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All characters in this work are purely imaginary and any resemblance to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.

Please remember that in real life, the acts portrayed in this book would be neither an ethical nor a lawful way of dealing with salesmen, no matter how tempting it might seem.

Death Of A Salesman

I am a salesman – or at least I was – and a damn good one. If you ever saw “Glengarry, Glen Ross” I’d have been the one winning the car. If I’d had a couple more years I’d have been the one setting the prizes and sending other people out to earn money for me. The trouble was, I was too good. It aroused envy in my peers. It made my boss afraid.  They knew they could never beat me fair so they cheated. Most things they could have come up with I’d have outsmarted them and they knew it. What they eventually did was so far out of left field I never even saw it coming.

Looking back I should have smelt the proverbial rat. We’d just cracked open the champagne to celebrate my being the firm’s top salesman  for the seventh month running and my boss takes me aside and tells me he has a special job for me. An up and coming firm wants to switch its suppliers and we’re in with a chance – he’s set up a meeting the very next morning for me to get in there and pitch. Now this is unusual for two reasons. We cold call. We never bother with appointments. Calling to set up an appointment is giving the mark a chance to say “no”. 

Secondly, the next morning is a Sunday. There will be nobody around in the district of the Square Mile address he gives me. Why wouldn’t this firm – “Odalisque Supplies “ their business card reads - simply wait till Monday instead of having people come in especially to meet me?

Still, no one ever got ahead through turning down chances. Bright and early the next morning, there I was, striding through sunlight and deserted streets, on top of the world and ready to take my chances. I don’t stride much any more. It still isn’t easy in heels.

Odalisque Supplies breathed serious money, from its ancient oak doors through to the five hundred pound suits of the men who escorted me in and the can’t –even-calculate-the-price  designer clothes of the woman sat behind a gleaming table of what appeared to be real mahogany.

“Ah! Adam Bell! Punctual I’m glad to see. That’s the sort of virtue that will serve you well in your new life.” Then, nodding to the two doormen “I see no point in prolonging things. Take him!”

Now, a good salesman has tremendous powers of focus, almost a martial arts Zen type thing and I did martial arts so I know what I’m talking about. Added to that we’re pretty fit. Try walking up to ten miles a day in all weathers for your job and you’ll soon be either fit or fired. So when the first man leaped for me and I spear struck him with three stiff fingers to the abdomen I did it right. He went down like he’d been hit with a hammer. If the second man hadn’t tasered me while I was getting a lock on his other arm this story would have a different ending. I want you to know that. I did everything anyone could have, honestly.

When I woke up I was strapped to a chair in a huge room with old fashioned Tudor beams, the real thing, not modern fakes and tastefully arranged furniture and ornaments, antiques by the look of them and quality ones.  A huge blaze roared in an open fireplace– strangely, for the day was warm.

On the back wall was a painting of a young woman in Victorian dress, posed with a small child in her lap and a Spanish poodle nosing through the embroidery basket at her feet. The detail was good enough that you could see an incongruous expression of fear on her pretty, rosy-cheeked face. Behind her chair a country squire stood looking down at her in what I can only describe as stern satisfaction. In another context I would have called it a gloat. 

Sunlight streamed in through the windows and outside I could see a green sward stretching towards trees. In front of me stood the woman from Odalisque Supplies. Only one of the men was with her.  It looked like fingers beat taser!

“Welcome back to the land of the living, dear. Those straps are only to keep you upright in your chair- feel free to undo them at any time. Although you’ll soon get used to being tied up” Sure enough they buckled at the front and my forearms were free. A moment later I lurched, slightly unsteadily to my feet.

“Stand clear of the chair, my dear. I don’t want you to get hurt when you fall”

I wasn’t planning on being the one falling. I was going to flatten the goon, get out of this place and go straight to the police. Then I was going to have serious words with my boss over the sort of lunatic he associated with. Or better yet, with his boss, and get my boss’s job – there was a plan.

Then the woman produced a small black plastic box with a button on top, and pressed it.

How can I describe the pain that followed? I can’t really because nothing on earth could ever describe it, not so that anyone could understand it. Imagine being burnt alive from the inside while ants eat you alive from the outside. Imagine feeling your internal organs twist like you’re being sick while all your muscles cramp at once. Imagine sandpaper wrapped round a needle and shoved up your urethra. Imagine every nerve in your teeth radiating pain up to bounce around your cranium and back down again til your head re-echoes with it. 

It was worse than that.

It seemed to go on forever. I could hear my own screams. Some dim part of me knew I was threshing around on the carpet, my limbs flailing with bruising force but I couldn’t feel it. Couldn’t feel anything but the pain. Finally, after what seemed like hours it stopped.

“That was ten seconds.” said the woman. I gaped at her incredulously.

“I’m not going to explain to you how it was done – you aren’t James Bond, I’m not a super-villain and I only tell you what I want you to know. What I want you to know, what you NEED to know, is that I can do it from any distance for any length of time. You can’t stop me, you can’t avoid the pain, you won’t lose conciousness. Do you understand?”

For a long moment I couldn’t say anything until with an impatient gesture the woman raised the box again and I cried out

“Yes, yes, I understand!” 

“Good. Now, any questions?”

Where to start? 

“What’s going on?”

“We are going to cut your balls off.”

“What??”

“Eventually. You have been kidnapped. You will never escape and you will soon cease to be you as you are now. We are going to cut off your balls, laser away your facial hair, shave your Adam’s apple away, surgically alter your vocal cords to make your voice higher and turn that nose into a rather charming and ever so slightly tip-tilted affair, small and perfectly formed.  As far as is humanly possible we are going to turn you into a girl.  We haven’t perfected the womb and ovaries transplant yet, but if we do you will be the first to know.” 

She chuckled evilly.

“We are going to teach you to walk in high heels, to dance backwards, to sew, cook, giggle and flutter your eyelashes, everything a girl needs to know. And you are going to help us and co-operate with us completely and in every way because we can always find someone else and resistance becomes tiresome after a while. If not, I will press the button and you will be in mortal agony until you finally die of thirst. The last one to resist lasted a fortnight, but I suspect it felt much, much longer.”

If it hadn’t been for that monstrous device the woman was carrying I would have broken the habit of a lifetime of not hitting women and killed her on the spot out of sheer rage and, yes, I have to admit, terror. As it was I could only shiver.

“Why?”

“Because in this age of independent women there are men who will pay a fortune for an old fashioned girl – devoted to her man, bringing his slippers, admiring him, feeding him up, in short a lady in the drawing room, a cook in the kitchen and a whore in the bedroom. Strangely enough no one does this better than a man who’s been thoroughly broken. I’m not sure why – maybe it’s because you know there’s no way out – and believe me there is no way out. “ 

“No, I meant why me?” One thing I was certain of – you couldn’t find worse raw material for what they had planned than me!

“Partly because we’ve been paid to do so, partly because you’re only twenty – that gives us plenty of time to work with- partly because you have no relatives to come looking for you and you focussed on your work so much your only friends are the ones who paid us to do this to you. “ She sniggered again “Sad for a girl to be all alone in the world” I didn’t know it at the time but that was a direct quote from a musical comedy called “Thoroughly Modern Mille” about young women being kidnapped for the white slave trade. (They made me watch it later as part of my “education”. And who the Hell thought that was a suitable topic for a comedy I’d like to know?)

“Don’t worry though. You’ll get lots of social interaction in the future. Now, are you going to co-operate?”

Dresses or death. I didn’t like of those options but while I was alive there was always a chance of escape – or revenge! I told you I was focussed. At that moment my whole being became focussed on getting through this whatever it took until the chance came to escape.

“Yes, I’ll co-operate.”

“Good. You may call me Miss Erinye. You can begin by taking off your clothes and throwing them into the fire over there. One by one, we don’t want to set the chimney alight. The fire is quite hot enough to burn your clothes to ashes without that.”

Slowly I obeyed, tie, shirt, shoes, socks, trousers and lastly boxers going into the flames.

“Those will be the last trousers you ever wear. It will be skirts and dresses for you from now on for the rest of your life. No more serge either. Lambswool, cotton, silk, satin, lycra, lace, tulle, muslin, those will be your fabrics from now on.” Miss Erinye paused and sniggered “Or maybe PVC and leather – after all, a girl has to appeal to her man’s tastes.”

I felt sick but oddly reassured. I might be slim with all the walking and I might have boyishly youthful looks that I played up shamelessly when selling office supplies, but there was no way they’d ever be able to make me look enough like a woman that anyone would be fooled – and if Odalisque’s customers were willing to pay for the sort of money this firm obviously had there was no way they would accept less than the best. Hopefully, by the time Miss Erinye realised that I would have found a way to escape.

“Follow me.” Miss Erinye said, striding from the room and up a narrow flight of wooden stairs – very old wooden stairs – wherever I was it was obviously some sort of Manor house or even a Stately Home. The landing we came to was about a hundred yards long. 

If I hadn’t been naked, embarrassed , kidnapped, terrified and being followed by a thug in a suit who, from his expression was mingling laughing at my plight with a desire for revenge for his battered friend, I might have enjoyed my surroundings. 

The place was truly beautiful. That included the bathroom we came to, with a huge, claw-footed cast-iron bath, thick, soft velvet curtains, and giant fluffy towels. The windows  overlooked a swimming pool surrounded by an old wall of faded seventeenth century brick with herbs and wildflowers growing from every crack and cranny and gnarled pear trees almost holding parts of it up.

“Now show your co-operation. We have body scrubs, bubble bath, scented soaps, oils, razors, hair removers, moisturisers and perfumes. I am not going to tell you what to do, I’m just going to stand here. But by the time you leave this room you will have not a visible hair below your eyebrows (apart from your crotch, which will be a neat little triangle) you will be properly moisturised, flawlessly clean and smell like a girl. If I am not satisfied you will spend one minute undergoing pain.”

A minute? If she’d been telling the truth earlier ten seconds had felt like forever, no way could I stand a minute. 

What else could I do, I started running the water adding a generous dollop of peach scented bubble bath, then picked up the cannister of Veet hair remover. From the instructions it seemed simple enough – test on a small patch of skin first to see if you have any allergic reaction. Two minutes later I didn’t seem to have, and what did I care anyway? It’s not like I was aiming to look sexy, just to avoid torture. I smoothed the (frankly foul smelling) stuff all over me carefully avoiding the groin, some skin being just too sensitive to risk. Then I settled into the bath, luxuriating as the hot water soothed my tired muscles. I had, after all, had a Hell of a day.

I took advantage of the fact that this was all my kidnapper’s idea to stay there for nearly an hour, resting, relaxing, recovering and soaping and scrubbing myself until my clean, smooth skin positively gleamed and my aches and pains had gone away. Then I reluctantly climbed out, dried myself and prepared to “smell like a girl”. Frankly the soap and bubble bath, the facial and foot scrubs had already gone a long way to doing that but I wasn’t risking another jolt of Pain for lack of a little scent. Eventually I decided on sandalwood and patchouli oil, since at least it didn’t say “perfume” on the bottle. It certainly smelt girly enough though! Hardly the stuff secret gestures of defiance are made of but then until I escaped the less obvious defiance the better.

“Tie that towel under your armpits. “ Miss Erinye instructed me “You must learn to be modest now.” Sod that, I thought but of course didn’t say so. I simply did as I was told and followed her along the corridor. As soon as I escaped someone was going to pay for these humilations.

Miss Erinye led me to what was, unmistakeably a girl’s bedroom. The walls were a pale wash with a hint of pink, the flowered curtains gathered in sashes tied with bows. There was an old fashioned pine wardrobe, a matching dressing table topped with a large swing mirror from the top of which hung a variety of hairbands, bows, ribbons and scrunchies, a pine chest of drawers and an old fashioned brass bed, its frilled duvet and pillow cases a pleasing white dotted with little blue flowers . A fluffy stuffed penguin perched on the pillow and a set of clothes were laid out across the covers. 

On one wall was a full length mirror and the windows overlooked the same stretch of velvet turf bounded by woodlands I had seen earlier from downstairs. On the surface of the dressing table was a jewellery box, a makeup bag, God help me, and a little pile of papers. A couple of posters were on the walls and several pieces of framed embroidery. In one corner of the room was a screen with a variety of handbags dangling from one corner.

“You’ll need those. “ said Miss Erinye following my gaze “You won’t have much in the way of pockets and you need to have a lipstick, nail file, perfume and deodorant with you at all times. Now, go and get dressed, dear.”

Wordlessly I crossed to the bed and picked up the first item on top of the little pile of clothes. A pair of cotton knickers decorated with little pink hearts confronted me and I shuddered. I felt almost dizzy with embarrassment. In the back of the knickers was a name label.

“April Elizabeth May” I read aloud. I looked around at Miss Erinye in mute protest. She was smiling, not evilly but happily, and toying with the black box.

“A charming name for someone who will soon be a charming young girl. We arranged for your predecessor to do some labels for you but most of them you can sew in yourself – it will help you remember who you are now.”

I paused. If I jumped her did I stand a chance of overpowering her before she could press the button? I measured the distance. Too far.

“Hurry up dear – you don’t want to catch cold.” Miss Erinye said almost gently.

What could I do? I slipped the knickers on, drawing them up my legs and over my bottom and groin. They felt tight but had enough “give” to tuck away my genitalia. Next came the tights, black and opaque, with pale rose patterns twining their way up the backs of my legs and very warm and snug, moulding themselves to every part of me – obviously this was how girls survived cold weather in skirts. After that was a thing like a short corset. It took me a little while but I worked out how to put it on around my waist and stomach. Obviously the idea was to pull me in to give the impression of the hips and curves I didn’t, in fact, have. Now for the worst part – the skirt. It was easy enough to put on – it was the fact of it being a skirt that sent the blood flaming to my cheeks. It was “modest” enough, and how I hated the fact that I’d been made to think of modesty as if I really was a girl – it came to a couple of inches above the knee and had a semi-transparent silky feeling layer underneath, like a sort of  built-in petticoat. I didn’t dare take my eyes from the bed for fear of catching a glimpse of myself in one of the mirrors.

Oddly enough the bra was a sort of concession to the fact that I was a man, whatever my kidnappers said or pretended. Black and lacy it contained built in silicon sacs to give the impression of breasts. When I was fully dressed it would be pretty convincing.

For the last, I had a choice of items. Staring up at me were a frilly blouse with short, puffy sleeves or a T shirt emblazoned with the words “You’ve been a very naughty boy. Go straight to my room”

No way was I wearing that! The blouse it would have to be. I sighed audibly as I did up the tiny buttons, struggling a little because it buttoned up the wrong way.

“Do you know why women’s and men’s buttons are the sides they are?” Miss Erinye said suddenly, interrupting my miserable thoughts.

“No. Why?”

“They were designed that way so that a man could have his swordhand free while a woman could bare a breast with her left hand to feed a child cradled in her right arm. Neither of those things are likely to happen to you in a hurry and most people don’t know that anymore.  I wanted you to know because the attitudes behind it still go on. In your old life people might have looked at you and assumed that simply because of your biology you were the right person to take charge in a conflict. In future they will look at you and assume that you are the right person to deal with babies.” 

Miss Erinye smiled, quite naturally. She wasn’t being cruel for once, she was simply giving me information, information which I knew when I thought about it was true, or would have been if I really had been a woman. Everyone always assumed the woman in any situation would deal with the children. It was a role women were pushed into whether they liked it or not.

“Under the bed you will find some shoes. Please put them on.”

Under the bed I found enough shoes to equip a football league provided they only wore high heels.        As the lesser of a great many evils I eventually chose a pair of what Miss Erinye told me were called court shoes, with a heel of “only” two inches. I felt shaky just standing up in them as they forced my legs into new and unfamiliar positions. I could feel my newly smoothed and moisturised calf muscles tensed. I remembered hearing some feminist psychologist on the telly saying that the purpose of women’s shoes was to make their legs look as if they were tensed to run away – making them prey – while simultaneously making sure they couldn’t actually run anywhere in a hurry. Naturally enough she’d been against these things. I somehow suspected my captors considered them to be a plus.

“Good girl April. Over to your dressing table now honey.”

As I wobbled over I felt simultaneously hobbled and exposed. My legs were displayed for all to see – my arms too, in a way that felt very different from, say, wearing a T-shirt. The cotton of the knickers I wore, the silk and steel of the  waist cincher and the scratchy black lace of the bra all nagged at me constantly making me totally aware of my predicament. The skirt swished around my thighs and backside as I moved, seating myself awkwardly in front of the dressing table mirror.

“First things first my dear. Let’s get the paperwork out of the way.”

On the dressing table in front of me were three bits of paper. The first was an application to change my name by deed poll to April Elizabeth May. The second was a document giving power of attorney to my captors. These were going to make things a lot harder when I escaped. Yes, a decent lawyer could sort them out but at the least it was going to be an embarrassing conversation. Would he believe that a man could be forcibly kidnapped and forced to change his name to that of a girl? If It hadn’t happened to me I wouldn’t have believed it myself.

No sense in worrying about that now, I decided. Once I escaped I had options. Here they were limited to death, co-operation before torture or co-operation after it. What could I do? I signed.

The third piece of paper was a timetable that I read with utter despair. Hormone treatments, voice therapy, ballet, orientation, flower arranging,  ballroom dancing, beauty classes, latin american dancing, cooking,  basic sewing, more cooking, crochet, dressmaking, deportment, embroidery, domestic skills, social skills, interior decorating,  belly dancing, aversion therapy (eh?) skin care, diet science,  cross stitch, even more cooking, art, Romantic Novel appreciation classes (???? WTF???), modern dance, drama, pianoforte, fashion, jewellery making... On and on it went, a sort of catalogue of everything I would never in my life have touched with a bargepole.

“Aversion therapy?”

“You’ll find out.” The smile this time said that Miss Erinye would enjoy watching me find out, and I wouldn’t enjoy it at all. “But I wouldn’t worry your pretty little head about that just yet – you still have your make-up to do. Start with the nail polish. But clean and smooth your nails first. I want nice, smooth ovals before you begin. And if I think you’re being secretly uncoperative, or even if I’m not satisfied with how well you’re doing... well, you know what happens.”

I did. Gently and carefully I filed away raggedness and unevenness, pushing back my cuticles with Q tips and trimming away hangnails as instructed. What else could I do? 

“Very good honeybunch. Now, the polish.” I looked through the selection in front of me. Pink, bubblegum pink, slut red, pink with gold sparkles, dark purple and black.

“Not the black! Not today.”

With a sigh I put it back and reached for the purple. The heavy, solvent smell of it shot up my nostrils as I opened the tiny bottle. From the nagging feel of the brastrap across my back to the smooth cold feel of silk and now the alien scents of makeup all my senses seemed to be ganging up to embarrass me. Not sight though. I steadfastly avoided catching sight of myself in either mirror. Steadily I painted my nails, fluttering them dry in that butterfly hand way women do and awaited my next ordeal.

“I think I’ll do your face and eyebrows myself. Minimal foundation with that skin, and of course we won’t need any blusher. Just look!” I looked. Before they’d laid a finger on my face something was already wrong. The deep red flush across my features was a dead ringer for the helpless blush I’d always taken such pleasure seeing on women.

For the next half an hour I kept my eyes tight shut as Miss Erinye plucked away with tweezers and painted my lips with pencils and brushes. Then I had no choice but to open my eyes as she poked them with eyeliner, coated my lashes with multiple layers of mascara and painted my eyelids. Luckily I still didn’t have a chance to look in the mirror while she did all this but I knew I must be looking like a freak. Lastly she whipped a punch gun out of a drawer and pierced my ears, carefully cleaning them before popping little gold studs through my lobes

“Stand up dear. Go to the full length mirror and take a look at the finished product.”

I did as I was told – and wanted to scream!

I had good legs. The knees might be a little knobbly but I’d seen worse on women and gone on lusting anyway. Between them the waist cincher, the false bra and the underskirt gave me enough curves that it mimicked a female figure.  Despite what I’d hoped the little studs through my still throbbing ears looked natural on me. My face was the biggest shock.  My brows made a delicate curve, my lips clean and well defined, my high cheekbones more noticeable. My eyes were huge and filled with fear. You could still tell I was a man. But you could tell that could be taken away. I was no cosmetic surgeon, but if it was possible to change my jaw a little and my nose a lot I don’t know if anyone would ever spot me for what I was!

“Lovely, you look simply lovely! What do you think Mr Tait?”

I gasped and whipped round, stumbling and almost falling off my heels as I did so. Coming through the door, still moving a little gingerly, was the second goon, the one I’d dropped this morning.

“I think she’s going to make some lucky guy very happy” Grinned Mr Tait.

“I was more man than you could deal with!” I snarled in rage and fear – then winced in anticpation of the terrible pain flooding through me. To my surprise it didn’t happen. He simply smiled with happy good nature and said

“Yeah you were, kid. It’s good to go out on a high note. I’ll remind you of that when you’re just a pretty little thing eating out of my hand. But in the meantime that’s why I wouldn’t miss this next bit for the world”

“Mr Tait and his colleague Mr Elliott are here for you to practice the arts of being a young lady relating to men.  They’ll be sure to let you know if you do anything wrong. “ Miss Erinye interjected but I was no longer listening

“What next bit?!”

Mr Tait produced a brace of syringes from inside his jacket. 

“This bit. The hormones and the anti-androgens. One will cut off the effects of any masculinising hormones you produce, though there’ll be less of a problem once you’ve had your operation. The other – well there’ll be a whole host of effects. Your head hair will become much finer and abundant– male head hairs are typically five times thicker than female ones and women have far more individual hairs to compensate.  Facial hair we’ll electrolyse of course. Your skin will become much smoother and softer. If you’ve ever wondered why girls are so nice to the touch, hormones is why – you might call it natural selection. In your case it’s less natural but you still can’t escape being selected.

“Your body will start laying down fat in a female way – that means more of it, and concentrated on the bottom, thighs, upper arms, hips and of course, the breast area. We won’t be doing implants. Our customers like the natural look. Typically you can expect to be about two cup sizes smaller than your female relatives.”

I wanted to turn and run. My female relatives start at D cup and go up from there.

“What else? Well, bones don’t change but all the same you’ll probably find feet, hands and shoulders getting narrower, while your hips get wider. A lot more of your body is muscle than you think and you just won’t have the testosterone to maintain it. Once we’re sure of that we’ll be starting you on an exercise regime so you don’t get too curvy. You’ll probably also become a lot more emotional. All our girls do but I’m never sure how much of that is hormones and how much is trauma. You may develop a hormone induced emotional cycle similar to women who have period related mood swings. “

Mr Tait’s grin was now threatening to split his face

“Best of all, once these effects really kick in, there’s no way back. And I get to give you your first injection. Bend over the bed for me April”

One injection won’t be irreversible, I promised myself.  A dozen won’t be. I will be out of here before they can do this to me. I heard the rustle as my skirt – no, not my skirt, the skirt I had to wear as camouflage til I could escape, there would never be a “my” skirt – was pushed up, felt the tights and knickers come down and winced as a firm hand held me steady while a needle penetrated me, carrying essence of girl deep beneath my very skin. Done, I felt a palm jovially slap my arse as I covered myself again and my cheeks flared scarlet.

“Good kid. Life can still be a good thing, kiddo. But my advice is to take some of that drive of yours and turn it on yourself. You’re basically destined for a life as someone’s cutie. Only that someone will own you. The better a cutie you are, the happier you’ll be.”

The hormones couldn’t possibly have begun to kick in yet, but I could feel tears of shame and fear trying to form as I straightened up. Nothing flowed but my eyes must have been shining with unshed tears and everyone could see it. Surprisingly the dreadful Miss Erinye reacted with sympathy.

“You’ve had a very long day dear, with an awful lot to take in. I think you should go for a walk around the grounds to get used to your new things. You might like to try walking by placing one foot in front of the other, to help give your hips the proper wiggle, but don’t worry, we’ll cover all that in deportment tomorrow. Be back in an hour for tea.” And off I went! 

The grounds were enormous. Stretches of open parkland, interspersed with wooded areas, a small, artificial lake and an entirely natural stream but surrounded by fifteen foot walls topped by spikes you could shave with.  I might have enjoyed them if the circumstances had been different. As it was, being outside in these clothes, as if they actually were my clothes went beyond shaming to frightening.  I didn’t want to live this life they were intent on forcing me into. Worse, their motives seemed to be to actually sell me as a “cutie”, maybe for some dragon lady type like Miss Erinye or maybe to some dirty old man. If it was the latter then one of us would die the first time he tried to touch me, pain or no pain. I hoped.  Millions of women have been assaulted and misused over the centuries. I doubted if any of them had wanted it, and at least some of them must have been just as determined as I was but it hadn’t necessarily done them any good. Maybe the muscle these psychopaths were determined to melt off me with hormones counted for more than anybody liked to admit?

Luckily, I wasn’t going to find out. Fifteen minutes into the walk I found what I was looking for in a clump of trees near the wall. As I’d always expected branches had been lopped back anywhere they might otherwise be used to escape over the wall, but plenty of them had then been left lying on the ground. With a lot of care I was able to pile them into a loose, unstable ramp that just enabled me to reach the spikes atop the wall. Kicking off those hated high heels I stripped and clutching the bundled clothes in my arms sprinted up the rough wood barefoot.

Normally anyone would have been stopped by the spikes at this point but my kidnappers had unwittingly given me the key to their undoing. Normal clothes alone couldn’t have been thick enough to blunt the razor spikes, but on top of the gel sacs from that bra they would hold for just long enough, and if I broke my neck as I vaulted over the ramparts and into freedom that was a risk worth taking!

Only I didn’t. I vaulted into pain. The instant the arc of my leap took me over the wall that terrible indescribable pain was all over me. They hadn’t lied about whatever it was they did to me being independent of distance. I didn’t even feel the impact when I hit the ground, didn’t find out until much later that I’d dislocated a shoulder doing it. My screams must have been deafening but I didn’t hear them. I simply lay there, unable to get up, writhing in unspeakable agony for weeks, and weeks, and weeks.

Or so I thought. In fact I later discovered that I’d been there for about twenty minutes. An alarm had sounded the instant I went over the wall – the only delay after that had been Mr Tait having to walk all the way round to where I was lying to carry me back – which he did  while mascara ran in tear trails down my face and I sobbed “Thank you, thank you” over and over again. 

The next two hours or so passed in a blur of hot baths but at the end of it I sat in front of Miss Erinye again, knees together, hands folded in my lap, bathrobed, shoulder relocated, freshly made up, a pale and chastened penitent.

“I’m very disappointed in you. I thought you were bright enough to realise that your old life is behind you now. But we don’t want girls who aren’t prepared to cooperate so this has to be your last chance. Fail and you can lie outside the wall until you die of thirst. From now on, we won’t be making you into anything. You will be turning yourself into a charming, pretty, graceful, feminine and thoroughly cooperative young lady – we will only be helping.  Every morning you will undergo five minutes of pain. If you are good we will gradually decrease the time, but it’s up to you to impress us. The way to do that is to become a “cutie” as Mr Tait puts it.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Miss Erinye. I promise I’ll be good.”

“Prove it. What are you going to do now?”

“I – I’m going to get dressed Miss Erinye”

“Anything else?”

“I’m going to practice my makeup.”

“Good. Anything else?”

I went blank. “What would you like me to do Miss Erinye?”

“Practice trying on different outfits and seeing what jewellery goes with what. Girls can do that for hours I assure you so it’s a good habit for you to get into.”

Inwardly I was desperately running through a thousand plans, every one of which, I could see, had no chance of success and every one of which would lead to my death by torture if it failed. Outwardly I looked as meek as a kidnapper could hope for, and unless I could think of plan 1001 I was going to have to be that way as well.  I got up and moved towards the door, where a not-unsympathetic looking Mr Tait waited to escort me to my room.

“Oh one more thing! Who are you?”

For a few seconds I was baffled – she knew who I was, she was the one who’d kidnapped me. Then I realised what she wanted.

“April. I am April.” And until I could work a miracle, so I was.

April Buds

I woke up and for an instant couldn’t remember where I was. Sunlight dappled the ceiling and walls of the room and played across the top of the poster that faced the foot of my bed. The Lady of Shallott. As I woke from dreams into nightmare it was the first thing I saw.

Ironically it was very appropriate. The woman in that painting was a metaphor for everything my captors wanted me to be: pretty, passive, fragile, confined by long floppy dresses, helplessly borne on a current and literally and metaphorically utterly wet. Of course, after my failed escape attempt I was going to have to let them think that was where I was going. I’d discovered what happened to me when I escaped the grounds of the stately home – the unspeakable, untraceable agony, the source of which I still didn’t know, and I was never, ever going to undergo that again if I could humanly avoid it. 

I sat up, noticing as I did so the slight tugging on my chest, the unfamiliar weight on my shoulders  as the breast forms attached to me shifted slightly.  The feeling wasn’t painful but it was constant, with me every time I moved. They’d insisted I wear them overnight to get used to the sensation. I didn’t think I’d ever get used to it and I didn’t want to. Was this how real girls felt when their breasts grew in? Did they ever get used to it?

Not that it was the only new sensation for me. The nightgown my captors had also insisted on flowed across my skin as I moved. I was pretty certain it was real silk, and ruffles edged the hem, the cuffs and my unwanted cleavage. It was both hideously embarrassing and disturbingly sensual.  I knew there was a Middle Eastern saying that silk was invented so that women could go naked whilst clothed. Until last night I’d thought it referred to how silk made women look. Now I knew it was about how it made women feel. I had to escape. 

As I glanced around the room for inspiration I was coming up empty. Everything depended on escaping or disarming whatever they used to inflict torture on me and I didn’t even know how it was done, never mind how to stop it. All I knew for certain was that if I stepped outside the grounds or resisted in any way I would die in agony. I was twenty years old.  I wasn’t ready for that yet.

Not that torture was the only way they could inflict pain on me, I reflected as I noticed another poster I’d been too distraught to pay any attention to the night before.

On it a dainty fifties housewife – too dainty to be proportionate, I thought, no wonder it was a drawing, not a photo- looked up from her pressing duties at the stove to say “ What, me? Vote? That’s ridiculous! I am a woman!”

There was no way that could be part of some deep dyed plan for indoctrination.  No, they were simply showing the men who passed through this room that they were doomed to a life of almost caricatured femininity and they were taunting us with it. Hot on the heels of this thought came the sound of heavy boots in the corridor and Mr Tait burst through the door.

“Wakey wakey April. That’s enough beauty sleep for now. But you do get to start the day with breakfast in bed.”

And with that he placed a silver tray across my knees, neatly immobilising me. 

“Is that it?” I cried, quite forgetting that my only hope of avoiding the fate planned for me was to play along with my captors enough to win their trust and learn how I could get away.  I’m a fry up, porridge, toast and tea man. On the tray in front of me was a small portion of Special K diet cereal, a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice and half a grapefruit.

“Sorry honey, you still have too much upper body muscle. The hormones and the anti-androgens will help but you’re going on a diet. Don’t worry, once you’ve lost the muscles we’ll let you eat a little more – you need some fat for your curves.”

Nothing I could say to that was printable so I avoided the topic.

“Can’t I at least have some tea or coffee?”

“Afraid not. The caffeine ages you. We want you fresh-faced. We may need to pass you off as a teenager.”

“A newspaper?” Anything to take my mind off things

“Still no. One thing you’ll be learning is how to look impressed and interested when men tell you things. It’s easier when you don’t know more about the topic than they do.”

“Hey! I know a lot of things!”

“Yeah, well, we can’t help that, but from now on the only new things you learn will be either from men or about things they don’t feel the need to know about – ballet, fashion, soft furnishings, that kind of thing.”

“Fuck!  You want me to pretend to be a bimbo!”

“You’ll get used to it kiddo. Millions of women have. Now eat. You have five minutes.”

And with that Mr Tait turned and left me to my scarily healthy breakfast.

It didn’t take me five minutes to finish it and I had a nasty feeling I was going to be hungry again before too long. Since you never seem to meet a woman who’s not on a diet maybe that was part of being female too, I reflected, as the terrifying Miss Erinye swept into the room, followed by the Brothers Unnaturally Cheerful, Mr Tait and Mr Elliott.

“Lie down on the floor please April, I don’t want you hurting yourself as you thrash about.”

Oh God! The day before Miss Erinye had warned me of this. Every morning they would inflict ten, torturous agonising minutes of the mysterious pain on me. If I convinced them I was successfully and wholeheartedly co-operating in helping them turn me into a girl the ten minutes would go down. If not, not.

“Wait! Can’t we do it later, after you see how I’m doing? I mean, I’m going to co-operate, really and truly I am, honestly!”

“Good phrasing, you sounded quite different from the brash young man of yesterday” – of course I did, I’d planned it that way –

“and you seem to have grasped an important principle – that you plead and wheedle, you have no power to demand.” 

I’m a salesman, I thought, with a hint of triumph, working out how to get people to agree with me is what I do.

“But I’m afraid you still don’t understand how powerless you are, how powerless you will become.  You need to be brought a lot lower than you are now to understand that you must beg and wheedle, but it will work according to what others decide, not how well you manipulate.”

Ten minutes that seemed like ten days later the pain finally stopped.  Wordlessly I allowed Mr Tait to lead me along the long corridor of this stately home/Evil Corporation HQ to the luxurious old fashioned bathroom with its enormous cast-iron tub. Glancing through the windows onto the velvet turf and further woods of the grounds I could see that it was another beautiful day.

“You know the drill April. Make yourself smooth as a stripper’s thigh and scented like a garden. I’ll just sit and watch” Mr Tait grinned happily. Not only sadistic but crude, I thought, as I turned the taps on and added scented bubble bath (God help me). I hoped girls turned him down all the time. Then I actually staggered as I realised he might not have to worry about that, ever. Maybe the job’s USP was the chance to have girls who daren’t turn him down, “girls” like they were trying to turn me into. 

I kept my face bent low over the bathwaters as I tried to regain some kind of composure.  Letting him see the sheer terror on my face would definitely not help me – the bastard would probably enjoy it. It took two minutes before I got enough control of myself that I dared to fetch the depilation creams. I was still trembling a little as I smoothed it on. They couldn’t make me do that, they just couldn’t. 

I was being stupid. Unless I killed myself or escaped they could make me do anything I wasn’t physically able to stop. They had done it to other men before. Probably every one of them had been as angry and revolted as I was. Miss Erinye had already told me the point of their operation was to supply “traditional” docile women to very rich customers. It must have been possible to do or they couldn’t have made the money whose physical manifestation was all around me, from this huge house and grounds to the scumbag Mr Tait’s snappy suits. What had happened to my predecessors? Where were they now? In luxurious harems? Locked in dungeons? Adorning the arms of Bond style crimelords? Making cucumber sandwiches for garden parties?  Dead? The one place I knew they weren’t was free and safe. If the authorities knew this place existed, it wouldn’t exist for long.

So, death, really not the option I wanted.  I wasn’t prepared to give my captors a victory over me like that. No, I was in the same vicious circle. I would escape, at the risk of death if necessary but I wouldn’t deliberately kill myself.  I wouldn’t risk dying of hunger and thirst while writhing in the seemingly magical torture they could inflict at the press of a button.  Miss Erinye had made it clear that was what would happen if I made one more failed escape attempt, or even if I openly defied them. However I looked at it there was only one thing I could do – co-operate. Co-operate, watch, wait, hope and look for my chance.

“I wonder if that’s what all the others thought” a small still voice inside me said.  Then I shook myself, reminded myself  that I’m a salesman, I focus, I don’t get distracted, and I win. Then I climbed into the delicately scented foaming bathwater.

I spent nearly an hour in that bathroom, resting, luxuriating in hot water and thinking. When I emerged I was smoothly depilated, freshly moisturised and scented with sandalwood and patchouli oil. In the meantime the black, lacy bra and satin waist cincher had been whisked away, only to be replaced with equally lacy purple ones with matching frilly knickers. With a sigh I put the horrible things on before slipping a flowered bathrobe over them (With my new name sewn into it : April Elizabeth May) and preceded (“So’s I can ogle your bum, love.”) the unspeakable Mr Tait back to “my” bedroom where more humiliation awaited. 

Miss Erinye was waiting for me.

“Inject her please, Mr Tait,  we want her new hormone balance sorted out as soon as possible.”

I winced as the sharp needle stabbed into my left buttock. The most difficult thing when I escaped would be reversing the effects of what I knew would be the largest doses of feminine hormones anyone could safely take. And the longer it took me, the harder it would be. I’d already been told of the effects they would have – just in case I’d forgotten there was a little crib sheet listing them pinned up on the wall, including lighter, smoother skin, faster growth of finer head hair, and, of course, breasts 

“This morning you will be learning to put your own make-up on, April. We’re starting with that because it’s such an essential skill. Girls – or at least the sort of girl you’re going to be – never face the world with a naked face. Really, you should have spent your teen years practicing, but to be fair I don’t suppose you foresaw the need.” 

Miss Erinye’s lips twitched. That was definitely a snigger.

I reached for the tiny brushes and boxes. What else could I do? Following Miss Erinye’s directions I carefully outlined my lips in pencil, then painted them a subtle red, the quietest I could find.

“Very good April. Now seal them . We want you kissproof.“

Shuddering, I applied a clear varnish over my lipgloss (Oh God, my lipgloss). I should have guessed. It dried wet-look, turning my lips from understated to, well, I didn’t like to think about the message they sent, put it like that.

I still didn’t need blusher, my whole cheeks flared scarlet. I didn’t know how to feel about this – on the one hand it gave me the look makeup was invented to counterfeit – I really didn’t like that at all. On the other hand if I ever got used to wearing makeup that would be far, far worse.

“Eyes next.”

Obediently I picked up an eyeliner pencil and spent the next ten minutes alternately blinking and saying ‘Ow’ as I repeatedly poked myself in the eye. Even so I succeeded, something I wasn’t expecting so soon. I’d hoped to be so hopeless that my captors might drop it for today without deciding I was failing to co-operate. No such luck. The mascara was even easier, multiple layers fanning out my lashes in unmissable black,  extra layers on the outer edges enlarging my eyes so they were the first thing anyone would notice.

I took my studs out and cleaned them and my newly pierced ears before slipping them back in again. How did I look? Scary, was the answer to that one. I didn’t look as good as when Miss Erinye had done my makeup but in a way I looked more convincing – like a young girl experimenting who’d almost, but not quite, got the hang of it.

“Very good, April. Practice will make perfect but that wasn’t bad at all for your first time. I think you may have a natural talent – unless you’ve done this before?” One amused eyebrow raised itself at me questioningly. 

No I fucking well haven’t was the answer to that but it wasn’t an answer I dared give at present. Revenge would have to be served very cold but I reminded myself that it would be all the sweeter when it did come. For the minute I cast my eyes down as if embarrassed and said nothing. 

“Clever girl. You may be able to play games with the gentlemen but I am not someone to answer back. I’m glad you’ve realised that. In any case, it doesn’t matter if you have or not – soon the only thing anyone might find unusual in you being a young lady is your old fashioned attitudes and wide range of domestic skills. Now strip, we have to get you ready for the rest of the morning.”

The rest of the morning, a glance at my timetable told me, would consist of an introduction to ballroom dancing and I was quickly fastened into a green formal dress and heels – not too high, so at least I should be able to stand, though I suspected dancing would be another matter altogether.

“Now the hair.” Huh? My hair was still man-cut and man short – I couldn’t see anything I could do with it.

“I’m sorry Miss Erinye, I don’t know what you mean.”

“Of course not April, we like you ignorant. I will explain however. We are going to grow your hair long and that will take some time but we still want you to get the feel of it as soon as possible so for the first week or two you will wear wigs. Congratulations dear, today you get to be a red head.” A little adjustment and hairpinning later I was introduced to the new me.

The new me was terrifying! I couldn’t take my eyes off myself. Whenever I moved, whatever I did, the pretty, feminine girl in the mirror with the light, arched eyebrows over the huge blue eyes did the same. Her clean cut red lips were open in an “oh!” of shock and I felt my own mouth wide open. My hand flew up to cover it and her slender hand and its smooth shiny manicured fingernails did the same. She really was me! If I hadn’t known I was a guy I would never have guessed it by sight. If the real me had seen this girl at a party I would have been straight over. Oh God, wait – the real me? This was getting confusing. 

Even Miss Erinye and Mr Tait seemed impressed, gazing silently at me in open appraisal. I could hear light, breathy panting and it was me again. Oh please no, I looked girlish enough without making my kidnappers very happy and me very embarrassed by hyperventilating and fainting at their feet. 

I closed my eyes and visualised my original “real” appearance until I regained control. Calm, calm, I told myself. You knew this sort of thing was going to happen. The thing is to remember is it’s all temporary. I will escape. I will not become the girl in the mirror. I will get revenge on these people AND the ones who sent me here. In fact, I might even cut a deal – if Miss Erinye & Co will do this to my boss and rivals I’ll promise not to turn them in. Then I turn them in anyway. Good plan. Now smile and co-operate. False sense of security, that’s what I’m luring them into. They think they’re in control but they’re wrong.

Telling myself this I carefully made my way downstairs escorted by the ubiquitous Mr Tait, to the ballroom, having to lift my skirts (No! Not mine!)  with both hands to negotiate the stairs. Whoever designed formal dress for women was some kind of evil genius, I decided. The heels and skirts meant you couldn’t run anywhere but they kept both your hands busy as well. Throw in a purse and you were practically paralysed. No wonder men held doors open for women – there was no other way a woman in formal wear could get around.

Mr Tait escorted me along the hallway, flung open a huge set of double doors and then stood back to let me pass. 

“After you, milady” He purred. I bit my lip as usual and said nothing.

“Non! Arretez-vous!” Barked a voice.  “A lady expects to go first, mais oui, but she smiles and thanks the gentleman. Where are your manners?!” 

I froze. A tiny, fussy looking little man with a pointed moustache, wearing full evening dress was advancing upon me like an angry bantam.

“Nom du Nom! To be saying “thank you” Mademoiselle.”

“Oh!” I turned back to Mr Tait. “Thank you”

“Bettair! A true lady, she is gracious, n’est pas? Do not be forgetting. I am Monsieur Artaud, your instructor in the art of the dancing, and also, I see, in the proper behaving, young lady. See, I bow to you, as a gentleman should. Now you will be showing me your courtoisie, non?”

“What?” In the background Mr Tait slipped out leaving me alone with this amazing and confusing apparition.

“Non, non. You do not comprehends, you will say, ‘I beg your pardon Monsieur?’  Monsieur, it originally means “My Sire”. Thus you address me as a king, see, for I am le Roi of the formal dance.  You, I will address as mademoiselle, my damsel that is in English. Thus I address you as a young lady of the quality and thus I show my respect, n’est ce pas?”

“I’m sorry Monsieur, I still don’t understand what you want me to do?”

“For the respec’ you make your courtesy – alors!  Ma petite I have told you in the wrong language, poor child. To you it is the curtsey that you make me.”

“Oh!” I seemed to be saying that a lot this morning but then ‘Fuck’ just didn’t seem to fit the bill of what my kidnappers would find appropriate.

“I don’t know how.” I confessed.

“So. Then your education she begins thus Mademoiselle. First, place the hands flat upon the front of the skirts of your dress, so. Then gather them up – non, do not make the fist, you are a young lady showing proper etiquette, not a boxer – while placing the left foot behind the right leg. Now sink, - delicately, gracefully – lowering yourself to show your respect and then upright once more. Parfait! You see, you ‘ave grace. So why then, did you walk in to the room like a shambling youth, graceless, clumsy, rather than as a young lady should?”

“Because I’m not a young lady” I muttered incautiously – stupid of me, but I was still trying to keep my balance on the humiliating heels after being forced to curtsey like a damned girl.

“That is merely an unfortunate circumstance which will soon be corrected.  Fear not, fillette, you will leave our ‘ands flawless. Of this we shall not speak more today.”

I inwardly thanked God to be spared the torture Miss Erinye would certainly have inflicted but all the same fear and shame gnawed at me. Everyone I met here was just so damn confident  that they could transform me. At that second, and for the first time, I noticed that one side of the huge room was a mirror with a wooden rail running along it at a little less than waist height. I could see the reflection of the lovely young girl I appeared to be – even more convincing at a distance. With that before them why wouldn’t  they be confident – so much had been done to me already and I’d been powerless to stop it.

“To walk for me please, Mademoiselle. From ‘ere to ze far end of the room”

What could I do? I set off, wobbling slightly on the heels they’d forced on me. They weren’t high but they changed my whole centre of balance. Twice, I stumbled badly and almost fell, but I made it safely in the end and turned to face my diminutive instructor.

“Good, Mademoiselle. Now, stand straight. As I thought, it is too early for dance as yet, but do not fret, fillette. Nevair ‘ as a pupil left my ‘ands but with true feminine grace and beauty. 

“First we shall work on your movement. A deep breath, if you please. Now, draw yourself up to your full height. Imagine a silver cord is attached to ze crown of your ‘ead. It flows through you from the tip of your heels, along your spine, up into le ciel. Thus your back is straight, your head high, your very fine eyes they look straight ahead, your shoulders, they are back. Your strides, they should be measured, you must glide, not thump. Now, again please Mademoiselle.”

It was tricky, my whole instinct was to look at the floor to see what  my feet were doing and as for gliding, if I wanted to glide, I’d jump off a cliff with ten square yards of sail cloth attached to a metal frame. Slowly, I made my way back across the dance floor. I found I almost had to kick forward when taking a step (a feeble, girly kick, to be sure) instead of just shifting my weight the way I was used to. No wonder girls in old films and books were forever twisting their ankles at the wrong moment and having to be rescued: it had nothing to do with being wimpy, it was these damned shoes!

I made it again without falling and breathed a short-lived sigh of relief.

“Bettair! Now, if you would be so good as to apply these?”

‘These’ were a large hardbacked book and a green ribbon approximately two inches wide and two and a half, maybe three feet long.

“I’m sorry, M’sieu. I don’t know what you mean.”

“Ah, poor child, how your education has been neglected. Do not fear, all will be corrected” 

I stared at him incredulously. Either he was the world’s best actor or he was actually serious. In his mind he was doing me a kindness with all this, teaching me the right way to be.

“The ribbon, you will take behind the screen in the corner and you will tie your knees together with a play of perhaps eighteen inches. Thus you will govern your stride appropriately until it becomes the second nature. Then you will place the book on your ‘ead – if you forget ze silver cord, the book, she will fall. Thus grace will become a thing automatique.”

I looked at the book “Court etiquette under the Second Empire” Great. I was getting a crash course in being a lady from someone who read this as an etiquette guide. Oh wait, come to think of it, for all I knew I was getting a crash course in being a lady from someone who wrote this etiquette guide!

I don’t want to be a lady, old-fashioned or new I thought. Oh God, please help! The heavens remained silent so I went and tied my knees together with ribbon, heavy silken skirts rustling around me all the while.

When I tried to walk again the difference was instantaneous. The long skirts had trammelled me enough but with my knees tied together I was forced to take little – there’s no other way to describe them – dainty footsteps. Luckily my horror at this realisation was interrupted by the book crashing to the floor.

“Ah, Mademoiselle, be keeping the knees together please and bend them, to be picking up the volume gracefully.”

I don’t know how many times I heard those words in the next hour. Graceful and me just did not seem to go together. All the same, Monsieur Artaud never lost patience, he never ran out of that bounding enthusiasm and energy that seemed to define him, he never stopped trying to help. He really was a brilliant teacher. If only he’d been teaching something I wanted to learn! 

An hour later I could walk from one end of the room to the other (usually!) head high, book unwobbling. In the room-length mirror I could see how my quick, dainty steps were giving me a graceful, gliding motion. I could hear the little tippy-tip tapping of my high heels on the hard wooden floor.  My arms were bent slightly at the elbow and again at the wrists for balance. I couldn’t help it! I was graceful! Not very, true, but enough that I could see it would grow. The long skirts swished gently around me as I walked – Monsieur Artaud had said he would teach me how to move my hips so that it looked natural “Not the rrriddiculous way ze so-called supairmodels twist their spines about!” Thank Goodness, that was for a later lesson. I reckoned I looked quite girly enough, thank you!

Of course it had to be as I was making my way along from one end of the room that the loathsome Mr Elliott entered and watched my progress lecherously all the way across the floor.

“That’s a sweet ass you have April. Can’t wait till the hormones have packed some more meat on it. I just hope it holds its shape.”

I winced. He was so disgusting! OK, I hadn’t always been a knight in shining armour but I swore to myself that when I got free I would be a lot more respectful to women. In the meantime I was going to have to think of some way to divert his attentions from me. And then it happened. That diminutive moustachioed butterball moved across the dance floor faster than thought and stood bristling, a foot or so below Mr Elliott’s nose.

“Non! To be such is execrable! You will treat this young lady with chivalry!” Mr Elliott gave back a pace before that furious Gallic bantam as if the little man could actually hurt him. Well maybe he could – he’d moved fast enough, Lord knows – but I think it was the sheer force of personality beating off the Frenchman that did it. He actually apologised.

As I gave my farewell curtsey to Monsieur Artaud and let an unusually subdued Mr Elliott lead me away to my next ordeal I wondered which was worse. The sexual comments were cruder and harsher but the chivalry...when someone treated me with chivalry, not mockingly, but naturally, that meant that deep down, bone deep, they really did think of me as a girl! As I trailed after the abashed goon I noticed that I was still walking with a feminine glide.

I was led back to the bedroom I had woken up in which was unchanged except that a menu and a cookbook now lay on the dressing room table.

“Our lunch is at one sharp. That gives you two hours to freshen up, get changed and have it ready. I’ll have the steak, well done.”

“And my lunch?” I asked without much hope. 

“You’re having the salad and a slimmers milkshake. After we eat.”

I sighed. I was hungry after my morning’s exercise. It looked as if the weight would melt off me if things went on like this. Most of my weight was muscle though – I’d never had much fat and had to exercise hard to maintain the muscle I had. I had been strong enough to drop one of the goons with a single blow – how long would that last on a diet of rabbit food?

Mercifully the Brother Grim withdrew so I could get changed in private. A tiny flame of decency? Abashed at being outfaced by a man a foot shorter than him? Or part of an attempt to instill a feminine sense of modesty in me? Whatever the reason I was glad of it and stripped that hated dress off as fast as I could.

Not that it would do me any good. That damned waist cincher was still digging into me, that damned bra still cupped and held my artificial breasts and I now had to choose a damned set of damned women’s clothes of my own volition. Damn!

Get used to it a little voice deep inside me said You might be doing this for a long time.

With a shudder, I started sorting through the wardrobe. Mini-skirt –no. Little black dress – no. Flowery sundress –no. June Cleaver style, fifties housewife dress – that had to be a joke, surely? Blouse, not too see-through – not if I could find something better. Blouse, opaque but frilly with puffy sleeves – no.  Black lycra top with a scooped neck – too low cut, this damned bra would show over the top of it and I certainly wasn’t going commando even if the breasts weren’t real. Regular blouse, short-sleeved and opaque – whoo-hoo!  Long, floral skirt in autumnal colours. Oh well, it would have to do.

Reluctantly I donned the hated garments and made my way downstairs, the clattering of my heels on the floors like an ever-present reminder of my situation, as if I needed one.

In the kitchen, I found an apron, fortunately not a frilly one and wrapped it round me – with a bit of luck, if I stayed clean, I could at least get away with wearing these ‘normal’ womens clothes and not girly frills or short, tight, ‘sexy’ outfits like almost everything  else in the upstairs closet. Mournfully, I opened the inevitable Nigella Lawson cookbook leant beside the spice rack and proceeded to prepare two steaks, well done, with sauce béarnaise, sautéed potatoes, garden peas, carrots and a sprig of parsley as a garnish. It was easy enough. What bothered me wasn’t cooking, I’d always been a good cook, it was the knowledge that this, like just about everything else on the timetable they’d given me, was about serving others, either directly, or by looking or acting, pretty, graceful or feminine for them. 

Women have always had to do this my inner voice chimed in. True enough. When I get out of here, I swore to myself, I will never, ever let sexism pass by without challenge again. Not that I’d ever been what you’d call sexist, but it had never bothered me much either – I figured it wasn’t my problem. It was my problem now, and with a vengeance!

“Hey, April, quit daydreaming, we’re hungry out here!”

I wondered if I dared do something disgusting to the food, but the memory of this morning’s agony deterred me. Careful not to spill anything I alternately tottered and glided in my heels to the adjoining dining room where the Gruesome Twosome waited to have their fat faces fed.

“I trust everything is to your satisfaction, gentlemen?” I said, my tones dripping icy sweet sarcasm like poisoned honey

“Curtsey.” ordered Tait

“What?!”

“Curtsey. We’re men. You’re just a girl. Like the French guy told you, a young lady shows respect. And you’re not just any girl. For all intents and purposes you’re a slavegirl. You might as well get used to it.”

Gutless slime! This was obviously a taking out on me of what he didn’t dare try on Monsieur Artaud. But Monsieur Artaud wasn’t subject to torture for refusing. I was. Slowly, gracefully, the way I’d learnt only that morning I sank into a deep curtsey. To my inner dismay, I did it perfectly.

I hoped my eyes were icy. I knew my face was scarlet.

“I’m not a girl!” and with that I hit the floor, that same dreadful, agonising pain that they had used to get me this far coursing through me. This time it was over in seconds. I lay on the floor gasping like a landed fish; I’d thought only Miss Erinye controlled the pain. Evidently not.

“Get up.”

Shaking, I obeyed.

“What are you?”

“I – I’m a a – I’m a girl.”

“Good girl. Don’t forget it.”

And with that I was pulled off balance and on to Mr Tait’s lap!

“Relax,  April. You’re hungry right?” I was starving, but didn’t see how that had anything to do with my latest humiliation. My stomach chose that moment to rumble and answer for me. 

“There you go, honey.”

Mr Tait was holding up a piece of steak impaled on his fork towards me. I was obviously expected to take it from the fork without using my hands.

“Dammit Tait, leave the poor kid alone” grumbled Mr Elliott

“What? You know we aren’t doing her any favours by going soft on her. Her new owners won’t take any backchat, whoever they are.”

“Yeah, but you’re rubbing it in.”

“Just keeping a promise.”

Huh? I didn’t trust myself to speak but my puzzled expression must have spoken for me.

“Back when you were a guy you floored me. I promised you I’d remind you of that when you were just a pretty little thing eating out of my hand. And now you are.” He took the chunk of steak off the end of the fork and placed it in his palm.

“Eat.” I’m still a guy. I thought. Clothes don’t change that. But how do you defend your masculinity when even just stating your gender will get you tortured? Tortured and killed, for I had no doubt at all that if I defied Tait long enough he would tell Miss Erinye. If he did she would carry out her threat of the day before; I would be in agony until I died of thirst and they would kidnap some other poor soul and start all over again. So what else could I do? Slowly, slowly, I lowered my head, and ate from a man’s hand.

“Good girl, good girl!” Tait encouraged me, ruffling my hair with his other hand like I was a puppy dog that had just learned a trick. “OK gorgeous, you can go get your dinner now before you come back to collect the plates. Remember, you’ve got classes this afternoon, so hurry.”

I stumbled away, feeling more humiliated than I had ever been in my life. Red-faced with shame and misery, I glanced back. The two men weren’t even bothering to watch me.  They were that certain I could neither escape nor resist. I sent up a silent prayer that they were wrong.

An hour later, I was sitting in an embroidery class, embroidering a border of roses on a sampler which would, if I ever finished, read “Men need a good career, women need a good man.” On a humiliation scale of one to ten, that was at least a twenty-five! To my immense relief, unlike putting on make-up or cooking I wasn’t actually good at sewing. Apparently I threaded the needle “like a guy”. Go figure! That said, my sewing teacher was a mercifully nondescript middle aged lady who, once she’d shown me what to do, left me to it, meaning I could concentrate on thinking of ways to get out of here. 

Unfortunately, I couldn’t think of anything. Murdering Ms Erinye was no use if the Two Stooges could also use the mysterious Pain my captors used to torture me. Even if I could bring myself to do murder which I was by no means sure about, killing all three of them, plus whoever else of the staff was around at the time before anyone could activate whatever controlled the pain sounded like a losing proposition. I hadn’t seen any phones or computers around the mansion so calling for help was out too. That left gathering intelligence. If I could convince them I was broken then I might get some leisure time to explore and then there was a faint chance of my finding some object or information that might help me. But it meant making it even easier for them to transform me. How long, before the changes became irreversible?

I was still wondering that as I walked into my next class – orientation. I remember absolutely nothing at all for the next four hours.

I came round as Mr Elliott was escorting me out of the door – and almost fell, drowsy and confused as if I’d just been woken out of deep sleep. I would have fallen if he hadn’t caught my elbow as I stumbled. 

“Whoa there, April!”

“Whu? Huh? “

“Don’t panic, don’t panic, you’re just a little confused is all. I think you dropped off in there. Not surprising, you’ve had a very, very busy couple of days. It’s a lot to take in. A lot to get used to.” I sagged heavily against him.

“What happened?” 

“It’s OK, there’s nothing to worry about. It’s all over now for the day, you can just bathe and go to bed, no more worries.”

“But what happened?” I persisted “I don’t remember anything.”

“Nothing for you to worry about.”

I knew better than to believe that but I was too groggy to argue even if I’d dared. I let Mr Elliott half-support-half-carry me upstairs to that huge, marvellous bathroom that they misused to torment me. It wasn’t till I was freshly depilated, scented and arrayed once more in a frilly silk and lace nightgown that I found out what they’d done to me. There was a spider on the floor of the bedroom; quite a little one objectively speaking, probably nothing I’d have even noticed in the normal way of things.

From the instant I saw it I knew that this was no longer the normal way of things. Everything about it, its long, horrible, hairy legs, its dreadful scuttling speed, the thought of its monstrous dripping fangs, the terror that it might jump at me, filled me with a nameless horror. I was too frightened to move for fear it would come skittering across the wooden floor at me and run up my leg. I drew in a deep breath and screamed like a girl.

Mr Elliott came running in at high speed

“What? Are you alright? Stop screaming and tell me what’s wrong! What is it?”

“There!”

“There what?!”

“Spider!”

Mr Elliott gave me a look of exasperation – and then comprehension flashed across his face.

“Oh! Oh, that was mean of them, this old place is full of spiders – don’t scream again! It’s alright, I’ll get rid of it!” Suiting the action to the words he scooped it up and flung it out of the bedroom window

“There! All safe now –oof!” I crashed into him and clung like a spider monkey.

“What if there are more?!”

“Don’t panic! I’ll search the room!” And he was as good as his word, searching through all the nooks and crannies, through the wardrobe and under the bed while I stood and trembled, until I was finally reassured enough to get into bed.

Of course by then I had more important terrors to worry about. 

Somehow, in the space of a single afternoon my captors had fundamentally altered part of my psyche, turning me, at least for the space of a few minutes, from the confident capable man I knew I was into a trembling girlie-girl who needed a man to save her from a tiny, harmless creature.  Looking at it rationally I knew there was nothing to fear from spiders – but I also knew that the next time I saw a spider rationality would evaporate and leave stark fear! 

So could they do other things like this to me? Make me afraid of mice? Give me an irresistible compulsion to cook and clean? Would I become some sort of Stepford Wife, outwardly devoted to her man’s every personal and (shudder) sexual whim? And if so, would I come to really believe that is what I was, or would it be like being trapped inside a robot, the real me screaming silently while my body went through the motions? Which would be worse? That was almost my last thought as I finally drifted into an exhausted sleep.

My very last thought was to wonder if there was a spider in the room!

April Flowers

Spiders or no spiders, I slept like a log. I didn’t know if it was the stress, or some side effect of the unaccustomed female hormones coursing through my system but once I was off, I didn’t stir until someone woke me. So it was Miss Erinye’s gentle shaking of my shoulder that brought me back to consciousness.

“April. April, wake up. I’ve got something to show you.”

“Uh? OK?” I looked drowsily around the bedroom but couldn’t see anything new.

“Not here. Get up and come with me.”

“Um, can I have a moment to get dressed?”

“No need. Just slip a dressing gown and slippers on, that’s all you’ll need.”

This was new, and, maybe, just maybe, if I played along quickly enough Miss Erinye would forget the ten minutes of agony she’d prescribed as my morning motivation. Hastily slipping on a pair of fluffy bunny slippers (Euch!) and a pink fluffy dressing gown I followed her along the corridor, down the stairs and through a maze of tastefully decorated passageways to a doorway I’d never seen before. Just how big was this place?

“After you, April.” 

Obediently, I opened the door, stepped through – and recoiled! Inside was a surgical theatre, prepped and ready to operate. Tait and Elliott had been standing on either side of the inside doorway, quietly waiting for me and each had me by an arm before I could react. There was no amount of martial arts that could help me here as I was dragged, kicking and screaming, to the operating table and strapped down.

“Get off me! Get off me! No! What are you doing?! Stop, stop, please! Please don’t do this to me!”

“Hurry up and knock her out – the surgeon thinks she’s a consenting subject.”

“No! Please! It’s too soon. Please, give me more time!”

“I’m sorry April. The hormones shrink your manhood. Since it’s what we use as raw material for your new womanly parts, the quicker this is done, the better. I know you hate us now but, believe me, the sooner you know there’s no way back the easier you’ll find it to adjust.” 

But I wasn’t listening, I was thrashing helplessly in my bonds, cursing myself for thinking my captors would finish their freaky girly-girl training programme before they did this to me and knowing I’d left my escape too late.

A mask descended over my face as I tried desperately to writhe away from it. For few brief instants I held my breath before my own exertions of the previous thirty seconds meant I had to take in a shuddering gulp of air – and everything went dark.

When I awoke it felt as if no time at all had passed - but for the pain which hit me instantly. My groin was a flaring agony, my face a needle-sharp ache, my throat a cataract of sandpaper. I was in a hospital bed and still strapped down, but even without moving I could feel I had bandages across my nose, throat, cheekbones and forehead – and groin of course. My chest didn’t seem to have been touched. Even the breast forms had been removed– obviously they were going to keep their word and rely on hormones alone to give me breasts.  I opened my mouth to cry out, to rage, to scream – and produced a strange, strangled, high pitched croak! Had they cut my vocal cords? Were they going to sell me to someone who thought girls were best seen and not heard? I lapsed back into unconsciousness.

When next I registered anything I thought for one wonderful moment that it had all been a bad dream – the same voice that had woken me that morning was saying

“April? April? I need you to wake up.”

I opened my eyes. It hadn’t been a dream. Miss Erinye was sitting by my bed.

Again I emitted that high pitched croak.

“Don’t try to talk just yet. Just listen. I’m here to tell you what’s been done to you. Your vocal cords are still healing. Once they’re ready you should have quite a fine soprano tone, but you’ll have odd effects in the meantime – even when you can form words, which I promise won’t take more than a day or so, you may find your voice isn’t quite under your control for a few days. Think of it as your voice breaking in reverse.

What else? Well your Adam’s apple has gone now and won’t be coming back. Your hairline is going to be lower – women generally do have lower hairlines even though you wouldn’t think it to look at them. Well, us.

That big old nose of yours is gone forever. Your new one is going to be much smaller and very pretty too. Your chin will be more rounded now and your jaw is narrower. We didn’t need to do anything to your cheekbones, you’ll be glad to know, and we plumped up your lips a little to make them fuller and poutier, but you didn’t need a full lip lift.

“Moving down, your testicles have been removed. No more male hormones, meaning all the effects of the female hormones will accelerate rapidly now there’s nothing to impede them. You can look forward to softer skin, breast growth, wider hips, a bigger bottom, thicker, fuller hair on your head, lighter finer hair everywhere else – though your face, chest and belly hair we’ll be removing with laser treatment anyway – the rest you’ll just have to deal with the same way as every other girl. You’ll retain more body fat, but you’ll find it doesn’t accumulate on the belly the way a man’s does, but on the breasts, bottom, upper arms and thighs. You’ll learn to cope. Diets help.

Lastly and most importantly, your penis is gone. Gone for good. It’s been used, together with the skin of your scrotum to form labia, a clitoris and a vagina. You really are a girl now. You’ll never be anything else. You need to come to understand that, truly and deeply in the heart of you. Worse, you’re a girl who is going to belong to a man. How you please him will determine the quality of your life from now on. Learning what we teach you could make the difference between the chance of a real life, even if it wasn’t the one you would have chosen, or dying in the gutter, a worn-out streetwalker ,old before her time, used up and drugged to the eyeballs just a few years from now. Don’t take that road April. Make the best of what you have, please.”

I managed, I don’t know how, to make my torn, violated throat form words.

“Easy –for- you- to-say.”

“No it isn’t. I was born Kevin Walker. I didn’t choose this life any more than you did.”

“Ahk?”

“Long story. A few years ago I was where you are now. I’m not proud of the choices I made, but I’m alive and I’m not locked in a cellar somewhere being tortured. I don’t want you to be either. “

Looking up at the termagant who’d been behind my torment from day one I could see that her eyes were suspiciously bright with unshed tears. This threw a whole new light on everything I’d thought I knew about my kidnappers. If Miss Erinye was an unwilling participant maybe others were too? It would explain Mr Artaud, who for the life of me I just couldn’t see choosing to be part of this set-up otherwise. Tait and Elliott? Hired muscle or desperate men? Either way, it meant escape would have been harder than I’d dreamed. I’d met the pawns but the chess player was invisible – and invulnerable.

“Ahk?!”  It was all too much. I closed my eyes and was gone into the velvet dark.

For the next week I was literally forbidden to get up – every one is following a sex change – apparently newly installed vaginas (vaginae?)  have a nasty little habit of falling out if they don’t have time to settle in properly. Consequently, since there was no way I could pass anything solid I lived on soups and sugary drinks for a week and muscle seemed to melt away from me like an ice cube in the Sahara. My arms and shoulders were becoming waiflike – girlish, not to put too fine a point on it! 

My chest, in the meantime, was already showing signs of puffiness. I was budding!  The hormones were driving me crazy too. Every time I thought about my situation – and I did, constantly – I cried like a girl. Which, let’s face it was appropriate enough. I’d left my escape attempt too late! I was now..what? What would a stranger call me who saw me walking down the street, or waiting at the bar? Arm candy, a bird, a chick, a babe, a dizzy mare, a sexy wee ride, a girl. 

Miss Erinye was right. I might escape this house, might even escape the shadowy organisation that stood behind it, but I could never escape from my own body. I was April now and even the furious sobs with which I tried to deny it grew softer, higher and more musical day by day.

From then on I went numb for a little while. Those lessons in femininity that could be continued while I was in bed, were, and I made no resistance, but simply did as I was told. I learned to sew and embroider and knit and darn, I read fashion magazines and practiced my make-up skills, I co-ordinated my earrings and jewellery to create different effects. I read romantic novels and fetish erotica to learn how I was supposed to react positively to male attention. 

I didn’t even object to the voice therapy – allegedly singing is a major part of voice therapy. Maybe so, but the songs they chose....”I am 16 going on 17”, “I’m just a girl”, I wanna be Bobby’s girl”, “Puppet on a String” “I’m a Barbie Girl”  – it was a measure of how beaten down I was that I just up and sang like a nightingale, in my soft, breathy, pretty new voice.

It continued after I could get up. I let them dress and undress me like a life-size Barbie without the least resistance. Why not? I was long gone – all that was left was April the pretty plaything. 

And I was pretty. For the first ten days or so after I was allowed up they kept me away from mirrors even after the bandages were off, not wanting me to see the swelling and bruising before it had worn off I suppose. The only way I could tell it was wearing off was by the gradual fading of the pain.  Then one morning they sat me down and Miss Erinye  carefully did my make up before Mr Tait and Mr Elliott wheeled out a huge covered mirror.

“Ta Da!” cried Mr Elliott, whipping the cover away.

I gasped. I was beautiful! Or pretty at least. Ok, I looked artificial with all that make up but it was I’m-here –for-a-photo-shoot artificial not I-used-to-be-a-guy artificial.  My hair – already long and augmented with extensions- hung in dark waves, framing my delicate, oval face with its big blue eyes. My smooth swanlike neck rose like the stem of a lily from my soft, white, bare shoulders. My black lacy dress clung to my developing curves and flat belly, the short puffy skirts flaring out to enhance the effect of my newly flaring hips. My slim, coltish legs, clad in flowery patterned stockings were long and luscious, black, strappy, high heeled shoes pushing them into an exaggeratedly feminine position. My smooth, flawless skin made me look much younger than I was. I could feel my mouth hanging open as one hand flew up to my face and flash

“What was that?”

“That was a publicity photo of the look on your face when you first saw the new you. It’s perfect! That one is definitely going on the front of the brochure.”

“Brochure?”

“Sure. We always send one to potential buyers.”

“Oh no! “

Call me an idiot, because I am, but I’d managed, in the shock of losing my gender, to push to the back of my mind the reason for all of this. 

“It beats the alternative” said Mr Elliott cheerily “If someone likes the brochure they come to meet you, put in a private bid on you and it all goes off nice and dignified. If not, we put you on the auction block, strip you nude and sell you to the highest bidder. Say ‘cheese’! “

Then I felt Mr Tait’s hands on my hips as he stepped up behind me and pulled me in to his body. I turned and tried for the blow I had felled him with, so long ago now – and he caught me by my newly-slender wrist.

I stared at my imprisoned hand. I hadn’t realised just how much bulk it had lost. Now it was as slender as my arms and wrists had become. There were no hairs left on it, the skin was smooth and soft, nails smoothly polished pink ovals. I stood transfixed. This was a hand that could stroke, soothe, caress, maybe scratch – but not one that could hope to strike down a man twice my size any more. I was vulnerable. Truly, utterly, vulnerable. Whatever means I might have to defend myself against a man now didn’t include physical force. So what was left? Pleading? Tears? Sulks? Pouting?

“Strip.” said Mr Tait

I stared up at him, speechless, lip trembling, noticing for the first time how much taller than me he was. I was a bare five foot six (Alright five foot five. And a bit.) I’d always said to myself it didn’t matter. It mattered now. He burst out laughing looking at my expression.

“Strip. We want photos for the brochure. You’re safe until we get the decision on if you’re being sold as a virgin or not.  Believe me, I’m eagerly awaiting the news.” He guffawed again

“It’s OK April.” added Mr Elliott in a more soothing tone. “It really is only for photos.”

Whether it was or wasn’t, what choice did I have? And it wasn’t as if anyone was ever going to recognise me. I stripped down to my underwear, before Miss Erinye intervened

“Stop. Let’s get some lingerie shots first. Strike a pose please, April.”

I faced the camera, trembling.  My small but unmistakeable breasts were semi-exposed by a translucent black muslin bra, lacy black knickers showed off exactly what I hadn’t got any longer, hold up stockings completed the ensemble. My hips were still narrow but had already started to swell. The corset contraption they’d had me wearing most of the time since I arrived had combined with the diet to give me a perceptible indentation at the waist.  

Numbly I lifted one knee rubbing the ankle of that leg against the other, head thrown back a little. Flash

I put my arms behind my head, elbows back, shoulders back, pushing out my chest for all to see, one leg a little forward of the other. Flash

Then they started playing around with my hairstyle. Hair in pigtails, hair in ponytail, hair in plaits, hair held back by Alice bands, held up by scrunchies, by ribbons. Flash. Flash. Flash.

“OK, that’ll do for those clothes.” Announced Miss Erinye “ What shall we have next? The Victorian dresses or the fetish gear?”

“Victorian dresses?”

“Oh yes. Two or three of our best customers are into something called “Victorian Household ”. Basically they’re the patriarch and their women are treated in every way as if they were still living in the days when women couldn’t own property, couldn’t vote, couldn’t go to University, the works. They all own big walled country estates of course. The only time their women ever leave is in a closed carriage.”

“How nice.” I said icily as Mr Tait emerged with a whalebone corset. A few moments later I was too out of breath to comment at all. Those things are like wearing a personal boa constrictor!  As for the bustle and the petticoats and the bonnet! Ei yei yei! When Miss Erinye announced it was time to move on to the fetish gear I had to bite my lip to avoid saying that it couldn’t be any more restrictive than what I was already wearing.

I was right, but I hadn’t considered how much more revealing the fetish gear was. It is a very, very strange sensation to be standing naked in front of two men openly devouring you with their eyes, locked into a thick leather collar and then having leather manacles strapped to your wrists and a short chain run between them via a metal D ring on the collar. Basically it meant my hands couldn’t reach any lower than my chest, and I instinctively covered my breasts with my palms.

“Don’t cover them. Cup them. Hold them up like you’re offering them to someone.”

Wordlessly I complied. Flash.

“Smile.”

I tried, but I think the end result was something like the grin on a pumpkin lantern carved by a blind man. That fixed grin of terror stayed through a dozen costume changes while the two men watched me hungrily. In Mr Elliott’s case I think it was involuntary, but Mr Tait was openly enjoying himself. 

It was a relief to eventually be taken away for my laser electrolysis. I had a lot to think about. Unfortunately the thought that I couldn’t seem to clear out of my head was the same, I suspect, as every girl goes through when her body becomes overtly female – the stage I was at now. Guys want to sleep with me! Yuk! Eek! Help!  

That afternoon was a blank again, just as it had been the day they made me afraid of spiders. When I awoke I couldn’t feel anything different – but then I hadn’t been able to the first time either. I was lying on a bed, wrapped only in a silk robe, with Mr Elliott sitting in a chair beside me

“What happened?”

“Nothing bad, I promise. And I have some good news. Go get your glad rags on; we’re going shopping.

“Shopping?”

“Or just for a walk round town if you prefer. We agreed it would be good for you to get out and about. Let’s face it, you’ve been through a lot.” 

“Mr Elliott will be with you of course.” put in Miss Erinye, making me jump, as she’d been standing out of my line of sight and I hadn’t known she was there. “Someone has to keep an eye on you and there’s less chance of you being molested if you’re with a boyfriend.”

Boyfriend?! Quite apart from the whole yuk factor he had to be at least thirty-five, probably more, practically senile compared to my real age of twenty, never mind the seventeen or eighteen I now appeared to be. Revulsion stirred in me and...something else? I sat bolt upright.

“What did you do to me??”

“Nothing bad, I swear!” repeated Mr Elliott

“I don’t believe you! What have you done?”

“Just go to your room and get dressed April. All will be revealed.”

I bet it will. You might talk about making the best of things but it doesn’t stop you gloating over your little surprises. I thought as I wandered off with a glare to put my outfit together. 

I was hoping to go for something at least androgynous, if I couldn’t do masculine, but one look in the full length mirror told me I couldn’t hope to pull it off even if I’d been allowed to try. Besides which, the clothes and accessories I had available wouldn’t have done it. I refreshed my make- up and slipped into a dark, long-sleeved top, puffball skirt, black tights and black strappy heels with a matching handbag, containing, as I’d been abjured that first dreadful morning, lipstick, compact, mascara, perfume, deodorant and a nail file.

As I descended the long staircase to the hall where Mr Elliott stood awaiting me by the front door I was disconcerted to see what looked like a genuine look of admiration on his face – not the cruel, gloating lust Mr Tait specialised in, but the sort of look you’d give a pretty girl when you arrived to pick her up for a date – and saw that she wasn’t just pretty, she was beautiful. 

Worse, far worse, I could feel an answering sensation in myself, besides the shock and the horror. I wasn’t quite sure what it was, but it disturbed me.  A lot!

“Your chariot awaits, my lady.” He smiled, opening the great oak door to reveal a smart looking car on the driveway outside. (I didn’t recognise the make, but I’d never cared about that sort of thing. I stumbled and nearly fell as I realised that was true of most girls I knew and of very few blokes. Was there another reason besides my ex-boss’s treachery that had brought me here? Was I suitable for their dreadful experiments in some way?)

“Why thank you, kind sir” I replied, playing up to the charade. Unspoken was the knowledge that if I tried to escape or reveal my true identity while we were out Mr Elliott undoubtedly had orders to activate the nightmare pain they’d used to control me since I arrived and I would be in too much agony to utter another recognisable word.

I cringed inwardly as I was forced by the shortness of my skirt to sit sideways and swing myself into the car seat – another feminine skill I didn’t want and had never thought I’d need. Along with the cringing came that elusive something again and I was lost in thought for a moment or so, trying to analyse it as the powerful car swung away from the great door, down the gravel driveway and out of the vast iron gates.

We wove through country lanes in the bright afternoon sunshine for about half an hour in nervous silence (well, I was nervous but I couldn’t see anything Mr Elliott had to be nervous about) before arriving at a little country town. I wasn’t sure where we were. The name on the road sign meant nothing to me, the countryside had been standard lush English green. The older houses we’d passed seemed to be made of stone, rather than brick, which meant we were probably somewhere North or West of the Tees-Exe line, but that really didn’t narrow it down by much. Oh well, I told myself, it hardly mattered. I certainly wasn’t going to make an escape with Mr Elliott escorting me.

“What’s your name?” I said as he manoeuvred to park in a narrow road off the High Street “I can’t  keep calling you ‘Mr Elliott’ if we’re going to be going round in public together.”

“Geordie.”

“”Geordie?”

“It’s short for ‘George’.” He muttered defensively.

“No it’s not; it’s a letter longer.”

“My parents were from Tyneside, what can I say? At least it’s better than my middle name.”

“Which is?”

“Proinsias. Stop laughing, they were Tyneside Irish.”

I laughed harder. It wasn’t like I’d had that many opportunities lately and now I could hardly stop. Even the fact that my laughter now bore a disturbing resemblance to a fit of the giggles didn’t give me pause.

“Geordie Proinsias Elliott?”

“Don’t be mean. How would you like it?” 

“A lot better than I like April Elizabeth May!”

He had the grace to look shamefaced.

“I know. I’m sorry.”

“Sure. Let’s go. The sooner whatever surprise you have for me is over, the sooner I can stop sharing my personal space with you!”

And with that I was out of the car, before he could unstrap himself and get round to my side to open the door for me. I’d decided chivalry sucked. At least from Geordie and his little gang.

“April, wait! I promise you we really are just going shopping.”

“What  for? More of your disgusting fetish gear so you can truss me up and take photos of me?”

“No. You’re going to shop for clothes for yourself. It’s a kind of test. If you come back with anything that looks blokish they do more hypnotism. Please April. Just play along.”

I considered him for a moment.

“All right. How do I buy things? They haven’t given me any money.”

“I pay. That’s why my cover is as your boyfriend. That wasn’t my idea, I swear.”

I glared at him while I considered matters. (Pointlessly. I’d tried a surrepititious glare in the mirror while I was getting dressed, just to see what it looked like on my new face. Adorable, is what it looked like. Like a cross kitten.) He might be telling the truth. In any case it didn’t matter. He could force me to co-operate whether I wanted to or not, even if he wanted to parade me down the street on a leash in my underwear. The fact he hadn’t immediately resorted to threats was a good sign.

“OK, let’s go.”

Walking down the street, hand in hand (Yuk again!) was horribly embarrassing. No matter what I looked like part of me was screaming that I was a bloke walking down the street wearing a skirt and everyone was going to see it. I was scared at first that everyone had – men and boys were staring at me, openly or stealthily, but constantly. Then I realised – they were checking me out! I felt horrified that they couldn’t see I was (once) a guy, horrified at the thoughts that must be going through their lecherous little minds, angry and embarrassed because I knew that being stared at was part of the territory for women, especially young ones, and ...something else.

I pulled away from Mr-everything-is-going-to-be-OK bloody Elliott so fast my back hit a wall.

“What did you do to me?”

“April, it’s OK I-“ he began reaching for my arm. I tore it away fast enough to actually hurt myself.

“It is not OK! What did you do??”

“I’ll tell you everything, I promise, if you’ll calm down and stop making a scene.”

Amazing a part of me thought under the anger and panic This evil, ruthless kidnapper is just as scared of a scene with a woman shouting at him in public as any normal guy

“Tell me everything and I’ll think about it!”

“It’s from the last conditioning session, the one this afternoon. You were very, very heterosexual – that’s a problem if you’re going to be with a guy.”

“No shit Sherlock! Now what do you mean I was heterosexual??”

“They couldn’t find a way to simply do away with that. So they came up with something else.”

“What?”

“Every, er every time you get embarrassed – they tied to your sex drive. How do I put this?”

“Very quickly!”

“Every time you get embarrassed you get turned on.”

“Eh?” For a moment I stood dumbfounded. “Why?”

“Think about it. How do you feel about wearing make up?”

“Totally embarra – oh you bastard!”

Now I got it. Everything about my situation embarrassed me. Dressing like a girl, wearing make up, being treated like a girl, being checked out by guys. It was all horribly, excruciatingly embarrassing. Being sold to a man, being ...oh my God! The worse things got the more effective this would be. I was going to be ‘No pants April, the girl most likely to’!

“I’m sorry April. It wasn’t supposed to be a shock like this; it was supposed to creep up on you gradually, so that it felt natural.”

“You mean this feeling is going to get worse?”

“Er, I suppose, not worse, I mean – you’re supposed to get to like it.”

“Oh,how nice! Tell me one thing. How could you do this to anybody??”

“I wasn’t given a choice!”

“No, I wasn’t given a choice!” I replied, tears starting to roll down my cheeks now “You weren’t kidnapped, so what do you mean, you didn’t have a choice?”

“If you’ll keep walking I’ll tell you.”

I wiped a tear away and let him take my hand and lead me onwards. Of course, a handkerchief was the one thing I’d left behind. I’d need to find a ladies room soon: I must be looking like a panda with runny mascara.

“I was a private detective. After I’d been slung out of the police. I won’t lie to you April, I wasn’t a particularly nice person, but I swear I wasn’t a monster. I was hired to find one of the organisation’s previous..transformees –and I did. The police had failed, other detectives had failed but I found them. Unfortunately, others had found me. I thought I had the drop on them. Then they showed me a photo of my children.”

“You have children?”

“A girl and a boy. Both in their teens now.  And an ex-wife who I don’t want anything to happen to either. They told me I could either come and work for them or my family would be put on the acquisition list. The Organisation – they never call it anything else – is huge, April. I could shut down this one cell that you’ve seen, but the others would be free to strike at my family. I don’t think anything could take out the whole group at once. You wouldn’t believe me if I told you who I’ve seen at the auctions. These people own governments, they buy police departments, they walk between the raindrops.”

He looked at me shamefaced. “What could I have done? What would you have done?”

That was actually such a good question I had no answer. I wanted to condemn him, to scream at him, to call him a monster and a coward and a scumbag. But I didn’t have any family. If I did, and they’d been threatened with what I’d been through..? I couldn’t swear I wouldn’t have done the same thing. I couldn’t even swear it was the wrong thing. Given those choices, isn’t it a man’s duty to save his family? Or a woman’s?

“So, you aren’t a monster?”

“I am a monster. But I didn’t choose to be.”

“Like ‘Curse of the Werewolf’” I nodded “Only you’ve given me the Curse of the Were-Girl. Too bad I can’t change back when the moon goes down.”

“I know. I’m sorry.”

“Then help me! Surely there’s something you can do? I know now I’m stuck as a girl: I don’t want to be a slave!”

“I’m already doing the only thing I can. We – any of us that you’ve met –we don’t have much influence, but our advice on who to sell you to, that is sometimes listened to.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Clients want different things. With the cash they’re paying they can insist on specifics in the girl we provide. We’ve already persuaded one guy that you aren’t suitable to be a puppy girl.”

I don’t know what a puppy girl is but I’m quite sure I don’t want to find out! Thank Heaven for small mercies I thought.

“There’s one client wants something rather unusual. Something a lot better for you than most of the usual slave/maid/plaything gigs. We’ve been trying to persuade them you’re ideal for the job. I’ve said it, Miss Erinye’s said it – as for Monsieur Artaud!”

“What did he say?”

“Ah, Mademoiselle, she is of a nature most perfect  and suitable for thees assignment. A young lady  of the most delicate refinement and firm resolution, only a fool would not seize zis oppairtunity!”

I got the giggles again. It sounded exactly like the little Frenchman. My hero!

“But what is the assignment?”

“I can’t tell you: but I can tell you you’re meeting the client tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Another reason for the shopping trip. I was going to tell you all about this and suggest you pick a suitable outfit.”

“How can I pick a suitable outfit” I said, exasperated “if you won’t tell me anything?”

“You need something that’s pretty and demure – the sort of thing that says you’re attractive but not a slapper.”

“Ha! Despite the fact that you’ve just tried to hypnotise me to be a slapper?” I said archly. A passing old lady did a double take. OK, I needed to keep my voice down. Goodness knows what other people had heard of this conversation. Hopefully they’d think we were rehearsing a play. Or mad. After all, it wasn’t as if they could do anything to help.

“OK” I said “Let’s go shopping.”

“OK. Try not to wiggle like that; it’s attracting more attention.”

“I have to wiggle like this, my knickers have gone right up – I just have to, OK? Come on, I want to find a changing room.”

After two hours of petty revenge, making Geordie stand around outside the women’s changing rooms holding my handbag while I tried things on, I eventually selected an outfit and we headed back to the manor house for an early night. I wasn’t tired, but I definitely felt the need to do some thinking.

Lying in my girly-girl bed with the frilled pillow covers and the brass bedsteads that evening, a little turned on just by the sheer femininity of the bedroom itself I did what every good salesman should and assessed exactly where I was going from here.

Standing in front of the mirror confirmed what I knew and what everyone kept telling me. I was a girl and a very pretty one too.  From the look of things I hadn’t even finished developing yet. Curves, is what I’m getting at. It looked like I was developing into the sort of girl who looks like a scenic roundabout seen from above. I had to stop fighting that, even in my head; it just wasn’t going to work. Three billion people were female. If half the human race could cope I could too. The question was, what sort of a girl, what sort of a person was I going to be. (Curvy is what, whispered an inner voice You haven’t even finished developing and look at you.)

I knew I couldn’t be what I had been, the ruthless, thrusting salesman, determined to get ahead and the Devil take the hindmost. Miss Erinye had made it quite clear the Organisation’s clients paid high for old fashioned girls. What was more, I realised I didn’t want to be the person I had been. I had been selfish, cocky, uncaring. I hadn’t loved a soul since my parents died six years ago. And no one had loved me. No one had missed me or come looking for me. I’d scared my boss and my colleagues enough that they’d conspired to have this done to me. Maybe, just maybe, if I’d been a bit more connected to the rest of humanity I wouldn’t be where I was now.

Oh, don’t get me wrong, I didn’t think for a minute I’d deserved this. I wasn’t any less angry with those responsible. But I didn’t want to be anything like them anymore. Sure, I hadn’t done anything as bad as they had, but I’d cared no more for those around me.

I wanted to be a good person now, a caring person, someone who put others first. Not for advantage, not because it might make my life easier, just because it was the right thing to do. In a way it was playing into the hands of my captors – this was probably an attitude they’d encourage in their victims if they could. I didn’t care. I wasn’t responsible for their actions, only for my own. And I was going to be someone who, in however small a way, even if I was a slave or a whore, made the world around them a better place by being nice to people. My old self would have thought this a feeble ambition. I still didn’t care. My old self might have become rich or powerful, reached the heights of so-called success but when I went to my grave I would have gone unmourned. 

Besides, I was going to have no effective legal rights, but that didn’t mean I was powerless. Women have had legal rights for barely a century anywhere – but anyone who thinks that means they had no power is dreaming. I had an advantage over most women. They’d never experienced the heart-stopping hammer blow the sight of a woman’s beauty could deal. They didn’t know at first hand the effects of their charms, their frowns or smiles, the turn of a hip, the sound of a girl’s laughter, the way these things could turn a man into a lunatic willing to fight giants, slay dragons and take out an enormous mortgage. I did. 

I could be a good person! I could try to give love even if I couldn’t receive it or feel it and maybe, just maybe, I could make a decent life for myself. The hints Mr Elliott had dropped suggested that there was more to what tomorrow’s potential buyers wanted from me than simple sexploitation. It was time to take the Organisation’s lemons and make lemonade.

“So there!” I concluded, sticking my tongue out at my reflection in the mirror. It looked cute. Good! A cute girl could make someone very happy.  And if I was cute enough I could probably persuade that someone to take charge of dealing with spiders!

April Sold

The next morning I sat nervously perched on the edge of a sumptuous Regency sofa, neurotically tucking my hair behind one ear for the fifth time in a minute. On a little polished walnut coffee table before me sat a tray, a fine bone china pot of tea and several cups (prepared, of course, by me, the Organisation’s answer to Cinderella). Beside me sat Miss Erinye. For once she wasn’t the cause of my nervousness. Neither was the fact that one bra strap seemed to have gone tight overnight and I couldn’t get it adjusted properly. No, my nerves were due to the couple sitting across the table from me – the ones who’d come to see the goods. It was a very strange sensation to be up for sale, but I reminded myself that it had to be way better than standing nude on an auction block waiting for the bids.

As people the couple didn’t seem too unnerving. A man and a woman, both in vigorous late middle age, she a little taller than me, he well over six foot, both dressed in casual but extremely good quality clothes, the sort that quietly said “money” with more impact than a suit of diamonds could have screamed it. Oddly, they seemed a little nervous of me too. I couldn’t think why. I was the one who was wearing a collar. 

Yes, you heard that right. Despite my demure, conservative blouse, dark skirt, minimal jewellery and make up and clear nail varnish I was wearing a collar, a ring of steel coated with soft black leather.  Little silver bells were attached, jingling every time I moved. From the front dangled a tag like you you’d see on a cat or a dog. It read “My name is April. I belong to - . If found, please return me to - . Reward” It didn’t really go with my outfit, but it certainly seemed a clever way of showing buyers I was tamed. No one who allowed this to be put on them was ever likely to rebel. I tried to focus, as Miss Erinye wound up her sales pitch.

“April is an accomplished dancer- “Oh come on, I thought This is a lousy sales pitch. Who is going to go to the expense and legal risks of buying a slave girl just to watch her do the Dance of the Sugar Plum Fairy? “a talented cook, can colour co-ordinate fittings and decorations and is well aware that both co-operation and enthusiasm are expected of her in...other areas. Indeed, with the conditioning you’ve been told about it won’t be long before she will be unable not to co-operate enthusiastically. Her beauty and her charms as your hostess this morning speak for themselves. We are justly proud of April.”

“All good things that will come in handy, but not the primary reason we want her.” The man broke in. “April, the task we want you for is a lifelong one, but we think you might enjoy it. We understand you were very ambitious, very driven in your, er, your previous career. If you are the right girl, which we’ll decide after we’ve talked to you, we have a challenge for you. ”

Please, please don’t be talking about threesomes I thought. Some of that must have shown on my face – it isn’t easy to control your expression when you’re still getting used to what you look like.

“First of all you should know, we aren’t considering buying you for ourselves but for our son.”

My jaw dropped. Oh my gosh, I’m a present. I’m a stocking filler! Literally! Arrghh! Probably it was the impact of that truly awful unintentional pun on my higher faculties that allowed my mouth to speak before my brain could get back in gear.

“You’re buying your son a sex slave??!”

“No! We’re buying him an inspiration.”

Huh? I thought and then they both began filling me in at once.

“He’s clever but he’s lazy.”

“Not lazy, unfocussed.”

“A dilettante!”

“Artistic temperament!”

“Let’s not have this row again. We’re agreed that he’s very, very clever. Very talented. But he isn’t fulfilling his potential. So we decided that he needs an incentive, someone he really wants to impress.”

“Someone he wants to achieve for, so he can impress her.”

“Someone he wants to succeed for so he can give her things.”

“Presents. Nights out.”

“Everything! Home, holidays, money, jewels.”

“You’ve heard the expression ‘Behind every great man there’s a great woman’? We want you to be that woman.”

“We want you to inspire him.”

“To get him to focus on what’s important.”

“To get him to at least try to get into University!”

“Try to get into-? Just a moment, please. How old is he?”

“He’ll be eighteen soon.”

Soon?!! Eighteen soon?!!

“Mr and Mrs  -?”

“Dacre. Leonard and Mary Dacre.”

“Mr and Mrs Dacre, Sir, Ma’am, how were you planning on this working? Obviously I’ll do everything I can, but if I’m just a present myself, I think he’ll take me for granted, for obvious reasons.”

“We thought of that. Miss Erinye will use the Organisation’s resources to get you into his school with a checkable back history, and then into whatever University he goes to. Seducing him will be your job.”

“But I’m too old for school.”

“Not any more you’re not.” Miss Erinye replied “If the Dacres decide you’re suitable we can arrange for you to be officially any age needed.”

“The same age as Vinnie, I think.” put in Mrs Dacre.

I don’t believe it. They’ve not only taken away my status as a man, now they’re taking away my status as an adult! I’m going to be a schoolgirl!

“So, just to make sure I understand. You want me to go to school with your son?”

“Uh hmm” Mr Dacre nodded

“Become his girlfriend?”

“That’s right.” Mrs Dacre this time

“Inspire him to work hard and go to University?”

“Not just University – we want him to have a good career.” Mr Dacre again

“To be ambitious” Mrs Dacre added

“Successful” Back to Mr Dacre

“Like you were.” Mrs Dacre

“But with a different ending.” Mr Dacre got the last word in this round of verbal tennis and I tried not to gape.

“So, assuming you decide I’m right for the job, you want me to persuade a, a boy (Oh Dear Lord how did I get into this? ), who has never met me, that I’m his soulmate, become his girlfriend and get him to stay with me all through his teen years and all the temptations of his University career despite the fact that throughout that time I will be pushing him to do things which he is not inclined to do and which you, his parents, can’t persuade him to do?”

“Yes. That’s why we chose you. You were a salesman. Were you a good one?”

“I was a great one.”

“Then surely you can sell something as desireable as a lovely young girl and a bright, successful future.”

“And if I can, what then? Do I go free?” Oh please, oh please!

“Sort of. We said it was a lifelong task. And having started it I’m sure you wouldn’t want to see it all fall apart. You wouldn’t be a slave girl, which is what I understand the Organisation usually provides. You’d be a wife.”

“A good wife” Mrs Dacre put in

Through the shock I tried to tug my skirt unobtrusively down over my knees. If they’d warned me I was meeting my future in-laws I’d have worn something floor length!

“Someone who will always there to support our boy. Just like his mother was for me.”

The Dacres smiled at each other, so warmly that the rest of us might not have been in the room. It was obvious that they were happy in their marriage and like all parents they wanted their children to be happy. In my opinion this was a thoroughly demented way of going about it, but there were certainly worse people in the world. One of them was sitting right next to me in fact and I gave her a sidelong glance as I asked my next question.

“What would happen if I failed?”

“We would refund the Dacres a proportion of your purchase price, depending on how long you’d been away and put you up for sale again.” Miss Erinye replied

So, my choices were to be a constantly re-vended slave girl or the little woman?  Assuming I could pull this off at all. But if I didn’t get this option the next interested buyer could be the worst sort of psycho or sadist, or the proprietor of a specialist cathouse, or a clinically obese octogenarian with bad breath, no conversation and a rubber fetish. The possibilities were endless and horrible. Also if Vincent thought of me as a girlfriend that would be very weird and disconcerting, but way better than being with someone who knew I had no choice but to obey. At the least, it meant he wouldn’t be using the Pain that the Organisation commanded in order to coerce me. 

Also, in line with my resolution to be a good person from now on, maybe this would put me in a position to fend off the next clinically insane plan these two well-meaning control freak loonies came up with to help their son!

“I would have to plan this, like I’d plan any good sales campaign.  For that I need information. Please can you tell me some more about your son.”

So the Dacres resumed their round of verbal tennis and gradually filled me in. Vincent was very handsome (says his mother. Surprise.), he was very clever (they both agreed). He had a wonderful nature, any girl would be lucky to have him (His mother). Unfortunately it seemed like any skank did, and then moved on; the girls who were serious about relationships saw him as too much of a drifter (His father). That’s not true (His mother). Then why did that nice Simmons girl break up with him (His father). Well, she was no better than she should be (His mother). By now I was getting a headache.  

Vincent was talking about doing some dippy-hippy subject at college like English with Music (they agreed), instead of a proper subject like Law (his father) or Medicine (his mother) or anything that led to a decent career (both). It was that damn band of his (his father) or maybe that was just a symptom (his mother). He smokes pot (his father). I don’t believe that (his mother).

Either way, I could see I had my work cut out.

“What kind of girl does he like?”

“We aren’t sure. There doesn’t seem to be a pattern.”

“I don’t suppose you brought a picture of him?”

“Of course” said Mrs Dacre, opening her handbag.

And there he was. Vincent. My future lord and master. Vincent was very tall, with clean, dark hair.  He was skinny without looking in the least weak, but perhaps with a bit of bulk still to come as he matured. He was dressed in battered jeans, heavy boots and a leather jacket. I was a grown man, or had been until a little while back, but the new me would look small and fragile beside him. Girly,in fact. I shrugged. I’d already decided that no matter how weird or humiliating it felt there was no point fighting the fact that I was a girl now: by extension that meant I had nothing to fear from being girly.

“I think I can do it. I’ll need to know everything about him. Hobbies, interests, friends, tastes, preferences, the works. But given that I can at least do the first part of this. What happens then depends on the one thing none of us can command.”

“Which is?”

“Love.”

“If you can’t guarantee anything why should we waste our money on – “ began Mr Dacre but Mrs Dacre cut him off with gentle hand on his arm. Seemed like she was the velvet glove around the iron fist.

“April’s right honey. She can do everything right and still see him run off with some floozy if he doesn’t feel for her. That will be true of everyone and anyone we hire for this. April is just being honest with us. We know she has the best incentive of all to succeed and we know now she won’t try to snow us with bluster or false promises. I think she’s the one.”

“Alright, “ said Mr Dacre “where would you like to start?”

“Could I see his bedroom? While he isn’t there, I mean?”

“Tomorrow. We’ll pick you up about 10 am.” Evidently Dacre pere didn’t waste words.

Mrs Dacre smiled at me as they got up to go. 

“I am so pleased to have met you April. A nice, level headed girl is just what young Vincent needs” In a masterpiece of self control I smiled back at her.

Argh! No! Damn! Sugar! Eek! Yuk! That sentence is wrong on so many levels I don’t know where to start!

As I gathered up the tea things I heard a snatch of low voiced conversation from Miss Erinye to Mr Elliott at the door “...if she freaks out..can’t risk it....I don’t care, it has to be done.” 

I didn’t know what they were talking about but those words sent an icy thrill of fear right through me.

April Deflowered

After the Dacres departed I was told I was free of my lessons for the rest of the day. A few hours later I was lying on the bed, freshly bathed and moisturised and wearing only my silk nightgown and a pair of knickers. I was enjoying the sensation of lolling around on the beautiful Edwardian bed. Also I figured if I acted a little more feminine and got used to it, it might help me cope with the sheer embarrassment of being a girl. I’d even fastened a flower in my hair. From time to time a glance in the mirror reassured me that however silly I felt I looked completely normal – for a girl. So far it was just making me feel even more embarrassed. Which triggered the hypnosis implanted effects  that Geordie had warned me about – little shivers of excitement were running through me. Which made me even more embarrassed! Which led to – well, you get the point: it was a vicious circle. I was positively squirming and I could feel my knickers getting damp.

To distract myself I’d commandeered some notepaper and a fluffy quill pen from the dressing table and was jotting down random thoughts as to how I might to try to come across in order to appeal to the Dacre’s pride and joy. It wasn’t going particularly well. So far they read 

Share V’s interest in music? Singing or instruments?

Be skater girl? Goth? Girly-girl? Nerd girl? Rock chick? Complete tart??

Tomboy? Positive, get to wear trousers. Negative- Dacres would hate, feet wouldn’t touch

Be damsel in distress? Trip and pretend to sprain ankle? Fake drowning, be rescued? Beg for help with homework?

Go to V’s band, be groupie? N.B. Parents hate band! – bad move?

Engage in intellectual conversation and impress with personality? Keep on list for if all else fails. N.B. What personality? Three months ago my only interest in life was selling office supplies! Oh God, just realised why the last girl I chatted up looked as if she was losing the will to live!

Cook meal? Way to man’s heart via stomach? How get V to meal? Thanks for drowning rescue?

Join cheerleaders???! (NB Does school have cheerleaders –England after all.)

Play hard to get?

Drama? Audition if V does acting

Wear very, very short skirt and drop pencil??

Really it was an exercise in futility until I knew more about him; also I probably had less experience of vamping a guy than any girl not raised by scary religious people. It was going to be trial and error to find out what my powers of attraction were. On the plus side, I’d tried pouting in the mirror and was fairly impressed; it would have worked on me.

Of course, all this distraction was helping me to avoid focussing on the fact that (a) I didn’t want to date a guy at all (b) the alternatives were worse and (c) the elephant in the room, that very soon my life was going to involve dating, kissing, petting and euww euww eeyuk! Damn it!

It was at that precise moment that there came a knock at the door.

“Hello?”

“It’s me, Geordie.”

“Oh! Come on in. What’s up?”

“Hey kid,” he said, walking into the room “how’s it going?”

“Um, so-so, I guess. I’m just trying to make a plan really.”

“Are you succeeding?”

“Can’t say yet. I keep coming up short on a few things. Firstly, I don’t know enough about the guy except that his mother thinks he’s handsome and smart..”

“Do you think he’s handsome?” he interrupted

“Geordie, you know the answer to that question: I don’t think any guy is handsome – not in that way anyway. That was the bit your pet brainwashers couldn’t alter, remember?”

“I remember. I also remember they did something else instead.”

“I know.” I winced “Believe me, that has its’ effect; I was just thinking about that before you arrived. But it still hasn’t altered my orientation.”

“Yeah, I figured.” Geordie slumped on to the chair in front of the dressing table, looking unhappy and staring alternately at the carpet and the far window. “So what do you think is going to happen the first time – you know?”

“God knows. Between you and me I’m worried I might freak out.”

He sighed deeply

“Yeah, you’re not the only one worried about that.”

Something in his tone set alarm bells jingling in my brain

“What do you mean?”

“I mean Miss Erinye reckons we can’t afford for you to freak out the first time this boy lays a hand on you.”

“And so?” I asked, my voice starting to rise a little in panic

“So she decided it couldn’t be your first time.”

I was off the bed like a hot rivet and scrambling back against the wall before I knew it

“What do you mean??”

“I mean I’ve been sent to, to deflower you.”

“No! You bastard! No!”

“April, please. You knew it was going to happen soon anyway. I promise I won’t hurt you. You might even like it.”

Fat chance! I thought But he’s right, this was always going to happen, one way or another. It was a given once I woke up with a whole new body. I left it too late to escape.

I caught sight of myself in the mirror, flushed, red lips parted, tendrils of wavy hair tumbling over my heaving bosom. I had the body of a girl. There was no denying it. I’d already made up my mind that I would live and make the best of the life that had been thrust upon me. So I was being silly.

“Just don’t move” I said “Give me a minute.” I took deep, slow breaths. If the body is calm, the mind will follow, I told myself.

“April, I’m so sorry” he was saying “I’ve never been asked to do this before. Normally it doesn’t matter if the girls freak out the first time or not. “

“Oh, well that’s reassuring!!”

“I would have said no, I swear to you, if I didn’t know they’d just send someone else. I can go away and get them to send someone else if you’d prefer?”

“No. No freaking way is Mr Tait touching me.”

“That isn’t going to be a problem.” Geordie interjected, but I ignored him

“If we’re going to go through with this then you have to remember I’m not a piece of meat. I’m an English  gi..gir - girl and I demand the right to lose my virginity in the traditional English way.”

“What do you mean?”

“You have to get me tipsy first.”

Ten minutes later I was safely wrapped in a pink fluffy dressing gown and sitting across the pine scrubbed kitchen table from Geordie with an extra large glass of Pinot Grigio. My second. I downed the first in one gulp.”

“So how come Mr Tait isn’t here? I thought he was just waiting for a chance to  -to” I trailed off

“Oh you have Monsieur Artaud to thank for that. Me, a little bit, I was arguing hard against it, but Monsieur Artaud settled the whole thing.”

“How?”

Geordie starting chuckling, a chuckle that turned to outright laughter

“You really wouldn’t believe me if I told you!”

“Tell me.”

He only laughed harder.

“I said tell me! Or I promise I’ll, I’ll, I’ll think of something mean to do and then do it. Oh come on.”

“OK, OK, I will, though that has to be the silliest threat I ever heard. Jimmy Tait was determined he was going to have you. You know what a creep he can be, well he said we’d been mollycoddling you all this time and you’d be way keener to do as you’re told if there was no more Mr Nice Guy. It had got to a stand up row between him and me and Miss Erinye was wavering when – when” He started laughing again

“Geordie Proinsias Elliott, if you don’t tell me right now I’m going to scream!”

“Scream?” He was laughing even harder now

“It works for most girls I know. Besides the alternative is beating my teeny-tiny fists on your big manly chest and for all I know you’d enjoy that!” He got control of himself with an effort

“You know that freaking cane Monsieur Artaud carries around with him all the time? It turned out to be a sword stick!”

“A what?”

“A sword stick. A rapier concealed inside a cane. And the little guy is like Zorro! You know how fast he can move when he feels like it? Well, he cut through Tait’s belt and waistband before anyone could move. The blade must be like a razor, it was incredible. So there was Jimmy in his underpants and Miss Erinye’s starting forward to zap Monsieur Artaud with the Pain-“

“Wait, she can do that to him as well?”

“To anybody in this place or its grounds. To make it work outside there has to be an implant. Yes, you have one. That’s all I know, so don’t ask any more. Do you want to hear the rest of this story or not?”

“Yes!”

“So before she can do anything at all his rapier is somehow at the pit of her throat. I don’t know how. I’ve never seen anyone or anything move that fast. Ballroom dancing obviously makes you fitter than I realised. We’re all frozen in this tableau for a few seconds until this tiny, tiny drop of blood can be seen on her neck. Less than the nick you’d get from shaving. Then he says “A thousand pardons Madam for my clumsiness.” And the sword is somehow back at Jimmy’s underwear, only now his pants have been cut off now, faster than I could follow,  and the blade is just by his scrotum. Not moving at all, looking like it never moved. And now you can see Jimmy had an erection all along and it’s melting so his dick is headed straight for the blade.”

I was laughing too now

“You’re making this up. It’s just too good to be true!”

“I swear to God and then just as his dick’s about to fall on to the blade Monsieur Artaud draws his sword away very carefully so it makes this paper cut at the very tip of Jimmy’s dick.”

“You are kidding me!”

“It’s true, I swear! And then Artaud is all “Alors, but I am clumsy again. A thousand, thousand pardons! Please, I beg of you Monsieur, you must go and lie down.” And Jimmy is trying to brazen it out like he wasn’t scared shitless and saying “No thanks I’ll be fine.” And Artaud just looks at him and says “No Monsieur, I do not think you will. I think it will be several days before you are fit enough to be seen again. Also, my terrible clumsiness it is a thing to be avoided, non? Who knows what could happen next?”

I was laughing so hard now I could feel the tears starting to roll down my cheeks. It felt good to laugh after everything that had happened to me, very good indeed.

“So what did Miss Erinye do?” I managed to splutter out

“She stood there frozen while Jimmy pulled up his ruined clothes and tried to make his escape with dignity and she watched while he went out and shut the door behind him and we all stood totally still for maybe twenty seconds – which let me tell you is a heck of a long time in a situation like that – and then she started laughing too.”

“Monsieur Artaud is totally my hero! It’s like having a knight in shining armour around to look after you. Hey, how come he wasn’t on the list of candidates to um, you know, with me? I mean, I’m sure he’s not into this sort of thing, but I would have thought that pressuring him into it was exactly the kind of revenge Miss Erinye would relish.”

“Oh, it was suggested. I didn’t argue because I thought you’d probably prefer him. After all he’s the only one who’s ever been nice to you since you came here. But it turns out he’s married, which I never knew. He said he would rather face death than break his wedding vows. After what happened nobody was sure whose death he meant, so she didn’t push it.”

I took a big swig of Pinot Grigio to nerve myself

“You’ve been nice to me. Occasionally. When you weren’t helping to kidnap me and do terrible things to me.”

To his credit Geordie looked distraught

“April, I’m so, so sorry. I know sorry isn’t enough but it’s all I can offer right now. If I could help you I would.”

“Shh. I forgive you.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really. Now break open another bottle. I want to see what I can get out of you when you’re drunk.”

Quite a bit was the answer. Now he’d stopped being the annoyingly cheerful disgusting lech that was his front to the world Geordie turned out to be funny, interesting, even kind of endearing. Enough that I finally plucked up courage to ask him a question that had been nagging at me for a little while.

“How do you feel about this situation? I mean, I know I’m kind of freaked out to be honest with you, but I’m not sure I’d be totally happy in your place either. I mean, I don’t think you’re gay, not that I’m judging or anything if you are – “ Oh God, I was such an idiot. How did I know and what business of mine was it anyway, this was just burbling! “but you don’t  look gay and er “ Look gay? Dear God, stop digging. “The point is, aren’t you freaked, knowing that I’m a guy?”

Geordie looked at me almost sadly and heaved a deep sigh before reaching across and taking my hand in his.

“April, April. You were a guy. Now, look at your hand. Carefully.”

I looked at it. A small, slender hand with soft white skin and carefully tended nails painted dull pink.

“Is that a guy’s hand?”

“No.”

“Do you remember what you look like? What you really look like now, not the way you automatically think of yourself. Is the face in the mirror a guy’s face?”

I remembered the image I’d seen in the mirror earlier. I flushed

“No.” I said in a very small voice

“Look down at yourself.”

I obeyed. I’d let the dressing gown slip a little. I could see the firm swell of my breasts under the silk nightgown that was still as disturbingly sensual as on the night I’d arrived.

“Is that a guy’s body?”

“No.” A whisper this time

Geordie’s hand reached across and cupped the side of my face, warm and rough skinned. I could feel something tighten deep in my abdomen.

“So what does that make you?”

“I’m a girl.”

“No. You’re a beautiful girl. ”

His hand moved down to my breast and I felt it harden under his caress while both my nipples stiffened like ripening buds. I could hear my own sudden sharp intake of breath.

“What-“

“Shh.”

His other hand tilted my chin up and as my lips parted to speak his mouth came down upon them.

“Mmfflmfll! Mffl! Mmmm! Oh!” I pulled back but his left arm was firmly embracing me while his other hand cupped my breast and I couldn’t pull back very far. “Geordie – oh!” Either I was very, very embarrassed or he was very, very good or both because my head was practically spinning!

“April, don’t fight me.” He tilted the delicate rounded little chin I’d had forced upon me just a little with his fingers and then his mouth was on me again. I could feel my lips tingling, his tongue darting between them to tease me. I could feel a weird sensation, as if there was a line of fire connecting my nipples to my groin. I made an involuntary little noise. Then a little shriek. Geordie had picked me up!

“Well, this is very manly of you.” I said breathily “What now?”

“Now I carry you upstairs and show you one of the perks of being a beautiful girl.”

I giggled “Is that a threat or a promise?”

“Maybe you can tell me in the morning.”

A swift motion and I was being carried out of the kitchen and towards the huge wooden staircase. I felt very vulnerable and childlike being carried. I’d never liked feeling vulnerable but I supposed I had better start getting used to it and there was certainly an undeniable thrill to being swept off my feet. Either that or the Organisation’s mental conditioning was better than I had dreamed, but it hardly mattered now. I caught a glimpse of us in the big mirror in the hall as Geordie strode upwards. We undeniably made a romantic picture, like something off the front of a bodice ripper. With my dark, streaming tresses and silk gown I looked vaguely Pre-Raphaelite. Maybe I should become a redhead? Then Geordie’s lips were on mine again and all thought was cut off. My head was in a whirl – confusion, fear, alcohol, adrenalin all fought for supremacy together with the last and strongest that I didn’t dare acknowledge even to myself. Desire!

We strode into my room and I feebly pushed his mouth away.

“Geordie mff! No, put me down.”

“Why?”

“I’m going to strip.”

“Huh?”

I took two paces away from him as soon as he complied

“Geordie, do you like me?”

“I think you’re wonderful. You’re a bright, brave girl. You’ve been through Hell and you’re still feisty and clever and you can still laugh.”

“Good!”

The silk nightgown flowed from my shoulders like water to pool around my feet. The look on his face was my reward. I’d seen too much of myself in mirrors recently. Now I knew a man’s eyes could be a mirror and what they reflected – me – was something wonderful to him. I knew it by the look on his face. He moved forward and wrapped me in his arms, trapping my own arms by my sides. The feel of his coarse heavy suit against my naked skin sent shivers through me. His arms tightened and my breasts were squashed against his chest. I couldn’t object because his mouth was busy working mine open, claiming me. I struggled just a little, but only to feel those arms tighten around me. I was trapped. And I liked it.

“Mffee?” I moaned questioningly through his kiss, but as I did so I realised I knew exactly what he was doing. He was backing me firmly, without breaking the kiss or once loosening his embrace, towards the big, inviting bed behind us.

It’s hard to describe how I felt just then. I felt small and soft and weak – and I was. Geordie could easily have his wicked way with me and there would be nothing I could do to stop him.

I felt submissive: I knew I wouldn’t lift a finger to stop him doing anything he wanted.

I felt powerful. I was irresistible and it felt great!

My legs bumped the back of the bed and Geordie gently but inexorably pushed me down, then swung my legs on to the bed.

“Stay there!” He growled, his voice thick with desire, as he tugged frantically at his clothes. I was content to do as I was told, trying to project allure without looking too easy and failing to control my own ragged breaths. Then he was crouching over me like a beast of prey and had my two small wrists pinioned under one of his. Maybe my status as a slave girl hadn’t been entirely forgotten.

I’m just a girl who can’t say no I hummed in my head and would have collapsed into a fit of the giggles if his other hand hadn’t chosen that moment to caress the length of my body from my throat to my thighs and then up again. I was somehow exquisitely sensitive and for a moment I lost all coherent thought. I felt my legs part obediently like the petals of a flower opening to the sun. Then Geordie’s tongue was parting my lips while something else probed at the wetness of my other lips.

“I want you!” He growled  “All of you, every inch and every ounce.”

“You’ve got me, you’ve got me!” I moaned “I’m all yours!”

My moan turned into a high pitched squeak as the thick, ridged head of his manhood slid inside me. He somehow felt much larger than I had imagined he would and I felt very helpless. I was wet and wide open.

“Oh my God!” I gasped

I’m being oh! He’s taking me. I’m being oooohh! Penetrated! Had! He’s inside me! And I, I like oooooh! Oh my God, I’m a slut! Ohhhh! I’m a harlot! Ooooohhhh! And I like it! Oh no!

Geordie was sliding deeply in and out of me now, my hips flowing in rhythm to meet him before being pushed deep down into the mattress by the power of his thrusts. One hand held my buttocks firmly as if to prevent any attempt to pull away, the other was busy delighting himself with my breasts, while his lips and tongue stifled any protests I might have made. In a brief moment while his teeth teased the flesh of my neck I saw that my skin was mottled crimson – an all body blush, beautiful and shameless.

Much like me in general. Or at least I’m certainly acting like a shameless hussy and I hope I’m beautiful. 

Then I lost all coherent thought again. I didn’t truly come down to earth until I felt his manhood flood me with the warmth of my lover’s sperm and my orgasm finally broke. I lay in a man’s arms then, wet, sticky, half-swooning, emitting little cries and shuddering against him

So that’s why women do that

“April?” Geordie was smiling down at me with a hint of smugness. I knew what was behind that expression from my own times with women. He was trying to work out  a way to ask ‘How was it for you?’ but he was pretty sure he already knew the answer. His hands were still caressing me possessively. I was still clenched around him in ecstatic soreness.

“Mmm! You do that very well.” I murmured

“Good!” Geordie’s smile became a grin

“Thank you Geordie. That was a good way to be, be whatever it’s called.”

“Deflowered.”

“Such a sexist way of putting it. I’m not a fruit tree. I’m not even fertile. I can go gathering nuts in May as much as I like without ever bearing fruit in February. It’s the one advantage of this situation.” I smiled sleepily.

“Well sure, for now.”

“No, for always.”  I said, puzzled. Surely he understands basic biology, he seemed good enough at the practical parts. Argh! Bad double entendre! Down girl!

“You mean they didn’t tell you?”

“Tell me what?”

“God damn it, why do I always get the nasty jobs?” He muttered

“Hey!” I mock-slapped him across one cheek “I am not a nasty job, I am a privilege. Now what are you talking about?”

“April, sweetheart, they perfected the transplant procedure. From next month you won’t have to take female hormones” Good! I thought “because you’ll have your own set of ovaries and a womb.”

“What?” I sat bolt upright, so appalled that I barely even registered the bouncing of my breasts as I did so.

“It’s true, you’ll produce your own female hormones, have periods and be able to get pregnant. I thought you knew: the Dacres want grandchildren, they’d never have gone ahead with the deal if we couldn’t guarantee that.”

“Oh my God!”

I was just about, reluctantly, coming to accept being a girl. I’d just discovered that there might even be worse fates than warming a man’s bed. But no way was I ready to bear a man’s children!

TO BE CONTINUED... 
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