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WAGES OF


SHAME

By Stella Satin


Ralphie grinned at me. Could go for another cattle call, so I could. Hows about you?

I played it cool  as if I wasnt interested. Want more pussy? That it? Id have thought youd be worn down to the nubs since the last one. And you know kid? We dont want to overdo it. Dont want Megs and Alice finding out  do we?

He grinned. Listen to Saint Larrie! Think I dont know that Megs aint giving you any at home? Ill bet that youre just as horny as me. Maybe even worse!

He took a gulp of his drink. Dont ever try to bullshit a bullshitter. Then he yelled. Hey WANDA? Time

you got your sweet ass in gear. Hows about another drink for old Ralph?

A few seconds passed and I saw his mouth forming to yell again, when Wanda, our secretary came out 

with two drinks in glasses in her hands. She gave me a smile. 

Thought Id save me a trip. Figured youd be ready for another by now Larry. Want it?

Good thinking Wanda! I grinned, emptying my own and taking the glass she proffered. She made an approximation of a smile at me, though her eyes were cold when she looked at Ralph. 

Shes tall and although black with a tendency to protruding teeth, is a real looker. Ralph and I had taken her on when we were struggling documentary film makers but an Oscar some years before had put us on top. A few fairly good films since, and Ralph and I were having life pretty soft. Although she isnt as well qualified as most secretaries are in Hollywood these days, we had kept Wanda on. Paid her a pretty damn good salary, even though wed started hearing feminist bullshit coming from her now and then. In some ways I knew she was probably right. In my heart of hearts, knew that my partner and I were more conceited than we had any right to be. Secretly, I was also pretty sure that both of us were paying back the female sex for the rough times wed had with girls from our early teens. 

Lets face it. I knew that our cattle calls as we called them were just phony excuses for Ralph and I to get laid. We made a pretense of hiring all sorts of people for the making of our next film, but it was total nonsense. We HAD all of our important people on con-tract  but we usually picked a few girls as personal assistants  paid them peanuts and screwed the living

shit out of them for as long as we could. Wanda had seen our (so called cattle-calls) of this nature increase over the years. I was learning not to have her involved in them any more than we could help  it had actually got down to me threatening to fire her if she didnt shut up! Ralphs a nice guy  but knew of her tendency to get angry on those occasions  but instead of shut-ting up about it, hed often tease her about it. Neither he nor I are very large physically  and one time, I think she was close to punching him out. Probably could have done it as well  though Id never tell him that  touchy little guy. 

Wanda stopped and looked down on us lolling around. You dont seem to be worried about this lady caller whos due. Dr. Judith Mills. Normally you guys are falling all over anybody when it comes to funding.

She gave us an innocent look. Or maybe youve become all rich and havent told ME about it?

Knock off this sweet shit Wanda! Think that we dont know that you know everything about us?

Ralph was pretending seriousness. 

I gave him a look. This was an area that I didnt want her to even suspect what wed been up to  and he was playing a little too coy for my liking. It didnt seem to be doing much good, so I spoke up. 

Ralphs just being nice, Wanda. I broke in to change the subject. Doesnt want to admit his sexist feelings to this female doctor.

Yeah! Ralph broke in excitedly. Never heard of her. We checked her out  and all we can find out is that shes CEO of some stupid feminist movement thing. From what youve told us, we think shes after us to make a documentary about her group. He sniggered. Probably wants us to do a documentary on a

bunch of lesbians. Probably thinks we can do it for a few hundred thousand dollars!

Wanda sighed heavily. Lookit! You guys do great work. That documentary you did  Las Putas about the Mexican whores in Los Angeles? Fantastic! A solid, non-judgmental, piece of film reporting. I think shes looking for you to examine another part of female life." She shook her head.  Is that so wrong?

I could see that Ralph was ready to make some other sexist remark to get our secretary all wound up, so interposed. 

Wanda? Ralph isnt so wrong when he questions this womans ideas of what a decent documentary would cost. We won an Oscar for Putas  but we were hungry, and did a lot of the work ourselves. Nowa-days? I shrugged. Were a lot more successful and can pick and choose what we want to do. Hire a lot of experts . .

As long as you get the financing to pay for them!

Wanda broke in with a smile. 

Got THAT right! I laughed in return. But keep in mind that we have to try and avoid getting type-cast in what subjects we choose and . .

Yeah! Were not exactly feminists! Ralph brayed. 

You can say that again! Wanda laughed, despite herself. Shook her head. 

We all laughed and I could feel the tension leave the room. Looked at my watch. So, when s she due?

Pretty soon. Wanda said. Mind if I tidy up a little? This woman is gonna think shes looking at a pig sty!

Be our guest! Ralph stated grandly. Though my thinking is that she should see what we expect to give her.

He said it jocularly and, considering what had just happened, I didnt think that what he said was out of place  but suddenly, I saw a flash of something - real dislike? That was in and out of Wandas eyes in a split second. She sighed. 

Hope you dont mind? She said to Ralph. I ti-died up your office a smidgin. Then to me. Hope you dont mind either. She looked around. Youre due to meet her in the main Conference room, so I can clean up a little here while you meet with her. You might want to show her around? After you talk?

Ralph voiced what was starting to cross my mind. 

Whats UP Wanda? Youre acting like a cat on a hot tin roof. This broads nobody special, that I can see. 

Chances are that she wont give us the time of day once she hears what a film would cost her.

Oh, nothing. She replied airily. I think I hear her car outside just now. Ive just heard some good things about her I guess. Better go and check. She disappeared, leaving my office and heading for the reception area. 

Better chugalug that drink Ralph. I said following my own words to the letter and placing the empty glass down. 

Christ Larry! Youre starting to sound like Wanda! He laughed, but did as I suggested. Better fix your tie? He said seriously, then laughed as I put my hands to the neck of my sports shirt  where there was no tie. Gotcha! He chortled. 

Wanda was leading Judith Mills  excuse ME 

DOCTOR Judith Mills into our small conference room as we got there. I noticed immediately that Wanda, though not falling over herself was being very deferen-tial to this woman. Sneakily checking her out, I had to admit that she DID seem to have something. Certainly not pin-up pretty. Well dressed in a dark tweed skirt suit, surprisingly high heeled shoes, white blouse. By no means a knockout  but she moved with a quiet confidence and had an easy aura of command about her. A little on the plump side. On the far side of forty I thought  but looked about mid thirties. Hair next to immaculate. A few small pieces of nice jewelry. She wasnt shy about sizing Ralph nor myself up as we were introduced and made small talk while Wanda got us all coffee. 

Shall we all get down to business? She finally asked once we had the coffee in front of us. 

Good! Ralph said. I really hate all of the bullshit that we normally have to go through when we start out. Lets get it ON!

She looked at him calmly and spoke firmly. I know that this is Hollywood  but I expect men around me to have good manners. Im willing to have you gentlemen do a documentary on my group  but you will NOT

use any form of bad language in your dealings with me.

Ralph blinked and I knew that he was about to answer in his normal, bad tempered way, so broke in and headed him off. 

Excuse us maam. We have no intention of being rude. It is just the language of the trade. We mean no offense. We are, after all, just workers even though we head up our firm. We offer a service to desiring people

- if we have nothing to take our minds up at the moment  which we dont. We ARE expensive but to be honest, we are not accustomed to dealing with non-Hollywood types. In all fairness, I have to say that we may occasionally revert to our normal way of expressing ourselves. If that offends you to the point that you dont wish to deal with us? I shrugged. So be it. 

It has been a pleasure meeting you. I motioned my head at the door. 

She blinked at my honesty  then to my amazement, smiled openly. Shrugged. Hell. It was just me trying to see how you guys reacted to a bossy woman. 

Dont get me wrong  dont ever use unnecessary pro-fanity around me  but I have some questions about costs. Can I ask?

Ralph smiled. You know honey? I think we can get along. What do you need to know?

Maybe it was the light? I didnt know, but I saw a look cross her eyes for a split fraction of a second. I actually shuddered! This broad could be scary! Then I laughed to myself. Getting stupid I thought. Just an elderly woman  more on the plump side than a lot of the would-be starlets we were accustomed to  but just a woman after all!. 

But Dr. Mills was no dummy, I learned. Her questions were sharp and to the point. A few times, Ralph tried to bullshit her, but she would look at him quietly

 and the two of them would laugh  then get back to business. Frankly, I was like Ralph. Thought shed die of fright when she saw our projected costs  but shook us instead when the amount quoted didnt seem of much consequence to her. Looked at the standard table that we had Wanda bring in. I knew damn well it was high, but felt it wise to get off the subject for a little

while  let me have a chance to talk with Ralph in private. So, pressing a little, I finally tried to have her tell us in on what she actually wanted. 

Look Judith, I said seriously. Ill be honest. Neither Ralph nor I thought you were doing anything but daydreaming when we first talked. We didnt take you seriously, but now  speaking for myself? I think you may be interested. But we HAVE to be interested in the subject matter as well. Ralph and I are professionals and we dont have the slightest idea of what your major theme is. You must understand? If we dont like what you want? We are simply NOT interested. We DO have the power to reject your concept, so I think it only fair . .  I paused, dramatically. 

She answered. Good point. What youre asking of me is a little earlier than Id anticipated. You two guys have a fantastic reputation but youre well known as being sexist . . .

Who SAYS? Ralph asked belligerently. 

Cmon! Just about everybody! She replied. I just wanted to interview the pair of you to make sure that your sexist ideas didnt get in the way . .

Get in the way of WHAT? I found myself joining in. 

She drew herself back in her chair. Im CEO of DOMANON. She said simply. A feminist group, I guess you could call us. We think it time that the American woman got to know that we exist! Think that an honest documentary on our beliefs and methods of doing things will enable us to expand. Take our rightful place in the structure of this country!

Ralph and I looked at each other, having a hard time keeping our mouths straight. Couldnt help giggling a little. Huh? We asked in conjunction. 

She was more than a little pissed off. I can give you a half million more than you asked  once our accountant has checked your figures. The money doesnt scare me at all  I just wont allow anybody to screw us. 

DOMANON preaches the right of women to hold their rightful place in society. We have NO objection to strength  not REAL strength. We simply want women to have their rightful place in society. Do either of you have a problem with THAT theme? She was glaring at us now. 

I was intimidated  and so was Ralph. This woman was obviously speaking from a heart felt conviction! A power of positive thinking that Ralph and I had lost many years before. I found myself shaking my head in some agreement with what she was saying  and saw my partner do exactly the same thing. I laughed quietly to myself. Considering the women-haters that my partner and I were? This woman was doing a fantastic job! 

Whoa! I said. Holding my hands up. You need to look at our financial figures once we have an idea of whats needed. Ralph and I need to talk. I cant speak for him, but I know that youve opened my eyes up. 

Why dont we just call it a day  get back together next week? Well give you a sample of our costs for a recent film  just to give you an idea.

Both my companions nodded in agreement though Judith did say. Thats okay for the serious stuff like money. But I still have some questions as to what camera equipment you own  and what you lease. Studio space and suchlike. Sound equipment. Would you

mind giving me a walk through? Ive never seen a working studio before.

I think that Ralph wanted to talk to me in private as much as I did, so once he nodded agreement, we all relaxed and started showing Judith through our rooms of equipment, little areas we used for sound mixing 

even our tiny sound stage. At no time did she ask anything that wasnt intelligent and I ended up being very impressed. Finally, we all parted amicably after shaking hands. Ill get my accountants to look into your cost figures, but I cant see much that will get in our way. I know that you dont mind me looking after the financial issues for my organization. I just hate to get screwed. You know what I mean? Judith looked us straight in the eye as she said this. 

Ralph and I managed to keep straight faces as we assured her that we thoroughly understood. Once she left, we headed into our most private office after making ourselves stiff drinks. 

Shit! That broad has a brain on her! Ralph said, taking a hefty pull of his drink. I would NOT like to cross her! He pretended to shudder. 

Think we could say we made a mistake on the sheets we gave her? I asked. Lower the costs?

Id say it was a damned smart move. Ralph admitted. But WHERE? We showed her our cost sheets for the other documentaries and theyre all a matter of public record. If we admit that were scamming her anywhere? It would be like admitting how we fucked over anyone who ever appeared in our documentaries. 

Our previous clients included! Shed have us over a barrel!

Shit! I said, taking a strong pull at my own drink. 

Maybe shell turn us down. I brightened. Even better? Maybe shell have lousy accountants too?

Ralph laughed doubtfully. Maybe. I know it sounds crazy, but I have the feeling that the group shes talking about  Domanon  is into some serious shit! Also have the feeling that wed have to keep our heads down  but from what little I can see, it would appear to be a fantastic subject. I definitely think that she was maybe hiding as much from us as we were hiding money matters from her?

I got a touch of the same feeling. I admitted. But lets just settle back and see what happens, huh?

Cant think of anything better to do. My partner said. Laughed. Took a pull from his drink. 

The shit didnt hit the fan until three nights later. 

Megs and I were sitting and just finishing dinner. It wasnt our normal chilly silence, but it was close. Maria the maid had just served us coffee which warmed the atmosphere and was really nice. She was a pretty little thing I thought for the umpteenth time, taking in her pleasant Latino complexion and trim build inside her maid dress of black satin and white lace apron. Meg KNEW that Maria would have absolutely nothing to do with me  so dressed her as prettily as she possibly could. 

I think she thought that I would be frustrated in seeing such a pretty little thing around that I couldnt touch  but if truth were to be told, Maria provided the only nice touch to the house. I guess that Megs and I had been in love when we first married, but that was long gone. Now it wasnt armed warfare  but it was just as close to that as we could get. Maria was friendly

only to Megs, but she couldnt be too frosty with me. It would be extremely nasty in the long run, but I could still probably fire her. I think that both of us knew that. 

The doorbell rang and we all looked at each other in surprise. I live in Holmby Hills which is one of the areas where the better-off Hollywood types live. Regard-less of the nonsense printed about the social life  most of the people associated with film are early to bed and early to rise on most nights. Social calls at that time of night are always prepared for by telephone in advance and wed had no idea of any visitors. With a look at each other, Megs and I knew that neither of us had set anything up. Maria excused herself and headed for the front door. A few minutes later, she came back with a dainty little woman in tow. 

She curtsied. Im sorry, but this lady said that she had a very important message from a Dr. Judith Mills that had to be delivered to the senor. She passed me an apologetic glance. I hope this is alright sir? But I had heard you mention the good doctor and didnt think youd like me to keep the lady waiting.

No problem whatsoever Maria! I said gallantly as I stood then introduced my wife Meg to her  her name was Barbara - across the table. Then she proffered a hand  and I took it and as I started to introduce myself formally, she started to squeeze! 

 Uh  Eh  Oooh! I found myself saying as I started to wilt under the tremendous pressure that she was exerting on my hand! I stared at her in agony until I finally found my tongue. Eh Barbara? WHAT are you DOING? Would you please let go?

Megs looked on. Her incredulous look becoming almost laughter as my knees started to buckle with the

pain. Then she recovered. Having fun, you two? Like me to leave, Barbara? She was as coy as could be. 

Absolutely NOT! Barbara said, starting to head back to my chair  and I certainly had no choice but to follow where she led me. 

Barbara continued as we went. She had a lovely, soft, feminine voice, even though she belied this with her grip of steel, speaking over her shoulder as she led me. I know this must seem strange, Megs but I think it would be a good idea if Maria was to stay here as well? 

Im pretty sure that what I have to say will be of vital interest to both of you. Then she smiled at me. Sit on your chair please.

The pain desisted for a split second and I hastily sat down though I felt that any disobedience on my part would start the agony again. She beamed at me for a second then turned her attention back to the women. 

Larry is being SO obedient! I can tell that he wont bother me much. Then she smiled at me again. Larry darling? If youll take my clutch bag from under my arm  and open it please?

Like this? I asked using my free hand to open the handbag. 

Perfect! She cooed. Now see those handcuffs on the top?

Yes.

Theyre open just now. She smiled tenderly. 

Now handcuff the hand that Im holding to your chair, and click them shut. Okay?

Do you think . . I started, then squealed as the pain in my hand grew more intense. Didnt say any more and cuffed my self securely to the chair as quickly as I could. Sighed in immediate relief as she let

go. Wonderful! she exclaimed, seemingly delighted. 

Now I can concentrate on the ladies for a while. So just sit there, like a good little sissy!

Sissy? Megs laughed. Dont think hell like that very much!

Barbara shrugged carelessly. Youll see. Hell get used to it very quickly. She delved into her purse and produced a long envelope. This she opened up and took a few sheets of computer print out from it. 

Handed it over to Megs. This is a summary of your husbands financial statement. She sniggered. Or should I say. Shenanigans!

Im not really into . . Megs started, then, Wait a minute. . . .

Can I suggest that Maria sit while you take it in?

Barbara asked as Megs started doing good old-fashioned double takes. This may take a few minutes 

and for reasons that will become obvious, I dont think it a good idea for a woman to stand while a sissy sits.

Megs scarcely looked up, obviously entranced by the spreadsheets. Oh. Sure. Thats okay! Finally after a moment or two she looked up. I see how this is put together. Very clear. Has his business account, our joint checking and our joint savings. But what is this CI" 

heading?" 

Cayman Islands. Thats his account there. Its an off-shore account. Set up to eliminate taxes.

But I dont understand. Meg continued. Im assuming that this date is the date it was opened  and these others are the date of various transactions. She looked at me. How come I dont know anything about this account? Is it some sort of business account? Held joint with Ralph?

No. Barbara answered for me. Ralph has an account as well  just like it.

But I dont understand? Meg shook her head. 

This is the balance in his Cayman account? SEVEN

HUNDRED THOUSAND DOLLARS AND

CHANGE?

You should maybe ask him? Barbara answered smoothly. 

I have the feeling I dont want to talk to this son of a bitch! Megs said coldly. She stared at me. Getting ready to cheat on me? That what Im seeing here?

Dont think so. Barbara said honestly. Doctor Judith is my boss and expects one of the most thorough check on anyone she does business with. She thinks, and I agree, that he and his partner are just playing it safe in case you get divorced and . .

I dont think theres ANY question about that now! Megs retorted angrily. Im going to make his life a misery. Make him wish . .

Please? Barbara held her hand up. Its obvious that hes not been a perfect husband. You can . .

PERFECT? Little bastard! Megs stormed. 

Please? Barbara repeated. I work for Dr. Judith Mills. Shes CEO of DOMANON. We make men into perfect little husbands. Honest. From what Ive seen already, Im SURE he wont be the slightest bother to us. 

Thats one of the reasons Im here tonight.

Megs was puzzled. I didnt understand that hand-shake thingamabob. Now that I think on it. What were you doing there? I know that Larrys no tower of strength, but he sure paid attention to you. Megs laughed. Thats a trick I wouldnt mind learning.

Barbara shrugged. Its bit more than a trick actually. A form of karate that specializes in nerve endings and points. I DID make his hand very painful. The little dear learned very quickly to do as I suggested. She patted my cheek. Isnt that so, darling? Then she laughed out loud as I gritted my teeth and didnt answer. 

So let me explain a little. She continued. Your husband and his partner have been skimming money from their customers, over and above the legitimate profits they make for years. Instead of letting the wives know? Those naughty little men have been hiding those monies instead.

Bastards! Megs broke in angrily. Youre not saying that your boss is STILL considering having these guys make a documentary for them? After all this cheating and so on?

My boss. Barbara laughed is NO dummy! Think about it this way. She finds out that someone who has skills that she wants  has been trying to cheat her!

She cocked her head. So now she can take the high moral ground  knowing full well that if they even TRY? She can report them to the tax man. Probably put them away for a long, long, time.

But thats blackmail? Meg said thoughtfully. 

Yes. And I for one wouldnt blame Judith one bit for wanting to get her own back  but theres something else.

And that is?

Our society  DOMANON  seeks to educate

men into realizing their proper place in the scheme of things. She grinned. And your husband Larry and his friend Ralph have been very naughty little boys. 

Have never really appreciated women. Id suggest that you might want to take advantage of them after weve finished . .?

You can say THAT again! Megs laughed. Cant keep their dicks in their pants!

EXACTLY! Barbara laughed. Thats why I wanted to talk to you  and Maria  tonight.

Maria? No offense to you dear. My wife looked at her maid, then back to Barbara. But why Maria?

What we recommend that happens is that we want to embarrass and humiliate your husband  and doing it in front of all the women in the house means an awful lot.

But maam? Hed fire me the moment you left." 

Maria spoke up for the first time in a while. 

Barbara answered her. Trust me dear. That is not going to happen. If your mistress gives me the go ahead, you will find that the structure in this house changes after tonight. Barbara came over and patted my cheek lovingly. Hell be SO respectful of women 

ANY woman  after tonight. Youll find out how nice it can be to have a perfect man around to do your bidding.

Megs grinned. This I gotta SEE! How long will it TAKE?

Youre positive? Barbara asked. 

Where do you want me to sign! Megs laughed again. 

What about you? Barbara asked Maria. 

Im with Mistress! Maria laughed. I think Id like to see this.

Good! Barbara laughed and came over to me again and carelessly un-cuffed me from the chair. 

I had been waiting my chance. The handcuff wasnt too tight and Id been clenching and unclenching my fist to make sure that my circulation wasnt impaired. 

It wasnt and as Id listened to the conversation between the three women, Id been burning with shame and humiliation. I HAD to reaffirm my dominance over those sniggering females. I must admit that Ive never been into physical violence  but theyd just gone TOO far! 

Barbara had turned her back on me and I must admit that what I did was cowardly, but face it  I was a little scared of her. Wanted her weak from the first minute. Swung a hard fist at the back of her head  didnt care if I burst my hand. HAD to knock the fight out of her immediately. 

But it was as if she could actually see my move. 

Suddenly, she wasnt there  and my fist was swinging through nothing but air! Then, her smiling face was in front of me. 

Tut Tut! She giggled. And I thought that you would be as good as gold! With that, she stepped into me  and simply laid a forefinger on my left forearm! 

The pain didnt last for more than a second or two 

but it was excruciating. Then my whole arm was numb. I stared at her  then to my own horror, knew that I was starting to weep! 

Jesus Christ! Megs said, incredulous. Larry, what on earth . .

But I was talking to Barbara as she came towards me, her forefinger poised again. Please Barbara? I asked, obviously weeping as I pleaded  but she
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touched my right arm  and after a few seconds of extreme pain I was effectively paralyzed about both arms. 

You sorry Larry? Barbara asked softly. 

Yes. Yes! Im sorry! I answered as sincerely as I could. 

Going to do what Barbara asks you to do?

Oh yes Barbara! I sobbed truthfully. 

Thats a GOOD little sissy. Why dont you sit down again and let Barbara make you nice and comfy. 

Back in your chair please?

I sat and she immediately started taking my shoes and socks off! As the shoes were loafer type, they were no problem. I had no idea of what she was doing, but had the feeling that I certainly wasnt going to enjoy it. 

I really AM quite comfortable Barbara? I whimpered. 

Silly! She said fondly. I want to humiliate and embarrass you some more. Now you just HAVE to learn that when a real woman wants something? You have to ENJOY making her happy. Do you understand that?

Yes Barbara! I said, almost weeping again. 

Oh dear! Youre just a sad little sissy. Arent you?

She cooed. Starting to cry like a little girl  but thats what little weak sissy boys do, is it not? Cry like little girls?

She was standing between me and the women so I couldnt see them, but I could hear the two of them start to snigger as I nodded in agreement and meekly said. Yes Barbara.

She stepped to one side. Matter of fact? You can ask the two ladies if they want me to keep humiliating you. Would you like to do that?

I dont know Barbara. I said, suddenly aware of what the answer could be, but she prodded me gently with a finger and then laughed gleefully as I shied away from her in pure fright. Dont be scared of big, bad, Barbara dear. Youre going to be the very best little sissy for Barbara and the two ladies, arent you?

Please Barbara. Dont do this. Im sorry. I sniffled. 

Thats why you should be asking both of them 

nicely  for me to treat you nicely. After all, you know that Megs is the boss in this house. Then, of course, is Maria. You know this now, dont you?

I nodded. 

Very well! Why dont you ask them now?

Tearily I looked at Megs. Please Megs. I know that you must be mad at me, but�

You SILLY little sissy Barbara stormed  and an awful pain shot through my shoulder. Shes your Mistress now! Unless she tells you different, you will call her exactly that! You dont have to curtsey just yet 

youre not properly dressed but�

Curtsey? Megs brayed out a laugh. This is starting to sound like fun!

Of COURSE! Barbara laughed. This little sissy is yours now  and to a lesser extent, Marias. Im suggesting that he calls you Mistress  and Maria as Miss Maria. Dont you agree?

Megs looked at Maria, and they both burst out laughing. Sounds just about right to me! Megs finally managed. 

Very well sissy! Barbara said. I think that you can talk to your ladies now. Go ahead.

Mistress? I asked Megs brokenly. Barbaras hurting me and embarrassing me. She says she will stop if you ask her? Please ask her. Ill be good!

Megs face took on a thoughtful look. I can see that shes hurting you  but as you seem to have been a little pansy for years  and hid that - and.. She waved the spread sheets in the air. . . ."other things? I find it hard to believe that shes really hurting you." Her voice grew scornful. Crying and blubbering like a little girl! She turned to Maria. You think we should ask Barbara to stop?

Maria looked innocent. Stop what?

Good question! Megs laughed. Turned to me. 

What is Barbara supposed to stop doing?

Hurting and humiliating me. Please stop her Meg -

I mean Mistress!

Well Maria and I think that youre just being a little sissy! You cant even tell us what all the noise you are making is about! Crying about nothing. Maybe Barbara should give you something to cry about!

Oh I will. I WILL! Im sure little Larry here is going to have something to cry about. Barbara giggled. 

Come to mummy then, my little pansy! Lets make you comfortable! Just like I was going to do before you started making all this fuss!

In a futile way, I tried to stop her as she slowly undressed me. I never gave her enough reason to hurt me again, but she waved my weak attempts to stop her with comments about how weak and feminine I was behaving. Didnt I agree that my clothes were just TOO

masculine for me? I didnt answer but it wasnt too long before I was back to standing in front of the two giggling and snorting women, stark naked, my hands

crossed over my privates and blushing modestly. Then she made me drop my hands and pirouette in front of the ladies  as if I was showing off my masculinity. Believe me, I wasnt. Im not overly well developed down there to begin with  and the shame and humiliation was making me even smaller. 

There, there, there. Barbara cooed at me sympathetically as she finally stopped me. Embarrassed?

Yes  yes  Barbara. I gulped, right on the point of tears again. 

I understand! I truly do! She said. Would you like something to cover yourself with?

I didnt trust her in the slightest, but what was I supposed to say? Yes Barbara, please? I answered. 

Lovely! She smiled. Take my hand!

Unwillingly, I did so  and found myself being led to the side of the table where Megs and Maria sat, their eyes just as puzzled as my own must have been  except they had a LOT more humor in theirs. 

I was just thinking Maria? Barbara asked slowly. 

Yes?

Have you finished for the night  clearing up I mean?

Maria looked around. Well. Almost. Isnt much left." 

Barbara pulled me forward a little. Well? Id just BET that our little sissy here would be DELIGHTED to clean up for you!

Maria giggled. Looked at Megs. Well I dont . . .

Barbara interrupted her. But he just SAID that hed like to cover up is nakedness  and if you werent using that pretty lace apron?

Oh NO.O.O .O! I moaned seeing what she was offering. 

But it didnt do me any good. Megs didnt hide her contempt for me now as I docilely let a giggling Maria divest herself of her white lace apron and put it over my head. Then turn me around  and fussed with the bow until she got it  perfect! Nothing would do now but that Maria had to take off her silly maids cap and pin it securely on my head. She stood back, proud and flushed  knowing full well that the position of female girl servant had now was now temporarily mine. To my shame, I started to weep a little. She stepped forward and kissed me softly. Nothing to cry about! She whispered, though loud enough for everyone to hear. 

Nothing wrong with being a maid! Lots of us girls do it!

I know youre not dressed properly for it dear.

Barbara said to Maria. But as he probably doesnt know his way around the kitchen. Think you could bring me two long spatulas? If you have them, of course?

No problem. Maria answered. Long handles?

Perfect! Barbara answered. Maria smiled and took off. 

While shes gone? Let me explain something to you. Barbara said to Megs. You probably have the idea already, but Id just like to reinforce it if its okay?

Be my guest. Megs said. 

Ive humiliated your husband  but even though neither you or Maria will forget it. He will. Trust me!

Youre KIDDING! Megs laughed. 

Nah. Experience has shown us time and time again that you can shame the hell out of men, but sooner or later they manage to explain it to themselves. Start getting all cocky again.

But? Do I hear a but in what youre saying?

Megs asked. 

Barbara nodded. Exactly! Hell get all cocky and out of line  IF YOU LET HIM!

I dont think I want that to happen  not one bit!

Megs said angrily. I owe this little shit a LOT  and I want him to suffer. Ive no intention of letting him get bossy again. But if you have any tips? Ill listen.

At that point, Maria came back in waving two spatulas  the kind with the wide plastic blades. These do? She asked Barbara. 

Perfect! I was just explaining to Megs that if you gals want to keep Larry in his proper place? You have to work at it. Shes okay, but what about you? Barbara took the spatulas from her as she asked. 

Maria took a big breath in through her nose. Its okay with me  but just as long as the boss goes along.

Oh I do!  I DO! Megs said. 

Good! Barbara said, looking at her watch. Now this has been a lot easier than I thought it would be  so now I think I have time to get over to Ralphy baby tonight. Strike while the iron is hot, so to speak. The only thing is I have to leave it with you ladies. First of all. 

Megs? Is there one thing  a little one  that he does to drive you nuts?

Hundreds of them. Megs said. But one is his CONSTANT bitching about how much time I spend

putting on makeup! Never misses a chance! Nag, nag, goddamn nag!

Barbara nodded then turned. How about you, Maria?

Not much. Mistress protects me from him a lot. 

But hes always on at me about his underwear. Never cleaned right. Never ironed properly!

This is SO easy! Barbara crowed. She turned to Megs. Im afraid that you and Maria are going to have to spank him to tears with your spatulas!

A pleasure! Megs laughed. Maria didnt look too sure. 

Ill stand by, just in case. Barbara said, looking at her watch again. But after that? Tonight. MUST be tonight. You tell him Megs that every night when he stays at home  that he put on his lipstick and eye makeup  just perfectly! You Maria? Have him hand wash and iron your undies from now on. Got it?

I think Im getting it. Megs said thoughtfully. If Maria and I spank him tonight. Make him do the rest of the maid chores, well never forget that. To us, hell always be the little sissy that we spanked and made clean up  while wearing a pretty maid apron.

And a gorgeous hat! Maria hooted. 

And? Megs continued. By making him put on makeup every night  and doing Marias undies  we wont let him ever forget  will we?

In a nutshell. Perfect! Your spatulas ladies?

Barbara said, handing them to each. 

Naughty little sissy! Megs sneered, and whacked me across the rump with the spatula! 

Ooh Ooh Ooh! I yowled and turned away into a fierce Maria who swung her spatula and hurt me even more. 

They hit me for almost five minutes, both of them laughing and joking as I wept and promised to clear up the dinner dishes, black plastic raining sharply on my backside, welts starting to appear. Finally they gave up. 

When I recovered a little, Barbara was obviously ready to go. Let me give you an example of what you can do after cowing a male she said to the women. 

Then she turned. Im leaving now sweetie? Anything you want to say?" She asked me. 

Huh? I snuffled. 

Arent you going to THANK me? Say how NICE it was to meet me? How much youve enjoyed yourself?

She looked at me sternly. And it better be done PRETTILY!

And after a few attempts  and a few nips on the backside  I finally curtsied to her and told her all sorts of things about what a PLEASURE it had been to meet her  and wouldnt she come again? Kissed her  as one woman would kiss another. Looked blearily at Megs and Maria as Barbara finally left, waving cheerily to us all. 

Okay Larry. Work to do. Why dont you bring Maria and me some coffee? Then you can tidy up.

Megs said. 


* * *

Would you just look at the little pansy? Megs said to Maria who was sitting on my bed looking at us. 

Hes putting on that lipstick like hes been doing it all of his life! Think that maybe hes been sneaking into my makeup and practicing when I wasnt looking?

She was grinning widely. 

Maria smiled. Thats not very fair maam. I mean this is what  the sixth time youve made him make his face up. And? To be honest? I think hes been a bit heavy on the mascara.

But I like him that way! Megs sniggered. I think that the eyeliner and the mascara give him that helpless look. You know?

Yes. Maria agreed. But to be honest? I think hes looked pretty helpless ever since Barbara started in on him. She put her elbows on her knees, then cradled her chin in her hands. Maam? Ive been thinking.

About what? Megs asked. 

I dont know if YOU see it? But hes almost pretty. Maria said dreamily.  I keep wondering how hed look with his makeup on  all the way, and maybe a pretty dress? Like one of my maid uniforms?

Oh wow! You getting into this shit, or what?

Megs asked. 

Maria sighed. I dont know. Youre different maam  good looking, well off, and educated. Me? Im just a girl. Didnt get much schooling, and all of my life men have been talking DOWN to me! As if I was something lower than them. She paused, thinking. Then continued. Your husband really wasnt THAT bad to me. Fairly nice to me at times as a matter of fact. But I see now he cant stop a woman from disgracing him. 

Making him weep like a girl. I think Id like to  maybe

 make him pretty? Let him see how it is to be a girl? 

That sort of thing?

Take him over? Megs asked incredulously. 

Maria thought for a second. Grinned. I guess thats true. Its just when I saw Barbara humiliate and embarrass him  then without hurting him in any way 

made him act all girly. Made her kiss her goodbye 

and THANK her? Her grin grew even wider. I liked that! Got me all creamy as a matter of fact!

Actually? What you say makes sense. Megs said after thinking it over. I want to make sure that he gets humiliated - but Im out of the house a lot. If he becomes your little maid? Hell be coming back here after work, and youre at home most times. She turned to me as if to ask a question and saw the horrified look on my face. Smirked. Hes all yours Maria! She said impulsively. 

Maria got a dreamy look on her face. Thank you Megs  but I was thinking. Dont you think that Cynthia is a nice name?" 

Cynthia? What in hells name are you talking about? Megs asked her, obviously puzzled. Then her eyes widened and her mouth fell open. What a WONDERFUL idea Maria! Turned to me. Isnt it a great idea  Cynthia? Then she literally roared with laughter. 

Id been the topic of conversation as the two women had derisively conversed about what to do with me. 

Under different circumstances, I might have had more to say but I didnt have anything to back me up. With the constant repetitions of applying makeup that Id been made to go through, I could now only see a feminine reflection in the mirror in front of me. True, simply applying lipstick and eye makeup in limited amounts doesnt MAKE one effeminate  but when I looked at the final product in the mirror, there wasnt

anything masculine there for me to be proud of. Seeming to have earned a new female name wasnt too far out of reason. Inwardly I think that I was beginning to feel that Id earned it. 

But Maria wasnt finished yet. 

I dont want to seem pushy Megs, but you two have been sleeping separately for some time now? She paused. 

And? Meg asked. 

I wanted to know if you wanted to keep separate beds?

Megs sniffed. Damned right I do. What makes you think Id want to go to bed with that pansy again? He never COULD screw worth a damn to tell you the truth

 and so I shouldnt have been so surprised when he tried to screw me the only way he knew how  financially. Nah dear. You want him, hes all yours.

I wasnt thinking about sex that much. Maria laughed. I was just thinking that it might be fun to have him share my bedroom?

Just girls together? Megs giggled after she thought for a moment. 

Something like that. Maria answered. Lets me get my hands on him more.

Mmmm! Good idea, But wait!" Megs said. 

Youre HIS boss now, right?

Yes?

So I dont think the total change can be done quickly  he HAS to do film work and hell need some time to learn housework functions  but I dont think

we can really look at you as the maid for much longer. 

Dont you think?

It was Marias turn to look perplexed. Sorry. You lost me. Have something in mind?

Yes! Megs said. Not permanent  not yet. I have to find out what Domanon is going to do  but in the meantime, why dont I give you a raise? Call you MY

assistant?

Oh THANK YOU! Maria cried." That would be lovely!" 

And him? HIM? Hes the maid in-training! Megs said. Matter of fact? Why dont you split HIS room with him Maria starting now. Once we have things fixed out? He can have the maids room.

Maria looked at her watch. Spoke gently to me. 

Come along then dear. You can help me put some stuff together and give me a hand to move it to your room. Wont that be lovely?

I dont think you need to be nice to the little shit!

Megs snarled. 

I think that Ill be kind to him until kindness doesnt work. Maria smiled and the dreamy look came into her eyes. If it doesnt? Ill just have to discipline the little dear, wouldnt I? She smiled nicely at me. 

Ready to come along Cynthia?

Of COURSE I wanted to react negatively to my new name now, but I knew it wasnt the right time. Yes Maria. I said meekly. 

Piss off then  you little pansy! Megs snarled at me. Tomorrow you transfer back your off shore accounts to ME! After that dough is in MY pockets? I might feel nicer toward you  even though I doubt it!

Lets go then Cynthia. But why dont you curtsey the Mistress pretty like? Maria smiled. She smiled even more when I took the sides of the apron in my hands  I still wore it  and dropped a very proper curtsey to the woman who had been my wife. Was now my Mistress. 

I was very tired and suddenly all that I wanted to do was sleep but Maria would hear none of it. She made me accompany her to her room then loaded me up with some clothes and cosmetics while she got shoes and other stuff. I was awake to see one thing, however. Her English had always been excellent, even though there was a slight Mexican lilt to her voice. 

Now, the Latino accent was much stronger and any de-mureness she had shown to me in the past was disappearing. She was not unfriendly, far from it  but I think we both knew now that she could be as superior to me as she wished. Instead she was friendly  almost as if we were equals. This became more evident after we had got back to what had been MY room and I helped her store her clothes in the closets and drawers. 

Cosmetics, soaps and stuff in my bathroom. 

Finally, she sat beside me as I creamed off my makeup. I know that youre tired Cynthia, but I think it best that we get some things straightened out before we go to bed.

You dont want me to sleep on the sofa? I asked in some surprise. 

Dont be silly! Well sleep in that bed. Its plenty big enough for two and I dont think that I have any macho behavior to expect out of you any more. I call the shots here  and I expect you to behave. Do you think Im wrong?

I was too tired to lie. No Maria.

She sighed, relieved. Im glad youre being sensible. Now let me tell you what is going to happen as I see it.

You know?

Of course I dont! Dont be silly! But I know a few things. Megs hates you right now. Shell probably want a divorce, but she may change her mind. Right now she wants to see you humbled and hurt.

I nodded in agreement. 

This outfit. Domanon? I dont know what they want from you, but I think theyll be calling the shots 

but it may be some while before Im told. In the meantime? Youre mine. I just want you to realize that both Meg and Domanon will expect me to behave in a certain way and Ive NO intention of disappointing them. 

Understood?

I had to smile a little at her use of the word mine, but nodded in response to her question. 

She saw that my agreement was very close to being true. Went and rummaged in a drawer, pulled out a satin pink series of garments. You like them? Pajamas?

I shrugged. Honestly? Not particularly. Smiled to take away any criticism. 

She didnt smile in return. But thats what my personal little cupcake, my honeybun, my sissy? Thats what hes going to wear to bed tonight. Hes going to wear it tonight, then  along with the matching house-coat? Tomorrow morning when we have coffee. Hes going to wear it because hes MINE! She gazed plac-idly at me. Want to smile again? Or should I look out a nice nightgown in lace and nylon?

I knew perfectly well what she was doing. She was using endearments that I had been in the habit of using on her now and then. I just had to admit that I now felt diminished and started to get an idea of how a woman felt when treated like a sex object  a brainless sex object  by a man. Im sorry. I said. 

She didnt respond other than a slight nod as she placed the pajamas on the end of the bed. 

We didnt have sex that night  well, not exactly. 

She hadnt made any big scene about getting ready for bed herself, nor paid any special attention as Id divested myself of the apron. Made it clear, though I cant remember by a word or gesture, that she just looked upon us as anything different than two girls getting ready to get into the same bed. Naturally, I didnt feel that it paid me to try and look any different. But after wed been snuggled under the covers for a few minutes. I became well aware that things HAD

changed. 

It was inconsequential at first. A forearm around my neck that could have been an accident. Then as a warm body snuggled into my rear  THEN? A feeling of being pulled into her? Then, I was pulled over onto my back. Demanding lips on mine. Warm and full! I started to try and revert to my masculine way of climb-ing on top, but a muffled snort and a soft hand that pushed me onto my back started to let me know what was expected of me and, as that same soft hand found my genitals? Who was I to argue? With a sigh of submission. I relaxed backwards  and as I lay, soft and submissive  Maria  who had been our MAID? Mas-turbated me into an old set of panties. 

Who can describe the awful sense I had as I lay on my back, in womens satin pajamas, and looked up into

the joyful eyes of a servant, whod just had her way with me? To be honest? All I felt was exhausted! 

Needed no prodding to sleep. 

The following morning was nothing but a tired blur. It didnt matter that Maria got me all primed to show myself in front of Megs in my satin pink pajamas and matching robe. Megs never showed up. In many ways, I think that Maria was happier about this than I was. Finally she yawned and stretched. Well Cynthia? 

I suppose that you have work to go to, so I suppose Ill have to let you go. Havent quite fixed out in my mind what I should have you do in the mornings yet. I suppose its good for both of us that Megs isnt here to see that  but Ill have a better idea tomorrow. Now why dont you get all ready and run along? Have a nice day

- -. She smiled. Doing all sorts of man things?

I was only too glad to get back to normal. Didnt waste any time getting showered and dressed and off to pick Ralph up. He didnt live to far away from me so, as was customary, I went and got him in my car 

we had always enjoyed our chats together prior to actually work hours. Wed often stop at a Starbucks for a leisurely coffee as a matter of fact, so it was nothing out of the normal for Ralph to suggest this, so I wasnt surprised when he did. 

I did feel strange bidding him good morning but sensed that he felt odd as well. I finally broke the ice once we sat down with our coffees. Barbara get round to see you last night?

He stared at me and his face got quite red. You knew she was coming?

Well? She did indicate that she might try and talk to you. I found myself blushing. 

He spoke through his teeth. And you didnt call to let me know? Warn me about that bitch?

It was my turn to get red at his implication. Shit Ralph? You gotta be kidding! If she did anything to you like she did to me, youll know damn well that I couldnt call and warn you. I decided to be honest. 

Broad scared the shit our of me! And by the time she left Id a real mess on my hands with Megs and Maria. 

There was no way in hell that I could warn you.

He relaxed. Gave you a bad time as well?

Yeah. But Ralph? Where the fuck did she get that financial information? Im pretty sure that it wasnt you.

Ive been thinking along the same lines. I dont think it could have been Wanda. She doesnt know her way into our private data. Jesus Larry  if those accounts ever got into IRS hands? We could both be looking at prison terms. I dont know what to do. The only thing I can think of is to get the money out of the offshore accounts  and into new ones.

I thought for a second. Ralph? I dont know. That Judith Mills knows about those accounts. If she twigs that weve emptied them? I blushed. I have NO idea what Barbara could do. Any way? Megs said that Id better transfer that account into her name. Truthfully? 

Im not certain that I can do anything!

He nodded. I dont think I know, either. Maybe wed better lay still for a little while. Try and get our heads together.

I blew out through puffed cheeks. I dont know about you Ralph, but I have the feeling that were being watched. God knows what might happen if they got the feeling that we were trying to hatch things up.

He looked at me sympathetically  and suddenly I saw that his eyes had tears in them! Knew that what hed gone through the previous night was in many ways similar to mine. 

Yeah. He said, and sighed. I feel the same way. 

Dont think that we better take too long with our coffee either! He took a good swig of his as if to underline his point. Suddenly, his face brightened. 

Hey! Id forgotten all about it! We had a Boys night out scheduled for up at Big Bear tonight!

Wow! I said. Id forgotten as well! Think theyll stop us? 

Dont see why they should! He said after he thought. After all, Barbara made it very clear that until Domanon knows what theyre going to do, we should try and act like theres been no change in our plans. I think that the worst thing we can do is let them see that were trying to do something different!

All they can do is stop us! I said honestly. 

Big Bear is a mountain village up twisting roads and about 100 miles from L.A. Ralph and I had grown up taking week ends there and even longer vacations. 

Sometimes wed get a lodge, but often when the weather was fine wed spend the night out amongst the pines in our sleeping bags. A perfect way for Ralph and I to get a chance to get our heads together privately! We were both cheered up by this prospect as we got back in the car and headed for work. We agreed that though we couldnt see how Wanda could have been the culprit that gave our financial secrets to Domanon, wed better take care around her. 

She did seem a little strange, but nothing out of the ordinary. As a matter of fact, both Ralph and I were im-

mensely pleased when it was HER that brought up the Big Bear business. Lets face it, it was never considered a big deal  other than a night for us to get away from our wives and split a bottle. Rough it up a little. 

Guys? I need to know when youll be coming back in the office. She asked. I mean its not as if youve anything on your calendar  but if that woman from Domanon calls  Dr. Mills? Id suppose youd want to meet with her ASAP?

Got that right, honeybun! Ralph said with a big grin. I could tell by her face that she was furious at him teasing her again, but she listened as we talked it over and decided wed only be up the mountains for the next two days. Nodded to indicate that shed got it, then took off in a bit of a huff. 

Shit Ralph! I hissed. Think that pissing off ANY

female is a good idea right now? We dont know whos talking to Barbara! Want that nasty bitch back again?

He had the grace to look scared for a minute, but then brightened up. Cant help pissing Wanda off! 

Fun!

I shook my head. Shes probably too dumb to be the one who knew about our offshore accounts  but she probably knows where some skeletons are buried 

so BEHAVE  wouldja?

He grinned, but nodded. 

We kept it very low key for the rest of the day. Id a meeting with some people we used for market analysis and he had lunch with a banker. In the afternoon, we waved our good byes to Wanda and took off early. I dropped him off and, as he has a four wheel drive, he was driving us up to Big Bear. I didnt wait, just drove home and packed a back pack and looked out my

sleeping bag. Megs was out shopping  thank God 

and Id have sworn that Maria was almost back to normal. She did show her bossiness over me as I waited for Ralph. 

Arent you going to shower? She asked as I started to look out my shirt and stuff. 

Hell no! I laughed. Us rough, tough, outdoorsmen dont shower!

Her eyes got cold. Shower! Youll be some time up in the mountains. Shower! I dont want you all sweaty and masculine! There was no fooling in her tone. That quickly, I was reminded of the hierarchy that existed in my house now. Okay, Okay! I said pleasantly. Was pleased to find my clothes all laid out for me on the bed when I dried myself off. Everything else was all packed away. 

Thanks Maria! I said after Id dressed. 

Come and give me a kiss then, if youre so grateful! She said. 

This was, in no way, anything but the order given by a superior to a subordinate. Nothing sexual about it. 

She was simply cracking the whip. 

If I wasnt being nice? I asked softly, going to her. 

Im sorry. Can I give you a nice kiss?

I could see her visibly unwind. Actually smile. I guess thats what I asked you to do, huh? She said, turning her cheek to me. 

And I kissed her  just in the way she wanted me to. 

Lightly on the cheek. One girl to another. 

Not too bad. She admitted. Youre coming along. But if I were you? Id get my ass out of here be-

fore our Mistress comes home. I think Thats Ralphs car I hear now. Id suggest that you scoot!

I smiled at her, grabbed up my backpack and my sleeping bag. Headed out of the door and into the car, which Ralph had kept running. He snarled at me as I climbed in after stowing my stuff in the back. Lets get OUT of this fucking place!

I blinked. Things that bad?

He revved up the car and we shot out of the driveway. He was decidedly upset. Yah! He muttered. 

Dont know about you kiddo, but Im in trouble up to my ass! Better get where nobody can get to us quick. 

Shut off your cell phone. That bitch might just call me back!

It took a while. He was angry and  to tell the truth

 embarrassed. I didnt get many details from him 

but where I had SOME decency in Maria, his wife Alice and maid Gertrude  that FUCKING German - he exploded, had jumped all over him once Barbara had explained what she was doing the previous night. To be honest, I could only figure that his attempts to pla-cate the women in his house had been no more successful than mine. Less, as a matter of fact. 

Bitches were all over me like a cheap suit! he grumbled. Then he took a deep breath. You pick up the booze? he asked. 

Nah. Thought wed stop off at some liquor store on the way. Maria packed my backpack and I just forgot.

Same here. Had to rush out of the house. Cant believe it! That big fucking Teutonic bitch! A MAID for Christs sake! Started whining about me leaving! Said she needed a hand! Alice stepped in and let me GO! 

Can you believe this SHIT?  or I might never have got away! He looked miserable. Me being dependent on my fucking WIFE?

We messed up, big time! I said, shaking my head. 

With any luck we can maybe put our heads together while we have this time to ourselves. Come up with some sort of plan. If worst comes to worst, we simply let the wives have all the offshore money  as long as they promise not to let the IRS people know. After all 

they tell on us, itll hurt them financially as well. 

Cmon Ralph! Lets get our minds away from Domanon and the bitches at our houses for a while. 

What do you say?

The driving was straight at that point so he was able to take his eyes off the road and look at me for a second. I dont get it! He said. Youre not any better than me by a long shot, but youre taking things a LOT

better. How come youre being so reasonable all of a sudden?

I wanted to tell him of how he tended to tease and put women down MUCH more than me  so maybe it was just his turn in the barrel, but I didnt feel that it was worthwhile to get him pissed off at me  he was REALLY on the rag. Luckily, I pointed to a row of lights that just appeared. Liquor store in there, Ralph. 

Lets stock up.

Good idea! He said enthusiastically, and we turned into the mini-mall. 

The last stretch into Big Bear Village is very mountainous and twisty, but wed left early enough that the visibility was clear and we made good time. Between us, wed bought a few acres some years before. Had talked a number of times about putting a cabin in there but had never got around to it. But we managed to find

the little side road while it was still light, drove into the woods and found the space we liked to park off the mountain road. 

It had only been a few hours drive, but getting out into the pine scented, cooler, air  we were at over 6,000 feet now  was one of the pleasures of our trips. 

We stretched and got our backpacks and sleeping bags from the car. Hiked about a quarter mile into our favor-ite clearing. Looked at each other with smiles of satisfaction, then laid out our sleeping bags. Ralph collected kindling for our fire  it wasnt illegal time yet, we could still have legal open fires  and I pulled out our booty from the liquor store  a big bottle of bourbon, a cooler full of ice, and some plastic glasses. He had the fire going and I had the iced drinks ready by the time he joined me. Plastic doesnt clink, but we hit glasses together and toasted ourselves before taking good health slugs. 

It wasnt long, but as we finished the first drink, the cool clean stars started to pop out of the sky. Aaah!

We sighed, settling into our second drink. Throwing some more wood on the fire and loving the shadows. 

We both jumped when the voice came from out of the shadows. The voice was behind Ralph. 

Hello girls! Having a nice time? Its SO romantic here! Stars all lovely and bright. You feeling all horny as well Priscilla?

I knew it was Barbara talking from the first second. 

But who the hell was Priscilla? Then Ralph snarled into the shadows, and I knew what his feminine name was. 

Cant you leave us alone? Were not doing nothing! His voice was loud, and his tone angry and de-fensive but I knew immediately that he was as scared

of our visitor as I was. Then Barbara stepped into the firelight and smiled at me over his shoulder. Your friend Priscilla is being positively RUDE! You dont feel that way to me, do you Cynthia?

You just scared us. Thats all, Barbara. I said in the most placating way I could. 

She sneered. See Priscilla? Cynthia knows HOW to be nice automatically. Im afraid that you need some special training!

As she said this, she simply laid a hand on Ralphs shoulder and he let out a cry of pain. 

Did I hurt my little honeybun? She cooed. Im SO sorry!

Ooooh. Ooooh. He mumbled softly, but even in the firelight I could tell that hed become noticeably paler. 

Note that I called you honeybun? She giggled. I thought that would please you. A sign of affection that you seem to use on weak girls.

Im NOT a girl! He muttered clearly enough. 

You dont seem to understand dearie. She said, more businesslike now. You and your friend dont seem to grasp the shit that youre both in. You, Priscilla just cant seem to keep your sexist mouth SHUT! I thought Id taught you both to be more respectful of women last night. But I talked it over with Judith today and we thought it might be a good idea to - - to  sort of - - teach you proper manners. Once we heard your comments about your wife and that charming maid on your drive here? What was it you called her   a big fucking Teutonic bitch? And you referred to her being a maid in a MOST disparaging way! Tut Tut darling!

She turned his head up towards herself and kissed him

for a few seconds. Then she laughed. Of course! You didnt think of checking your car for microphones and Lojack locator devices so that we knew exactly where you were? SILLY little girls!

I felt physically sick. I wasnt positive, but it looked as if Wanda had reported Ralphs sexist comments. 

Then his car had been bugged with a microphone inside and a locator outside. Our hopes of privacy were just pipe dreams. Domanon probably knew everything wed done that day. But things were just about to get worse. 

Barbara looked over at me. Cynthia? I have the feeling that you girls havent looked in your backpacks?

No Barbara. Dont think so.

Doesnt matter anyway. But go into Ralphs for me, will you?

Okay. His pack wasnt locked or anything so I simply undid the few snaps and straps. With an awful feeling of shock I saw the pink, diaphanous thing sitting on top. 

Isnt that the cutest nightgown? We thought that pink was a lovely color for him to wear when he became a woman. Just toss it and the matching robe over here darling and Ill help him change.

I did as she asked, but saw his horrified face in the firelight. Im sorry Barbara? I dont understand? I asked, trying for time. 

Simple. She spoke as if I was five years old. 

Priscilla is going to put on a pretty nightgown. I understand that you, Cynthia, had a lot of practice putting makeup on last night?

I nodded weakly. 

So? You can make your friend look pretty  just a bit. Then? Im going to join him in his sleeping bag for a while. Her smile was not very nice. When I come out? Youre friend is going to have first hand knowl-edge of what it means to be fucked like a girl - again. 

He might not look down on my sex so much after that. She seemed to give him an affectionate pat, but his howl of pain indicated something else. 

Barbara? Please Barbara? I said. Ralphs not mean. Honestly! Lots of times he doesnt think about what hes saying. You dont really intend to do this, do you?

She shook her head. Cynthia darling? If youll open up your own backpack, youll find a nightgown and robe similar to Priscillas. I know that I have to hurt your friend, but it would be nice if you showed him how nice I can be  by going along with what I ask? Making yourself all sweet and pretty for me? After all? I want your elevation into womanhood to be nice and pleasant!

But. But! I havent done anything! I cried. 

Cynthia dearest? Im going to make both of you into my girls tonight. Just accept that as a fact of life, please. Experience has taught me that Priscilla wants to fight. Thats all right. Im going to use a very large dildo on him  and probably very little lubricant. I hope to drive my point home. She laughed. Thats VERY descriptive, isnt it? She laughed softly. You? 

On the other hand. I think that youre just a little sissy underneath all of that braggadocio. Youll put on your pretty nightgown  then lubricate yourself all gooey and receptive  and at least act like a willing girl. You do that? I use a much smaller dildo on you. Youll be a

little sore in the morning. But it wont be SO bad. Think it over while Im spending time with your friend. Now get a move on darling!

I mean, I wanted to be tough and all of that good stuff. But by the sounds of it, Barbara practically had to undress  then dress  Ralph. In the meantime, I could hear his soft moans of pain as she hurt him. Would it serve me to be difficult like him? I could see her mocking smile as I changed meekly into my nightgown and robe. Then I got the cosmetics from her bag and put on lipstick and eye makeup. Ralph glared at me as I made him up a little later  but Barbara reminded him to be nice. 

She took some phone pictures of us, and I think at that point the helplessness of our situation started to get to Ralph as his fighting and complaining started to subside, but I dont think it helped him any. Meekly, I climbed into my sleeping bag  and waited my turn. I shut my eyes, but was well aware of Barbara stripping off her outer garments then joining Ralph in his sleeping bag. We were close enough that the whimpering sounds he made, then the thrashing noises came to me clearly. 

Then, a little while later, Barbara was fitting herself in to my bag. That Priscilla! I dont know how you can be friends! She giggled. But are you going to be a nice girl for Barbara?

Please? I whimpered. 

She was stern with me. Now? Is this you being a naughty girl?

No.

She became tender. Put an arm around my neck and pulled me to her. Then give Barbara a nice big

kiss. I think shed appreciate a NICE girly boy right now?

And I didnt disappoint her although I found myself crying as I offered up my mouth  and allowed myself to be kissed and fondled before sliding into her arms. At her command, I let out happy little squeals as she gently lubricated me, then was well aware of the rhythmic pounding sounds we made after I was turned over and she mounted me. It was awful, but I had the feeling that Ralph had suffered a lot more than I had as I lay there and had her gently pound at my backside. 

To be honest, Im not genuinely sure that some of the noises I made were altogether dislike as I finally came. 

In the morning, she nipped me gently to get out of the sleeping bag and yell at Ralph to get coffee going. I expected some kind of recrimination from him, but after a while it dawned that he was just as broken as I was. Sat as docile as a lamb as I repaired the ravages to his makeup and even smiled at Barbara as we both wished us a good morning when she finally deigned to accept coffee and breakfast and smiled happily on us as the two of us bustled around in our effeminate nightwear. 

We didnt notice what she was up to originally, but when she beckoned us both to join her at the fire, we noticed that she had our clothes form the night before stacked beside her along with our backpacks. 

Watch me, my darlings! She chanted joyously. 

Going to make our campfire even better! Then she started throwing our clothes on the fire! 

We were so astonished that we looked at each other for a second before we started to reach forward to get the smoldering clothes out of the fire. 

GIRLS! She scolded. Stop that!

But Barbara ! I said. How are we to . . 

I paused as I saw her rummage into the backpacks and pull our changes of clothing out. Throw THEM on the fire as well! Suddenly, the impact of what she was doing got through to me. Barbara? Please? Please dont make us go home wearing those things!

She put on an astonished look. Youre thinking THAT? Dont be silly!

But . . But . . But Barbara? Ralph faltered youre burning all of our clothes!" 

Not really! Id NEVER ask you two girls to travel in just lingerie! I have some nice outer wear. Just look what I have for you!

Less than ten minutes later, I blinked tearily at Barbara. We cant stay up here  not wearing those!

Ralph tentatively touched his short gored skirt. 

exactly like mine. You can see that Barbara, cant you?

She smiled. Lots of girls would give their eyeteeth to have gorgeous outfits like that. Pretty skirts, angora sweaters  even pearl necklaces. I mean it! Your heels arent too high, are they?" She didnt wait for a response but carried on. I can see how proper undies might feel strange to you  but they ARE what girls wear all the time  and surely you see the need for padded bras? What kind of shape would you have without them? She giggled. Those blonde curly wigs? From any distance anyone would take you for girls  now is-nt that nice? This time she stared coldly at us until we both nodded and made agreeable noises. 

Then she dropped all pretence. Spoke to us in a hard voice. Listen  you pair of pansies! Youve had years to behave as normal human beings but youve taken advantage of women who were brought up to believe that men were, in some way, superior to them. 

You believed this horseshit  so now Domanon want to teach you both some manners. Teach you how it feels to be treated like a soft woman. AM I MAKING MYSELF CLEAR  GIRLS?

I didnt look at Ralph but could feel him nod in submissive agreement beside me as I did the same. 

Barbara grimaced. THATS what I like to see. Nice, obedient, little sissies. Now heres what youre going to do. Listen up, because Im only going to say this once 

and you dont do what I say? Youll be in a world of hurt!

I dont think she expected any response, but she did pause for a minute before continuing. I know that youre not used to heels, so Im going to help you break camp and get your stuff back into your car. Then youll drive home . .

Like this? I couldnt help gasp. 

Of course, Cynthia! What else? She said, then smiled and continued. Its your car Priscilla, so I have a magazine Im going to give Cynthia. Its the latest edition of Redbook. You know what that is, dont you? 

A nice magazine for girls  with LOTS of sex in it. You both have figured out that your car has a bug in it so that I can hear everything you say. She paused. Got that?

Ralph and I muttered unwilling agreement. 

Good! She said. Now Cynthia? I know this is new to you  but I want to hear you and Priscilla do

girl talk, all the way home. I want you both to describe, in detail, how you enjoyed me last night. How much you enjoy your pretty new clothes. The hopes you have of becoming women. That kind of thing! I think you may run out of topics  thats why the magazine Cynthia. Im SURE there are all sorts of things in it that two girls can find to talk about. Her glare came back as she stared into our ashen faces. And Id suggest that you chatter like little magpies all the way home! I want to be entertained as I drive on the way back. If you dont? I may have to stop  that reminds me  put your cell phones back on  and if I stop, Ill make you stop as well, and well have a little talk? Trust me, Ill shame you two in public. Any questions?

The heels werent so bad, but I think that both Ralph and I were grateful for Barbaras help in carrying things. The ground wasnt even and we staggered a bit and I think that our legs were really sore by the time we got back to the car. Naturally, Barbara made us stop and chat for a moment then kiss her  properly  before she left for her own car. I looked at Ralph as I climbed into his car  and could tell that he was just as cowed as I was. I was the first to break the ice. 

Isnt this FUN Ra- Priscilla? I said, trying for a smile. I never knew that lingerie could feel so nice when its on. Dont you think so?

He did his best to glare at me, but managed with a voice that was obviously phony. Oh yes Cynthia! It feels so sexy! I dont know why we didnt try this before!

We both grinned at each other suddenly, and it was like two schoolboys out to have fun. The banter between us got a little profuse and silly. 

Suddenly, my phone rang and both of us looked guiltily at it. My mouth was dry when I picked it up. 

Yes? I said cautiously. 

You girls having FUN with poor old Barbara? That what youre doing? Barbaras getting more than a little pissed off with you two! Like her to stop you and explain the facts of life?

I thought we were doing what you wanted Miss Barbara? I said carefully. 

Youre full of SHIT, Cynthia! She said. Neither one of you sound SINCERE! I need  no I WANT you both to start behaving. How did you girls feel when you got K2 jelly on your asses? Did you feel lovely when I pulled your panties down? Was I too fast when I shoved my dildo up your collective asses? Think you girls can start discussing intimate details like that  as if you MEANT it?

I looked at Ralph. Any thoughts he had about argu-ing with Barbara were obviously long gone. His face was hangdog, to say the least. At the same time, I knew damn well that there was no hope that I would go against this new force in my life. 

Im sorry Barbara. I said. Want us to start again?

Thats a sweetie! She crowed. Let me hear what you and that other little sissy can come up with! Then she hung up. 

To say that cowardice, pure and simple, played a large part of what Ralph and I said over the time it took us to get home would not be an understatement. A while before we reached my driveway, something crossed my mind. Though I kept on talking, I found a

sheet of reasonably clean paper. Wrote on it, then put it where he could read it safely. 

That BITCH Wanda? Now it strikes me that shes been the one that got us in all this shit! You think so? 

MUST BE!

He couldnt write back but looked puzzled at first, then his eyes widened! He nodded violently. 

Barbara called you honeybun? Exactly the term you called Wanda! I wrote. Too much of a coincidence?

He nodded vigorously. His lips formed the bitter word BITCH! but no sound came. 

I wrote some more. Dont know if we can, now. 

But lets FIRE that traitorous shit  huh?

He nodded happily adding verbally out loud how wonderful hed felt as Barbara had raped him. 

I think that once we had some idea of someone we could get revenge on? It made what we were doing that much easier. Sure, it was embarrassing trying to talk like girls and sound serious about it when we had an insane desire to giggle  but we knew that if Barbara heard us doing that wed be in no end of trouble. We were scared of stopping for gas  but Ralph had plenty in the tank. We were also shit scared that wed be seen through the car windows, but luckily, his car has those tinted windows that are illegal in California  but that nobody seems to bother about. We did sober up as my house came closer though. The thought of having to face my wife dressed the way I was, was awful but I prayed that shed have gone out shopping. It was past eleven in the morning, so I DID have a hope. Then my phone rang again. It was Barbara. 

Cynthia darling? That was SO much nicer! I just loved how honest you and Priscilla were. As you may have guessed? Im a little on the masculine side myself

 but Ive never had two girls discuss ME like that! I really do promise that the next time we get together? Ill take my time  and let you practice being really feminine. Sound good?

Thank you Miss Barbara. I managed. 

But I wanted to tell you sissies. Change of plans. 

Seems that your wives got together and decided to talk. 

This way? They can meet their new sissy husbands together. Doesnt that sound like FUN?

I dont think that we sounded too sincere but hastily agreed. Then as Ralph didnt have my garage door opener we had to stop the car in the driveway being unable to use the more private garage. Not only that, there were a few cars parked in front of the house that meant we would have to walk an extra distance dressed as we were. Just as we came to where we had to stop, the phone rang again. It was Barbara. She was very succinct. Sissies LOVE to hold hands! Do that until youve met the ladies in the house! Make SURE that you walk prettily now! Then she hung up. 

We probably had about twenty seconds or there-abouts to escape, but I think we wasted it looking aghast at each other. Common sense probably pre-vailed though. What faced us was humiliating beyond belief but what the hell could we do otherwise? There was simply nothing we could do but forge ahead and take what was coming. I looked at Ralph and mouthed, shaking my head, Nothing we can do!

He caught my drift and at that second, cut the en-gine. It was just as well. We couldnt move forward for the parked cars and Barbaras car drew in behind us, 

eliminating any chances we had of backing out. I refused to even think what might have happened if Barbara had caught us trying to leave. Oh SHIT! I said quietly, and opened my car door and got out. 

Ralph got out on his side. Terrified out of our minds, I think we froze there for enough time for Barbara. She smiled broadly. Made a shooing gesture with her hands. 

On you GO! Dont let ME steal your thunder girls! 

Hold hands now! I think someone is out to meet you! 

Dont forget now! A curtsey or two wont be out of order!

With a horrible sinking feeling, I turned towards the house. The women were still coming out of the front door, fanning to make a sort of welcoming funnel that wed have to enter to get to the front door. 

Good grief! Ralph muttered beside me as he took my hand. 

Oh God! I said in reply as we started to walk slowly towards the grinning women and I knew that either Ralph or myself were trembling as things got worse. Wanda and Dr. Judith were now part of the welcoming committee. Six women whose gleaming, ra-pacious, eyes gave us every indication of how they wanted to humiliate and debase us  and at our backs was a woman who seemed to get massive enjoyment out of beating and hurting us physically. We must have faltered, because she was now directly at our backs, gently shepherding us ahead. Go ahead girls! Nothing to be frightened of! These ladies just came out to welcome you. Dont you think that was nice of them Cynthia?

Y . .Y . .yes Maam. I managed. Very nice of them.

And you Priscilla? You DO feel the same way 

yes? The voice cooed on. 

Very nice. Lovely. Ralph gritted. Not with a great deal of sincerity in his reply, but it seemed to be okay because she didnt hurt him or anything. 

By this time though, the other women had advanced, making cooing noises and saying all sorts of compliments as they gently pulled us to them offering various cheeks to kiss. We seemed to be engulfed in a sea of femininity  a part of it I should say, as we were complimented on our skirts and sweaters and how lovely it was for them to see us acting SO happy as girls. Theyd never have guessed that we would like it so much! 

The pleasantry didnt last too long once we were all inside the house and Barbara closed the door behind us. Well, they were okay with me. There was a lot of mockery in how I was treated, but it was poor Ralph that got the brunt of it. 

Dr. Judith had kept herself somewhat aloof at the front door, but she finally deigned to notice us. Hello girls. She greeted us rather formally. It was still morning and I didnt even glance at Ralph as I quickly curtsied and replied. Good morning Doctor! Ralph DID

curtsey and chorus my greeting but I think it was the fact that he saw me do it  it wasnt natural for him 

that started his troubles. 

Well well! How nice both of you look! And your manners have improved fantastically!

Thank you maam I hurried, curtseying again. 

This time, I think that Ralph knowing it would appear strictly as a sham, nodded rather than curtsied. 

Doctor Judith turned a rather cool look at Gertrude. 

I understand that you and Maria have now been granted the position of assistants to tour various ladies and responsible for the behavior of Cynthia and Priscilla?

Gertrude looked a little sick  and a LOT mad. Yes maam. She replied, curtseying. And Im very sorry for . .

Its not Gertrudes fault Judith! Alice spoke up in her favor. Ralph  I mean Priscilla - has always been thorny and mean in his behavior to women. Just like a man. You know what I mean? She then cast a scornful look at me. Cynthia here though? She shrugged. I always felt that he was maybe a sissy  underneath all of his bullshit.

Megs laughed as I blushed. Never thought of it much. But now I see him  her  all pretty in a skirt? A nice little pansy, I think!

The mood was quite palpable. The group seemed to have a dislike of men. This dislike now seemed to be focused on Ralph. For me, there was a sort of disdain. I started to feel that I had never been a proper opponent for them. Now they were zeroing in on Ralph. To be honest? I wasnt complaining about that  not at all! It was now Wandas turn to make her presence felt. 

Cynthia darling? She cooed to me. You look SO

nice. I had quite a long talk with Maria while we were waiting for you and Priscilla, and she and I have the feeling you wont be ANY bother at all  will you?

No maam. I replied. All of the women smiled as I curtsied her and there was a general hum of mocking approval. Then her eyes grew cold and she addressed Ralph. 

Hello honeybun! Arent you JUST the prettiest little thing! Why dont you come closer to me, huh? Let me take you ALL in!

For a second I think that everyone expected Ralph to tell her to piss off! It was written all over his face, but I think that the realism of our circumstance was slowly getting to him. He managed a sickly grin and gave an attempt at an awful curtsey. Yes maam. He mumbled and went to stand close to her. She walked casu-ally next to him. Lifted his skirt to show his frilled petticoat. 

My My! She giggled without warmth. Isnt this the cutest little cupcake you ever DID see? An all this time I thought I worked for two MEN? She proceeded to lift his petticoat layers. Such pretty panties! She turned to Gertrude. And you said he was SUCH a bastard! Dont you think hes changed? I mean  who-ever SAW any kind of man dressed like this?

Gertrude shook her head. Think hes changed? 

Not me! Barbara told me all about it. He called me a Teutonic BITCH when he thought nobody could hear him! Pissed me OFF!

Well? Wanda teased. Youre a big girl. Mean to tell me you cant think of getting your own back?

Gertrude smiled an evil smile at Wanda. Ive been waiting for the go-ahead from the Alice, my boss. Ill get the little sweetheart all to myself then. Then well see what words he wants to use when he describes me. 

. .

Gertrude? Honest! It was all a joke! Things have been taken out of context! Ralph broke in. To my surprise he came across as genuinely frightened. Actually turned quite pale when she spoke again. 

The ladies thought you and your little sissy friend Cynthia might be tired of your pretty skirts and sweaters. After all, youre not really used . .

He broke in. Gertrude? No. Were fine! Honest!

He looked at me, with fright in his eyes. Isnt that true Lar  Cynthia?

Id never seen my friend that scared before and it was no act. Of that I was sure. He was scared enough that it infected me. I found my voice trembling as I answered. 

Hes being true Gertrude. Yes, were not used to skirts and sweaters and suchlike but . .

The other women had been watching the inter-change between Wanda, Gertrude, Ralph and I. At that point Doctor Judith broke in. She sighed dramatically. 

I think this may be a little quick. Had intended to wait and see how developments turned out. But truthfully? I sense that Priscilla has been getting away with an awful lot, so I think it would be a good idea to see how the wind is blowing  and immediately. What do YOU two think, Alice and Megs?

Alice tried to look serious. Whatever YOU think, Judith. Megs burst out laughing but nodded a hysteri-cal nod that signified agreement. 

Very well! Doctor Judith said. Gertrude and Maria? I understand that you will have charge of Priscilla and Cynthia?

Gertrude tried to hide her satisfaction unsuccessfully, while she and Maria both curtsied and agreed that the rest was up to them. 

Id like to attend with Gertrude if I may? Wanda asked Doctor Judith, but turned quickly to Gertrude. 

Only if its okay by you of course?

The doctor obviously waited for Gertrude who answered. The more the merrier, Miss. Of course you can come along.

At that point, she struck with the speed of a snake. 

Simply moved to Ralph and grabbed his earlobe! 

Want to call me a Teutonic bitch, huh? Come along my dear! And with a lot of yowling from Ralph, she moved away down a hallway, Wanda following. 

Then Maria was standing in front of me. Crooked her hand invitingly. Want to come with me, Cynthia?

I could see all of the remaining women look on with interest. I swallowed and curtsied. Yes, Miss Maria.

and hooked my arm into hers. 

Thats a GOOD girl! She said softly and led me in the back of Ralph, Gertrude and Wanda. 

I was expecting to be in the same bedroom as Ralph, but that wasnt the case. It was in the guest wing, where the walls are a little thin and I could hear vague sounds coming from a wall beside us, so knew they were in the next room as Maria closed the door behind us. Her words got my immediate attention right away though. 

We dont have an awful lot of time dear, so please sit on the bed and listen up. Ask questions if you want but its best if you wait until Im finished. Okay?

I sat on the edge of the bed and nodded. She smiled and stood over me. Patted my cheek softly. First of all Cynthia I want you to know how pleased I am with your behavior! You make me look SO much better than Gertrude in front of our mistress and the other ladies. 

Shes nice girl, but a firm believer in discipline. Your friend Ralph  Priscilla - is really into masculinity and where I figure that this silly nonsense of his can be cured by kindness? Gertrude wants to force him. She shrugged. I think that youre mature enough to figure out that Doctor Judith wants you to behave in a certain way. You and your friends wives back her. So the chances of you fighting against them  and winning 

are pretty slim. Agreed?

I nodded, but kept quiet. She continued. From what I understand this Domanon group that the doctor heads up has something to do with feminizing men. 

You and your buddy have really pissed them off and they want to teach you both a lesson. Now whether they want you to be girlish for a short time  or a long time, Ive no idea. But in either case I dont think that youre in any position to fight them.

Maria? They want me and Ralph to make a documentary about this Domanon group. Surely they see that we lose our effectiveness if they make us into a pair of swishy fairies?

She nodded vigorously. Of course! Thats why theyre not forcing you to be girlish while youre making their film. Youll continue to look like men while thats going on. I dont know how long they want to punish you two for your past behavior  but Im positive that theyll want you to show that youve changed. 

Does that make sense?

I guess. I admitted. But whats going on right now?

Youre going back to work tomorrow so youll need to start the day in mens clothes. In all honesty? I just think that theyre not one hundred percent sure what to do with you for the rest of the day. You can get

out of your current clothes and change back into your normal wear . .

Youre KIDDING! I said. Isnt there a catch?

No. Not exactly. She said. But there IS something. You can have a choice.


* * *

It was almost an hour later. Maria led me into where the women sat, talking. When they saw me coming they all smiled and applauded. Maria stood between me and them, then spoke quietly. 

Cynthia has something to say to you ladies, but first let me say, sincerely, that he is dressed the way he is  strictly voluntarily. He was told that he could put mens clothes on for the rest of the day  without any duress. Absolutely no threats were used of any kind when he chose his current dress. He did it solely to please you ladies when I pointed out that he did have a choice. She smiled and stepped aside to let me advance. Ladies! She said. 

I was blushing. I was wearing a floral summer dress about calf length, primarily blue and white. Fairly full in the skirt and although it was sleeveless, I was wearing a matching short jacket. I had pale hose and white sandals with a medium heel. I carried a small white purse. I wore a shoulder length wig in a fairly dark hue. My nails were false, but oval and discreetly pink-ish to match my lipstick. I also wore the string of pearls that Id had on my previous outfit. I had extensive makeup, clip on white earrings. It was going to be difficult to tell me apart from a woman. To be honest, all of

the women smiled but none of them seemed overly surprised. 

Ladies? I felt it wise of me to say something. I started. 

Some of the women nodded in agreement and though nobody said a word that I heard, a general hum of pleasant acceptance was in the room. 

It would appear that I was very naughty . . I started. 

VERY naughty indeed! Megs said with some bitterness. 

Oh MEG! Alice laughed. Let the little pansy speak!

I blinked. I honestly didnt know that Ral 

Priscilla - and I were doing anything wrong. Please remember though, that this is Hollywood and nubile young girls make themselves available to men. I dont think that its entirely our fault if we started getting a demeaning picture of women . . .

But youre getting a better idea by the minute. 

Right sweetie? Alice interrupted. Standing there all pretty and made up. Did you have any idea what to do once a guy starts touching your ass  or brushing against your tits?

No. I gulped. 

No offense maam. Maria spoke up. I think that Cynthia is trying to admit that she screwed up and figures to make amends.

Megs started to rise and point a finger at me, but then everything came to a standstill, their eyes behind me. I turned to look  and gaped in amazement. 
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The only way to describe the apparition that was walking towards us, shepherded by grinning Wanda and Gertrude, was a slut. Brassy platinum hair bobbed down to her shoulders. Platform shoes that empha-sized black, fish net stockings. Short black, vinyl skirt. 

Scarlet satin blouse, opened at the front to reveal a black lacy bra  and HUGE breasts! Overdone makeup

 Scarlet, pouting lips. Eyes with so much mascara they looked heavy and sultry. Flashy evening eye shadow. 

Scarlet talons at the end of her fingers. NOT someone youd ever take home to mother. 

Then it dawned on me. The slut was Ralph! 

And his reception by the women far outdid mine. I was forgotten as the women all stood clapping delight-edly as they cheered, jeered, taunted and laughed at my friend  while the two behind him laughingly spanked him on his way, lightly with folded up news-papers. I saw the fright beneath his makeup as he minced and tottered his way into the room and stood fairly close to me. 

Please ladies? His voice was soft and broken with what sounded like tears in it. 

I dont know what youre pleading for? Doctor Judith said. But I must admit that Gertrude and Wanda must have done something to teach you some etiquette.

I dont know about etiquette. Wanda laughed. 

But wed heard that Barbara made him a woman last night. Gertrude just thought to remind him of how that was. I think hes been convinced ever since! She giggled a lot. I never thought a man could squeal in such a high tone!

You had to go THAT far? Doctor Judith laughed. 

Well? He had driven me just about nuts with his bad behavior! Gertrude preened a little. I thought a little sauce for the gander might . .

Yeah! Her sauce being a dose of jelly up his ass!

Wanda laughed. Then afterwards, a butt plug. Dont think he likes that too much.

So? The doctor asked. Gertrude? You had to get physical with the little lamb?

Well, to be honest? I dont know that I HAD to.

Gertrude replied saucily. But hes been mean to me for a LONG time. I just wanted to get some of my own back I guess. She looked at him mockingly. He was a lot weaker than some of the girls Ive tussled with. 

Cried like some of them too!

Wonderful! The doctor exulted. Now Cynthia and Priscilla? She spoke to us, then paused. 

Yes Doctor? This time Priscillas curtsey was as fast as mine  and just as deep, although his skirt made it difficult. 

Good girls! The doctor mocked us. Now hold hand and look into each others eyes. Nicely now! Like a pair of good sissies would do!

Quickly, Priscilla and I did as we were told. This close, I could see the tear marks under his makeup and the fear and desperation in his eyes. 

Now Cynthia? The doctor continued. The person you used to know as Ralph is in front of you. He wasnt receptive to female superiority and acted accordingly. Do you have the feeling that youd ever want to do the things that he did?

I wasnt slow in answering at all. No maam. Not at ALL!

There was a sound of muted laughter from around us at my frank admission. Doctor Judith spoke again. 

Priscilla?

Ralph did his best to curtsey. Yes maam?

You were a naughty little sissy, werent you? Didnt want to admit that you were just a sissy, did you?

Im sorry maam. His voice was low pitched and difficult to hear. 

Id like you to look at your friend, Cynthia. Doesnt he look pretty? Like a real girl?

Yes maam.

Dont you wish youd been just like him? Ready to accept that women were naturally better and stronger?

Oh YES maam!

So? Youre ready to be a proper little girly-boy? Do whatever youre told and become whatever any girl 

any real girl wants?

Yes maam. But I heard a tone in his voice that nobody else seemed to hear. 

She continued. I know it may seem unfamiliar and strange to both of you. But let me explain. We have established that we wish to turn you into sissies. What we have actually done is humiliate your male egos. 

Yes, Barbara taught you both that a small feminine woman can be a lot tougher than she looks  so she bettered you both physically at first  but where you both could probably accept getting whacked by a smaller man  it was humiliating for you to be bested by a mere woman  but it was humiliation none the less. 

What DOMANON has found to be the best approach is to gradually get you to accept domination by women, then expect it, then welcome it. Do you understand?

We nodded and she continued. So now? Weve set up a special treat for you. Your wives are still quite up-

set with you and I understand that Gertrude and Maria are now your mentors. Ladies who have the responsi-bility of introducing you to the delights of being a sissy

 in your case Cynthia  or a girl  thats what you are to be, Priscilla. So if youll both be so kind? Go and sit beside those ladies. I suggest that you snuggle into them  let us see how nicely you can behave? Barbara has set up something that Im sure will interest you.

Ralph and I managed to sneak a quick glance at each other. It didnt take much brain power to see that something nasty was heading our way and I think that both of us hoped that the other would have some sort of plan  or action  that would get us out of this mess. 

Naturally, we were disappointed. Now Gertrude and Maria were smilingly patting the sofa areas beside them and each of them had lifted an arm  an obvious indication where we were to sit. I tried to look happy as I went then sat beside Maria. With minimal urging from her, I laid my head on her arm. 

I dont have the words to describe the total shame and humiliation that Ralph and I suffered for the next half hour or so. It started off badly enough  with us lying helplessly in the embrace of women who had been our servants not that many days before. Then they started to fondle us! Fondle us as if we were women! 

Cooing softly as the caressed our thighs, then breasts. 

Smacked our hands sharply if we tried to stop them until we just lay there, panting with desire  with them groping us openly, with the rest of the audience grinning at our helplessness. 

Then it came! I hadnt noticed, but Barbara had wheeled in a fair size television set. She turned it on and was rewarded by a gray raster at first. 

I apologize for the quality of the pictures she said to everyone. and the scratchiness of the sound  but I think that you may find the subject matter interesting?

She laughed, and stepped aside. 

A few seconds later, there were images of what looked like two men, then the camera  or phone, because thats what she had used  sharpened up. It was Ralph and I, backlit by the camp fire up in the mountains. It wasnt close enough to catch what we were saying, but there we were  drinking from the bottle 

passing it back and forward. 

Isnt that a perfect image of two MACHO men, un-hampered by the female sex? Barbara sniggered. 

The next few scenes werent that good. I propped the phone in a nearby tree. Barbara stated  but now her voice sounds. Hello girls! Having a nice time? Its SO romantic here! Stars all lovely and bright. You feeling all horny as well Priscilla? and she steps into the picture, heading towards us. 

Then, at some point she must have gone back and retrieved the camera because some of the happenings that followed are clearly recorded, although how she actually did this, I have no idea. 

Then the muted sniggering from the women as she proceeded to dominate us, then the cheering and clapping as we are seen getting into our girlish nightgowns and our scared reactions as one by one we retire to our sleeping bags. She actually clowned for the camera , pretending to stroke an imaginary moustache like an old fashioned screen villain  and shame of shame 

putting a DILDO on  and POSING, before she entered our sleeping bags. 

The weak cries that came from Ralphs bag  and the sight of the bag contours as they humped and bumped in the firelight left nothing to the imagination. 

Ralph was getting fucked. By a woman no less! 

Then it was MY turn. And if anything? It was worse! 

My weakness and acceptance of what she was going to do to me was made more than clear. It even appeared that I as SO glad as I lubricated myself for her then, by the sound of it, gladly became her woman as she mounted me. I think that everyone in the room was a little surprised  but I knew. Ralph had maybe surrendered, but only after a fight. Id given up my masculinity without any signs of a struggle! 

Can you believe that things got worse? Trust me, they did! 

There were some hoots from the audience as Ralph and I dressed in our matching skirts and identical outfits  then the giggling and laughing as he and I tottered to our vehicle. It really wasnt fair! Barbara had edited out our first silly comments and her warning. 

All that was heard now was our enthusiastic descrip-tion of what had transpired the night before! Obviously recorded by Barbara as we headed home. 

God! Ralph sounded bad enough, but I think that the recording mike was closer to me, and my comments come across with sickening clarity, while his are not so intense as mine  often mumbled as a matter of fact. But here I am  You know? I just love the feel of lacy underwear! How I could have done without it all those years? Then. Didnt you just cream in your panties when Barbaras hand started fooling around up under your nightgown? Then my soft little giggle as I

admitted how wonderful her hand had felt on my breasts! How MUCH we had missed as mere men! 

All this while being kissed and fondled, with Maria taking great care in making sure that I couldnt ejacu-late left me totally weak and helpless, docile in the extreme as I lay there in her arms until the show ended with Ralph and I arriving at my house and all of the women coming out to meet us. 

The rest of the day was bad. Not as bad as wed gone through but awful in its own way. During lunch and dinner, Ralph was put into a maid uniform and, under Gertrudes direct supervision, was given training in maid duties  and as I could hear his squeals every so often, I figured that he wasnt having too much fun. My training wasnt as arduous but, as I was constantly under the eyes of all of the remaining women it was just as bad. I was taught how to act, and talk, like a lady. Walking, sitting, standing, kissing hello  that kind of thing. Then I had to sit with the other girls and have my friend serve us lunch. I was even told to order him to re-fill my water glass  and to see his face as he did so  then curtsey me  was an experience Id no wish to repeat. 

Alice, Ralph and Gertrude left in the late afternoon and I thought I would be forced to perform as the maid for Megs and Maria, but I was totally wrong. In many ways it was worse. Megs kept me company until bedtime, making it very clear that she despised me and having me sign over all of my bank accounts to her, so that I was now financially destitute and totally dependent on her. Shed often bring up girlish topics then sneer at me as I replied properly  the way that was expected of me now. I felt that I was between a rock and a hard place. I was now positive that she was stronger

than me. Id always felt that this might be the case  the only problem now was that SHE was aware of it  and was gloating over her power to hurt me physically. 

So? I had to play the part of a girl  and listen to her gloat - or take a chance and refuse to go along with what she wanted me to do  which would give her the chance to actually do what she implied she wanted! In either case things did not bode well for me and I decided on the path of least resistance and was only mentally humiliated. 

The day ended almost as badly as it had began in some ways  though I must admit to being amazed at one disclosure. It was just before bedtime and Megs smiled at Maria. 

Maria? I have a question to ask you. A very personal one if you dont mind?

No problem maam. Maria answered. 

From a few hints  and some things youve said? 

Im gathering the information that you are becoming quite attracted to this little pansy that is still my husband, though he is that in name only? Megs smiled. 

Maria blushed. I was always attracted to  shall we say  soft men? And you seemed to have lost interest maam. I hope I didnt offend you?

Megs laughed. Absolutely not! But Ive been thinking. Id like  really LIKE to see him being someone elses woman. Im not interested in him at all and Im not into dildos in any way  but Id really like to see him getting screwed. Interested?

Maria blushed more. Oh, Im sorry maam. But Im not into using those things myself. She paused and thought for a second. Though I must admit that watching all thats being going on all day, Im in the

mood for some loving. Naturally, I wouldnt expect him to be a man. She smiled shyly. Id want him to be underneath, if you know what I mean?

Mmmm. Megs mused. Not exactly what I had in mind. But I guess that beggars cant be choosers, can they? She turned to me. I guess that Judith wants you and your pal to act as if youre men again tomorrow, and I agreed to go along with her. But youve been a girl all day. How would you feel like closing the day out in the same way?

I couldnt help it. Knew the words were wrong the minute I coughed and said. Truthfully? Id rather not, its . .

She smiled at Maria and ignored me. Looks like we have a deal. Why dont you take my husband 

Cynthia here  up to bed and get him properly dressed and into bed. Ill be up later!

I didnt even try and remonstrate with Maria until I saw the nightgown she looked out for me but as I started hemming and hawing, looking for words to get me out of this, she smiled complacently and patted my cheek. 

Cynthia? You have been very good all day. Not like your friend. Youve been sweet and docile then you lay in my arms and made me want you as I caressed and fondled you. Are you going to tell me now that you dont want to make love? Is that what youre trying to tell me?

I shook my head and got ready for bed. 

The room was in semi-darkness when Megs came in there and glided to the bed. Dont mind me! She told Maria, kneeling down at the bed. You look like youre already started. Just have a good time!

She had to be satisfied. Her husband  me- was in a pretty, diaphanous, pink nightgown. Lying on his back, his head nestled in Marias arm as she looked down on him, kissing him tenderly. She took the moment to sweep the bedcovers downwards, just enough to show Megs that he had a bra on under his nightdress and it was stuffed to give him a delightful girlish breast works  which she caressed softly, as he moaned quietly. Then the bedcovers were put back and she went to work. 

Megs may not have been totally happy, but she could not have been displeased with her maid as Maria caressed and fondled me into squalling and pleading for her to take me  and make love. She must have smiled as she closely watched her effeminate husband, now under Maria as he wept and allowed himself to be called many endearments  all feminine of course  as she lowered herself onto the only masculine thing that was left of him  his organ. 

I have no memories of my wife leaving  or much else for that matter. 


* * *

Christ! Was the first thing that Ralph said to me the following morning as he climbed into my car. I think that we have gotten ourselves into more shit than we can shake a stick at!

I looked at him. Like me, he was dressed all male. 

There was not one thing that would indicate what hed been like the day before. 

Ralph? I think theyd rather I called you Priscilla? 

There HAS to be microphones in this car as well! I said this cautiously

His lip curled. If there is? Fuckem! Theyve already got to my Cayman Island offshore accounts  just like they got to yours. Got my bank accounts as well  just like yours, huh?

I nodded my agreement and he nodded before adding. If thats the case? Fuckem!

He saw my look of fright. Cmon Larry? What the shit can they do to you now? Tell the IRS on us? Gotta be a waste of time. Sure, well probably go to jail  but they lose any chance of getting a good documentary. 

On top of that? He looked rueful. They lose a good chance of fucking us over. They got us  and I wont deny that. But Im just not about to roll over and play dead!

What he said made sense, but I could feel the worm of fear in my stomach. But theyll sick Barbara on us again. Dont you think it better to . .

Hey! She scares the shit outta me as well! he said quickly. Im not denying that she cant hurt me. But shell just have to go ahead. If they still want a good documentary on the DOMANON or whatever they call it, theyll have to meet us half way. Im not their fuckin

slave. Ill go along  but only up to a point!

You werent that brave yesterday. I remarked bitchily. Remember? I saw and heard you.

He shrugged. Yeah. They just about broke me yesterday and, if youre not aware of it? Gertrude is delighting in screwing me up the ass  but I started using tricks that Ive had women use on me in the past. I just lie there as cold as ice. Dont think they like that. Now? 

Im dressed like a man again. Feel more like myself by the minute! He gave me a look. Youre awfully quiet. 

They getting to you?

I thought for a second. Yeah. I hate to admit it, but they are.

Scared?

Yeah. That Barbara scares the hell out of me. To be quite honest Ralph? The rest of them scare me as well.

He sighed. I think that youre more honest than me Larry, but Im starting to feel like telling them to piss off all the time. I know that I sound braver right now than I do when the women are around, but I think Im getting to a stage where I figure they can only do so much  and maybe I can learn to take it.

I looked at him in wonder. Well? I wish you luck lad. Me? Im too scared.

He grimaced. Looks like well just have to find out

 dont we?

Got that right, partner! I said. Lets find out what happens!

It didnt take long. We parked the car then walked in to our offices. Wanda was sitting at the reception desk. She smiled at us. Hi girls. Then she looked at her watch. Youre ten minutes late. After this . .

Ralph and I answered at the same moment. And he was saying Go fuck yourself - honeybun . .. I was saying. Its not really THAT late Wanda . .

She flushed under her dark skin but kept her cool. 

Looked directly at me and hooked her thumb over her shoulder at one of the conference rooms we used. At that time in the morning, it was unused. Cynthia? Go and wait for me in there. Would you dear? Ill be in

shortly. I have to have a little talk with Pris  I mean Ralph - for a moment. 

I could not meet my old partners eyes as meekly, I said. Sure thing Wanda and went in the direction of the room. Dont forget to shut the door behind you!

She told me. I didnt answer, but did as she said, though I could feel myself cringe in shame. 

I only sat there for less than five minutes but then Wanda came in on her own and sat on a chair facing me. I think of you as Cynthia now. She said.  But I guess that Judith and Barbara want it to appear just like normal, so until the documentary is filmed, I have to make it look as if youre still my boss. So in front of other people Ill call you Larry. Will that be okay?

I found myself gulping. Sure Wanda. Thanks a bunch!

She grinned and scratched her cheek. But your little buddy is being really awkward. Acting like hes a MAN. When you and I know different, dont we Cynthia?

I thought you were going to call me Larry? I found myself whining. 

She glared! Cynthia? LISTEN! I said in front of other people! Or do you want to argue?

Sorry. I mumbled. 

Thats better! Now Im not going to pretend that I know what Doctor Judith or Barbara are gonna do about your friend. I cant even tell what hes going to do next. But are you siding with your buddy  or are you gonna do what I tell you? Like the sissy that you are?

Youre not going to embarrass me in front of any customers  are you? I asked. 

Course not! Thats part of the deal. Im just not going to kiss your ass when nobodys around. So are you going with your buddy  or are you gonna behave?

Behave I guess. I admitted. 

She smiled. Now? Just sos I get this straight? You do NOT want to rebel against me, Judith, Barbara and Domanon. Do NOT want to join your partner in fighting us?

It was YOU gave Judith all that stuff about us, our off shore accounts? I asked, suddenly aware. 

Of course! You finally figured that out? But thats not what I asked. You with me  or against me?

Her confidence frightened me. I was definitely in-censed about what I considered her betrayal of Ralph and myself  but she obviously thought of this as water under the bridge. Absolutely of no consequence. 

With you. I said weakly. 

I mean to embarrass you a little in front of your partner. Any problem with that? She asked. 

Do you HAVE to Wanda? I asked meekly. 

Yes. She was short in her answer. Go and call Ralph to come in here, then come and sit in my lap. 

NOW! Dont piss me off!

I was sitting in her lap, her arm around my shoulder when Ralph joined us. Aw SHIT Larry! he said when he saw Wanda and I. I suspected as much, but you DO realize that it weakens the stand Im taking?

His tone was a lot milder than I had expected, for which I was very grateful. 

I started to answer, but Wanda interrupted me. Ill do the answering for Cynthia, Ralph! Then, to my utter shame  she passed me a tube of lipstick! Im well aware that we dont have anyone scheduled until MUCH later this morning. So dearie? Do up your lips a little  okay dear?

Aw cmon Wanda! I mumbled. Please dont do this!

She sighed, and produced a compact. Cynthia? Its just a symbolic kind of thing and all I want is just a few light strokes. You can remove it when were finished 

but if you want to argue . . ? She left the rest of the threat unsaid. 

I knew that I had a sickly look on my face, and certainly didnt want to look my partner in the eye as I snapped the compact open, got the tip of the lipstick showing, then quickly touched my lips up. Closed the lipstick tube and put the cap back on. Snapped the compact closed and gave everything back to Wanda. I sensed her arm tightening around me and knew what she wanted. Settled back into her embrace. Still didnt look at Ralph. 

I think that settles that point, does it not? Wanda asked. 

Ralph mumbled a reply. 

Good! Then lets draw a line. Wanda continued. 

Ill drive you home tonight Ralph and Cynthia will drive herself. Starting tomorrow? She and I will car pool  and youll drive yourself Ralph. As of right now? You can keep the bathroom here that you normally use  but I want Cynthia to use mine  the girls. 

Shed better learn to sit down properly when she pees

as well! She gave me a mild shake. Understood Cynthia?

I wanted to die of shame, but nodded instead. 

She was good to her word, allowing me to wipe the lipstick off  but made sure that I used what had been

her bathroom to clean my lips off. 

From that moment on, things settled back into place and everything seemed normal, especially if there was any outsiders around. We didnt see much of Barbara, but Judith was a regular visitor and Ralph and I started doing rough storyboards for her review and approval. 

To be perfectly honest, Wanda could rattle my chain now and then, but Judith acted completely professionally  it was almost as if shed never seen Ralph nor I being humiliated. 

Naturally, we had to find out more about Domanon. It was SCARY! There were a great many more members than I would have ever thought  and there was no question of the fact that it was growing by leaps and bounds. It was so much a feminist movement  rather it had the objective of feminizing males, usually husbands, into docile, pretty little creatures that their wives controlled. I shuddered when I saw some of the men who had been transformed. At the same time, Judith nor Wanda ever gave anyone reason to think that Ralph and I were anything but what we seemed  documentary makers  though Ill admit to being frightened by some of the more predatory women we ran into. If this happened, Judith would step in as necessary and save me from the women and give me a reassuring pat on the ass. 

At home, things were much different. I dont really know how it came about, but it wasnt long before I was totally under control of Maria  and especially

Megs, the moment I got home. With Wanda driving me now, shed often be invited into my home by Megs 

while my wife would simply jerk a thumb at me and tell me to Hurry and make yourself presentable!

Making myself presentable involved me dressing in the outfit she had picked for me that day. Money may have been a consideration at first  but once she had full control of my Cayman island account? She seemed to derive marvelous pleasure out of spending money from it to make me more and more feminine. I dont think that Maria really thought it was a good thing to do  but she was loyal to Megs  so she would make me do what was wanted, although she never had to use physical force. She still made love to me most nights  and sometimes Megs watched closely, but that was getting rarer and rarer as time went by. 

Megs took a great deal of delight in shaming me and over the weeks that followed, she discovered more and more ways of doing this. Having me come down in full maid regalia to serve Wanda and her, soon paled. Then one night Maria and I acted as maids for her friends when she had a bridge night  twelve ladies in all. She wasnt supposed to tell anyone about my change of status until the documentary was finished 

at which time I assumed that Id be allowed to go back to my old identity  but I was pretty sure that some of her friends had a VERY good idea of what was going on. 

Wheres Larry? Theyd ask innocently while Id be serving up drinks or canapés in my silky black dress, pristine lace aprons and flimsy maid cap. Such a SWEET man! Honestly Megs? I dont think that you deserve such a cutie! Then theyd take a drink or

canapé from me. Thank you sweetie! Theyd say, blinking their eyes at me innocently. 

If Megs was in an especially bad mood, she learned to spank me. She especially liked to do this if I was wearing something bouffant with lots of petticoats or crinolines, so I had some idea of what awaited me on the nights when the clothes that awaited me were particularly full or feminine. Over her knees Id go, then be subject to all sorts of verbal scorn and mockery as shed gradually lift away the layers of clothing that protected me, then giggle with glee as she got to my panties 

then REALLY spank me until I cried. Thank goodness she didnt do this very often. (It was strange though that I was always very sexy and loving to Maria on those nights after Megs was finished with me.) I think that the ultimate humiliation came one night when I least expected it. I did note that my uniform that night was quite revealing. Sexy almost. Marie was also in her maid uniform, something that had become quite rare. As we dressed together, I giggled and asked her what was going on. There was something different in the air. She shrugged. 

Not sure. She said thoughtfully. But the mistress has taken some care in setting up dinner for two in the dining room. I have the feeling that it may be one of her very best friends, so you be especially good tonight. Okay? And she gave me a light swat on the backside as I giggled a little. 

Both Maria and I were in the dining room making a last minute check when Megs swept in. She looked distinctly beautiful in a coral evening dress and with her face and hair artfully made up I mildly cursed myself for my stupidity in letting such a gorgeous creature get away from me. She looked around with a sort of un-

usual nervousness, checking everything out. Then the doorbell rang. 

I was somewhat used to her friends dropping in by now and though I still had pangs of fear, I was becoming more and more used to it. I was quite surprised when Megs indicated that I was to stand still, while Maria had to answer the door. Once Maria had gone, Megs looked at me. Stand still now. She warned me. 

Look nice! I actually felt a flash of resentment at this. 

I mean  I was used enough to being a maid. Found that I was becoming somewhat proud of my appearance and skills in this particular area. Who did she think she was talking to? Naturally though, I didnt show any of this. 

Then Maria came in with a MAN! 

Hello darling! Megs gushed. So glad that you could finally make it here! She went to him. 

Hi sweetheart! The guy said, sweeping her into her arms and giving her a rousing kiss. My! This is a lovely house. I didnt know that you were this well off! He looked at Maria and myself and grinned pleasantly. Pretty maids as well!

He was a nice enough looking guy I guess. Quite a lot taller than me  though that isnt hard. Quite broad in the shoulders and a shock of blonde hair. He was wearing a tux. 

Yes. Megs said. I thought wed have an early dinner before going to the theater. Felt that it was time you started coming here on a regular basis.

Suits me! He grinned. I know Im driving. But can I get a drink? Scotch and water?

No problem dear. She said. But let me make introductions first  so that you can feel at home. She in-

dicated Maria. This is Maria, my senior lady. Mostly my confidante, but sometimes doubles as a maid on important occasions like this one. She presented him to her. This is Robert  my beau.

He lifted his hand in greeting and smiled. Hi Maria. Nice to meet you. She smiled and curtsied. A pleasure sir, she said. 

Megs then motioned to me. And this is my husband Larry  though I prefer to call him Cynthia now.

His hand was raised  and I was halfway into a curtsey  when her words struck home. He laughed uncertainly. Your . .your . .WHAT?

You heard me. She said calmly. Its long story, but it turned out that hes happiest acting like a girl when hes at home. Maria is training him into being a maid, but I really dont think that theres much training involved. Hes pure sissy  so that kind of stuff comes to him naturally.

But doesnt he - he - object? He asked. 

To what? Megs asked in turn. Oh this kind of thing? Dont see why he should. He hasnt been my husband for a long time now. Frankly? Im not sure who gets the most enjoyment out of the situation. At times I just LOVE humiliating him more than anything else in the world. She shrugged. But Im pretty sure that he enjoys the hell out of it as well. But lets not pay the little sissy any more attention than is necessary. 

Cynthia? Go and get me and Robert drinks!

I saw the blink of disbelief as I curtsied and went off with a major blush under my makeup and my skirts swishing, to do as I was told. 

I think Maria was truly sorry for me as the pair of us settled in to attending to Megs and Robert as they

talked for a while then settled in for a light meal. The shame I felt dressing Megs in her fur coat and scarf in front of a man were something new though. Maria got a little mad at me for crying a little after theyd left. 

Stop that Cynthia! You made your bed some time ago. 

Now lie in it! She gave me a look that had some caring in it though. Now, when youve finished blubbering, go wash your face and fix your makeup. I dont know if hes coming back  but if he is? Youd better not let the mistress see youve been crying! Shell REALLY

make things bad for you then!

Megs DID bring him back. Then? Ill swear that he had no intention of staying but she was her old, charming, sexy, persuasive self and I could tell that he was doing too much drinking to drive. I saw her give me an evil smile once he had drunkenly admitted that he shouldnt drive  and should therefore stay the night. 

There certainly wasnt any discussion as to where he should sleep. He ended up in my old bed waiting for her to undress. I dont need you to undress me tonight Cynthia! she told me  but keep yourself handy if I ring for you!

He was asleep when she rang for me again. According to her, she simply wanted me to hang her peignoir up, but I know that she wanted me to see the happy contented, after-sex look she had. I never said a word except to bid her good night when I finally left, but I knew she was delighted. The following morning was a workday and Wanda picked me up. I was very glad to get away, the thought of him seeing me dressed as a man was more than I cared to think about. Yes, I was glad to get away, but even at work things were closing in on me. 

The storyboard ideas had been worked out and, frankly, there wasnt a tremendous amount of work to be done. Judith wanted more film, but Ralph stood his ground and stated categorically that the content just would not carry the film any more than forty minutes. 

Anything more was overkill and superfluous. Naturally we still needed a crew and Wanda stated that wed have an employee call pretty soon now. Shed handle the details. Ralph put in his two cents, but Wanda just said that this wouldnt be one of our old fashioned cattle calls. She and Judith would decide who to ask. 

About that point in time I guess I made a tactical error. Ralph had gone somewhere  I was spending more and more time in the office with administrative type duties. Judith? I asked politely. How come Ral- I mean Priscilla - doesnt seem to have to act in the same manner I do? He gets to go out of the office a lot  and I have to stay in here . .

Wanda? She called out, interrupting me before I could say more. Would you come in here a moment?

I knew by the look on her face that Id better wait, so kept quiet. Wanda came in, smiling. Yes?

Our little sissy seems to be complaining. Would you like to listen in? I dont like to use physical force myself, but I have the feeling it may be called for. You dont mind disciplining him if necessary, do you?

No problem. Wanda said. She turned to me. Are you being naughty, Cynthia? Want a spanking. That it?

Ha Ha Wanda! I was only asking Doctor Judith a question. Wasnt being naughty. But I started to falter as I finished. Her eyes were quite cold. She spoke qui-

etly to me. Tell you what Cynthia. I believe you  honest. But when Judith here has some doubts about you and what youre asking? I get nervous. Why dont you just go over my knee, huh? I wont spank you unless you give me good reason  promise. We can talk then.

I looked at the two cold women. Must I, Wanda?

She didnt answer. Just pointed down at her lap. 

Honest Doctor Judith. I murmured as I placed myself, face down over Wandas lap. I didnt mean anything.

Face down, I couldnt see her own face, but her voice was kinder now. Comfortable Cynthia?

Yes. I guess so. I mumbled again. 

Well let me try and explain, why youre over a womans knees and your friend Ralph  yes I call him Ralph while hes at work  is out doing work. You see? 

When Barbara first approached you two, you surrendered very quickly. Very nicely. He did surrender, but put up more of a fight  that was why I had Barbara visit you two up in the mountains. He was showing every sign of breaking our control over him. and speed is of the essence at that stage.

But Barbara made us BOTH women that night! I couldnt help complain. 

True. She admitted, But he was a constant thorn in our side. Complaining and fighting against author-ity. Arguing and struggling. You? On the other hand?

She paused. 

Hes actually very sweet. Wanda said from above me. FAR nicer than that asshole Ralph!

Of COURSE he is! Doctor Judith replied. A lot of men like Ralph have veneers of sissyness, I guess you

could call it. Underneath that veneer, they turn out to be just men  the pains that we women have to put up with. Others, like Cynthia here have veneers of masculinity. Underneath, theyre actually more woman than man. Just fruit, ready to be picked by any strong willed woman.

Youre NOT letting that bastard Ralph off the hook? Wanda argued desperately. 

Oh girl, be sensible! Judith said. At Domanon. 

We recognize the fact that the woman in a marriage should be the strongest and control the destiny of the husband. In Megs case  she dislikes the man who was her husband. I think she intends to divorce him once weve finished the documentary. Wishes him nothing but harm.

And Alice? Wanda asked. Doesnt she hate Ralph?

There was a pause. No. Not really. Lets face it  he is a male. Not the best of that breed by a long shot. Carries an awful lot of sexist baggage with him  but when it came to making a documentary? He had us over a barrel. Could have found a million ways to sabotage it. 

Domanon could have probably made him done what we wanted  maybe. But Alice wouldnt have it. She has a certain amount of control over him now  not much - but thats the way she wants it.

Aw shit! Wanda said in disgust. 

Judith gave a wry smile. Cant win them all. Anyway? Youll have a job  just as well paying as you have now, with Domanon when the film is finished. 

Ralph will probably fire you, if I know men.

But what about ME? I cried out. Can I come back to my normal life after Megs divorces me?

She gave a little uninterested shrug. Ralph knows you for a pansy now. I dont know what hell say. Anyway? Megs hasnt finished with you yet. But you can get up now from Wandas knees now. Next time? 

Dont ask anybody in Domanon a question. Just do as youre told. Theres a good girl!

The scorn in the room was palpable, but I thought it best to thank both ladies profusely before I left, even though the mockery on their faces increased as I stumbled through my thanks. 

A few things happened over the next week. I mentioned my need for a haircut  and was firmly forbid-den to do so by Megs, despite my weak protests. 

Dont see why real women have to worry about their hair and you dont. She sneered. Just leave it alone, then let Maria handle it.

At work, we had our employee call where prospective members of the crew were invited to an informal party-like thing. There was one noticeable difference between this one on the affairs that Ralph and I had in the past. Frankly, we had always had a preponderance of women for our crews (Cant tell when well get lucky, wed agreed). That hadnt changed, but there were a lot of women whod been picked by Domanon. Knew what they were doing professionally, but definitely NOT feminists. Not our normal hires. 

The one exception to this was the presence of Bobbi and Tracy. Distinctly female  theyd been our assistants once in better days  and had been screwed, blued, and tattooed for their efforts. Neither Ralph nor I wanted them now  he did not want to piss Alice off and I had a feeling that I didnt like about this. The only difference was that he put his foot down and
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Bobbi wasnt hired. I tried to refuse  but ended up with Tracy as my assistant. Needless to say, the poor girl was ecstatic. 

Life settled down again  with just a few minor glitches. My hair was starting to grow  and it became habitual for Maria to put it up in curlers at the week end. Naturally, Id wash the setting out on Sunday nights but as it was starting to take on a decidedly female style even with that, I started wearing my hair in a pony tail. This created a few raised eyebrows  but with this being Hollywood, that was about all. 

The next was a combination of Tracys feelings and office circumstances. 

She was definitely confused by the change in our relationship. Beforehand shed been a pleasant little go-fer and Id used her accordingly  patted her ass and screwed her regularly. Now, although she was my supposed assistant, I had been brainwashed to the extent that I could no more tell a woman what to do, than fly in the air. She kept on waiting for me to take command

 and I couldnt. Wanda didnt fill her in  but I started getting the feeling that Tracy was seeing the hierarchy there. 

But immediately, the major problem raised its head. 

Bathrooms. 

Ralph was the only user of the Mens room  but I couldnt let Tracy see this  I mean I used what was obviously the Ladies room. I asked Wanda if she minded if I changed back. She just gave me an evil grin and shook her head. That meant some subterfuge on my part. I simply had to get Tracy busy when I had to go to the bathroom and it wasnt easy. I used her to go out to the stores for urgent errands, but that was something I couldnt do with any regularity. The only thing left then was to make sure she was very busy on the telephone or some such activity. I suppose that I was

lucky that it lasted as long as it did. I was bound to be found out. 

One day I developed an urgent need. Id been in the middle of an important call to one of the people who rented us sound equipment  and he kept fooling around, looking for a specific type of recorder I wanted. While still on the phone, I asked Tracy to run out and get me some toothpicks  saying that I had something between my teeth that was driving me crazy. (Dont laugh  I was desperate.) She wasnt too keen, but took off. The phone call lasted long enough that I was hopping with desire by the time I hung up. 

Tore into the bathroom, saw Wanda on the phone while on the way, and sat down. (When Id first started using that bathroom Id made the mistake of standing up  and Wanda had heard me. I never wanted a repeat of the disciplining she gave me). 

With a great deal of relief I finished, flushed the toi-let, then went to wash my hands. With a huge sense of horror, I heard a flush from the other stall and before I could flee, saw the door open in the mirror  and saw Tracy in the mirror. She blinked. What are YOU doing here? she gasped. I thought you were Wanda!

My mind raced, then to compound the problem, Wanda walked in. Hi! She said brightly. Full house, huh?

Tracy looked from one to the other of us. Youre not surprised Wanda?

Wanda was honestly puzzled. Surprised? About what? Then the significance of Tracys question hit her. Ill let him explain. She said and went into a stall and closed the door. I left and Tracy quickly followed me  didnt even wash her hands. 

Whats going ON? She said, her hands on her hips and quite aggressive. Ive felt there was a change here. Ralph never talks to me any more. It feels as if Wandas YOUR boss  not the other way around. You never pat my ass or nothing. I thought Id got older and wasnt so attractive to you any more. Now I catch you using the ladies restroom  and Wanda doesnt seem even slightly surprised to see you there! Whats going ON?" She demanded. 

Its kinda difficult Tracy. I stumbled. Hard to explain.

Her eyes narrowed. You gay? Starts to make sense. 

Youre not the same guy. Not much of a guy to tell the truth. Use the same restroom as the women. You even walk kinda funny. And that hair? She stepped toward me aggressively and I almost cringed in fright. Hold on! She said, then unexpectedly, undid my pony tail holder. 

Oh Tracy! I wailed. 

Shush! She said, combing my hair down with her fingers. Then she stepped back and examined her handiwork. Thought so! She announced proudly. 

You look like a girl! That what it is? A sex change?

I dont recall the resulting conversation in much detail but it was embarrassing to the max, although I got her semi-convinced that I wasnt involved in a sex change. From that moment on, however, our relationship gradually changed. She had little or no respect for me  even started calling me her honeybun. Patted ME on the ass a few times  even sent me out on errands for her  something that Wanda got a great kick out of. When Ralph and everybody else was gone, they even jocularly referred to me as their Gal Friday. 

The last incident was a doozy. One day Ralph came in unexpectedly and heard Tracy tell me to do something. He came into the office, his eyes blazing. Pointed at Wanda. I want to talk to Larry  ALONE. I want you and this other little shit to fuck off. Go away. And if you want to bitch to Judith or any more of her crowd, do it. Am I making myself clear?

Wanda said nothing although her eyes blazed. She tilted her head at Tracy and they both left. He waited until he heard their car drive off. Got yourself in some kind of shit, havent you Larry?

I tried at humor. Got that right, partner.

He shook me. That how you see yourself? My partner? From where I stand, those women have made you into some kind of office girl . . 

It least MY maid isnt screwing ME up the ass! I replied, stung. 

He actually looked surprised. Neither is Alices, if youre talking about Margaret. I got her fired two weeks ago. She works at Domanon now. Good rid-dance! He looked interested. Megs not fucking you? 

Im sure Maria isnt that way  but last impression I got was that your wife hates your guts!

No. I admitted. Even screwing is some sort of social get together. Megs doesnt even want to do that with me.

Well, thats at least something. He said. But Larry? You better do something real quick! In this town, power means everything! The word is out that you dont have ANY! He paused regretfully, then added. Frankly? If you dont change? Id like to buy you out.

Aw shit Ralph! It shouldnt be long. Megs has started divorce proceedings against me. Doctor Judith says that Domanon aint interested in un-married men. 

Once I get the divorce, I can come back again? I was pleading. Weve been through a lot buddy?

He looked at me. Thats just it, Larry. You WANT

to come back?

I was astonished. Of COURSE! What do you think I am?

He didnt seem too impressed by my rebuttal. Just nodded his head sagely. Lately? Im not so sure about what you want. But? Okay. Lets give it a few weeks, huh? I just cant afford to be seen as a guy with a pansy for a partner.

I cant say that I was overly impressed by his enthu-siasm but at least he wasnt overly negative. I was sort of disappointed in his attitude but had to admit that he had a point. I wondered how I was going to raise the point with Megs. Get something established in con-crete. Tried to look at this honestly  but had to admit that I was frightened out of my mind. 

But I neednt have worried. Maria met me at the door as soon as I came in. Mistress wants to see you 

in your navy blue uniform  so I suggest that you hurry.

She in a bad mood?

I dont think so. But I know that she heard Wandas car drive up so I wouldnt waste any time if I were you. I left your undies and uniform out on the bed, so you wouldnt waste any time.

Thanks Maria. Mistress want to see both of us?

No. Just you this time.

I couldnt help gulping a little. But my wife was reasonably nice  at least for her. 

I wasnt long before I was dressed and knocking on her door. Come in. I heard. I went in and closed the door. You wanted me maam? Curtsied nicely. 

Yes  you little pansy. You know? I can hardly tell you from a woman now! To think that you were once my husband! She grinned evilly. Yech! Then she pointed to a spot in front of her. I knew what was wanted so went and stood where she indicated. 

Crossed my hands over my apron. Remembered to put my feet together. 

Jesus! What a wimp! She sneered. I said nothing. 

She sat back in her chair. You know that Ive filed papers for a divorce?

I curtsied. Yes maam. I had wondered if I could talk to you about it.

Huh. Well I dont want any shit from you. Just listen and answer when youre spoken to. Got that?

Yes maam. I curtsied again. 

She relaxed a mite. I wasnt thinking of doing anything until the divorce was final, then kicking you out. 

But I spoke to Judith today and she gave me an idea. 

Tell me. You want to get out of acting like a woman?

Yes maam.

Mmmm. Wondered about that. Well, as you probably know, I take a great deal of pleasure out of making you look bad. Humiliating you. True?

I nodded. 

Well? For your information, Domanon tells me that once I divorce you, I lose the right to have them

feminize you. I REALLY hate to do that, but I want to get married  to a REAL man this time and I have to get rid of you.

I hid my expression very well, but my heart leaped inside me. If she divorced me, Id be broke and shed probably hit me up for every dime she could  but if she gave up rights to feminize me  and Domanon didnt care? It would be worth it. Yes Maam. I said. 

So I have a deal for you.

A deal maam?

Yes. For a while now, Ive been getting the feeling that youve settled into a girls life as if it were especially made for you. I look at you here and youre just too damn comfortable being a maid. I dont get the fun out of seeing you squirm any more. If Maria wasnt the great companion? Id fire her for not screwing you like a woman  but I dont fancy that myself  though Im strongly tempted  so I cant blame her for feeling the same.

I didnt say a thing. Wondered what was coming. 

She didnt keep me waiting. 

Divorces take time. Can be up to six months and Im running out of ways of humiliating you. There IS

one thing left however. With me being in the process of divorce, Domanon wont accept my wishes to have you attend the debutantes ball. I dont know much about it but I DID want to take you there  I think it would be really embarrassing and humiliating for you, and it would probably be my last turn at really seeing you have a bad time." 

I dont understand maam. I said, curtseying again. 

Thats where the deal comes in. You grant me one last shot of seeing you really humiliated  and I call it quits. Leave you alone after that.

My heart leaped within me. Youd leave me alone? 

Domanon would as well?

I WOULD. As far as Domanon goes, I dont know, but I THINK they would leave you alone  and you know that I dont lie.

There isnt a catch? I asked. 

Not that I know of. Youd have to get permission from Domanon. Admit that youre just a little pansy. I think theyd want you in a pretty dress  along with all the other little pansies that theyve made into women this last year. Theyd present you  something like a debutante. Thats all I know about it.

Can I check with Doctor Judith? I asked carefully. 

Sure, but youd better hurry. With me thinking that I couldnt make you go, I may have let it go too long. Just remember  Im hoping that youll be REALLY embarrassed and you have to give your word that youll go along until the ball is over. After that? 

Youre on your own. Matter of fact, you might want to contact Judith real quick! With that, she dismissed me. 

My mind was in a turmoil. What I was being offered was one night of total humiliation  as versus four or five months of her sniping at me. The documentary wasnt finished, but already I could see that with me being cut out of the important decision making, Ralph was getting the idea that he could run the show on his own. If I could just get back into the important aspects of film making, I wouldnt be too long in getting back to my old self. I called Doctor Mills. Luckily, she was available at her apartment. 

She agreed with what Megs had told me, even to the extent that Id be free to make my own decisions after the ball was completely over. Id have to dress like a debutante  theyd tell me what to wear  and Id HAVE to do everything that a girl would do to get ready for a big ball. On top of that, Id have to partici-pate in any charity work associated with the ball. On top of that Id have to agree immediately  the ball would take place in two nights  and Id need to do a lot. If I didnt pass a visual inspection, I wouldnt be allowed to attend. She did laugh and say that she didnt see me having much trouble on that score  I was one of the prettier girls. Shouldnt have any problems in that area. I blushed at the praise. 

It sounds like an awful lot. Will Wanda give me the time off? I asked excitedly when she had finished. 

Dont see why not. She started to say, then laughed. What the hell. Shes gonna be working for me shortly. Yes. Ill tell her tomorrow. You have Maria call me after you hang up  I want her to understand perfectly what you have to do. Trust me, youll be busy.

May I ask? What is the charity work? I was nervous. 

Oh  were always looking for contributions to Domanon. Well probably ask anyone if they want a date with one of you sissy girls  and how much theyre willing to pay.

Oh. Im not sure that I like the sound of that. I said. 

Youre talking to the CEO of Domanon. You tell me you dont want to help with a fundraiser? My only
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response is  go away. We dont need you. Her voice was cold suddenly. 

Im sorry. Just nervous I guess. I practically trembled. 

Fine. Have Maria call. With that, she hung up. 

The next two days gave me a condensed version of what a girl goes through, getting ready for a big dance. 

It started that night after Maria got off the phone with Doctor Mills. She looked troubled. This is a terribly big step for you to be taking, Cynthia. I know that you keep saying that you want out of being a girl  but honestly? All you have to do is bear it out for a few more months  and I hope that youll admit that it hasnt been that bad?

Maybe Maria? I admitted. But just to get through one night? Even if its bad? I think I can live with that.

She shook her head. Okay. But dont come crying to me! Let me have a look at you tonight. We have a LOT to do over the next few days and Id like to take care of anything I can.

That night wasnt awful  not altogether. She waxed my eyebrows a little. Checked out the holes in my earlobes for size. As I hadnt used them much, she put in a pair of heavy duty posts. Checked me all over for any excess hair. Then she styled my hair a little more than I was used to. Put setting lotion on the rollers. Then she checked my finger and toe nails. She informed me that Id need false nails on my fingers  but that my toenails were not bad. 

The following day, the real fun started. Megs demanded full service from me once she knew I wasnt going to the office  but Maria finally stepped in and reminded her that if Domanon didnt approve of my appearance, I wouldnt be accepted. At that point, Megs capitulated, very ungraciously I thought. From that point on, it was a mad whirl. 

Getting the dress was difficult  but not as bad as I thought. There was only ONE dress shop where I could get the dress  and they seemed to know exactly what was needed  the only problem was size. By this time, I was very girlish in appearance, but I dont think that any sales girl we saw were in any way fooled. In the same boutique I had to get all of the underwear and accessories. Talk about TIME! 

As the dress needed some alterations, I was hurried through shoes  bright red  and a necklace, earrings, and a slave bracelet for my ankle  all with a ruby tint. 

Then I had to pick lingerie. Again? I was extremely limited to a hot pink set of matching lingerie. Then a chiffon stole  and so on and so on. Maria and I finally had a late lunch and, to be quite honest, I felt a fantastic feeling of what wed accomplished. That night I served up the meal to Megs  to an accompaniment of mocking jeers and catcalls about what a sissy Id become 

but I just maintained a dignified silence. 

The following day was really down to earth. I was to look GOOD! I underwent a full body treatment. 

Honestly? I was dazed, but felt marvelous. Then in a beauty salon, my hair and nails were done. I wanted to complain a little when they dyed my hair but, to be quite honest, the champagne hair-do was very becoming. A quick ride home and my dress had been delivered. A full dress rehearsal before my luxurious bath and nap. 

God  that dress! A billowing confection of chiffon and muslin. A polka dotted confection of tiny red hearts on white. Puffed sleeves, tied with a scarlet rib-bon . A wide, red, patent leather belt around the mid-riff gave definite impression of a female waistline, helped no doubt by the padded bra. Scarlet high heels. 

Pale panty hose showing slightly under the hems of the skirt. One of the most effeminate outfits I had ever seen in my entire life. I remember sighing  but knew how pretty I looked. Blushed with a kind of happiness. Even Megs had nothing to say when she saw me before I went for my nap. 

She didnt react that much when it was time to go and I had the first few of my shocks for that evening. 

She had on a distinctly masculine outfit. Very reminis-cent of a tux. Without much ado she put a sort of collar around my neck. I wondered about it  didnt do much for the outfit, I thought. Then I put white short gloves in, then wrapped my lightweight chiffon stole around my shoulders and, with a blush, picked up my small red handbag. At that point I found out the real reason for the collar around my neck as she walked to stand in front of me, then simply attached a diamante lead to it. 

Then proceeded to lead me, as if I were a pet dog, down to a waiting limo. The uniformed driver opened the side door and let us in. Once inside, Megs promptly told me to sit still, and removed my leash. 

Oh grief! There were three other sissy girls in there

 all in polka dot dresses, identical to mine  even down to the collars around their necks. Their mistresses, though not identically dressed all wore a form of male tuxedo. I was motioned to sit with the other sissies and they shyly made room for me and I nestled in beside them, all four of us now emitting feminine rus-tles and crackles as we moved as the limo took off 

our mistresses all looking on proudly. 

The real women all chatted impersonally about nothing in particular, while I think that us sissies were too embarrassed to converse sensibly  to my shame, I found myself giggling a lot with the others, just as

young girls are wont to do. The journey took less that a half hour and then we were drawing up in front of a rather imposing hotel. I dont know what Id expected, but it was obvious that other rooms in the hotel were being used for normal functions. Some cars, taxis and whatnot were disgorging couples where the women were in standard evening dress  though here and there, sissies with their dommes, were being stepping shyly out and standing, waiting for instructions  just like we were. There were a few humorous looks sent our way by the straight people. 

I thought at first it was because we were men in dresses, then it dawned on me  the women thought it fun to see girls all dressed identically  probably thought it was some kind of sorority do. But when us girls were made to curtsey a rather mannish looking woman in a jump suit  who took our leashes  and led us all blushing as we swished along in our pretty dresses and heels, I thought that a lot of the amuse-ment started to have wondering in it. Then not far away, I saw another group of sissies being led by another dommish looking lady. 

We were kept in the main lobby for a little while, then off to a fairly large room where a very dominant lady stood with some earlier sissies standing meekly in front of her  again, all of them in the same diaphanous dresses that we wore. 

Hello girls! My, arent you pretty! Now just line up with those others please. Ill get you all sorted out shortly. She checked a board that she carried. Another four to go, I think.

The domme that had led us in spoke. I think theres another four sissies coming in behind us Audrey.

Good. Audrey said, just as the other four were led in. She smiled at us. Well girls? This is a very big night for you. But dont forget, whatever you do  you are representing what DOMANON can do to silly males. As such? Youd better be on your VERY BEST

behavior. If you misbehave? Youll be disciplined in public. Now I know  and you do too  that most of you just LOVE to be disciplined. Tonight, I wouldnt recommend that you display that urge. Trust me  you will NOT like it. All of you? Curtsey me prettily to let me see that you understand.

We all did and she addressed one of the ladies in jump suits. Arent they a nice bunch of debutants? 

One of the prettiest groups like this Ive ever seen.

Then she showed her figurative teeth with an addition. 

And youd all better behave like the young ladies you appear to be!

I dont know about anyone else  but I shuddered at her tone and the cold eyes. No way was I going to mess with this woman! 

She had us all there for a reason. To tell us what we could expect from the guests there  AND to tell us how we were expected to behave. 

Domanon exists, she told us. To feminize males who get carried away with their

so-called rights. You lot are the most recent examples  youll see older dominated sissies circulating around tonight  but their mistresses may let them away with behavior thats not becoming to you  so whatever you do? Dont use them as models.." 

She paused for a moment. The first thing youll do is get taken out and introduced. Nothing difficult about it  but youll be shown what to do. Once youre all in-

troduced, you head for the bar. Each of you will be given a tray and youll start to circulate, taking orders for drinks and munchies." She looked at us levelly. 

Now? Some of the mistresses may want to embarrass you a little. Just DONT make a fuss! They should know better than do something beyond bounds of pro-priety  but me and my lady helpers will be on the look out for bad behavior and will step in if things get out of hand. If we dont? Figure that whats being done to you is all in fun. Got that?

A little while later, we were all bunched nervously together, giggling and squealing just like wed been taught. Then the lights above us went out and we were in total darkness. We clutched at each other then, as lights appeared before us, minced towards them in a chiffon array, our girlish screams and squeals echoing before us. Then we were in a circle, surrounded by darkness as the bright spotlights shone on us. 

Okay girls! You know what to do now! Audreys voice came form nowhere. Immediately we all formed into one rank, our arms around the girlish waists of our neighbors and went into the very simple bump and grind dance step that we had been taught  singing out how lovely it was to be there! 

The joyful roar and loud clapping told us how well received our entrance had been. Then came the bit I dreaded. The lights around us came on. There was a small orchestra at our backs, but the remaining horse-shoe shape was packed with tables, well popu-lated by guests. Now, each of us had to step forward singly and introduce ourselves to the audience. There was only about fifteen of us and the our introductions were to be brief, but I dreaded that time. I knew that I

was close to being last, so never paid too much attention, rehearsing what I was to say in my mind. 

Then  God  there, at one of the ringside tables was Doctor Judith and Barbara  but alongside them were Wanda  and so help me? Gertrude! Then at another table? Megs, Alice, Tracy  and my heart lurched  ROB-ERT and RALPH! 

I hoped that I would faint before my turn came 

but I didnt. Then I stepped center stage. Deeply curtsied Doctor Judith and said. Good Evening Ladies. 

Then I swung around and curtsied Megs and the rest of the table, though I addressed only Megs. Good Evening Mistress! She waved her hand negligently at my greeting. 

Then I stood and addressed the audience. Curtsied again. Im Cynthia, and I just want to say how happy I am to be here tonight and hope that all of you ladies and gentlemen have a wonderful time tonight! I hoped I sounded sincere. Stepped back in amongst the other sissies. 

Oh! I think that Cynthia is being far to shy! Audreys voice boomed out over the loudspeakers. Before he saw the error of his ways, he was a partner in making very successful documentaries! So successful in fact that Domanon hired his company  now headed by his partner Ralph  to make a factual documentary about our society! Why dont you take a bow Ralph?

The spotlight swung to the proper table  and Ralph was standing there  smug and Masculine! In a tuxedo no less! Smiling, he took a short bow, and the spotlight swung away with the sound of applause, Before it did so, however, I saw him give an enigmatic smile at me  and I felt that any chance I had of ever being an equal partner with him was going fast. Then

the voice added. Thats a GOOD girl Cynthia! Step back into line with the other sissies!

I was shook! This had been far worse than I expected and the next task that Id to perform didnt help any. It didnt SOUND so bad  but as I waltzed around the tables, my tray in hand as I took the orders for drinks  a smile on my face might not have been so bad, But when some of the more amorous dominatrices have their hands up your skirts? When they dont mind fondling your sexual genitals? Theyd sometimes pull me down to their laps. Feeling me up got to be rela-tively standard  but then theyd demand that I join them in a drink. So I may have been a little loaded  a little sexy when, an hour or two later  me and some of the other sissies were pulled up onto the stage and a bunch of garbled noises was all that I could hear. 

So? I was flattered when I heard that Id drawn the biggest amount bid for a date. What the hell did I know? Audrey was SO happy with me and the jealous looks I was getting from the other girls made it wonderful! So wonderful in fact that it was easy for me to read a sheet of paper given to me to sign without read-ing it. Then Gertrude  GERTRUDE of all people, was standing close - was holding me close to her side  and we were posing for photographs. Me smiling stupidly from within her strong arms. I mean she wasnt as bad as Ralph had commented. After the formalities were over she danced me and it was nice. The fabrics of the dress just seemed to waft around me and it was easy to pretend that I was floating. Her hands were so posses-sive and it was silly I know  but very sexy to have her low voice whisper in my ear and tell me how pretty I was. 

I WAS danced by others. It was strange being swept around the floor by Tracy  she was surprisingly, a very good dancer, I guess that our hold relationship still held a little, because she danced like a perfect gen-tleman, Hardly fondled me at all. I thought Id sound her out a little and find out what she thought my chances were of getting back with Ralph. 

Funny being away for the last few days. I said. 

Did you miss me?

You really took advantage of your time off. She said. Look at you! Positively stunning! Id known that you were a sissy  but hadnt realized what a pretty woman you made. And the time that youve been gone? Ralph and I have got on like a house on fire. Hes GREAT to work for!

But you wont hold my dressing up against me when I come back on Monday.? I asked. You realize that Im finished with being a girl now? Start being a guy again.

She stopped dancing completely and looked at me. 

Youre kidding! Megs told me that you had a date with that woman Gertrude?

Yeah. But thats just for tonight, huh?

Not as far as I know. I thought shed bought you for a week!


* * *

She was absolutely correct. The week is almost over and Ive got another decision to make. With my past record I cant say that Im happy with my choices. 

Ralph was sympathetic when I called him during the week to sound him out, but didnt want to have me back as partner. Im not being judgmental Cynthia.

He said. But I think youve made your choice now. 

Gertrudes been treating you like her woman now. 

Right?

I blushed. Yeah. But she did the same thing to you Ralph.

Yeah, but not for long. And if you ever let anyone know? I hate to say this kid  but Ill hold up your end of the business when I buy you out. Cut my offer down to nothing. My lawyer is setting up papers  and God help you if you ever let it out about me.

But Gertrude might tell. I countered. 

No she wont. Not if she wants to keep a good position with Domanon.

No hope Ralph? Not for old times sake?

Sorry Cynthia. No. Then he paused. But you might want to talk to Tracy. Shes turned out extremely well. Looking for a Gal Friday I think.

That didnt leave me much. 

I called Megs. Ha! She offered me the job as her maid, working under Maria  a full time position. Considering the alternatives, I spoke to Maria. Surprisingly? She wasnt keen on the idea. I like you Cynthia. 

I really do. But Megs doesnt like you  and I like this job, working for her. So itd probably make things different. I wont say an absolute no but its not a situation I particularly care for.

That didnt leave me much either. 

Gertrude is pleased with me. Ive become her woman in bed  and she delights in bedding Ralphs

old partner  she still holds a terrible grudge against him. To be honest, its not that terrible. She says that Im a much better sexual partner than Ralph ever was. I was embarrassed at first when she made me buy clothes and makeup  and maintain my appearance as a woman. 

She spoke to me last night. Youre perfectly free to leave me at the weekend, but Id like you to stay on as my wife. Im doing extremely well in Domanon and having a male bride will help my career. She smiled. 

You will not believe the gorgeous wedding dress I have for you  and Im pretty sure that Megs would love to be my best man  and maybe Tracy would like to be your bridesmaid?

So  as you can see, I have a decision to make. 

The end
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