – but now?  I think that she's turned around a lot."

"You didn't mind?" I asked hesitantly.

She looked at me coquettishly.  Actually fluttered her eyelashes. "About you being a girl?  Wearing pretty clothes?"

I blushed and was about to say something and she interrupted me. "Darling? You tried being a girl for a while – but then you chose being a boy.  Actually CHOSE that!  I have to admit that I feel a bit funny about it, but I'm sure I'll get over it."  She eyed me sexily.  "Shall we go to bed?  For some reason, I'm feeling kinda sexy."

I almost fell over with amazement.  My little wife – admitting that she felt sexy!!!!

Dorothy was SO nice to me over the next day or so, but then left to go back to her own place. I never felt totally at ease with her though.  She was fond of me now – one time even had me sit on her lap when Eunice went down to the library about something.  Kissed and fondled me.  Even laughingly called me Tiffany – then smiled and apologized.  It was embarrassing – but pleasant in a way.  I mean – I'm an adult for goodness sake – not a little kid. But she pointed out that even though Eunice was her baby, she'd never allowed such a thing.  She chucked me under the chin and said it was time she was allowed to spoil her kids – right?

Anyway, Eunice and I were back to being on our own for a while.  I found out that she had volunteered for the library and other things. Somehow she made it clear that as I was home – on the days that Edna wasn't – that it made sense that I should make dinner. Let's face it, I was stupid enough to admit that at school and at my own mummy's place, she'd been bound and determined that I should learn to look after a house.  So I couldn't blame Eunice for expecting me to be more of a homemaker could I?

I'll admit that I felt funny when she gave me some of her aprons to wear.  I mean they were SO feminine – but as she pointed out, it wasn't as if I hadn't worn nicer stuff in the past, was it?  On top of that?  I didn't want to mess up my clothes – and there was no sense in spending money on more masculine aprons, was there?

In our bedroom, there was a subtle difference taking place. Not that I had any complaints, mind you.  It was just that she was more aggressive.  More likely to start looking at me in a funny way about nine thirty of an evening, then saying that she felt we should go to bed?  Then in bed?  She wasn't tired at all.  I actually found myself underneath her a few times.  Once – in fun of course – she put a little perfume on me.  Then mistakenly called me Tiffany.  I started to complain, naturally, but she tickled me – and we seemed to end up making love.

I was a little put out about her mother coming back.  Well, not so much that she came back – but that I wasn't told about it.  Dorothy just appeared!  I even complained to Eunice about Dorothy actually demanding that I sit on her knee in the evening.

"But it's YOU that's my wife!" I complained.

"Silly little thing!" she admonished me. "She's YOUR mummy now as well.  Just showing affection!  Now just do as Dorothy tells you!"

Now I was doing the cooking for all of us – and the clean up after most meals.  And the laundry and the ironing. I was SO flabbergasted when Dorothy bought me some new aprons. "I've got LOTS!" I said, bewildered.

"But these are all yours dear. I saw them on sale – and they were SO pretty!  Couldn't resist them!  Now why don't you try this one on?"

In bed that night, Eunice was straddling me. "You know?  I think you offended Dorothy by not wanting her nice apron. I think you should have shown more gratitude!" she said.

"I don't know what you want me to do?" I panted as she slowly moved up and down on me.

"Be nicer to her.  I never see you kiss her – and you always look embarrassed if she shows you any affection. Wear her aprons.  Let her show her affection for you."

"She wants me to sit on her knee – like a little kid!"

"So?  Where's the harm?"

The following day, Dorothy wanted to go shopping. "I don't feel like it mom," Eunice said,

"But I want company. You know I love second opinions when I buy stuff.  Come on, huh?"

"Why don't you take Norman?  He'd LOVE to go.  Wouldn't you Norman?"

"What a lovely idea!"  Dorothy said immediately. "Come along Norman..  You can be my second opinion."

"You don't want my opinion.  I don't know anything about real estate mummy," I said.

"But you DO know something about lingerie, so come along dearie!" Dorothy said.  "So get ready and lets go!"

She was so forceful and Eunice was giving me a look, so I went.  My goodness – the memories that the boutique brought back!  Dorothy took me into the changing rooms – and demanded that I sit there, while she wandered around in her slip.  She also made sure that the salesgirls knew that I had to be deeply involved, so that I found myself, sitting amongst swatches of laces and materials.  Passing judgment on colors.  The girls were pleasant, but I was well aware of the glances they shot each other and how they talked to me.  I started to feel swamped in femininity again. Actually heard my voice soften and saw my physical actions become a little more fluid.  Not swish mind you – but almost like one of the girls.

I was glad to get out of there, although Dorothy insisted that we have afternoon tea in a café that seemed to be frequented by nothing but women. There, she insisted that she say her thanks, by acting as host – so she held my chair and ordered for me, smiling and patting my hand as I blushed.

That night she disappeared for a while.  Then Eunice looked at me. "Let's go," she said as I was clearing up. "Where?" I asked, starting to take my apron off.

"Would you stop messing around with your appearance?" She asked shortly. "Just leave that on!  Honestly, you're starting to act like a woman!"

"I'm sorry," I said meekly, starting to re-tie it at the back.

"No, no, NO!" she said. "I've been meaning to talk to you about your bows. If you're going to wear nice aprons, you should finish them off properly – with pretty bows!  Here let me show you!"

Meekly, in my apron, I followed her to Dorothy's room.  She didn't knock, just ushered me in and, to my shame, Dorothy was in her slip.

"What are you blushing about?"  Eunice laughed and asked me.  "Think you'd never seen a lady in a slip before. Weren't you in a ladies changing room today, along with the other girls?"

"Don't be cruel Eunice!"  Dorothy said, coming and giving me a hug. "He just isn't used to ladies in their undies any more, are you dear?  And I think he blushes very prettily. It's not something you see every day."  She then spoke to me.  "Why don't you sit there, while I show Eunice what we bought today, huh?"

"But I've seen them already," I said, trying to get away from another feminine situation.

"Silly!" Dorothy laughed.  "I want Eunice to see what a BIG help you were. Now hold this slip for me, would you dear?"

And then, for the next half hour or so I had to sit there, often with lacy underthings on my lap while Dorothy modeled them for us.  Towards the finish, she went into the bathroom saying that she wanted to show us a new nightgown and would get ready for bed at the same time – to save her the bother later on.

"You find her attractive?" Eunice asked me quietly while she was gone.

"A really nice looking woman.  Not a patch on you though," I made sure to add, as I answered.

Eunice smiled.  "Thank you.  But she's really frustrated you know?"

"Frustrated?"

"Yes.  Sex.  She's still in the prime of her life – and I can see that she needs some relief. She likes you too – I can see that."

"Nothing I can do about that," I said.

"Don't be silly.  Go to bed with her.  She'd enjoy it – and I think it would help cement your relationship."

I gazed at Eunice in astonishment. "But I'm your husband dear!" I said.

"Well?  I'm not objecting to you acting like a man.  I mean – here's TWO attractive females want you in their bed – and you sound like you're objecting?  I mean, Angela cast some doubts on your masculinity some time ago. Now you turn down a night with an attractive woman . ."

"What's this about him turning down a night with an attractive woman?" Dorothy said, sweeping into the room in a teal nightgown set.

"I just was saying that you probably need a bit sex," Eunice said.

"Well – you're not wrong there.  It has been a while!" Dorothy laughed.  Then she livened up. "Are you suggesting to Norman what I think you are?"

"Don't see why not. I'm not that randy tonight myself – but I think that you two are – after handling all of that sexy stuff in the changing room today.  So I don't see why not."

"Wonderful idea darling!" Dorothy said, then came over to where I sat.  Stood above me smiling down for a second, then said. "Move over dear and let me in. Then you can sit on mummy's lap."

I looked up at Eunice helplessly, but Dorothy's hands were already on me, gently insisting. Seconds later, I was sitting on her lap, lying back into her embrace. "Lovely!"  she sighed happily.  "Now just lie there and be quiet dear while me and Eunice talk about today."

"But I'm not . ."

"Didn’t Dorothy tell you to be quiet?"  Eunice asked me.

"Yes,"

"She used to spank me if I was naughty," Eunice added.  "That what you want?"

"Oh, there's no need for that – is there?" Dorothy asked, giving me a kiss, "See?  I told you Eunice.  He'll be good!" she added as I settled back quietly into her arms.

It was quite pleasant after a while. Okay, her mind was obviously on what she was talking to Eunice about- some fancy dress ball or other – but her hands were gently caressing me.  She laughed quite a lot when I blushed when she told me how pretty I was in my apron. I was getting into a sexual haze so hardly noticed that she was undressing me at first. It was with an kind of a shock that I sleepily discovered her putting a yellow satin pajama top on me.  "No sense in you going back to your room for nightwear, is there?" she said  and I could only stare in answer. Then I was minus my under shorts – and in a pair of satin pajama pants.  It felt so nice cuddling into her now.

"Doesn't he look sweet Eunice?" Dorothy asked.

"And after all his objections!"  Eunice giggled then she leaned forward, her face close to mine. "I think you're enjoying Mummy's attentions, are you not?"  She giggled a little more as I just looked at her helplessly. 

I was surprised at Dorothy's strength as she carried me to the bed, with Eunice folding down the covers as I was laid down and for a moment both women looked down on me, both of them grinning.  Then Dorothy climbed onto the bed and I lost sight of Eunice as I was kissed.  Somebody put the lights out. "Hello my little pretty," Dorothy whispered. "Now don't get too aggressive with me.  Just behave nicely – and let mummy do the work."

I did as I was told. I made some attempts at touching and feeling, but that was all she wanted me to do, so that soft, docile, and passive, I lay and let her make love to me. Fell asleep in her arms.

The following day she looked me out a yellow robe to wear down to breakfast.  I wanted to go and change, but she just told me to behave – I could change later. She laughingly brushed my hair and because it wouldn't lie down for her she fixed it in place with a yellow barrette.  When we went down to breakfast we joined Eunice in her robe – and so the three of us could be taken for three women in our nylon robes.

"Did he behave?" Eunice asked Dorothy.

"Just lovely! Not at all pushy like most men. Sweet and soft. I'll have to do that again!" Dorothy replied as if I weren't there.

"Any time!" Eunice said, shrugging.

"I appreciate that," Dorothy said.  "I know that I don't like being in bed with a male.  They're SO pushy.  But with Norman here? I can feel the feminine side coming out."

"Maybe it’s good for him?" Eunice said with a laugh.

Later in our bedroom, Eunice was very nice to me. "You have NO idea how lovely I think you are to my mom. I can see that she appreciates you a lot.  Just one thing?"

"One thing?"  I asked.

"Yes.  It's obvious that she doesn't want a man who is too aggressive to her, so let me suggest that you go along. Make sure that you wear nice things – smell nice.  That kind of thing."

"But I thought I was only doing it once?" I said plaintively.

She tutted loudly.  "Did you or did you not have a nice time.  Be honest now!"

"It was …kinda ... nice,"  I admitted slowly, my face red from remembering.

"Do you hear ME complaining about you making my mother happy?" She wasn't too happy.

"No."

"Well then! That robe and pajamas? If you wear them? That way, she'll see that you enjoyed your time with her. Make her feel good. What’s wrong with that?"

"Nothing I guess.  As long as you don't mind."

"Good!  Matter of fact, Put them on tonight after dinner. That way she'll know how you feel!"

Mummy took me in her arms when I showed myself in the yellow satin pajamas and robe after dinner. " I could just eat you ALL up!  Come and sit on mummy's knees!"

I tried to make a joke out of it.  "Ha Ha mummy!  You had me last night.  Now don't get greedy!"

She ignored me.  "Can't resist you – my little yellow dumpling!  Now come here."

I shot an imploring glance at Eunice, but she just retorted. "You two – honestly!  Though I must admit that I think it wonderful to see you two get on so well!  Go on Norman – you know you want to!"

"You know" Dorothy said, once she had me settled and helpless in her embrace. "I must admit that I'm gradually getting over my fear of men with Norman here.  He's just so soft and lovely, I'd have to be an idiot to be scared of him."  She chucked me under the chin fondly.  "Wouldn't I Norman?"

She didn't really want an answer so I just lay there.  Time had taught me that the women appreciated me lying there quietly in Dorothy's arms and letting myself be fondled, kissed or caressed, but not making a noise about anything.  Just lie there.

And that night, I started getting two major revelations.  The first?  That Eunice was actually jealous of her mother taking my attention.  Naturally, I couldn't show any of this – but it was an idea that grew on me and gave me a great deal of quiet enjoyment. The second REALLY made me open my eyes in bewilderment. The women seemed to find my behavior manly! The fact that I'd allow myself to be treated by Dorothy as if I were her little pet – a girl pet at that – was just a sign that I was a man going to incredible lengths to please his mother in law!  A man amongst men!  So?  It became obvious to me that allowing Dorothy a free hand in her treatment of me just stood me in great stead with Eunice!

So I relaxed. Laid myself in Dorothy's arms while she and Eunice talked about the days affairs. Pouted prettily for kisses and even smiled a little to myself at a flash of jealousy on Eunice's face when Dorothy asked me if her little girl would lie to go to bed with her. Naturally, I acted with niceness – making sure that Eunice didn't mind! Then I didn't fuss when Dorothy lifted me up and carried me to the bedroom.  There, I don't think Dorothy had anything to complain about.

Eunice was nice – if maybe a trifle distant to me for the next day or so.  It was terribly embarrassing when Dorothy presented me with two sets of nightgowns and matching negligees a night or two later.  She spoke lightly.  "You must feel silly – wearing an old lady's pajamas all the time!" she told me. "I also know that these nightgowns probably make you feel embarrassed because they're not built for your true gender – but they make me feel SO safe!  And you don't mind – DO you?"  She asked this with such sincerity, that I had to assure her that I thought them lovely.  To prove this, it worked out that I went and put them on for her.

Eunice did show her jealousy that night.  Not obviously of course – but she wanted me in OUR bedroom.  I naturally assumed that she wanted me to change, but she didn't. Just seemed content to hold me, that's all.  We both laughed when she complimented me on how nice I felt.

I few nights after that, Dorothy wanted me again.  This time though, she seemed VERY insecure.  Wanted me to wear a little perfume and talked me into some lipstick – just a dab mind you. But she seemed pleased again – even had me parade in front of Eunice to show her how nice I looked and show how safe she felt at having me in her bed.

The next morning, I was still in my nightgown and negligee when we were all downstairs.  Eunice was VERY friendly.  Told me how nice I looked.  Even suggested to Dorothy that having me put some cream on my face – and even rollers in my hair, might help with the illusion that was wanted.  Dorothy was SO appreciative.  That night I was taken in to see Eunice my face all creamed and my hair done up nicely in rollers.  My wife even took me aside one time when her mother was called to the phone and thanked me for being SO nice to her mother.  Laughed and told me that I was getting positively pretty!  She'd have to start watching the boys!  Laughed even harder when I blushed. Took me in her arms and kissed me.  Didn't feel like my old wife at all to tell you the truth!

I'd heard both women talking about some party.  It seemed to have something to do with Dorothy's new friends in the real estate business.  Then one day I discovered that the party was THAT night. On top of that, I was extremely surprised to discover that, not only was it a fancy dress thing – but Dorothy was the hostess!  HER party! It was to celebrate the opening of her new realty office in – of all places – my old town! I was pleased for her – if a little hurt that I hadn't been taken into her confidence, but looked forward to a night with my wife on our own – assuming that the party was strictly business and that we weren't invited.

But about eleven o'clock that morning a delivery van pulled up and a girl appeared with some incredible packages for Eunice and me with notes attached.  "It's from mom," Eunice read – "for US.  She wants us at the party too!  Surprise!"

I looked at the two major packages wrapped in transparent plastic. "Wow!  They look kinda feminine – don't you think Eunice?

"Won't know until we look at them properly"  she said.  "But look at all those other parcels – they seem to have thought of everything – wigs, shoes, undies even jewelry! And what are these?"

We looked at two long sticks wrapped separately.  Both were about one inch in diameter, with a large hook at one end.  Tore the wrapping off.  "Oh I get it!" I cried.  "These are shepherds crooks!  They must be Dresden Shepherd and Shepherdess costumes!"

"Wow!  She must have spent a mint!" Eunice exclaimed, lifting some of the plastic.  "All in shades of pink and blue!"

I must admit to wondering once we got everything undone and laid out.  I mean the dress was magnificent –  a huge skirted satin dress with under layers of crinolines – with lacy underthings – even with a tight corset that I didn't envy Eunice at all. A frilled bonnet with many ribbons.

But mine?  It seemed awfully sissyish if you know what I mean – all in the same shades of pink and blue – satin pants that tied with ribbons on the lower calf and showed off white silk stockings.  I did like the cocked hat – also in satin – but it gave a sort of roguish air to my face I thought – though I saw Eunice give me a funny look as I tried it on. "Yes – it IS on the feminine side," I said to my wife.

"We better get a move on,"  was what she said.  "Why don’t we shower together?"

"Oooh!" I heard myself squeal.  "Aren't we being naughty!"

Pink and sweaty and yes – sexy – we came out of the shower.  I had to admire the lean toughness of her body as she dried me off.  "I'm getting too soft and flabby," I said. "Need some exercise."

"What are you talking about!" She giggled.  "You're just RIGHT! Mummy thinks you're gorgeous – and I must admit that you are starting to turn ME on.  Want a hand with your corset?"

"What are you talking about?  There isn't a corset with my outfit," I said, looking around me.

"Here! This one! You gone blind?" she laughed.  "Put your panties on just now and I'll give you a hand with your corset.  If you need a hand with your bra?  Just yell."

"But that corset's for the dress." I said.

"So?  What do you think you're wearing, huh?"

"The Shepherd's outfit.  That's what.  Have you gone crazy?"

She looked at me steadily.  Picked up the lacy panties. "Put these ON dear – then we'll get you dressed properly.  This party is in your old home town – there'll be LOTS of girls there that knew you well – in fact I think that some of your old mistresses will be there. Now what do you want them to think, huh?"  She smiled.  "That you've gone all boyish?  Mom picked this sweet feminine dress, especially for you.   Want to disappoint her?  Of course you don't.  So put on your lovely dress and look sweet for her – and me."

I could only stare at her.

She sighed.  "Tiffany?  Put on your nice dress. If you don't I'll have to spank you.  Is that what you want?"

I saw my new life in front of me. Took the panties from her. She smiled as I started to put them on.

The end


RELATIVELY SPEAKING

June 12th

Dear Eve:

Your son’s potential arrival has the whole place in a tizzy! 

I can’t truthfully say that he’ll be welcomed by the three girls though.  When Mattie, my most recent maid, heard that the household was going to be increased by one more, she actually tried to blackmail me into increasing her wages!  As she was worthless, I let her go.  The girls didn’t like her anyway, so there was no problem there.  The shit hit the proverbial fan though, when I told them that when David arrived, he’d take over the outside chores, and they could split the housekeeping stuff that Mattie was doing. Naturally, they’re blaming him a little, but I’m sure they’ll back off after he kicks a little ass – it’s about time, they had a man around here!)

I guess I should admit now that all three of my girls aren’t quite the docile little creatures I’ve been describing since we got back together again.  All of them more like you than me I guess.  Which reminds me.  You still coaching your old Girl’s Basketball team at your old college?  I used to boast how you almost lead them to the National Championship.  Changed days, huh?

But with the girls all demanding that I have to pitch in too? I’ll be doing the cooking. Which is the reason for this little note. They all eat like their life will end in the next ten minutes if they don’t put some food – any food – in their mouths! (Something like you used to be).  I’m assuming David will be the same?  Just thought I’d better check and make sure he doesn’t have any allergies or whatever.  So get back to me A.S.A.P.  Okay?

Your loving sister (The Pretty one!)

Donna.

*     *     *

June 14, 

Dear Eve:

Okay, Okay!   I’ve been just as guilty as you have!  But I keep asking myself why we continue to lie to each other.  Can’t say as I find any answers though.  Maybe that’s what caused our long estrangement?  Anyway?  I’m somewhat at a loss as to what I do next, so let me put my cards on the table – face UP!

Neither Patricia nor either of the twins, despite what I may have implied, are quite the dainty, feminine, ladylike kids I may have described, accidentally of course, to you.  Patricia is almost made in your image – tall, blonde, athletic and aggressive. The other two are following closely in her footsteps.  When they were younger I was able to teach them some of the basics of becoming young women, but these days seem long gone, it being difficult to impress your will on three teenagers who tower over you.

You, on the other hand, definitely gave me the impression that David was “all boy”, rambunctious and difficult to control.  I’ll admit that you said nothing specifically, about his height, but I know I got the impression of him being at least muscular.  I’ll agree that he has an imperious air about him that seems to have my girls impressed for the moment, but in all honesty?  I don’t know how long he can carry this off.  I’m already seeing sly little glances from one girl to the others and have the feeling that any awe I may have generated in them regarding him may be wearing off rapidly – and the poor little dear is already starting to look around him nervously as the girls encircle him.

I mean to say, Eve! The boy is almost a mirror image of me when I was that age! Petite and slim – almost dainty!  His peaches and cream complexion!  Those silky, curling, eyelashes!  I haven’t seen him in shorts yet – but if his legs are in the same shape as his arms? I think it’s safe to assume that he hasn’t any muscles – anywhere! And his hair being that long?  Small, plump, hands and feet. Eve?  I hate to say this, but he looks almost like a dainty little girl!

So here’s my problem sister. He seems like a nice little boy.  Kinda bossy perhaps and that may help keep my three monsters at bay for a little while. They really don’t care for boys overmuch.  I suppose I could protect him from them but I couldn’t possibly do it twenty four hours a day.  I don’t think they’d bully him too much, but I’ve the feeling that humiliation is awaiting him in one fashion or another.  Now, from what you’ve told me, you need this time desperately to ready your team for some big competition and to cement relationships with your new significant other – but for David’s sake?  It may be best if I return him to you, post haste.  I’ll be glad to pay his fare as I know that you’re kinda strapped financially.

Let me suggest that if this is okay by you, wire me immediately – one word “Yes”.  Will be all that’s needed – and I promise he’ll get back to you safe and sound.  If  it’s not convenient for you?  Don’t bother doing anything.  I’m sending this Express Delivery to hurry things up.

Your loving sister

Donna

*     *     *

June 18th

Dear Eve:

I know that me not having a phone is a pain – but YOU try living in a house with three teenage girls!   The incoming calls at all hours.  The constant fighting when we had only the one phone – and then the BILLS when I got them individual cell phones!  I told them what was going to happen if they didn’t cut me some slack.  They didn’t listen  – and this is how it’s going to be until school starts in September.  They may get their way in most things – but it’s ME that pays the bills, so this is the way it is going to be!  And anyway?  I didn’t see you being in any great hurry to reply to my last letter, so if you don’t care for what happens?  Don’t blame me..

There’s been one major change, I suppose.  As it appears to be one that David is all in favor of, I’ve gone along with it.

The day after I wrote, I saw him outside with the girls.  (He was wearing shorts. I was right about his legs – pretty and smooth – just like his arms).  Patricia was introducing him to the vagaries of the lawn mower, while Breanne and Tiffany looked on.  I should have thought – the mower is a power one, but it takes some strength.  Patricia wheeled it around the lawns as if it were a push toy, then turned it over to David.  The poor thing struggled and struggled for a little while, then gave up, blushing.  Then my three monsters led him off towards the pool – no doubt to show him how to clean it. I didn’t think of them for a while.

When they showed up again, Breanne and Tiffany were on both sides of him, and Patricia was right behind him. The poor little thing looked flushed and there was a trapped expression in his eyes, but other than that, he seemed okay.

“Hey mom!” Breanne said.  “Guess what?”

“What?” I asked.

“David’s swapping chores with us!” Tiffany replied.

“Yeah mom!” Patricia said, smiling happily.  “He’s not used to the mower,” so swapped me for the vacuuming and dusting.”

“And gonna do the dinner dishes for me, if I do the pool!” Tiffany added.

“And the washing and ironing for me – if I’ll do his weeding!”  Breanne said, grinning.

I was going to object, until I realized that by staying close to me in the house, David might be under my protection more, but I had to ask.  “Are you sure this is what you want to do, David? If you do this?  I’ll make you do as good a job as I expect from the girls!”

“Yes ma’am,” he said meekly.

“Y’see mom?  The mower’s too heavy for him” Patricia said.

“And he’s scared he’ll get a bad sunburn!” from Tiffany.

“And he didn’t like getting his knees all dirty!” Breanne chimed in.

What was I supposed to do?  Complain?  Now way dear.  I’ve always demanded that my children have chores to do.  David has made his choice.  I’ll keep you informed as to how he works out.

Love

Donna

*     *     *

June 21st.

Dear Eve:

Well, I suppose I have to tell you that David is working out very well about the house.

The only thing is this.  Somehow or other, he’s been convinced (Probably by either blackmail or threats of force) that he should be wearing Mattie’s aprons and dust caps while he’s doing the housework.  When I first saw him wear them, I’ll admit that I thought he looked terribly cute, but suggested that they might be considered a little feminine for a young man to be wearing? He blushed (very prettily I must add) and took them off.  A little while later, Patricia came into the house for something.  Nothing was said, but he looked very nervous then scurried away.  The next time I saw him, he was wearing the apron and cap again.  I rarely see him without them if he’s doing housework now – which is a lot of the time.

That said?  He’s an excellent help around the house.  Doesn’t complain about picking up after the girls the way that Mattie did – and it didn’t take him long to learn the rudiments of laundry.  He does a lovely job of hand washing and ironing my lingerie! I even discovered him sewing a button on a blouse for Tiffany the other evening!  She was SO delighted!  Pulled him onto her lap and gave him a nice big kiss!  He looked so shy and helpless, sitting there, her lipstick all over his lips!

But talking about cosmetics and suchlike?  Yesterday, I was making alterations to a skirt and asked him in to give me a helping hand.  (You should have seen the blushes!  You’d think he’d never seen a lady in a slip before!).  As a matter of fact, I must giggle a little when I tell you that looking down on him as he knelt beside me pinning up the hem? I forgot who was actually helping me – and actually called him Mattie!  Isn’t that hilarious? Though now that I think on it?  What I’d intended to say here was that I think he may have taken to wearing perfume!  I can’t say for sure –  you know how perfume can stay on the frills of an apron?  It may have even came from my skirt, I don’t know, but when I sniffed?  I could see the back of his neck turning SO red!  So it may have been the scent that made me think he was a female.  

Then?  It sounds silly, I know, but it was only seeing his bare neck that I realized that his hair was pinned up neatly under his gauzy maid’s cap.  “David?” I said gently.

“Yes?” he said, turning his face up to me.

I gave him a nice smile and slowly  untied the dainty velvet bow that tied his mob cap in place.  As if hypnotized, he kept on staring up at me as I pulled the gauzy fabric up and off his head..  He looked so different with his hair in a center part and two gold barrettes holding each side in place – and it took me a few seconds to realize that he looked almost exactly like me when I’d had that photo taken when I was sixteen!  

“You look very nice, David!” I told him as I adjusted one of the barrettes slightly.  Then, for some unknown reason?  He started to cry!

“I wasn’t meaning to be critical of how you’d done your hair dear,  Please don’t be offended!” I said sincerely, and taking his face between my hands, gave him a nice kiss.

Then I asked him if anything was the matter.  His lips trembled but he shook his head and said that everything was all right.  I asked him how he was getting on with the girls – and  if they were treating him decently, because I’d heard them teasing him now and then.  His eyes filled with tears, but he whispered that the girls were extremely nice to him – very affectionate.  What else could I think?  I just assumed that he’d got some implied criticism from me adjusting his nice new hairdo.

Then, I had to admire the apt way that he fitted the muslin cap to his head and tied the tiny bow at the front.  Almost laughed at how girlishly he surveyed himself in the mirror and pulled some fine curl tendrils down from under the cap to show on his brow – VERY fetching!  Yet, when he turned and found me admiring his technique? Instead of accepting my obvious admiration (I mean, how many boys can tie a pretty bow at their own forehead, with or without a mirror, huh?) he blushed a very deep shade of red.

But apart from his regular blushing, it would appear that he is settling down quite nicely amongst us.  I’ll keep you abreast of future developments.

Love

Donna

*     *     *

June 30th,

Dear Eve:

My sincere apologies for the delay.  I’ve meant and meant to write almost on a daily basis to let you know what was happening here, but each day seemed to bring new developments and, although I was frightened that you might take my lack of writing to assume that nothing had changed, I still felt that things were in transition and that anything I put down in writing might cause undue consternation, or worrying, on your part.

Let me start off by saying that by the time I wrote the last letter, my fears about the girls disliking David had been laid to rest.  They adore their cousin! Almost came to blows with each other as to whose lap he sat on at night watching TV – well, they’d be watching the boob tube, but him?  He’s such a treasure! Would sit quietly there making repairs to their clothes or crocheting – has even taken up embroidery!  He was obviously embarrassed by their lavish displays of affection and actually tried to dissuade the girls by saying he was busy – but I think that they finally learned that they were making him uncomfortable so stopped arguing in front of him.  They simply started being sensible and taking turns.  He now simply brings his work with him, puts it on a table beside the “Girl du nuit” as I laughingly call my daughters, then settles decorously into her lap, smoothing his apron skirts around him as he does so, then leans backwards into an embrace. It’s such a lovely thing to see!

But then – I don’t know how to describe what happened, so hope you’ll forgive me if I waffle a little bit – I had an epiphany  sort of thing.  I had been writing a letter to a friend in my bedroom and decided to go downstairs.  On the way there, I passed David’s room and, as his door was open, looked in to see him ironing away there – the picture of contentment as he was carefully ironing lingerie while paying a little attention to a soap opera on a small TV in his room.  I thought I’d drop in on him and pass the time of day.

I laughed at him a little – I mean, blushing furiously when I complimented him on how nicely he kept his aprons and his caps – told him he had to learn how to accept a compliment.  

But he seemed disconcerted for some reason.  Gave every indication that he wanted to stop ironing my scanties – my girls are into Jockey and sports undies – but I told him not to be silly, I wasn’t there to distract him from his chores.  Then, I noticed something rather peculiar – the quantity of my lingerie items that had been ironed already or were visible in the basket.  Now, as you know, I’ve always been a wearer of pretty underthings and have no hesitancy in changing often – but what I was seeing puzzled me. I started counting the panties that were folded, already ironed.

David was fidgeting and blushing, practically hopping from one foot to the other. “It isn’t me, aunt Donna!” He blurted out suddenly.

“Isn’t you what, darling?” I asked, still counting.

“It’s the girls!” he said quite loudly.

“The girls that what?”

“That – That – That make . .”

“What’s all this racket?” Patricia asked sticking her head in through the door.  “And what are the girls making, David?”

She must have given the poor boy a scare for, although she was smiling, he turned ashen white and stopped talking.

“That’s very rude Patricia!” I admonished her. “Now!  You were saying, David?”

As he stammered and stuttered that he’d forgotten what he had been taking about, I suddenly noticed a black bra, garter belt, and panties had been ironed – now I knew that I hadn’t worn black undies that week.  And then it dawned on me!  “David darling?  Turn your back to me, would you please?” I asked him softly.

“Please, aunt Donna, do I have to?” he pleaded, his eyes filling with tears.

“Yes David, you do!” Patricia said quickly.  “I thought you’d learned that much already!”

“Oh, I have, Miss Patricia!  I have!” he said submissively and turned quickly.

I wondered what the ‘Miss Patricia’ was all about, but ignored it as I took the tip of my fingernail and ran it up along David’s right buttock- and then horizontally across. Wasn’t too surprised to feel the panty line – nor the suspender straps of a garter belt. I took a hold of his pant leg and lifted it to reveal the tops of his shoes – and the nylon stockings he was wearing.  Then I slid my hand between his shirt and the back of his apron. Felt the bra strap there. Couldn’t help giving it a little tug, and heard the slight snapping noise as I released it.  Took my hand away.  “David?  Why didn’t you tell me?  I’d have understood!”

“Tell you what?” He asked.

“That you’re a transvestite!”

“What’s that, mom?” Patricia asked innocently.

“Some males just love to wear women’s clothes,” I informed her.

“Like dresses and skirts?  I’ve never seen him wear any of these.” She said.

“He’s probably shy about it,” I informed her.  “But he’s been wearing my undies. Haven’t you David?”   I asked him.

He looked at me almost as if I’d astonished him.  “But auntie Eve . .” he started, but got interrupted by Patricia who spoke up.  “David!  You been wearing moms panties – and her bras?”

The poor boy started to sniffle.  “But . . But . . But . .” he started, but I saved him further embarrassment by putting a comforting arm around his shoulder and pulling him close. “It’s all right David! It’s perfectly okay to like pretty things to wear!  Now why don’t you just finish your ironing, and I’ll go back to my room and look you out some more nice stuff to wear when you feel like it.  That way you won’t feel so guilty at borrowing my stuff without telling me.  Come back to my bedroom when you’re finished and I’ll give them to you.”

He actually started to wail!  “But . . But . .”

“David!  How often must you be told?” Patricia said sharply.  “Honestly!  Some times I just want to . .”

“I’m sorry Miss Patricia,” he gulped.  “I’ll only be a few minutes before I finish.”

“That’s better!” Patricia said.

Again I wondered about him calling her ‘Miss’, but was too engrossed in planning what clothing items to give him.  He’s almost exactly my size and though my hair has been colored now, I was pretty sure that our complexions were close enough that anything that would suit me, would suit him.

“Can I come and help you mom?” Patricia asked.

“Don’t see why not.” I replied.

The poor boy could hardly speak for gratitude when he saw the lovely sets of lingerie, the four skirts, the three dresses – the stockings, the sweaters and the shoes that Patricia and I had such fun looking out for him.  He cried real tears when Patricia suggested that as we were only guessing that he and I were the same size, so maybe he should try a dress on before he took all of the stuff to his bedroom?  Then, when he was too slow in choosing what outfit to try on, she laughingly picked one out for him – a sweet little bouffant cocktail dress that I’d worn a number of times.  

It was a little large for him in the bodice, but some tissues in his bra cups soon fixed that.  When the twins heard the discussions we were having about what shoes he should wear with the dress and came in to find out what was going on, they were delighted! It was them that suggested that he keep the dress on all day – just so that he’d get accustomed to being dressed properly. I think he was shy and wanted to argue, but all three girls just pleaded with him – and he gave in.  That night Breanne and Tiffany made his face up while he sat on Patricia’s knees.  As they’re not that good with makeup, I had to step in and give them a hand. He made such a pretty girl!

Then later that night, at bed time they put some of his hair up in rollers and asked for a nightgown for him (I’d forgotten about sleepwear) so we got him a few nightgowns and baby dolls from my room. Again the poor boy cried with gratitude as he modeled them for us.

And since then Eve?  He’s turned into the daughter I’ve always wanted – which may explain the rest of my delay in writing.  You see, I was wondering.  If you and your new girlfriend are just setting up house?  Wouldn't having David stay here with us girls let you both get used to each other?  I’ve been checking with the twin’s school.  I know it’s a girl’s school – but it really would be easy to get him breast implants – and I’m pretty sure I could get him enrolled so that he could graduate from there next year.  If they won’t take him, I’m sure he could stay at home with me – he just LOVES housework now.  As a matter of fact, he’s taken to wearing Mattie’s uniforms now and then – just loves to act the maid for my girls when they have friends over.  So?  If you and your new friend ever decide to make an unexpected call?  Just make sure you check out the maid who answers the door – it may be your son!

The end
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