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Crossdressing Stories:

The Feminisation of Jamie

By Emma LaVerne


Prologue

The door to the apartment clicked shut behind Jamie as he stripped off his work shirt and finally breathed a sigh of relief. He dropped the shirt into the laundry basket in the bedroom and sat down for a moment, running his hands through his hair. The day had been hot, unusually close, and there was a sheen of sweat over his body.

He walked over to the bathroom, rubbing the back of his neck and grimacing. His muscles ached, the tension from the day's work still knotted up in his shoulders. The hot shower he was about to take would help him relax, but not as much as what he planned to do afterwards.

He’d spent most of the day hunched over his desk at the call centre, dealing with every angry customer you could think of. He was glad to be rid of it. Looking in the mirror, he smiled and whispered quietly: “Hi, I’m Amelia.”

All through the day, his anticipation had grown. That squirm in the pit of his stomach and the mounting excitement – and, yes, fear – wouldn’t go away. It was almost delicious. Tonight was going to change everything. It was finally time for Amelia to break free.

Stepping into the shower, he adjusted the water temperature and let it wash away the grime of the office. He reached for his razor and began shaving his body, taking his time to ensure he didn't miss any spots. He wanted to be perfectly smooth for that first date.

There were still two hours to go before that knock at the door, but there was so much to do. The preparation had to be meticulous.  He had waited for this moment for a long time, and he wanted everything to be perfect.

At 28, he thought he would never have enough courage to reach out. He wondered what Alice would think of him. She was the one who had first created Amelia. Her Baroness Frankenstein had forged this amazing, ultra-feminine ‘monster’. It disappeared for a while after they split up, but now she was back with a vengeance.

As he rinsed off the last of the shaving cream, he felt a sense of excitement and nervousness wash over him again. It was stronger this time. His hands were even shaking. Yes, tonight would be the night. There would be no chickening out.

Tonight, he would become her, and she would become complete. And maybe she would stay forever.

He turned off the shower and wrapped a towel around his waist. Condensation covered the mirror, and he wiped it gently but could only see a faint blur of a figure. A metaphor for her, he thought. Coming slowly into view.

He went into the bedroom, poured himself a large glass of whiskey and sat on the bed. A little Dutch courage to take the edge off his nerves. Over the last year, his bedroom had gradually become more feminine. There were more dresses in the wardrobe, much, much more lingerie in the dresser drawers.

On the bed next to him, the feminine lingerie, the beautiful dress, the high heels, and the wig were laid out, just as he had left them that morning. Ready for the big date.

He finished the whiskey, stepped over to the dresser and sat in front of the mirror. She was in there somewhere. Closer to the surface than she had been for a while. The beautiful, irrepressible Amelia.

He took a bottle of coconut moisturiser and put a small amount into the palm of his hand. He massaged it gently into his face, taking his time. Then he applied it to the rest of his body. Working downwards, slowly and purposefully.

He poured another whiskey – just one more, don’t want to be tipsy for your date, honey – and let the cool of the room wrap around him. His nipples hardened and he took a moment to stroke them, eyes closed. That got his ardour rising. He moaned slightly and then stopped. That would not do. That would not do at all!

As he sipped the whiskey, he practised in the mirror.

“Hi, nice to meet you.” Smile. You have a nice smile. Always smile as much as possible. Brush your hair back. Touch your necklace. Little mannerisms like that were so feminine.

“Hello, Dominic, it’s nice to meet you.”

Light, slightly breathless. A little sexy sounding, really. You minx! How could any man resist?

Taking a deep breath, he sat down and began to apply the makeup that would transform him into Amelia.

This was the most important part. If you got the face right, then all else followed. He held out his palm.

There, steady as a rock. Well, maybe a slight trembling.

Jamie began the meticulous process of transforming himself, starting with the application of the foundation. With a gentle touch, he spread the creamy mixture over his face, blending it seamlessly with his skin. He took extra care around his nose and under his eyes, ensuring that every imperfection was concealed.

Next, he moved on to the eyes, working the different shadows to create a sultry, smoky look that was to die for. He carefully lined the lid and undereye in dark brown creating a thin, precise line that immaculately finished the look to his satisfaction.

He applied false lashes and a coat of mascara, creating plenty of beautiful volume. Jamie sat back and made sure it was all perfect, touched up a little here and there and smiled at the mirror.

He added some blush to his cheeks, blending it in a way that gave a natural, rosy glow.  Finally, it was the lips. They were always last. Sometimes he left them until he was completely dressed. It was like a switch going off but this time he couldn’t wait. He lined them in a dark rose and then added a slightly lighter shade of red, blending it in.

Once finished, he stepped back from the mirror, taking a moment to admire his handiwork. He hardly recognized the face staring back at him.

She was nearly there.

The transformation was almost unbelievable.

This was Amelia's face, and she was about to embark on her first date with a man she had met online. She giggled, smiled, and whispered something to the mirror.

The nails would be last this time. That would be the switch. Or the wig. Maybe the wig.

I need some clothes, she whispered from the darkness.

She took a deep breath, put on the red lace bra, and adjusted it to fit perfectly. She slipped on the matching silk panties, feeling a shiver of excitement run down her spine as she tucked herself away. Next came the garter belt, which she fastened around her waist, before sitting on the bed to pull on the black lace stockings. The silk felt smooth and luxurious against her skin, and she couldn't help but run her hands up and down as she admired how her legs looked.

Is that good enough for you?

Amelia sat back at the dresser and began working on her nails. She had always kept them long, telling everyone that she played guitar. It made sense to her anyway. The varnish seemed to take an age to dry but when she had finished her nails were perfect. She put on a couple of rings and held her hands out in front of her.

Amelia picked up the pretty red silk dress she had chosen for this evening, and slipped it over her head, letting it fall over her body. She took a moment to appreciate the way the fabric hugged her body just enough, accentuating her girlish figure in all the right places and flaring delightfully at the thighs.

She turned. Nice butt, honey. She wiggled it and felt the suspenders gently squeeze her upper thighs.

She stepped into the high heels, wobbling slightly as she adjusted to the new height. A few steps up and down and she was back into the groove. Swinging her hips, moving fluidly like a real girl. The way Alice had taught her all those years ago.

Without looking in the mirror, she picked up the long blonde wig, her heart pounding. She had never felt so beautiful, so desirable. She took a deep breath, slipped it onto her head, fluffed and stroked it, and finally let it drop across her shoulders; her anticipation merged into euphoria.

With a confident smile, she turned to the mirror, adjusted the hair a little more and gasped with pleasure.

Perfect.

So sophisticated, with just a hint of raunchy red bra showing. She sprayed perfume on her wrists, inhaling the delicate scent as she did so. She felt ready, more than ready.

Which was good. Because at that moment the doorbell rang.

Dominic was a little early. Her heart nearly stopped. She put her makeup and other bits in a slim leather bag and took a last look. Had she missed anything? Now her heart was really pounding. For a moment, she stood there, perfectly feminine but too scared to move. Doubt crept in, and there was a moment when she felt like just crouching down and pretending she wasn’t home. Another aborted attempt at being who she was meant to be.

Then, with a deep breath, she walked over to the door and opened it.

There he was.

Dominic.

"Hello, Amelia," he said, his eyes tracing over her body with a look of hunger. "Nice to meet you finally. You look amazing."

She smiled, feeling a rush of excitement and terror as he complimented her. He was good-looking, rugged without being overly masculine, taller than her and broad-shouldered.

"Thank you," she said, her voice soft and sultry.

From Dominic's point of view, the moment was surreal. He had been searching for the perfect sissy for a long time, and when the door opened, he had been prepared to be disappointed. So many photos or videos are doctored with AI nowadays; it's hard to tell who's real and who's not.

The vision of Amelia, however, instantly took his breath away.

She was stunning, a perfect blend of femininity and seduction. She wasn’t too tall and the way she held herself, slightly trembling, was just perfect.

He couldn't wait to get his hands on her, to feel her soft curves against his body.

To eventually turn her to his will in ways that she still probably didn’t realise.

"Shall we go?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Sorry, yes, let's," he replied, taking her hand in his and leading her out of the apartment.


Chapter One

The first time Jamie noticed Alice Petunia Beckworth was on a balmy Autumn morning, when everyone was on their way to the bus to the city centre and their university classes. It was only a couple of weeks into his first term, and Jamie was still in awe of his newfound freedom and the potential that lay beyond.

When Alice suddenly appeared that morning, little did he realise what an impact it was going to make on his life.

It was the skirt that caught his attention first, the way it flittered around her legs in the breeze. Of course, it was more than the skirt, a Chanel design she’d bought second-hand from the vintage shop on Mansfield Lane.

It was the walk. How everything was in amazing harmony, something ethereal and perfect, moving her legs and hips in a way that almost left him entranced. It was the most magical thing he had seen in a long while and instantly made him wake up and pay attention.

At age 19, Amelia was not even a thought, waiting somewhere deep inside him for her birth into the world of panties and bras, makeup and long flowing hair, Alpha males and subjugation. Jamie was young and independent for the first time. Being a girl didn’t even enter his head. Getting laid and spending his loan on nights out were the two major preoccupations that late Autumn morning.

The first opinion of Alice Petunia Beckworth, at least for the male friends he had made in those first days who had come across her, was that she was a little stuck up. A bit too good for everyone, including Jamie. One, a skinny nerd called Nathan, had even tried to chat her up and received short shrift.

But man, could she dress. And, man, could she walk.

It almost took his breath away for a reason that was not merely part of his burgeoning masculine psyche. The line and fluidity of her skirt mesmerised him that morning. It wasn’t until she turned around briefly that he realised she was pretty too. She lowered her sunglasses, frowned and turned away, her hair cascading, a bit like her skirt, with molten precision, filling space and burning into his brain and imagination.

As he walked down the road towards the bus into town, a muscular, sporty type he didn’t know drew up with a skid of tyres in a sports car. Jamie couldn’t tell a Porsche from a Lamborghini, but he knew it was expensive. Its engine rumbled in true Alpha style as Alice stopped, spoke to the driver, then got in.

Who could compete with that kind of ammunition? Jamie thought. He prepared to put Alice Petunia Beckworth firmly back on her pedestal labelled ‘no chance’ and continued his way to the crowded bus stop.

The car roared and disappeared into the distance, carrying her away.

What Jamie didn’t know at the time was that Alice Petunia Beckworth wasn’t interested in the muscular hot rod in the car – she could handle him. What she wanted was a quick ride to university and to send a message to the femme boy behind her that he wasn’t in her league. Yes, she had noticed him. In fact, she had set eyes on him and formed an opinion when she first saw him being dropped off by his parents at the beginning of term.

Hot Rod would never succeed, of course, though he tried admirably over the next few weeks to win the affections of Alice before getting drunk one night and calling her a goddamned lesbian cock teaser (he was lyrical in that way). By that time, Alice’s plan for young and pretty Jamie was well on the way.

While Alice made her way at hyper speed to her lesson, Jamie dutifully queued for the double-decker bus and endured the long, winding journey towards the city centre. Some things were just not meant to be, he thought.

That evening, he came across her again. This time, however, it was a much more pivotal moment. A few brief minutes that would change his life forever, and which would pave the way for his date with Dominic years later.

After dinner at the campus restaurant, he packed a bag of dirty clothes and went down to the laundrette in the halls of residence. It was fairly late, and he was thankful that no one was around.

He loaded one of the machines, sat on a bench, and started scrolling on his phone. It was then that he noticed a pink sports bag to his left. He leaned over and peered at it for a second. There was something silky sticking out at the top where the zip was half undone.

He glanced around as the washing machine in front of him churned his own dirty clothes. Without thinking much, he reached down and pulled the zip further down. The bag seemed to open fully as if by magic, spilling female lingerie over its edges. Jamie reached down and picked up a pair of silk panties, but they came up with a bra and a garter belt attached by the eyelets.

He held them up to the light, and for a moment his mind was lost in the intricacy of the design and the feel of the material beneath his fingertips. The items matched perfectly and seemed to shimmer. He wondered who wore this kind of garment.

His reverie was broken by a short flash of light and a woman’s giggle. “Well, well,” she said.

He dropped the lingerie with a cry of panic and turned sharply. Alice was standing in the doorway. She wore a pair of tight jeans and a Bardot-style top, her hair tied back and her face devoid of makeup. Even then, she looked stunning.

“What are you? A little panty sniffer or something?”

“What?” Cried Jamie. “No. No! I just…”

“Wanted to fondle my panties?”

He stupidly tried to stuff the lingerie set back in the bag, but she told him to stop and pointed the camera at him, showing the picture of him staring at the panties in a most curious way. “Maybe I should send this to all my new friends on campus. What’s your name?”

“Jamie.”

“Look at Jamie, sniffing my panties. Steer clear of that little pervert. How does that sound?”

He went red and couldn’t find the strength to reply.

“Well, I’ll let you off,” she said, stepping into the room. “On one condition. You do my washing for me for the next couple of weeks. It’s something I hate anyway. You can start with that bag there. You have enough money, I take?” He nodded glumly. “Put it on a cool water wash and then tumble dry at a low heat. Not too hot or you’ll damage the silk and make things run. Can you remember that? Good. When you’ve finished, fold everything neatly and bring it up to room 43 on the top floor. Is that agreed?” He nodded again. “Say, yes, Miss Alice.”

His brow furrowed. “Yes…Miss Alice.”

She grinned a little cruelly and then turned around and left, giggling to herself.

Left with no choice, Jamie began to unload Alice’s bag of lingerie into the washing machine next to his. There was a wide range of panties and bras, some functional but others quite exotic. Some lace top stockings held her scent, which he suddenly found himself breathing in.

Shaking himself free of one particular unwanted thought about the girl, he closed the door on the machine, set it to a cool wash and put in his money. He sat back down and realised he was perspiring. “Fucking idiot,” he said to himself.

The washing seemed to take an age, and he contemplated just finishing his own and leaving hers. Perhaps, he could explain it was a silly misunderstanding. Maybe they’d even become friends. Or something more.

When the washing was finished, he folded her lingerie carefully and took it up to her room. Jamie took a deep breath and knocked on the door. There was a pause, and then he heard her say: “Enter.”

He opened the door and dropped the bag on the floor a few feet in front of him. She was sitting at her desk in the small room, a laptop open at a Word document. She was wearing a sheer black peignoir that seemed more suited to a boudoir than student digs. He wondered then if she had dressed for him or whether this was normal for her.

“Don’t just throw it down there. Please open the bag and put the clothes away. Oh, for God’s sake, come in and close the door before someone sees you.”

The room was a carbon copy of all the others in the halls of residence. A rectangular box with a wardrobe and sink, a single bed and a work desk and chair.

He put the bag on the bed and unzipped it. Then looked around.

“In the wardrobe,” she sighed. “Middle two shelves. And arrange them neatly, if you please.”

He nodded, thinking how utterly bizarre this was. All he could think of now was getting out of this situation. He opened the wardrobe. Clothes cascaded in front of him, expensive outfits and dresses and delicate finery that nearly took his breath away. They crammed the space as if they might suddenly explode out into the room.

He hurriedly put away the lingerie, trying to make it look as tidy as possible.

When he closed the door, she turned away from her computer and smiled at him. “Well, that was a bit of excitement,” she said. “Don’t worry, I won’t reveal your secret just yet, Jamie.” As she turned in her seat, her peignoir fell open slightly, revealing her panties and stocking tops. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her full breasts, with their large brown nipples, pointed directly at him. He blushed again.

“Do you like music?”

Jamie blinked as if lifting from a spell. “Yes.”

“Yes, what?” He looked at him, she shook her head. “Oh, come on, play the game, Jamie.”

“Yes…Miss Alice.”

She smiled genuinely. Jamie blushed again.

“That’s better. I’m putting together a recording of songs and stuff. Would you listen to it for me? And give me your honest opinion?” She removed a flash drive from her laptop and handed it to him. “There’s only one file on it. If you could listen to it in bed tonight before you go to sleep, I’d be grateful.”

Jamie took the stick and stared at it for a moment, his mouth open.

“You may go now.” She waved him away as if he were a servant.

Jamie hurried back to his room on the first floor, his heart beating like a train. For a while, he sat on the side of the bed, but he couldn’t shake the image of Alice Petunia Beckworth in her sheer lingerie from his mind. He was inexperienced with members of the opposite sex but he was fairly sure that her behaviour wasn’t entirely normal.

He found a nearly empty bottle of scotch in the drawer of his desk and downed it, then put her flash drive in his desktop, played the file, put on a pair of wireless headphones, and lay back on the bed.

My God, she was magnificent, he thought.

He closed his eyes and listened to her singing while playing the guitar. She had an okay voice, but nothing special. A few songs in, he began to drowse and drift off.

He didn’t notice when the playlist changed to something altogether different.

Concentrate on your breathing. The in and out of each breath. Feel each breath warming you as your body begins to relax.

Breathe in. Breathe out.

Breathe in. Breathe out.

Breathe in. Breathe in.

Continue to breathe gently in and out.

As you relax more, you feel your femininity. You can feel the maid’s uniform clinging to your smooth body. The stockings feel so silky and smooth. You can taste your lipstick and smell your perfume.

You are a girl. You are a good girl. You are an obedient sissy maid. You love serving and being of service. You delight in your sense of utter femininity. You are a girl. Ohhhhhh, such a good girl.

Feel yourself sink as you watch the vortex. Look at all the pretty lingerie. You love lingerie. Lace panties, pretty bras, stockings and suspenders. You are not complete unless you are wearing them.

That’s because you are a girl. A pretty, feminine girl who loves beautiful lingerie.

As you continue to breathe in and out, feel yourself become more and more relaxed. Imagine you are a perfect, sissy girl eager to be told what to do. Everyone thinks you are so pretty in your maid’s uniform. You move like a girl, act like a girl. You are a girl. Such a good girl.

We are going to start by reinforcing your love of lingerie. When you put on panties and a bra, you suddenly become complete. You slowly roll those silk stockings up your smooth legs, and you feel such pleasure.

Whisper to yourself: I am the girl. I am the girl.

Imagine that you are standing in a large lingerie store. You are surrounded by bras and panties of every description. There are thongs, cami-knickers, bikinis, and tanga briefs in every colour, balconette, peephole and backless bras in lace and silk, cleavage enhancers, shimmering basques, suspender belts, camisoles and teddies, stockings with lace tops and beautiful seams.

They take your breath away. You want to try them all on and admire yourself in the mirror. You love the way lingerie clings to your girly body. The way it moves with you and makes you feel whole and feminine.

You reach out for a black lace and silk bra with matching panties and take them off the hanger. You step into the panties and then put on the bra, feeling them caress your skin. You look at yourself in the mirror and your heart swells.

You are a girl, a beautiful, beautiful girl.

Now you need a matching suspender belt and sheer, silken stockings. Breathlessly, you roll the stockings up your legs and attach the lace tops to the suspenders. You feel almost complete now. But wait! You need high heels to show off this lovely lingerie. You step into a pair of black court shoes with 5-inch heels, and you moan with feminine pleasure.

Walk up and down now, swaying those hips. Look at yourself in the mirror. You’re such a beautiful girl. Dance now, young lady. Dance in your beautiful bra and panties, stockings, suspenders and high heels.

Lingerie is everything to you. It anchors your femininity and makes you more submissive. When you wear beautiful bras and panties, it makes you want to please your betters even more. You move deeper into the lingerie store, and again, your breath is taken away.

Rows of negligees and babydolls, silk peignoirs and saucy short robes. Everything a girl needs for her boudoir. You imagine yourself lying down to sleep wearing a gorgeous long nightdress, feeling the silk cling to your skin. You feel so beautiful, so at one with the world.

Look at those delicate straps. That lace and silk detail. The sexy split up the side of that sexy nightdress. You press the material to your flesh and admire yourself in the mirror. Who wouldn’t want a girl dressed in such exquisite nightwear? You imagine the rough, strong hands of a man, caressing you, the hunger in his eyes, the need to possess you.

You are a good girl.

Ooooooh, you are such a good girl.

Now you are back in your own room. You can smell the perfume and see the makeup and lotions on the dresser. You open a chest of drawers and gasp with delight. Bras and panties, suspender belts and luscious stockings. Oh, how beautiful they are. You open the wardrobe and look at the neatly hanging maid’s outfits, the slips and negligees, peignoirs and baby dolls. They are all you need. They are all you want.

Jamie woke with a start. Somewhere in the dorm, someone was shouting and laughing. Outside, it was dark, and a cool breeze drifted through the open window. He rubbed his eyes and sat up, a little disoriented. He reached out for his phone and checked the time.

3 am.

He had been listening to the music and drifted off. A dream, a very odd dream, swirled in his head for a moment and then sank back into the darkness. He got up and went to the small sink behind his bed. He splashed his face and drank some water.

You’re such a good girl.

He felt a little uneasy for some reason, as if something important had shifted, but he didn’t know what. He stared at the computer screen and the file on the drive and, for some reason, felt compelled to play it again.


Chapter Two

Jamie woke with the sense that he had been awake for some time, though he could not say what he had been thinking about in those lost minutes before consciousness brought him fully back to reality. His body felt light, oddly unmoored, as though the night had loosened something in him that sleep had failed to gather back together.

He lay still, staring at the pale ceiling with the curious imprint of a trainer sole that may have been placed there years ago, listening to the distant sounds of the halls coming back to life: a door slamming, footsteps on the stairs, someone laughing too loudly as if they were returning from a night on the tiles.

He eventually swung his legs out of bed and stood, waiting for some faint dizziness to pass. It did, eventually, but the sensation of being wrong-footed remained. In the mirror above the sink, he looked much as he always had: longish brown hair flattened by sleep, eyes a little too large in his thin face.

And yet he found himself staring longer than usual, tilting his head, wondering if he looked a little different. His sister always said that he looked more feminine, and he got the impression that it rankled her.

He grabbed a towel and stepped out into the corridor. In halls, the showers were communal. The first one he opened looked as though someone had been sick in it. He tried the next, and it looked reasonably clean.

The shower helped, though not in the way he had expected. The water was hot and clean and beat insistently against his shoulders, and for a while he simply stood there, letting it run, watching the rivulets trace their way down his chest and stomach.

He found himself paying attention to the sensation of it, to the way his skin responded, as though the feeling itself mattered. When he stepped out and towelled himself dry, he did so carefully, almost tenderly, before realising what he was doing and flushing faintly at his own reflection.

By the time he dressed and made his way down to the halls' central restaurant, the morning had settled into a steady rhythm. The place was already busy. There was the clatter of trays, the smell of coffee and toast, the low, overlapping murmur of voices. Jamie paused just inside the entrance, tray in hand, waiting for a fat kid with a baseball hat on back to front, piling Rice Crispies into two bowls.

That was when he saw her.

Alice sat near the centre of the room, as though the tables had been arranged around her rather than the other way about. She was flanked by two girls he did not recognise, both leaning in towards her as she spoke, their attention fixed with an intensity that bordered on devotion. Alice herself looked infuriatingly radiant, one elbow resting on the table, her fingers curved loosely around a mug. She was dressed simply this morning, but with the same precision as ever; nothing about her seemed accidental.

Jamie felt a familiar tightening in his chest, a peculiar mixture of admiration and unease. He told himself he had no reason to notice her now, that last night had been a misunderstanding, an embarrassment best filed away and forgotten. And yet his eyes lingered, drawn again to the way she held herself, to the small, expressive movements of her hands as she spoke. One of the girls laughed, and he wondered if Alice was telling them about him. That brought a blush to his face, and he was grateful when the fat kid moved on, his tray laden with sugary goodness.

She did not look at Jamie as he stood there.

Relieved and disappointed in equal measure, Jamie turned away and joined the queue. He took what was on offer without really seeing it: scrambled eggs, toast, a small glass of juice. The routine of it steadied him a little. By the time he reached the seating area again, his earlier hesitation had hardened into resolve.

He chose a table by the wall and sat down alone.

Around him, conversations rose and fell, punctuated by the scrape of chairs and the hiss of the coffee machine. He ate slowly, more aware of the act than the taste, and kept his eyes on his plate. Still, he could not quite shake the feeling of being observed, though when he glanced up, there was nothing to see but the ordinary bustle of breakfast.

From across the room, Alice laughed.

Jamie lowered his gaze and took another bite, telling himself, with a care that bordered on superstition, that this was just another morning.

He did not linger over the last of his toast. Whatever fragile calm breakfast had offered him slipped away the moment he pushed his chair back, replaced by a restless urgency he could not quite account for. He cleared his tray, avoided looking in Alice’s direction again, and left the restaurant with his head bowed slightly, as though the morning itself were too bright.

Back in his room, he quickly checked his phone, then slung the strap of his bag over his shoulder and left. The corridors felt narrower than usual, the air warmer. Somewhere behind him, a door slammed, and he nearly jumped, his nerves jangling for reasons that seemed disproportionate to the sound.

Outside, the day had settled into a soft, overcast grey and the first chill of coming winter could be felt. The bus stop was already busy; students gathered in loose knots, talking over one another, shifting their weight from foot to foot. Jamie took his place at the edge of the group. When the bus arrived, he climbed aboard and found a seat halfway down, pressing himself against the window as the engine growled into motion.

The journey into the city usually passed without incident, a twenty-minute lull he spent scrolling on his phone or staring blankly at passing streets. Today, though, his head felt thick and indistinct, as though his thoughts had been wrapped in cotton wool. He blinked several times, trying to clear it, but the sensation remained.

The bus lurched forward, stopping and starting, and with each halt, more passengers climbed on, mostly students. Jamie became aware, with a strange and growing clarity, of the people around him. Not in the abstract way one usually notices a crowd, but individually.

Two seats ahead, a woman stood gripping the rail, her skirt brushing her knees each time the bus swayed. Jamie found his eyes following the movement before he could stop himself, the gentle rhythm of it, the way the fabric responded around her body. Another sat nearby in tight jeans, one leg crossed over the other, the toe of her boot bobbing slightly as she talked to her friend. He noticed the angle of her hips, the casual confidence with which she occupied her space.

It unsettled him, this heightened attention. He had always noticed women, of course, but not like this. Not the way a dress fell, or how a cardigan slipped from one shoulder, or the unconscious grace of a wrist turning as someone tucked hair behind an ear. These were details he seemed suddenly unable to ignore, each one registering with a quiet, almost reverent intensity.

When the bus finally pulled up near the university buildings, relief washed through him. He stood, shouldered his bag, and joined the slow shuffle towards the door. As he stepped down onto the pavement, the cool air hit his face again and he drew a deep breath, as though surfacing from underwater.

He told himself, firmly, that he was tired. That was all.

And yet, as he walked towards his first lecture, his attention kept drifting — to the sway of a feminine coat, the click of heels on stone, the soft confidence of women moving through the walkways — and no amount of logic seemed quite enough to call it back.

The rest of the day unfolded in much the same way, and Jamie could not later say precisely what he had learned or even which rooms he had sat in. He moved from lecture to seminar as if following instructions given in a language he only half understood, copying notes without absorbing them, nodding at the right moments. His thoughts slid away from him as soon as he tried to hold them still.

A young woman crossing her legs two rows ahead. The soft fold of a jumper at the small of a back. A cheeky flash of stocking as someone climbed the steps too quickly. These details rose up all the time, bright and insistent, pulling his focus from whatever was being said at the front of the room. He found himself watching how women sat, how they stood, how they gathered their things and moved, each gesture freighted with a meaning he could feel but not yet name.

By late afternoon, his head ached faintly, the persistent fuzziness deepening into a dull pressure behind his eyes. When his final class ended, he packed his bag with relief and made his way back towards the bus stop, grateful for the familiar routine of the journey home. The ride back to the halls passed in a blur of windows and traffic, his body heavy with a tiredness that felt more like an illness.

It was just after five when he reached the residence.

The foyer was quiet at that hour, the early evening lull before people drifted out again. Jamie slowed as he passed the row of mailboxes, then stopped altogether, his attention caught by a slim parcel resting against the metal slots. It was small and flat, wrapped in plain brown paper, with his name neatly written across the front.

He stood there for a moment, looking around as if expecting someone to be watching him. Carefully, he picked the package up and slipped it into his bag.

Up in his room, he closed the door more firmly than usual, the click of the latch sounding loud in the stillness. He set his bag down on the bed and removed the parcel, turning it over once in his hands. There was no return address.

He opened it.

The contents slid free at once, landing softly on his duvet. A pair of red satin panties lay there, impossibly vivid against the muted fabric, catching the light as though they held some electric charge. They were cool and smooth when he touched them. And he really did have to touch them.

A folded note lay beside the panties.

Jamie picked it up and read the neatly printed words once, then again.

As you like my underwear so much, here is a pair of panties. You will put them on and come to my room at 7 pm.

There was no signature.

He did not need one.

For a long moment, he stood quite still, the note held loosely in his fingers, the red satin bright and unmistakable on the bed before him. Somewhere in the building, footsteps clicked down a corridor, someone shouted and then laughed, the ordinary sounds of early evening.

Inside his room, time seemed to pause, stretched thin between now and the hour written so calmly on the page.


Chapter Three

At seven o’clock precisely, Jamie stood outside Alice Petunia Beckworth’s door.

The corridor was busy in the way it always was at that hour, doors opening and closing, voices drifting past in bursts of laughter and half-finished conversations. Someone further along the hall was playing music too loudly. Life continued around him with cheerful indifference.

Jamie felt very far removed from it all.

He shifted his weight from one foot to the other, acutely aware of the unfamiliar pressure beneath his jeans. The red satin panties clung to him in a way that was impossible to ignore, smooth and insistent, a constant reminder of the choice he had made, or perhaps of the fact that he had not really made one at all. She had done it for him. He pressed his thighs together briefly, then relaxed again, his breath shallow.

Why had he done it?

The question surfaced belatedly, without conviction. He knew the sensible answers: embarrassment, fear, the photograph she still held over him like a quiet threat. Yet those explanations felt incomplete, too blunt to account for the peculiar calm that had settled over him as he dressed in the panties. He had not rushed. He had not panicked. He had simply complied.

The realisation unsettled him more than the panties themselves.

A burst of laughter echoed down the corridor, close enough now that he instinctively straightened, his heart jumping. No one paid him any attention. To anyone passing by, he was just another student waiting outside a door, his head slightly bowed.

Jamie lifted his hand, hesitated, then let it fall again. He became suddenly aware of how exposed he felt, how thin the wood between him and Alice seemed. He imagined her on the other side, waiting. Knowing that he would be where she had ordered at exactly the time she had specified. The thought sent a small, involuntary shiver through him.

Before he could think better of it, he raised his hand once more and knocked.

The sound was soft but definite, quickly swallowed by the building's noise. He waited, his pulse loud in his ears, counting the seconds without meaning to.

There was a pause.

Then, from within the room, her voice came, calm and unmistakable.

“Enter.”

Jamie’s hand lingered on the door handle, the word echoing in his mind, and for a fleeting moment, he wondered whether this was the last chance he would have to turn away.

Jamie turned the handle and opened the door.

For a moment, he simply stood there, framed by the corridor light, his senses scrambling to take her in.

Alice leaned casually against the table at the back of the room, one hip angled, the curve luscious and inviting. She looked nothing like the girl from breakfast, nor even the woman from the laundrette. Tonight, she was sculpted and deliberate. A tight leather corset cinched her waist, its dark surface catching the light in sharp, confident lines. Skin-tight leather trousers hugged her legs, disappearing into impossibly high heels that lifted her posture to something statuesque and intimidating.

Her face was fully made up, her eyes dark and intent, her lips painted a deep, controlled red. Her usually loose hair was pulled back tightly, exposing the clean line of her neck. Against her skin rested a black onyx necklace, heavy and gleaming, with matching earrings that swayed slightly when she moved. Her nails were long, lacquered red, and rested idly against the tabletop, as though she had arranged herself there with care.

She looked imposing. Exotic. Entirely at ease.

Jamie’s gaze flickered away from her only once, drawn helplessly to the bed on his right. Laid out with deliberate precision were a black lace bra and a sheer red, off-the-shoulder crop top, the fabric light and translucent, arranged as though awaiting their wearer. At Alice’s feet sat a small black leather rucksack, neat and purposeful, its zip closed.

His heart thudded painfully in his chest.

Alice straightened slightly and regarded him with an expression that was not quite a smile. Her eyes travelled over him with unhurried interest, lingering just long enough for him to feel thoroughly seen.

“Well,” she said at last.

Jamie swallowed.

“Come in,” she added, her voice clipped and efficient. “And close the door.”

He stepped forward on unsteady legs and did as he was told, the door clicking shut behind him with a finality that made his stomach tighten. The sounds of the corridor vanished at once, replaced by the quiet hum of the room and the soft certainty of her presence.

Alice watched him as he turned back to face her, her head tilted slightly, as though considering the success of something long in preparation.

Alice’s gaze dropped, slow and deliberate, and then lifted again to his face.

“Are you wearing them?” she asked.

The question was delivered lightly, almost conversationally, which somehow made it worse. Jamie felt heat rush to his cheeks. For a heartbeat, he considered pretending not to understand, but the weight of her attention pinned him in place.

He nodded.

“Show me.”

The words were simply spoken, as though the outcome were already settled. Jamie hesitated only long enough to feel foolish for it, then brought his hands to the button of his jeans. His fingers fumbled, clumsy with nerves, and he could feel her watching him all the while, her expression unreadable.

He unfastened the button, lowered the zip just enough, and pulled the waistband aside.

The red satin flashed briefly in the low light, unmistakable against his skin.

He let go at once and did his jeans back up, his heart pounding so loudly he was sure she must hear it. He kept his eyes fixed somewhere near her shoulder, unable to meet her gaze.

Alice smiled.

It was not a warm smile, nor a cruel one exactly, but something cool and assessing, as though a final piece had slipped neatly into place. She straightened fully now, the leather of her corset shimmering as she moved, and stepped closer, her heels clicking with measured confidence against the floor.

“Good,” she said. “I thought you would be.”

Jamie’s blush deepened, spreading hotly across his face and down his neck.

She turned and reached for the small black rucksack at her feet, lifting it with one hand. “Tonight,” she continued, as if outlining an evening no more remarkable than dinner plans, “you’re going to accompany me to a special club.”

His breath caught, though he said nothing.

“You will address me as Miss Alice at all times,” she went on, her tone calm, precise. “You will stay close to me, and you will do exactly what I tell you. No questions. No hesitation.” She stopped in front of him again and looked up into his face, her eyes dark and intent. “Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he said, the word coming out too quickly.

“Yes, what?”

He swallowed. “Yes…Miss Alice.”

The corners of her mouth curved, just slightly.

“Good,” she said softly.

Jamie’s face burned, the word sending a small shiver through him. He stood very still, hands at his sides, acutely aware of the red satin hidden beneath his clothes and of the strange, fluttering mix of fear and anticipation settling in his chest.

“Take off your jacket,” she said. “And your t-shirt.”

Jamie hesitated only a fraction of a second before obeying. His hands moved with a faint stiffness, as though he were watching himself from a distance. The jacket came off first, then the t-shirt, folded awkwardly and placed on the bed. He stood there in his jeans, suddenly aware of how exposed he felt, his skin prickling under her steady gaze.

She gestured towards the bed with one elegant movement of her hand.

“Put those on.”

He picked up the black lace bra. It was delicate in his hands, the straps slipping against his fingers as he worked out how to hold it. He put it on clumsily, arms threading through, fingers fumbling with the fastening before managing to secure it. The sheer red crop top followed, sliding down over his head and settling softly against his skin, the fabric translucent enough that he could see the dark lace beneath.

When he finished, he stood very still.

Embarrassment flooded him all at once, hot and disorienting. He did not know where to look, so he looked nowhere, his gaze fixed on an indistinct point on the wall.

Alice regarded him for a long moment, her expression thoughtful rather than surprised. She adjusted his blouse, and her slight touch made something squirm in the pit of his stomach.

“For tonight,” she said calmly, “I will refer to you as Amelia.”

The name seemed to hang in the air between them.

She stepped back. He could see the faint sheen on her lipstick, the dark gleam of the onyx at her throat. “So,” she said lightly, “what is your name?”

His mouth felt dry. He swallowed, his heart thudding painfully in his chest.

“Amelia,” he said.

She raised an eyebrow.

“Amelia,” he repeated, quieter this time, his cheeks burning. “Miss Alice.”

She smiled, satisfied, and let her gaze linger on him just a moment longer than necessary.

Alice’s gaze flicked briefly over what he was wearing again, then lifted to his face.

“Put your jacket back on, Amelia,” she said. “Over everything. And zip it up.”

Jamie nodded. He reached for the jacket. He slid his arms into the sleeves, the fabric brushing over the sheer blouse beneath, and pulled it closed. When he zipped it up, the sensation of the bra and the soft red material pressed against him, hidden but unmistakably present. He stood still again, shoulders slightly drawn in, as though hoping the jacket might make him disappear.

“Good,” Alice said.

She bent and picked up the small black leather rucksack, slinging it over her shoulder with practised ease. Without another glance back, she crossed the room and opened the door. The sounds of the corridor spilt in at once: laughter, footsteps, and the muffled thud of music.

Alice stepped out into it, already moving forward.

Jamie followed. As she locked her door, he stood there patiently, conscious that he had just crossed a line and did not know where this would end.


Chapter Four

The rain had stopped just long enough to make the city glitter.

Alice stepped down from the bus first, heels finding the wet pavement with practised ease, the ground beneath her feet slick and reflective, catching the glow of streetlights and shop windows. The air smelled clean and sharp, rainwater and stone and the faint sweetness of something fried drifting from a takeaway further down the street. She paused only briefly, adjusting the strap of her rucksack on her shoulder, getting her bearings and then moved forward.

Behind her, Amelia followed.

Alice did not need to turn around to know this. She felt it in the rhythm of their steps, the way he kept close without being told, matching his pace to hers with an attentiveness that pleased her more than she would ever admit aloud. She allowed herself a small, private smile as they walked.

The city centre was busy despite the weather. People, mostly students, clustered beneath awnings, umbrellas folded now and dripping at their sides, laughter rising in bright bursts as groups moved between bars and restaurants. Reflections shimmered beneath their feet, the lights stretching and warping across the wet ground. It was the sort of evening that felt charged with possibility.

Alice glanced sideways, just once, taking in Amelia’s posture. The jacket was zipped up tightly, hiding the delicate layers beneath. To anyone watching, he was unremarkable, just another slight young man trailing after a confident woman. That anonymity was part of the pleasure. The secret hummed quietly between them, something to be revealed shortly.

Control had always come naturally to Alice.

Even as a child, she had been aware of it, the way other people seemed to look to her without quite realising they were doing so. At school, teachers praised her for her “leadership qualities,” while her peers were less charitable. Miss Bossy Boots, they had called her, half-mocking, half-resentful. She had worn the nickname like armour, chin high, lips pressed into a thin, determined smile.

She remembered the frustration of those years clearly. The sense of being hemmed in, of knowing precisely what she wanted but being told, again and again, to soften herself, to compromise, to be nicer. To make herself smaller and more feminine.

She had learned instead to be patient.

Leaving home for university had felt like stepping into the air after years underwater. No parents watching, no teachers correcting her tone, no childhood reputation clinging stubbornly to her heels. Here, she could dress as she liked, speak as she pleased, and move through the world on her own terms. The freedom had been intoxicating. She had found like-minded women and was determined to be like them, unfettered and unapologetic.

Alice had always known that her desires were not simple. She did not crave romance in the way her friends did, nor did she envy their breathless stories of fumbling encounters and uncertain attachments. What interested her was something quieter and far more enduring: influence. The slow, careful shaping of another person, the satisfaction of watching them change under her hand.

Not just a game. Not a flirtation.

A project.

She had considered it carefully, as she did everything important. This was not about humiliation for its own sake, nor about fleeting power snatched in moments of cruelty. It was about transformation. About taking someone who already stood slightly apart from themselves and guiding them, patiently and thoroughly, into something else entirely.

Someone like Jamie.

She had noticed him almost at once, back at the start of term. Not because he was particularly striking, but because he looked unfinished. Too attentive, too observant, eyes lingering where others glanced away. He watched women not with hunger, but with something closer to longing, as though he were studying a language he felt he ought to speak fluently but did not yet know how.

The laundrette incident had not been an accident. She smiled faintly at the memory as they crossed the road, the light changing in their favour. Opportunities, Alice knew, were rarely about chance; they were about preparation. She had left the bag exactly as she meant to, had waited exactly as long as she needed to. Jamie’s reaction had confirmed everything she suspected.

He was compliant. Curious. And, most importantly, eager to please. The hypnosis had given him the push needed to start his transformation.

Now, walking through the city with him at her side, she felt a quiet sense of rightness settle over her. This was how it should be. The world ahead of them, open and bright, and behind her, someone willing to follow.

She slowed slightly, just enough for him to adjust to her. He did. Of course he did.

Alice let her gaze drift across the street, taking in the neon signs reflected in puddles, the easy confidence of women moving through the night, coats open, heels clicking decisively. She knew Amelia was noticing them, too. She could feel his attention stretching outward, drawn and unsettled, learning even now.

The club was not far. It was not the sort of place one stumbled into by accident. Tonight was not about overwhelming him. Not yet. It was about the introduction. About context. About letting the idea of who he might become take root properly.

Alice adjusted her pace again, enjoying the way the city seemed to part for her, enjoying the certainty of her direction. She had waited a long time to begin this, longer than anyone knew. And she had no intention of rushing.

Complete feminisation was not something one achieved in an evening.

It was something one cultivated.

She glanced back at Amelia then, catching his eye for the briefest moment. There was colour in his cheeks, a mixture of nerves and anticipation showing in his face.

“Stay close,” she said calmly, already turning off the main street into semi-darkness.

The alleyway was narrow and mean, wedged between two tired buildings whose brickwork was permanently stained with damp and old grime. The recent rain had pooled unevenly along the cracked tarmac, and the ground gleamed faintly under the sparse spill of streetlight from the road behind them. The air smelled of wet moss, cigarette smoke, and something sour drifting from an unseen bin.

At the far end of the alley, a pink neon sign flickered erratically.

CAPITAL E

One of the letters buzzed, dimming and flaring as though struggling to stay awake, casting a bruised rose glow over the metal door beneath it. Above the door, a security camera angled downward, its dark lens unblinking, quietly recording whoever dared to approach.

Alice slowed. She enjoyed this part, the moment where the city’s noise softened behind them and the atmosphere shifted. She felt Amelia draw in slightly at her side, his steps becoming more careful. Music pulsed faintly through the metal door, low and rhythmic, a throb rather than a melody. It vibrated in the narrow space, felt more than heard.

They were only a few steps away when the door opened.

It swung inward with a dull scrape, and a man leaned out to fill the frame. He was broad and rough-looking, his face lined and unsmiling, dark stubble shadowing his jaw. His clothes were plain and utilitarian, black on black, blending him seamlessly into the doorway itself. He said nothing.

His eyes moved first to Alice.

They travelled over her with slow appraisal, from the heels planted confidently on the wet ground to the rigid line of the corset beneath her jacket, up to her face. Alice met his gaze without blinking, her expression cool, expectant. She did not smile. She did not speak.

Then his attention shifted.

Amelia felt it immediately. The scrutiny lingered longer here, weighing posture, height, the faint tension in his shoulders. The man’s gaze dipped, just briefly, as though registering details others might miss, then rose again.

The music thudded on behind him. For a moment, the alley seemed to hold its breath. Then the doorman stepped aside, pulling the door wider open. Alice moved forward at once, heels clicking decisively as she crossed the threshold. She did not look back to see if Amelia followed.

The moment the door closed behind them, the alley’s grime and neon haze fell away, replaced by a quiet, deliberate elegance that felt almost theatrical in its contrast. Capital E revealed itself slowly, as though aware of the effect it wished to have. The lighting was low but warm, casting a soft sheen over polished surfaces and dark wood. Somewhere deeper inside, music continued to pulse, richer now.

They descended a short flight of steps into a cloakroom that felt more like the reception of a private members’ club than the antechamber of anything seedy. The air was warm and faintly perfumed. Behind a sleek counter stood a young woman with close-cropped hair, dressed in a perfectly cut suit. She regarded them with professional neutrality, her expression giving nothing away.

Alice stopped.

“Take off your jacket,” she said, quietly but firmly.

Amelia hesitated. Just long enough to feel the weight of the moment settle in his chest. Then he reached for the zip and drew it down, the sound unnaturally loud in the hushed space. He slipped the jacket from his shoulders and held it awkwardly in his hands.

The sheer red blouse and the black lace bra beneath were revealed at once.

The woman behind the counter did not react. If she noticed at all, she gave no sign of it. Alice, however, watched closely, her eyes sharp, attentive, missing nothing.

“Good,” she said.

She took the jacket from him and handed it across the counter. The attendant accepted it with a nod and a small ticket slid silently into place. Alice then turned back to Amelia and opened her rucksack. From inside, she removed a lipstick first, uncapping it in one fluid motion. She stepped close, close enough that Amelia could smell her perfume.

“Stay still,” she murmured.

Her hand was steady as she applied the colour, tracing his lips with a care that felt almost intimate. The red was softer than her own, but unmistakable. Next came eyeliner, then mascara, her touch precise, efficient. Amelia stood motionless, cheeks burning, eyes lowered, acutely aware of the woman behind the counter and the fact that he was making no effort to hide.

When Alice finished, she leaned back slightly, assessing her work. Then she reached into the bag once more.

The collar was black leather, studded, solid in her hands. A short lead was clipped neatly to the front. She did not ask permission. She simply lifted it and fastened it around Amelia’s neck, her fingers brushing his skin briefly as she secured it.

Alice clipped the lead into place and took hold of it, testing the connection with a gentle, deliberate tug.

“Come,” she said.

She turned and led him onward, heels clicking softly as they left the cloakroom behind and stepped fully into the club. The music swelled to meet them, lights shifting, bodies moving in rhythm. Amelia followed at her side, guided by the light pressure at his throat, his heart racing as Capital E opened itself before him.


Chapter Five

Alice paused just beyond the cloakroom, not because she was uncertain, but because she wanted to take in the large room properly. The music pressed gently against her ribs, low and insistent, and the air carried the mingled scents of perfume, polished wood, and something faintly metallic beneath it all.

She felt Amelia at her side, the lead a quiet line of connection between them, and allowed herself a moment of stillness. She smiled. This felt more like home to her.

The club was tastefully designed, as she had known it would be. Solid oak tables were arranged with deliberate space between them, their surfaces gleaming in the softened light. There was no clutter, no cheap theatrical excess. Even the shadows seemed curated.

Along one wall stretched an elegant bar, dark and immaculate, behind which two women in perfectly cut suits worked with stern efficiency. Their movements were economical, their expressions cool, as they poured drinks with the assurance of those who understood exactly where they stood in this strange new world.

Alice began to walk, guiding Amelia gently forward, and let her gaze pass over the room. The clientele was varied and distinctly unconventional.

The women were unmistakable.

Some wore severe power suits, shoulders squared, jackets buttoned with crisp finality. They stood as though accustomed to being obeyed in boardrooms and bedrooms alike. Others had chosen a more overtly masculine elegance: waistcoats, tailored trousers, polished shoes that clicked decisively against the wooden floor. Their hair was slicked back or cut close, their posture relaxed but authoritative.

And then there were those who preferred leather and structure. Corsets, like her own, shaping the body into an unmistakable silhouette of command. High heels that lifted them just enough to look down without effort. Gloves. Studs. Dark lipstick applied with precision.

Alice felt a quiet kinship with them.

At their sides were their charges.

Some of the males were strikingly pretty, their features softened by careful makeup, their bodies framed in dresses that flattered and suggested rather than concealed. They stood with their knees slightly drawn together, shoulders angled inward, as though already aware of how they were being seen. Others retained the unmistakable lines of masculinity — broader frames, heavier jaws — their feminine attire neither disguising nor apologetic.

Alice found that contrast particularly interesting.

Traditional sissy dresses appeared in abundance: pastel fabrics, abundant frills, lace layered upon lace in almost devotional excess. Maid’s uniforms too, aprons tied with almost obsessive neatness, bows perched precisely where they had been placed by careful hands. These were theatrical, yes, but not unserious. The girls wearing them moved with a kind of heightened alertness, aware that every gesture mattered.

Elsewhere, the tone shifted.

Short party dresses shimmered beneath the lights, sequins catching the glow each time a body turned. Silk clung and released with movement. High heels forced an altered gait, a deliberate placing of each foot. Stockings and suspenders were visible when their wearers shifted, flashes of lace at the top of thighs. Nothing here was accidental. Everything was chosen for a reason.

Alice tightened her hold on the lead, just enough to remind Amelia of its presence. She could feel the slight tension in the line, the carefulness in his steps. That was good.

At the back of the room, the dancefloor glowed under low, shifting light. A handful of girls were dancing, some with determined sensuality, others with the faint awkwardness of those still learning how their bodies might move. One attempted a slow turn, her skirt lifting and settling again, eyes flicking instinctively towards the woman who watched her from the edge of the floor. Another swayed with exaggerated effort, lips parted, trying to mimic something she had seen rather than yet felt.

Their dominants observed with interest and appraisal. A raised eyebrow here. A subtle nod there. Correction would come later, perhaps in private, delivered quietly but firmly.

Alice recognised the hunger in some of those girls — the desire not simply to perform, but to please correctly. It was a subtle distinction.

She felt Amelia’s attention shift towards the dancefloor. She did not look at him. She did not need to. She could sense the way the atmosphere pressed against him, the way the sight of so many feminine forms might unsettle him and cause him to try to flee. Of course, she would never allow that, not now.

What pleased her most about Capital E was its composure. There was no vulgarity here, no chaotic exhibition. Power was not shouted; it was assumed. Submission was not begged for; it was offered, shaped, and refined. This was not a place for dabblers. People who dipped in and out of their roles from time to time.

Alice moved further into the club, heels steady against the wood, and felt the subtle shift as those who recognised her nature inclined their heads in greeting. She returned the gesture with the smallest tilt of her chin. Amelia followed, blushing, guided by the light pressure at his throat.

She had not brought him here to overwhelm him. She had brought him here to show him what was possible. And as the music pulsed gently through the floor and the girls on the dancefloor tried, with varying success, to sway their hips in time, Alice allowed herself the smallest, most private satisfaction.

This was the beginning of something that would not be hurried.

Following behind her, Jamie had never been so aware of his own body.

The moment Alice led him fully into the room, the noise, the movement, the press of people closed around him, and with it came a sense of vertigo that threatened to topple him. The lead at his neck was light but constant, a quiet reassurance that he did not need to decide where to go next. He let himself be guided, his steps careful, his attention scattering in every direction at once.

There were so many of them.

He had expected a handful. Instead, he found himself surrounded by feminised men in every conceivable variation, each one a different answer to the same unspoken question. His amazement was immediate and profound, a tightening in his chest that felt perilously close to recognition.

A young man passed close by in a pale blue sissy dress, the skirt stiff with layers of tulle that bounced with each step. His legs were shaved to a smooth sheen, his shoes were impractically dainty, and his makeup was carefully applied, his eyes large and almost doll-like. He looked pleased, almost radiant, his smile quick and eager as he glanced up at the woman beside him.

Further on, another wore a maid’s uniform so heavily adorned with lace and ruffles that it seemed to swallow him whole. The apron sat crooked at his waist, his posture hunched, shoulders rounded inward as though he were trying to disappear into the costume rather than be elevated by it. There was something in his expression — a tightness around the mouth, a faint panic in the eyes — that made Jamie’s stomach twist. He looked fragile. Exposed.

Not everyone carried it well.

And yet others did.

Jamie caught sight of a girl in a sleek black party dress, the fabric clinging elegantly to her hips before flaring just slightly at the hem. Her heels were impossibly high, but she moved in them with practised ease, shoulders back, chin lifted. Her makeup was flawless, her hair styled into soft waves that framed her face beautifully. If Jamie had passed her on the street, he might not have questioned her at all.

The thought sent a jolt through him.

He realised then that he was staring. That his gaze lingered too long, hungry and uncertain. He tore it away, only to find it caught again moments later by another vision: a tall, broad-shouldered man in a shimmering red dress, the sequins catching the light with every movement. The dress did nothing to soften his build, and yet there was a confidence in the way he wore it, an unapologetic boldness that was difficult to understand.

Jamie did not know what unsettled him more — the girls who were stunning, or the ones who were not.

As Alice led him forward, he became aware of eyes turning towards him. Not openly, not crudely, but with interest. Appraisal. He felt himself being read, measured, and slotted quietly into place. A woman in a dark suit met his gaze and smiled, slow and knowing. Another, dressed in leather, allowed her eyes to travel over him with frank appreciation before she turned back to her drink.

Heat flooded his face.

He kept his eyes lowered after that, acutely conscious of the sheer blouse, of the bra snug against his chest, of the collar resting against his throat. The awareness of being seen — truly seen — was both terrifying and strangely intoxicating.

Alice stopped at the bar.

The women behind it looked up at once, their expressions shifting subtly as they took in the scene: Alice, composed and assured; Jamie, hovering just behind her, the lead a quiet declaration. One of them smiled faintly. The sight of a newbie being introduced to this strange world was always a delight.

“Two glasses of white wine,” Alice said, her voice calm, perfectly pitched to carry over the music without effort.

Jamie stood very still as the drinks were poured. The bar’s surface gleamed beneath the lights, and he watched the pale liquid settle into the glasses, his thoughts oddly distant. When Alice gestured for him to take one, he reached out obediently.

His hand shook.

It was slight, but unmistakable, the tremor betraying him as his fingers closed around the stem. He tried to still it, to steady himself, but the awareness only made it worse.

Alice noticed.

Her gaze flicked briefly to his hand, then back to his face. She said nothing, but the corner of her mouth curved almost imperceptibly, an expression that held neither surprise nor concern — only acknowledgement.

Jamie brought the glass closer, his pulse loud in his ears, and wondered, with a mix of fear and something dangerously like relief, whether anyone else could see just how close he was to the edge of himself.

A woman’s voice cut cleanly through the music.

“Alice, darling. You made it.”

Jamie felt the sound before he located it, rich and amused, threaded with authority. He turned, instinctively tightening his grip on the stem of his glass.

She was tall. Taller than most of the women in the room, and she carried the height as though it were something earned rather than given. She looked to be in her fifties. Her tuxedo was immaculate — black jacket cut sharply at the waist, crisp white shirt, narrow bow tie resting precisely at her throat. The lines of it were masculine, certainly, but on her they read as something more refined, almost regal. Her hair was short and slicked back, silver at the temples, catching the light as she moved.

She approached with the ease of someone entirely at home.

Alice turned at once, her expression shifting. Not softening exactly, but warming with recognition. They leaned in and exchanged kisses on the cheeks, a gesture at once intimate and measured.

“You look fabulous,” the woman said, stepping back to take Alice in properly. Her gaze travelled approvingly over the corset, the leather, the heels. “Quite dangerous, in fact.”

Alice inclined her head, accepting the compliment without deflection.

“And who is this?” The woman’s eyes moved then and settled on Jamie. “Is this the girl in training?”

Jamie’s stomach dropped.

The words seemed to land physically, pressing the air from his lungs. He felt the collar at his throat with sudden intensity, the blouse beneath his jacket, the lipstick still fresh on his mouth. His grip on the wineglass tightened instinctively, and he prayed the trembling had stopped.

Alice placed a light, possessive hand at the small of his back.

“This is Amelia,” she said smoothly. “And Amelia, this is Madame Charlotte.”

Jamie forced himself to look up. Madame Charlotte’s eyes were sharp and assessing, but not unkind. They swept over him slowly, taking in every detail. The eyeliner, the faint flush in his cheeks, the way he held himself slightly too stiffly, as though unsure where to put his hands.

“Oh,” Madame Charlotte said softly. “She’s perfect.”

Heat surged through him so abruptly that he thought he might drop the glass. Perfect. The word rang in his ears, equal parts praise and exposure. His face burned, his blush creeping down his neck, and he felt acutely aware of the fact that he was being discussed as though he were not quite present.

He lowered his gaze, unable to hold hers, and felt a strange conflict rise within him. Humiliation, yes, but beneath it something else. A flicker of fragile pride at having been approved.

“Say hello, Amelia,” Alice murmured.

His throat felt tight.

“Hello,” he managed, the word barely steady. Then, remembering himself, he added in a smaller voice, “Madame Charlotte.”

The older woman’s lips curved, satisfied.

Jamie’s eyes remained lowered, his pulse racing, the club around him suddenly too bright, too close. He could feel the scrutiny as he stood there in the centre of it, caught between mortification and a dangerous, blooming sense that he had stepped irreversibly into something far larger than himself.

Madame Charlotte’s expression shifted.

The warmth drained from her face as she turned, her posture straightening, shoulders settling into something harder and more exacting. Jamie followed her gaze and saw the girl she was addressing: slim, elegant, dressed in a short satin party dress that caught the light with every movement. Stockings hugged her legs, their sheen broken only by the line of the seam at the back, and her high heels lifted her into a careful, practised poise. She stood a little apart, hands clasped loosely in front of her, eyes lowered.

“This is Celine,” Madame Charlotte said coolly. “And I’m afraid she’s been a bit of a naughty girl today.”

The girl’s head dipped further, her posture folding inward by degrees so small they might have gone unnoticed by anyone not watching closely.

Madame Charlotte’s voice sharpened.

“Come here, girl.”

Celine moved at once, steps light and precise, heels clicking softly as she approached. She stopped just short of Madame Charlotte, chin lowered, waiting.

“Now,” Madame Charlotte continued, her gaze flicking briefly to Jamie before returning to Celine, “you are going to take young Amelia here with you to the dancefloor while Miss Alice and I have a chat.”

“Yes, Madame,” Celine replied immediately, her voice gentle.

Jamie felt his face flush again at the sound of his name spoken so easily, so publicly. Alice’s hand moved to his collar. He felt the slight tug as she unclipped the lead, the sudden lightness at his throat startling after its constant presence. She met his eyes briefly.

“Follow,” she said quietly.

Celine stepped closer then. Up close, she smelled faintly of perfume and powder, something soft and floral. She lifted her hand with a delicate assurance and took his. Her fingers were warm, her grip light but confident, and before he had time to think himself out of it, she was leading him away.

She moved beautifully.

Each step seemed measured for effect, hips swaying subtly, shoulders relaxed, head held just so. Jamie found himself matching her pace without conscious effort, drawn along by the quiet certainty of her movement. He was acutely aware of the contrast between them. Her practised elegance, his own awkwardness. And yet she did not appear impatient with him. If anything, she seemed pleased by his compliance.

As they reached the edge of the dancefloor, the music swelled around them, richer and more insistent. The lights shifted, colours washing over polished wood and moving bodies. Jamie’s heart hammered in his chest, his hand still held in hers, his senses overloaded.

Celine turned to him then and smiled, a small, knowing expression of warmth that made his stomach flip.

“Stay close,” she said softly.

And with that, she guided him forward, into the light, into the movement, leaving Miss Alice and Madame Charlotte behind them, already deep in conversation.

The dancefloor lay beneath a canopy of shifting light, colours sliding lazily across polished wood and moving bodies. The music was louder here, insistent and enveloping, a steady pulse that seemed to rise up through Jamie’s feet and lodge somewhere behind his ribs. The air was warmer too, heavy with perfume and heat and the faint metallic tang of anticipation.

Girls moved everywhere.

Some danced with studied confidence, hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles, arms lifting and falling with a grace that spoke of practice and long familiarity with being watched. Short skirts flared and settled again. Heels tapped and slid, precarious yet controlled. Others were less sure, their movements stiff, imitative, shoulders tense as though they were trying to remember instructions given too long ago. A girl in a frilled sissy dress attempted a sultry sway, her efforts earnest but ungainly, her smile too tight, eyes darting anxiously towards the edge of the floor.

Jamie saw beauty and sadness side by side.

One girl, stunning in a short black dress, moved as though the music belonged to her alone, her body responding instinctively, effortlessly. Another, broader and heavier, wore a sequinned frock that caught the light cruelly, her movements hesitant, almost apologetic. No one mocked her. No one needed to. The contrast was its own quiet lesson.

Jamie felt painfully out of place among them.

Dancing had never been his forte. Even at parties, even when drunk, he had always hovered at the edges, unsure what to do with his arms, his legs, his face. Now, under the lights, with eyes on him and music pounding through his chest, that awkwardness magnified tenfold. He tried to sway, to mimic what he saw around him, but his movements felt jerky, disconnected, as though his body were obeying instructions delivered a second too late.

He was acutely aware of how ridiculous he must look.

Celine, by contrast, moved as though she were made of something else entirely.

She flowed. There was no effort in her dancing, no visible thought. Her hips shifted with liquid ease, her shoulders rolling softly, her arms lifting and falling in time with the music as though guided by instinct rather than intention. The satin of her dress clung and released with each movement, stockings flashing beneath, heels steady and sure. She seemed to inhabit the space around her fully, claiming it without force.

Jamie watched her, mesmerised.

She took his hands again, guiding them lightly, encouraging rather than correcting. He tried to follow her lead, to loosen himself, but his body resisted, stiff with self-consciousness. Each misstep sent a fresh wave of heat to his face. He felt clumsy, exposed, painfully aware of his own inadequacy.

And yet she did not let go.

Gradually, she drew closer, her movements narrowing the space between them. The music pressed in, vibrations thrumming through his chest, through the soles of his shoes. He could smell her perfume more strongly now, feel the warmth of her body near his.

Then she leaned in.

Her lips brushed close to his ear, close enough that he felt the warmth of her breath against his skin. Her voice was almost lost beneath the music, soft and intimate, meant only for him.

“You’re going to look so pretty,” she murmured, a faint smile in her tone, “once they’ve finished with you.”


Chapter Six

Morning came to him in fragments.

Jamie surfaced from a strange dream in which he was walking down a street in a flowing gown, slowly, his thoughts heavy and indistinct. There was a faint pressure behind his eyes, a dull ache that pulsed in time with his heartbeat, and for a while he lay still, uncertain whether he was awake or only drifting through some lingering echo of the night before. Sound reached him first, soft and insistent.

Music.

He realised he had his earphones in. The thin wire lay against his neck, warm from his skin, and the familiar cadence of Alice’s recording murmured quietly into his ears. He did not remember putting it on. That realisation unsettled him more than the grogginess.

Sunlight filtered through the narrow gap in the curtains, pale and tentative, striping the opposite wall with gold. Dust motes drifted lazily in the beam. Everything looked exactly as it always did, and yet it all felt strangely unreal, as though the room were a careful reconstruction rather than the original.

Jamie blinked and pushed himself upright.

The movement sent a wave of dizziness through him, and he paused, steadying himself on the mattress. His body felt heavy, limbs slow to respond. The music continued, low and intimate, Alice’s voice threading through his thoughts with unsettling ease.

He pulled one earphone free. The room fell quiet at once.

On the floor beside the bed lay a small, careless heap of clothing. The sheer red blouse was crumpled in on itself, the fabric dulled in the morning light. The black lace bra lay half twisted beneath it, straps tangled. Nearby, unmistakable even at a glance, were the red satin panties. His jeans were there too, one leg folded awkwardly beneath the other, his trainers kicked aside.

For a long moment, he could not move. The sight of the clothes on the floor felt more disorienting than any memory he could not quite grasp. They were proof, quiet and undeniable, that the night had happened, that he had returned like this, undressed himself, listened again to Alice’s hypnotic voice.

A faint flush crept up his neck.

He swung his legs over the side of the bed and sat there, elbows resting on his thighs, head bowed slightly. The room seemed too bright, too still. He tried to piece the evening together, to recall how it had ended, how he had come back here. There were impressions only. Music. Light. Movement. A woman’s voice close to his ear.

You’re going to look so pretty.

The words surfaced unbidden, sending a small shiver through him. Was that he wanted?

Jamie reached up and removed the other earphone, letting it fall onto the bed. Silence settled around him, thick and unfamiliar. He looked once more at the clothes on the floor, at the evidence of something he had not yet found the courage to fully remember, and felt the unsettling certainty that whatever had happened at Capital E had not ended when he left the club.

He crossed the room slowly and stood before the small mirror above the sink.

For a moment, he barely recognised himself.

Mascara had smudged beneath his eyes, faint shadows that made him look bruised and exhausted. There was a soft stain of lipstick still clinging to the corner of his mouth, dulled now, as though it had been rubbed at unconsciously in his sleep. He leaned closer, studying his reflection with a detached unease, taking in the flushed skin, the slightly glassy eyes.

He looked unwell. Overheated. As if he had caught something overnight.

Jamie turned on the tap and splashed cold water onto his face. It helped a little, though not enough. He reached for a flannel and scrubbed at the remnants of makeup with more force than necessary. The skin around his eyes stung sharply, the sensation grounding and unpleasant. He scrubbed again at his mouth until the faint colour vanished entirely.

When he straightened, his face was clean but red, eyes rimmed and tired. He hardly looked better, just more ordinary.

He dressed quickly. Jeans. A t-shirt. Clothes chosen for their familiarity and their neutrality. He avoided looking down at the floor as he pulled them on and stepped around the discarded lingerie without touching it. When he was finished, he grabbed his bag and slung it over his shoulder, moving with the brisk determination of someone keen to be elsewhere.

The corridor outside was already alive with morning noise, doors opening, voices overlapping, someone laughing too loudly. Jamie joined the flow without thinking, letting the building carry him along. By the time he stepped outside, the cool air had taken the edge off his flush, though not the lingering sense of unreality.

He walked to the bus stop and climbed aboard, taking his usual seat by the window. As the bus pulled away from the halls and began its familiar route towards the university, he fixed his gaze on the passing streets and told himself, firmly, that whatever had happened the night before belonged to the night.

Capital E. Alice. The club. The dancing.

He pushed the thoughts away as best he could, letting routine do its work, convincing himself that if he acted as though nothing had changed, perhaps nothing had. Still, as the bus rolled on and sunlight flickered across the glass, he could not quite shake the feeling that he was leaving something unfinished behind him.

Jamie couldn’t say later what the first lecture was about.

He had sat where he always sat, two rows from the back, notebook open, pen in hand. The lecturer’s voice filled the room in a steady, unbroken stream, words arranged into arguments and examples that should have required attention. Instead, they drifted past him like distant traffic, audible but unreal. He wrote a few lines automatically, glanced at the clock, blinked, and found that twenty minutes had passed without his noticing.

He kept seeing fragments.

The bar at Capital E. The dancefloor lights. Celine’s hand in his. He shifted in his seat, uneasy, and forced his eyes to the front. The lecturer continued, gesturing mildly, unaware of the quiet fracture in the mind of one student among many.

By midday, the effort of pretending to concentrate felt exhausting. When the class ended, Jamie walked without direction until he found himself sitting on a bench in a patch of early autumn sun, slightly removed from the main path that cut through campus. The warmth settled against his face and arms, soothing and soporific.

He stared into space.

Students passed by in loose clusters, laughing, comparing notes, heading towards cafés or the library. Girls moved through the scene with easy familiarity, coats draped loosely over shoulders, skirts catching the light breeze, trainers or boots striking confidently against the paving stones.

He noticed one girl in a long, flowing skirt and ankle boots, the fabric swaying around her calves. Another wore a fitted blazer over a short dress, her posture straight, steps elegant and girlish. A third adjusted the strap of her bag and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear with a movement so unconsciously graceful it seemed rehearsed.

He found himself thinking not simply that they looked attractive, but that their clothes made sense on them. That the lines and colours aligned with something internal. He studied the fall of a blouse against a shoulder, the shape of a heel against a thigh, the subtle choreography of hips, arms, and hair.

Celine’s face rose in his mind without warning.

He remembered standing awkwardly at the edge of the dancefloor, his movements stiff and uncertain, while she had laughed softly and leaned closer. At some point between songs, she had drawn him aside, their conversation half swallowed by the music but intimate nonetheless.

She had told him her name was not always Celine.

Once, she had said, she had been a wayward boy, always restless, always in the wrong place at the wrong time. Petty trouble. Bad company. A string of warnings from the police that had grown steadily more serious. She had spoken of it without drama, almost lightly, as though describing someone else.

Then Madame Charlotte had noticed her.

“She was tough,” Celine had said, her eyes shining in the low light. “At first, I hated her.”

Jamie remembered the way she had smiled then, a small, secret smile that seemed to hold both memory and gratitude.

“She made me stand properly. Speak properly. Dress properly. She said I was wasting myself.” Celine had tilted her head, the movement fluid even in recollection. “I thought she was cruel. But she was shaping me.”

The word lingered now in Jamie’s mind like an echo.

Celine had described long evenings of correction and instruction. Learning how to walk. How to hold her shoulders. How to sit without sprawling. Makeup lessons that ended in tears at first, then pride. Dresses chosen not for shock, but for suitability. A discipline that had felt suffocating until, gradually, it began to feel like structure.

“I was chaos,” she had said simply. “She made me whole.”

Jamie had looked at her then, really looked. At the elegance in her posture, the quiet certainty in her smile, the way she seemed entirely at home in herself. There had been no trace of the reckless boy she described. Only this poised, luminous girl.

“And now?” he had asked, though he had not meant to.

Celine had laughed softly.

“Now I’m happy.”

Jamie sat on the bench and watched another girl cross the grass, her skirt lifting briefly in the breeze before falling back into place. He imagined, for a fleeting second, what it might feel like to move with that same femininity. To have one’s body and presentation aligned rather than at odds.

The thought startled him.

He straightened, rubbing his palms against his jeans as though to ground himself. This was ridiculous. He was tired. That was all. The night had been overwhelming, strange, nothing more. And it was time it all stopped.

Yet the image of Celine lingered.

Jamie looked down at his hands and felt a quiet, troubling question begin to take shape beneath the surface of his thoughts. What if he was destined to be like Celine.

“Jamie!”

The shout cut cleanly through his thoughts.

He blinked and lifted his head, momentarily disoriented. The sun had shifted while he sat there, and the warmth on his face had deepened into something close to drowsiness. A figure was striding towards him across the grass, hand raised.

It was Mark.

Jamie straightened instinctively, pulling himself upright as though he had been caught doing something he ought not to have been doing.

“There you are,” Mark said, grinning as he came to a stop in front of the bench. “We’ve been looking for you. You fancy a drink?”

Jamie hesitated.

“A drink?” he repeated, buying himself a second.

“Yeah. A few of us are heading to the Dog and Bone. Nothing heavy. Just a pint. You look like you could use one, mate.”

Jamie became suddenly aware of how he must look. Pale, perhaps. Distracted. He rubbed at the back of his neck and tried to muster something resembling ease.

“I’ve got a seminar later,” he said automatically.

“So do I,” Mark replied cheerfully. “We’ve got time. Come on.”

There was a moment when Jamie considered refusing. The bench, the sun, the relative safety of solitude had begun to feel almost protective. But the thought of being alone, of sitting with his own restless mind, was less appealing.

“Alright,” he said finally, pushing himself to his feet. “Just one.”

“That’s the spirit,” Mark laughed, clapping him lightly on the shoulder.

They fell into step together, cutting across campus towards the main road. Mark talked as they walked, recounting some minor drama from a lecture, something about a missed deadline and an overzealous tutor. Jamie listened, nodding in the right places, grateful for the ordinary cadence of it.

The Dog and Bone sat on the corner as it always had, brick façade weathered but solid, windows slightly fogged from the warmth inside. The sign creaked faintly in the breeze. It looked reassuringly unremarkable.

Inside, the pub was busy in the way pubs are busy during a Friday afternoon: clusters of students around worn wooden tables, the low hum of conversation rising and falling, the scent of beer and fried food mingling in the air. The carpet was patterned and tired. The lighting was yellow and forgiving.

Jamie felt something in his chest ease the moment they stepped through the door. This, he understood. Mark waved to a table in the corner where three others were already seated. Someone shouted a greeting. Another lifted a pint in acknowledgement.

“What are you having?” Mark asked.

“Fosters,” Jamie replied, the answer automatic.

They made their way to the bar. Jamie leaned against the worn wood, listening to the familiar scrape of stools and the steady rhythm of orders being called out. He caught his reflection in the mirror behind the optics, just for a moment, and was relieved to see only himself. No smudged mascara. No lingering trace of the previous night.

Mark handed him a pint.

“You alright, though?” he asked more quietly, as they turned back towards the table.

Jamie glanced at him. There was no suspicion in the question, only casual concern.

“Yeah,” he said quickly. “Just tired.”

“You look it,” Mark said. “Late one?”

“Something like that.” Mark nodded, satisfied with the vagueness, and they rejoined the others.

Conversation resumed easily. Someone had bombed a presentation. Someone else was complaining about rent. There was laughter over an exaggerated story about a disastrous date. The talk was loud, overlapping, punctuated by mock outrage and easy insults.

Jamie took a long swallow of his drink.

The beer was cold and sharp, the taste grounding. He felt it settle warmly in his stomach, and with it came a subtle loosening. The edge of his earlier unease began to dull. He took another sip, then another. By the time he was halfway through the pint, he could feel himself re-entering the rhythm of things.

He laughed at a joke, properly this time, not just out of politeness. He offered a comment of his own and was rewarded with a groan and a thrown beer mat. He felt his shoulders drop, his posture shift back into something familiar and unremarkable.

The pub helped.

The noise. The ordinariness. The absence of scrutiny. Here, no one was looking at him with quiet appraisal. No one was measuring him against some unseen standard. He was simply Jamie, one of the lads, sitting in a worn chair with a pint in his hand.

He realised how much he had needed that.

Another round appeared. He did not remember agreeing to it, but he did not object either. The second drink went down more easily than the first, warmth spreading through him with increasing confidence.

“So what did you get up to last night?” someone asked from across the table.

Jamie paused for a fraction of a second.

“Nothing much,” he said lightly. “Just went out.”

“Anywhere good?”

“Just town.”

They accepted that without further probing. The conversation moved on. Relief washed through him, disproportionate but real.

As the afternoon wore on, the pub grew louder. More students filtered in, chairs scraped back to make room, the hum rising towards something closer to a roar. Jamie found himself talking over the noise, leaning forward, gesturing with his glass as he made some exaggerated point. He felt animated, buoyed by the alcohol and the easy company.

For stretches of time, he forgot entirely.

Forgot the bench. Forgot the sunlight. Forgot the way his thoughts had turned in unfamiliar directions. He felt almost like himself again, or at least a version of himself that required less careful examination.

Mark nudged him at one point.

“See? You’re alright,” he said, grinning.

Jamie grinned back.

“Course I am,” he replied.

And in that moment, surrounded by laughter and the comforting shabbiness of the Dog and Bone, with the taste of lager on his tongue and a half-told story on his lips, he almost believed it. The afternoon stretched into evening, lectures and seminars easily forgotten as the drink flowed and tongues loosened.

The bus ride back later in the evening blurred into a series of jolts and yellow streetlights. Jamie sat near the back, forehead resting briefly against the cool glass, watching the city smear itself into streaks of colour. The alcohol had settled heavily in his veins. His thoughts drifted in and out of coherence, fragments of laughter from the pub replaying in his ears, half-remembered jokes dissolving before he could grasp them. Each time the bus lurched, his stomach followed a second too late.

By the time he stepped off at the stop near the halls, the world felt slightly tilted. He told himself he was fine. The pavement wavered faintly under his feet as he crossed it. The night air was cool and sobering, but not enough. He fumbled for his key at the main entrance, dropped it once, swore softly, then laughed at himself for swearing. Everything felt strangely amusing, as though he were observing his own incompetence from a safe distance.

The corridors were quieter than usual. Most doors were closed, light seeping faintly from beneath them. His trainers scuffed against the floor as he made his way upstairs, one hand trailing along the wall for balance he did not strictly need.

At last, he reached his door.

He paused there for a moment, leaning his forehead briefly against the wood. The alcohol hummed behind his eyes. He inserted the key with exaggerated care, turned it, and pushed the door open.

The light was on. That was the first thing that struck him. He blinked, adjusting to the brightness, and took one unsteady step inside. The room was not his.

Or rather, it was and it wasn’t.

The walls, once bare except for a timetable and a faded poster, were now adorned with large, glossy prints of glamorous women. They gazed out from every side, all flawless skin and painted lips, corsets and lace bras rendered in soft, indulgent colours. One leaned forward in a white off-the-shoulder top, dark hair cascading over her shoulders. Another posed in delicate lingerie, eyes half-lidded and inviting. They watched him from the walls with silent, knowing expressions.

Jamie swallowed.

His bed had been transformed. The plain duvet was gone, replaced with soft pink bedding, edged with ruffles that caught the light. Matching pillows were arranged neatly at the head, their edges delicately frilled. Three teddy bears sat propped against them, small and sentimental, their button eyes staring blankly into the room.

In the centre of the bed lay a sheer nightdress. Pale pink. Almost translucent. It was arranged carefully, not tossed there, its straps aligned, its fabric falling in soft folds across the duvet.

His wardrobe doors stood open. Inside, his clothes had vanished.

In their place hung dresses and blouses in muted pinks and soft creams. Lace-trimmed tops, delicate camisoles, skirts folded with care. On the lower shelf sat neat rows of shoes: black heels, nude pumps, a pair of glossy patent stilettos. Beneath them, arranged like offerings, were folded silk and lace bras and panties, their colours coordinated and inviting.

The smell of perfume hung faintly in the air.

To the right, where his desk had once been cluttered with textbooks and empty glasses, a vanity now stood in its place. A large oval mirror reflected the room back at him, doubling the effect. Beneath it lay an array of makeup neatly arranged: lipsticks in shades of red and pink, compacts of powder, brushes fanned precisely, eyeliner pencils aligned side by side. Small bottles of nail varnish glinted under the overhead light.

Jamie stood just inside the doorway, the room swaying gently around him. The drunken haze that had wrapped itself around his thoughts began to thin slowly.

He took one step further in, as though testing its reality. Nothing shifted. Nothing dissolved. This was not a dream.

The pink bedding. The lingerie in the wardrobe. The posters. The vanity. The nightdress laid out in waiting. His room had been redesigned. For him. For her. The alcohol drained from his system in one cold, rushing wave.

Jamie suddenly felt terribly sober.


Chapter Seven

Jamie woke with a sharp intake of breath and sat bolt upright.

For a second, he did not know where he was. The room seemed too soft, too pink, the light unfamiliar. Then the details resolved themselves, and his heart began to pound. The posters on the walls. The ruffled bedding. The wardrobe doors still stood open, their contents pale and unmistakable.

He realised he could hear something.

A low murmur, intimate and close.

Jamie reached up and pulled the earphones from his ears, the wire slipping down against his chest. Silence rushed in to replace the sound, thick and sudden. Sunlight drifted through the window in a pale wash, illuminating dust in the air and casting gentle shadows across the room.

This was not a dream.

He looked down.

He was wearing a sheer white nightdress, the fabric soft and cool against his skin, thin enough that he could see the faint outline of his body beneath it. Beneath that, he could feel panties, snug and unfamiliar, the elastic resting lightly at his hips. He froze, his breath shallow, searching his mind for any memory of dressing like this.

There was nothing.

No recollection of coming to bed. No moment of decision. No sense of choice at all.

Slowly, carefully, he swung his legs out from under the covers and stood. The nightdress slipped into place as he straightened, falling just above his knees. An unwanted thrill at the sensation of silk against his skin sent a shudder through him. He steadied himself, one hand resting briefly on the bedpost, then took a tentative step forward. The silk whispered against his thighs.

The vanity drew his eye immediately.

In the clear morning light, the array of makeup looked even more deliberate than it had the night before. Brushes lay aligned like instruments. Lipsticks stood uncapped and ready. Compacts reflected the ceiling light back at him in small, accusing circles.

He approached the mirror.

The person looking back at him made his stomach tighten. His hair was mussed from sleep, his eyes wide and rimmed with faint darkness. The nightdress softened his outline in a way that felt both wrong and unsettlingly right. He raised a hand, touched his own cheek, half expecting the reflection to move differently.

It did not.

His gaze drifted down to the surface of the vanity then, and that was when he saw it.

A bottle stood neatly at the centre of the table, plain and unassuming. Beneath it lay a folded note.

Jamie hesitated before picking it up. His fingers felt clumsy, his movements oddly cautious, as though he were handling something fragile. He unfolded the paper and read the words once, then again.

Use this to remove all your body hair and make sure you shave your face closely.

His mouth went dry.

I will be there at 10 in the morning. We will be going shopping.

There was no signature.

There did not need to be.

Jamie lowered the note slowly, his hand trembling now despite himself. He looked back at the bottle, then at his reflection in the mirror, at the smooth fall of the nightdress against his legs.

Outside, the campus was waking up, distant voices and footsteps drifting faintly through the window. Morning had arrived, bright and ordinary, indifferent to the quiet certainty taking shape in his room.

Ten in the morning.

Shopping.

Jamie stood very still, caught between the person he had been and the person reflected back at him, and felt the day closing in around him with a calm, unstoppable precision.

The bottle was cool in his hand.

Jamie lifted it from the vanity and turned it slowly, reading the label as though it might change if he looked long enough. Hair depilation cream. The words felt clinical, impersonal, almost innocent in their simplicity.

He unscrewed the cap and brought it closer, catching the faint chemical scent. His stomach tightened.

He read the instructions carefully. Apply generously. Leave for no more than ten minutes. Rinse thoroughly.

He glanced at the clock on his desk.

9 am.

A thin thread of urgency slipped through him.

For a long moment he stood there in the soft morning light, nightdress whispering faintly against his thighs, note still resting on the table. He tried to summon resistance, some clear and decisive refusal. He could ignore it. He could throw the bottle in the bin. He could lock the door and pretend he was not there.

The thought hovered.

It did not take root.

Instead, he reached down and lifted the hem of the nightdress over his head. The fabric slipped away easily. He removed the panties next, folding neither, letting them fall onto the bed. Standing there in the open air of the room, he felt exposed and oddly calm.

He grabbed a towel from the back of the chair and wrapped it around his waist, knotting it with hands that were steadier now than they had any right to be. The hallway outside was already awake, footsteps and voices echoing faintly. He took the bottle and slipped it beneath the towel, hidden against his hip, then opened the door.

The communal showers lay at the end of the corridor. He kept his head down as he walked, aware of doors opening and closing around him, of someone laughing in a nearby room. The ordinariness of it felt surreal against the quiet gravity of what he was about to do.

Inside the shower room, steam lingered faintly from earlier occupants. He chose a cubicle near the far wall and stepped inside, locking the flimsy door behind him. The tiled walls were cool, the floor slightly damp beneath his feet.

He placed the bottle on the small shelf and stood there for a moment, breathing.

This is absurd, he thought.

And yet he opened the bottle.

He squeezed a small amount of the cream into his palm. It was pale and thick, heavier than he expected. Slowly, hesitantly, he began to smear it over his chest, then down his stomach, spreading it in careful strokes. The sensation was strange, cool at first, then faintly tingling.

He worked methodically, as though following a recipe. Arms. Underarms. Legs. The towel slipped from his waist at some point, forgotten in a corner of the cubicle. He continued, coating himself where instructed, avoiding only his face.

The chemical smell filled the small space.

As he stood there waiting, hands resting lightly against the tiles, his thoughts began to circle.

Why am I doing this?

The question rose plainly now, stripped of alcohol and night-time haze. He could still walk away. He could rinse it off, return to his room, and pretend none of this had happened.

But even as he imagined it, he knew he would not.

He thought of her voice, calm and assured. The way she never seemed to doubt him, never seemed to question whether he would comply. She spoke as though his obedience were simply a fact waiting to be realised.

He tried to locate the point where he might have said no.

The laundrette. The note. The club. This morning.

Each time, he had felt the same brief flare of resistance, followed by something quieter and more persuasive. Not fear, exactly. Not even coercion.

Recognition.

As though she were drawing something out of him rather than imposing it.

He looked down at the cream covering his body, at the faint rise and fall of his chest.

Could he resist her, if he truly tried?

He pictured himself throwing the bottle away, confronting her at ten, refusing.

The image felt thin. Unconvincing.

Jamie reached for the shower control and turned it on. Water cascaded down over him, washing away the cream in pale rivulets that spiralled towards the drain. He watched as the residue slid from his skin, as though something tangible were being removed.

When he ran his hand down his arm, it felt different.

Smoother. Silky. Feminine.

When he returned to his room, the light had shifted.

It was brighter now, fuller, the morning properly established. The pink of the bedding seemed softer in daylight, less theatrical, more domestic. Jamie closed the door behind him quietly and stood for a moment, listening to the familiar hum of the building, grounding himself in its ordinariness.

He went to the sink.

The mirror showed him a little flushed from the shower, hair still damp, skin faintly pink where the water had been hot. He picked up his razor and applied shaving foam with the care of habit. He had never needed to shave much. His facial hair had always been light, almost apologetic, a fine softness rather than anything coarse. It came away easily beneath the blade, leaving his skin pale and bare.

He rinsed his face and leaned closer to the mirror, tilting his head, checking.

Smooth.

Without pausing to think, he reached for a bottle on the vanity. Moisturiser. He pumped a small amount into his palm and worked it into his cheeks, his chin, his neck. The scent was faint and clean. His skin drank it in. He stood there for a second longer than necessary, fingertips lingering.

Then, almost absently, he pressed the pump again.

This time, he spread the lotion over his arms, down his chest, across his stomach. Over his legs. The sensation was unexpectedly pleasant, his skin newly sensitive, receptive. He moved slowly, methodically, as though the act itself required attention. When he finished, his body felt warm and faintly unfamiliar, as if he were inhabiting it differently.

He straightened and turned.

That was when he noticed the robe.

It hung on the door hook, pale and unmistakable. Silk, by the look of it, catching the light softly where it draped. He stared at it for a moment, his mind blank. Then he reached out and lifted it from the hook.

The fabric slid through his fingers.

He put it on.

The silk fell across his shoulders and down his body, cool at first, then warming almost immediately. He shivered despite himself, a small, involuntary response, and drew it closer, tying the belt loosely at his waist. The smoothness of it against his newly bare skin made him acutely aware of every movement he made.

Jamie stood there in the quiet room, wrapped in silk, the mirror reflecting someone he did not quite recognise but could not entirely deny.

He had only just lowered himself onto the edge of the bed when the door opened.

There was no knock.

The handle turned smoothly, and Alice stepped inside as though she had always intended to. She closed the door behind her with quiet assurance and stood there for a moment.

She looked immaculate.

Her hair was elegantly coiffured, falling in controlled waves around her shoulders, glossy and deliberate. She wore an expensive summer dress in a pale, flattering shade, the fabric light but structured, skimming her figure with ease. High heels lifted her posture into something assured and unhurried. A designer handbag hung from her arm, its lines clean and unmistakable.

Her face was carefully made up, not dramatic, but precise. Every detail considered. She looked like someone who had stepped out of a different world and brought that world with her.

Jamie froze.

The silk robe clung lightly to his body as he sat there, knees drawn together instinctively, the fabric whispering faintly with the movement. Heat rushed to his face, a deep, betraying blush spreading across his cheeks and down his neck. He suddenly became acutely aware of how he must look. Bare beneath the robe. Smooth. Waiting.

Alice crossed the room and set her bag down on the table with measured care. Then she turned and looked at him properly.

Her gaze was critical. Appraising. Not unkind, but exacting.

“Good, Amelia,” she said at last, satisfaction threading her voice. “You’re ready.”

Jamie swallowed. His mouth felt dry. He nodded without trusting himself to speak.

Alice gestured towards the small table near the window.

“Now,” she continued calmly, “sit at the table.”

Jamie rose at once, the robe shifting softly against his skin. She drew the chair closer to the vanity and gestured for Jamie to sit. The silk robe shifted around him as he obeyed, its smooth weight settling over his thighs. He folded his hands together without thinking, fingers laced tightly, and kept his eyes lowered until she spoke.

“Look at me, Amelia.”

He did.

She opened her handbag and began laying items out on the table: a compact, brushes, slender tubes of colour, and a small glass bottle that caught the light. The arrangement itself felt deliberate, as though she were setting the stage for something intimate and ceremonial.

“You’ve done well,” she said, glancing briefly at his skin. “Very smooth. You’ve even moisturised.” She smiled knowingly.

Alice’s hand lingered for a moment at his jaw before withdrawing. She took a tube from the table and squeezed some pale liquid onto the topside of her hand. She then picked up a small brush and dipped it into the foundation.

“This is to soften your features,” she said. “It will bring out your femininity.”

She applied it sparingly, blended carefully, stepped back, adjusted, and leaned in again. Jamie could feel the faint tickle of the brush along his skin, the subtle cooling as the product settled. With each touch, he felt less raw, less exposed.

“Look,” she said softly.

He met his own gaze in the mirror.

The change was slight, but undeniable. The sharpness had gone from his face. The anxious flush. He looked gentler. As though he had slept deeply rather than wrestled with dreams.

Alice moved on to his eyes.

She lifted his chin lightly with one finger. “Don’t blink.”

Her hand steadied against his temple as she brushed a muted shade across his eyelids. The colour was almost invisible, yet it altered the shadows, made his eyes appear larger, clearer. He tried not to flinch as she traced a fine line along his lashes.

“There,” she breathed.

Mascara followed. He felt the careful sweep of the wand, the faint resistance of lashes against bristles.

“Open.”

He did.

His eyes in the mirror looked darker now, framed. Alice’s mouth curved faintly, though she said nothing.

She chose a soft shade for his lips, something close to their natural colour but richer. Her thumb rested beneath his chin as she applied it, the touch steady, impersonal and yet deeply felt. Jamie was acutely aware of the slight pressure, of the intimacy of someone shaping his mouth.

When she stepped back again, he barely recognised the person looking back in the mirror.

He was no longer rigid. His shoulders had lowered without his noticing. His hands, once clenched, now rested open against his thighs. Alice studied him in silence for a long moment.

“Stand,” she said at last.

He rose obediently. The robe shifted and fell against his body, silk whispering along newly smooth skin. He felt the coolness of the room differently now, heightened, as though each nerve were nearer the surface.

Alice moved behind him.

He saw her hands rise in the mirror before he felt them in his hair.

Her fingers combed through it slowly, separating strands, lifting, letting them fall. The touch was unhurried.

“I think at some point we’ll have to properly style it,” she said, almost thoughtfully. “But for now we can make do.”

She brushed it with deliberate strokes, coaxing it into place. The bristles made a soft, rhythmic sound that seemed to echo in the quiet room. Jamie watched as the familiar disorder softened into shape. At one point her fingertips grazed the nape of his neck, and he shivered despite himself.

She noticed.

“Cold?” she asked.

“No,” he said quickly.

Her eyes met his in the mirror, amused at the way he looked down uncertainly.

She stepped back once more and tilted her head, assessing the overall effect. Then she reached forward and adjusted a single strand near his temple, tucking it into place with a touch so gentle it made his throat tighten.

“Turn,” she said.

He turned slightly, presenting his profile.

“Yes,” she murmured.

He did not know what she was seeing, only that he felt exposed in a way that had little to do with the silk robe or the bare skin beneath it.

“Look at yourself, Amelia.”

He did.

The person reflected back at him was a girl. The makeup was light, almost imperceptible. The hair fell softly around his face. His skin, newly smooth, caught the light differently.

He looked like a girl.

He looked like someone who might, without surprise, step out into the morning and belong. A pretty girl who was meant to be there.

His chest tightened.

For a fleeting second, fear surged through him. This was too easy. Too seamless. He had expected something dramatic, something grotesque or laughable that would allow him to recoil. Instead, he found something subtler.

He lifted a hand slowly and touched his own cheek, feeling the smoothness, the faint trace of makeup beneath his fingertips.

Alice watched him.

“You see,” she said quietly, not instructing now but observing, “there was never very far to travel.”

He felt neither triumphant nor defeated. Only aware.

Aware of the robe against his body. Of the shape of his shoulders. Of the way his hair framed his face. Of the silence in the room, thick and expectant.

Something in him felt steadier than it had the day before.

Something else felt dangerously unmoored.

Alice reached out and rested her hand briefly at the centre of his back, a gesture both possessive and guiding.

“Good,” she said.

Alice did not go to the wardrobe immediately.

She let the moment settle first, watching Jamie watch himself, as though allowing the image time to take hold. Then she turned away and crossed the room with unhurried purpose, the silk of her dress whispering softly as she moved.

From the wardrobe, she selected the lingerie first.

White.

She laid the pieces out on the bed with care, smoothing them flat with her palm. The panties were satin, simple in cut, the fabric catching the light with a quiet sheen. The bra matched, its cups soft and unadorned, straps slender and pale.

“This,” she said, without looking at him, “is what I want you to wear.”

Jamie rose from the chair slowly and approached the bed. The silk robe fell open slightly as he moved, and he pulled it closed again instinctively, cheeks warming.

“I want you to look pure today, Amelia,” Alice said calmly. “Fresh. Unspoiled.”

The words lodged somewhere in his chest. He nodded, though he was not certain what he was agreeing to.

“Take the robe off,” she added.

His fingers hesitated at the knot, then obeyed. The robe slipped from his shoulders and pooled at his feet, leaving him standing bare beneath her gaze. He folded it automatically, placed it on the chair, and turned back to the bed.

He stepped into the panties carefully, the fabric sliding easily over his skin. He paused for a moment once they were in place, aware of the unfamiliar lightness, the way the satin sat against his body without resistance.

The bra followed. He held it awkwardly at first, then slipped his arms through the straps and fastened it behind his back with careful fingers. When he straightened, he felt the faint pressure of it settle, a gentle insistence that altered his posture without demanding it.

Alice stepped closer.

“Not quite finished,” she said.

She reached into her handbag and withdrew two soft inserts, pale and unassuming. She placed them into the cups with efficient movements, adjusting them until they sat just so.

“There,” she murmured. “That’s better.”

Jamie looked down. The change was subtle but unmistakable. There was weight now, a suggestion of shape where there had been none before. He inhaled sharply and looked away.

Alice was already turning back to the wardrobe.

The dress she chose was white, light, and summery, the fabric soft and fluid. It had an off-the-shoulder neckline, simple and elegant, the sort of dress that belonged to bright mornings and open air. She held it out to him without ceremony.

“Put it on.”

He lifted it carefully and drew it over his head. The fabric brushed his face, then slid down over his shoulders and chest, floating briefly before settling against his body. It fell easily into place, skimming his waist and hips, light as breath.

Jamie stood very still.

Alice circled him slowly, straightening the neckline, smoothing the fabric where it caught, adjusting the fall of the skirt with small, precise movements. Her fingers were deft and unhurried.

She stepped back.

“Yes,” she said quietly.

Finally, she knelt and set the shoes at his feet.

White pumps, low-heeled and elegant, polished to a soft shine.

“Careful,” she said as he stepped into them. “Weight on the ball of the foot.”

He obeyed, shifting his balance tentatively. The heels lifted him just enough to change the way he stood, the way his body aligned itself over his feet. He wobbled slightly, then steadied.

Alice rose and regarded him once more.

Jamie looked at himself in the mirror.

White satin. White cotton. Soft fabric and subtle weight. He looked pretty and feminine, the effect gentler than anything he had imagined, almost innocent.

Alice’s hand came to rest lightly at his elbow.

“Good,” she said again. “Now you’re ready.”

Amelia stood there, dressed for her first trip out into the day, feeling the unfamiliar certainty of someone who had been chosen carefully and prepared with intention.

Alice stepped back and regarded her work for a moment longer, her head tilted slightly, eyes narrowing with consideration.

“Walk,” she said.

Amelia hesitated. The word felt heavier than it should have, as though it asked for more than a simple action. She shifted her weight uncertainly, the low heels reminding her of themselves at once.

“Up and down,” Alice added calmly. “From the window to the door. Slowly.”

Amelia took a breath and moved forward.

Her first steps were awkward. Too long. Too deliberate. She could feel her body reverting to old habits, shoulders stiffening, weight falling heavily into her stride. The dress swayed, but not quite as it should have. She flushed, painfully aware of Alice’s eyes on her back.

“Stop,” Alice said.

Amelia did, at once.

“Again,” Alice continued, unperturbed. “But this time, let the movement come from your hips, not your legs. Shorter steps. And don’t rush.”

Amelia nodded. She tried again.

This time, she concentrated on the sensations. The way the heels altered her balance. The way the satin of the dress brushed against her thighs. She shortened her stride, allowing her hips to shift almost of their own accord. It felt exaggerated at first, almost ridiculous, but as she reached the window, she realised something had changed.

“Turn,” Alice said.

Amelia turned carefully and walked back.

“Better,” Alice observed. “You’re still thinking too much, but that will pass.”

She crossed the room and placed two fingers lightly on Amelia’s shoulder, adjusting her posture with a small, precise movement.

“Relax here,” she said. “And here.”

Amelia felt herself soften under the touch. Her shoulders dropped slightly. Her arms hung more loosely at her sides.

“Again.”

She walked the length of the room once more. This time, the movement felt smoother, less conscious. The dress moved with her rather than against her. The heels no longer felt like an intrusion, but an instruction.

Alice watched in silence.

When Amelia reached the door and turned back, there was a faint satisfaction stirring in her chest. She felt taller, lighter. Almost girlish.

“Yes,” Alice said quietly. “That’s it.”

She turned away and went to the wardrobe once more. This time she selected a handbag, pale and elegant without being ostentatious. She placed it on the bed and opened it, slipping inside a lipstick, a compact, a small brush. She closed it again and crossed the room.

She held it out.

Amelia accepted it automatically, the weight of it settling into her hand. The strap slid neatly over her wrist, the gesture unfamiliar but strangely natural.

Alice adjusted it slightly, guiding the strap into place.

“Carry it like it belongs to you,” she said. “Because it does.”

Amelia looked at herself in the mirror again. The white dress. The softened face. The handbag resting at her side. She felt a surge of excitement.

Alice came to stand beside her, their reflections aligned.

“It’s time,” she said, her voice composed, almost light.

She met Amelia’s eyes in the glass and smiled.

“It’s time to unleash Amelia on the world.”


Chapter Eight

The change from the quiet, contained space of the room to the open hallway was immediate. Sound rushed in first. Voices, laughter, doors opening and closing somewhere along the corridor. The ordinary rhythm of the halls continued, indifferent and unbroken.

Amelia felt it all at once.

The dress moved against her as she walked, the light fabric brushing her thighs with each step, a constant, whispering presence that could never be denied. The bra beneath it held its shape, subtle but undeniable, and she found herself acutely aware of the way it altered how she carried herself. The weight of the breasts seemed to dictate how she felt. Even the shoes changed her, forcing her weight forward, making each step something to consider.

She felt exposed. What if someone recognised her? Could she ever live it down?

The dress was modest, the makeup restrained. But inside, everything felt heightened. Each movement seemed to matter. Each step was carefully considered, even when no one was looking. Alice did not slow.

She moved ahead with her usual calm assurance, her heels striking the floor in a steady rhythm. There was no hesitation in her posture, no suggestion that anything about this was unusual. She expected to pass through the space, and so she did.

Amelia tried to follow. She kept her steps small, remembering the instructions, letting her hips move just enough, not too much. She held the handbag as she had been shown, close to her side, her fingers curled lightly around the strap. Her shoulders remained relaxed, or as relaxed as she could manage with the way her brain was buzzing.

They reached the stairway.

Alice descended first, one hand resting lightly on the rail, her movement fluid and unselfconscious. Amelia followed more carefully, aware of each step, of the slight shift in balance as she placed her feet. The dress moved around her legs, the fabric catching and settling again with each downward motion. She kept her eyes lowered.

At the bottom of the stairs, the foyer opened up before them. It was busy.

Students gathered in small groups, talking, laughing, leaning against the walls or sitting on the low benches. The sound filled the space, warm and familiar. Someone called out across the room. A burst of laughter followed. Amelia’s chest tightened.

This was different from the club. There, everything had been contained, intentional, even expected. Here, it was ordinary. Uncontrolled. Real. She noticed a few people she knew to say hello to and immediately turned her head away, blushing with embarrassment.

Alice did not pause, though. She walked straight through the centre of the foyer, as though she belonged there more than anyone else. And because of that, no one stopped her. No one questioned her. Amelia followed in her wake.

She felt certain, at first, that every eye would turn. That someone would recognise her, would see through the softness, the fabric, and the careful movements. That she would be called out, exposed. Laughed at and ridiculed.

But no one did.

People glanced, perhaps, in passing, but their attention moved on just as quickly. Conversations continued. Laughter rose and fell. The world did not stop to examine her. The realisation was almost disorienting.

She was just another girl heading out into the world.

As they neared the exit, a man leaning against the wall looked up. His gaze lingered a moment longer than the others. It travelled over her, slow and appreciative, before he gave a faint, knowing smile. Amelia felt the heat rise instantly to her cheeks.

She lowered her eyes again and kept walking.

The first thing Amelia noticed was the warmth of the day, a soft breeze moving gently along the street, carrying the faint scent of summer, the noise of traffic, and something distant she could not quite place. The breeze touched her bare legs at once, slipping beneath the hem of her dress, lifting the light fabric just enough to make it stir.

The skirt shifted against her thighs, brushing softly over skin that was still newly sensitive. The sensation made her catch her breath, not unpleasant, just unfamiliar in its persistence. It was constant, that awareness. The movement of fabric. The feel of air. The way her body seemed newly exposed to everything around it.

Alice’s arm slipped through hers. The gesture was easy, natural, and it steadied her at once. The contact grounded her, the warmth of Alice’s presence firm and guiding.

“You’re doing very well,” she said, her voice low and assured.

Amelia turned her head slightly, her cheeks still faintly flushed, and nodded. Alice gave the smallest squeeze of her arm before continuing.

“Watch the ground,” she added. “There are uneven patches along here. Don’t rush your steps.”

Amelia looked down instinctively, adjusting her pace. The pavement was not as smooth as she might have imagined. Small cracks, slight changes in level. In her heels, they mattered. She placed each step more carefully now, aware of her balance, of the way her body shifted to accommodate it. They walked up the road together. Cars passed. People moved in both directions. Conversations drifted in fragments as others walked by. Amelia kept her gaze forward, her movements measured, trying to hold onto the rhythm she had practised in the room.

No one stopped. No one stared. A few glanced, perhaps, but nothing lingering. She passed among them without interruption, just another figure in a summer dress, arm linked with a friend. Its normality unsettled her more than anything else.

The bus stop came into view. A small cluster of people stood waiting, checking phones, talking quietly. Alice guided her into place among them without ceremony. Amelia stood still, aware of her posture, of the handbag resting at her wrist, of the faint movement of her dress in the breeze.

The bus arrived with a low rumble. A red double-decker, its brakes sighing as it pulled in. The doors opened and people began to board. Alice stepped forward at once, releasing Amelia’s arm only briefly as she paid for the tickets.

“Two for the city centre,” she said calmly.

Amelia followed her onto the bus, the steps narrow, the vehicle's movement shifting beneath her feet. She kept her balance carefully, one hand brushing the rail, the other holding her bag close.

“Upstairs,” Alice said. They climbed. The upper deck was busy, filled with chatter and the low hum of movement. Amelia followed Alice down the aisle and into a seat near the front. She sat carefully, smoothing her dress beneath her without thinking, knees together, hands settling lightly in her lap.

The bus pulled away.

The noise filled the space around her. Voices overlapping. Laughter. The occasional burst of music from someone’s headphones. It felt close, immediate, inescapable.

Her heart was still racing. She could feel it clearly now, each beat sharp and insistent in her chest. She tried to steady her breathing, to focus on something outside herself. She lifted her gaze and fixed it ahead, watching as the bus moved through the streets, past familiar buildings now seen from a slightly altered height. The city unfolded before her, ordinary and unchanged.

In the glass of the window, she caught her reflection. At first, she did not recognise it. The soft fall of her hair. The light makeup. The pale dress framing her shoulders. The shape of her posture. She looked feminine. Not exaggerated. Not theatrical. Elegant in a way she hadn’t expected when all this began.

Alice leaned closer. The movement was subtle, but Amelia felt it at once, the warmth of her breath near her shoulder, the faint brush of her hair as she turned her head.

“How do you feel?” Alice asked softly.

The question settled between them.

Amelia kept her eyes forward. The bus rattled on, voices rising and falling around her, the city sliding past in blurred reflections. She could feel the answer forming somewhere inside her, but the thought of speaking it aloud made her throat tighten.

She shook her head slightly. Alice watched her for a moment, then spoke again, quieter now.

“Your voice,” she said. “Soften it. Don’t push. And don’t be afraid.”

Amelia swallowed. She became suddenly aware of her own breath, of the way it caught too high in her chest. She let it fall, just a little, as Alice had suggested. When she spoke, it came out smaller, uncertain, but different.

“I… I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

The words felt strange as they left her mouth, as though they belonged to someone else.

Alice giggled and squeezed Amelia’s arm.

“You are,” she said simply. “And soon it won’t feel like something you’re doing at all. It will feel natural. Second nature.”

Amelia looked down at her hands, resting neatly in her lap, the handbag looped over her wrist. They did not look like her hands. Or rather, they did, but in a different way. Held differently.

The bus turned, sunlight shifting across the window, and her reflection appeared again, briefly.

This was not something she could step out of at the end of the day, like a costume returned to a rail. It had already begun to settle into her, into the way she moved, the way she spoke, the way she was seen. She felt it then, properly.

A quiet understanding that this was not a moment, or even a series of moments, but a turning point. Something that had already shifted beneath her feet without asking permission.

The bus slowed and drew in at the city centre.

Alice rose first, already gathering her bag, and Amelia followed, careful as she stepped down onto the pavement. The noise of the city wrapped around them at once. Traffic, voices, the low hum of movement in every direction. It felt larger here, more exposed, and Amelia instinctively drew a fraction closer to Alice’s side.

Alice guided her easily through the crowd, her hand briefly at Amelia’s elbow when the pavement narrowed, her pace steady and assured. They crossed a street, passed a row of shop windows, and then stopped before the wide glass front of a large department store.

Alice turned slightly, her expression brightening in a way Amelia had not yet seen.

“We’re going to have so much fun,” she said.

The words were light, almost playful, and something in Amelia eased in response, though the nervous flutter in her chest did not entirely settle. They stepped inside. Cool air, soft lighting, the quiet hum of carefully controlled space. The store was open and elegant, floors polished, displays arranged with precision. Women explored a clothes sale, gliding between the rails, lifting fabrics, holding items against themselves, conferring in low voices.

Alice led her towards the escalators.

“Come,” she said.

Amelia followed, stepping carefully onto the moving stairs. The sensation was momentarily disorienting, the shift beneath her feet, but she steadied quickly, one hand resting lightly on the rail.

The space opened out into rows of dresses, blouses, skirts, each arranged by colour and style. Soft fabrics, bright colours, delicate cuts. Amelia felt her attention drawn in every direction at once, her eyes moving from one rail to another, taking in shapes and textures she had never really allowed herself to consider before.

Alice moved among them with ease.

“This,” she said, brushing her fingers lightly along a row of dresses, “is one of the pleasures. You’re not fixed. You get to choose. You get to try things. See what suits you.”

Amelia listened, her gaze lingering on a pale blue dress, then a darker one beside it. The idea felt both simple and overwhelming. Alice had already selected something. She drew a dress from the rail and turned back. It was red. Not soft or muted, but striking, the colour rich and deliberate. The fabric held its shape, the cut clean and confident.

She held it up against Amelia.

The contrast was immediate. The white of Amelia’s dress against the bold red, the softness replaced by something sharper, more defined.

“Yes,” Alice said quietly. “Let’s try this on.”

Amelia felt a flicker of uncertainty, but she nodded. They made their way to the changing rooms. The space was softly lit, mirrors placed at careful angles, curtains instead of doors. Alice chose a cubicle and drew the curtain closed behind them.

“Go on,” she said. Amelia slipped the white dress from her shoulders, folding it instinctively, placing it carefully aside. The red dress waited. She lifted it and drew it over her head.

The fabric settled differently this time. It held her more firmly, shaping rather than drifting. She adjusted it slightly, unsure, then turned as Alice stepped closer. Alice’s hands moved at once. She straightened the neckline, smoothed the fabric at Amelia’s waist, and adjusted the fall of the skirt with small, precise movements. Her attention was complete, focused entirely on how the dress sat, how it moved.

“Stand properly,” she said softly, guiding Amelia’s shoulders back with a light touch. “There.”

Amelia followed the instructions, feeling the difference immediately. The dress seemed to come alive when she stood as Alice wanted her to.

Alice stepped back. “Turn,” she said. Amelia hesitated only a moment before turning slowly, the skirt shifting around her legs. The fabric moved differently to the white dress. It had presence. Weight. It followed her rather than floating freely.

“Again,” Alice said.

This time, Amelia turned more easily. And then, without quite meaning to, she let the movement carry a little further. The skirt lifted slightly, settling again as she came to stillness.

Alice’s expression softened, just a fraction. “Yes,” she said. Amelia looked at herself in the mirror. The red dress changed her. There was nothing soft or tentative about it. It asked something of her. A confidence she was not sure she possessed, but could almost feel at the edges.

For a moment, the nervousness gave way to something lighter. Something unexpected. She laughed. It came out naturally, unforced, surprising her as much as anything else. The sound felt different, as though it belonged in the space she now occupied.

They did not stop with the red dress.

Alice led her back out onto the floor and, with the same quiet certainty, began selecting more. A pale blouse paired with a fitted skirt. A soft knit dress in cream. A darker, more structured piece that changed the line of Amelia’s shoulders entirely. Each time, Amelia followed her into the changing room, each time slipping out of one version of herself and into another.

Alice adjusted everything.

A strap here. A seam there. The way a hem sat against her knees. The way her shoulders aligned beneath a neckline. She spoke little, only the occasional instruction, but her attention never wavered. Amelia began to understand what she meant earlier. It was not about the clothes alone. It was about how they were worn.

At some point, Amelia became aware of a different kind of discomfort. A small, insistent pressure that had nothing to do with the dresses or the mirrors or Alice’s gaze. She shifted slightly, then again, trying to ignore it.

Alice noticed. “What is it?” she asked.

Amelia hesitated, her cheeks colouring. “I…I need to…” She faltered, the words catching awkwardly. “I need…you know.”

Alice’s expression did not change, though something in her gaze sharpened slightly. “Of course,” she said. “Come with me.”

The changing room curtain fell back into place and they stepped out into the store again. Amelia followed closely, her awareness returning in a rush. The people. The lights. The quiet movement around them. She held her handbag a little tighter, her steps careful. Alice guided her towards the back of the floor, past another set of displays, until a discreet sign came into view.

The women’s toilets. Amelia slowed. Wasn’t this a step too far?

The sight of it brought a fresh wave of uncertainty. This was different. Not the changing room, not the bus. This was a space that felt more private, more defined. She felt the hesitation rise in her chest, sharp and immediate. Alice glanced at her.

“Keep walking,” she said quietly.

Amelia did.

They entered together. Inside, the space was calm, softly lit, the tiled floor clean and bright. A few women stood at the mirrors, adjusting their hair, checking their reflections, speaking in low voices. No one looked up. Alice led her to an empty cubicle.

“Go on,” she said, her tone unchanged. “Take your time.”

Amelia stepped inside and closed the door. For a moment, she simply stood there, her hand resting against the lock, her breath unsteady. The quiet of the cubicle felt close, contained. She was acutely aware of where she was, of what this meant.

Then, slowly, she moved. The action itself was simple, practical, but it carried a weight she had not expected. She kept her movements careful, contained, as though the space demanded it of her. When she was finished, she lingered for a second longer than necessary, steadying herself.

Then she unlocked the door and stepped back out.

Alice was waiting by the sinks. “Wash your hands,” she said.

Amelia did, the cool water grounding, the familiar motion easing some of the tension that had built in her chest.

“Good,” Alice added. “Now come here.”

She guided her gently towards the mirror.

The reflection that met Amelia’s eyes was composed, but not unchanged. There was a faint flush in her cheeks, a softness around her mouth that had not been there before.

Alice reached into the handbag.

“You’ve disturbed your makeup a little,” she said. “Nothing serious.”

She handed Amelia the compact and the lipstick.

“Fix it.”

Amelia hesitated, then opened the compact. The small mirror reflected her face back at her, closer now, more intimate than the larger one. She lifted the powder brush, remembering how Alice had moved earlier, and applied it lightly, carefully.

Alice watched, saying nothing. Then the lipstick. Amelia applied it with a steadier hand than she expected, following the natural line, pressing her lips together gently when she finished. The colour settled into place, subtle but present. She looked up.

Alice met her gaze in the mirror. “Yes,” she said softly. “That’s better.”

Amelia held her own reflection for a moment longer. The fear had not gone. But it had shifted, softened at the edges, replaced by something quieter. Something steadier. She closed the compact and slipped it back into the handbag, her movements now more assured.

Alice gave the smallest nod.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s get something to eat.”

Outside, the air had warmed, the sun now higher, the light brighter against the shopfronts and pavement. The city moved easily around them, people wandering past in small groups, pausing at crossings, carrying bags, talking in that half-absorbed way of late morning.

Alice guided Amelia a short distance along the street before stopping outside a small bistro café. It had a handful of tables set out onto the pavement, metal chairs, simple white tops catching the sunlight. A chalkboard sign leaned against the wall, listing breakfast options in looping handwriting.

“This will do,” Alice said.

They sat. Amelia lowered herself carefully into the chair, smoothing her dress beneath her without thinking, the movement now almost instinctive. The metal felt cool through the fabric, the slight give of it beneath her weight unfamiliar but not unpleasant. She placed her handbag neatly on the table, just as she had seen others do.

A waiter approached. He was young, polite, a little distracted in the way of someone already thinking about the next table. He glanced at them briefly, offered a quick smile.

“Morning, ladies,” he said. “What can I get you?”

Alice ordered without hesitation.

“Two coffees,” she said, “and breakfast. Avocado on toast. For both.”

The waiter nodded, jotted it down, and moved on.

He did not look twice at Amelia. The absence of reaction settled over her slowly. She had expected something. A pause. A question. Even the slightest flicker of confusion. There was nothing.

She sat a little straighter.

Alice leaned back in her chair, crossing one leg over the other with effortless ease, and turned her attention to the street. “This is where you learn,” she said.

Amelia followed her gaze. People passed constantly. Women in dresses and skirts, some in trousers, some in trainers, others in heels. Each one moved differently. Some walked quickly, purposefully, eyes forward. Others moved more slowly, their steps lighter, their movements less defined.

Alice gestured subtly with her chin.

“Watch her,” she said.

A woman crossed the street, her coat open, dress shifting with each step. Her movement was fluid but contained, her posture upright without stiffness. “She doesn’t think about it,” Alice continued. “That’s how you want to be.”

Amelia nodded slightly, her eyes fixed. Another woman passed closer to their table, heels striking the pavement with a sharper rhythm, her steps longer, more deliberate.

“And her,” Alice added. “Too much effort. You can see it.”

Amelia watched again, noticing now what she had not seen before. The slight tension in the shoulders. The way the movement seemed constructed rather than natural. “It’s not just the clothes,” Alice said quietly. “It’s how they sit on you. How you carry them and the way you think about yourself.”

Amelia glanced down at her own dress, at the way the fabric lay across her lap, the soft fold of it over her knees. She adjusted it slightly, smoothing it with her hand.

The coffee arrived. Amelia lifted the cup carefully, aware of her hands, of the way she held it. The warmth spread through her fingers, grounding. She took a small sip, then another, letting the familiar taste settle her.

They ate slowly; the act of sitting there, of eating in the open, of being part of the scene rather than watching it from a distance, felt quietly significant. Alice continued to point things out.

A girl was adjusting her bag as she walked. Another laughing, head tilted back, unaware of how she drew attention. The way a skirt moved differed depending on the pace. The way confidence could soften or sharpen a face without any change in features.

Amelia listened. She watched. And gradually, the fear that had sat so sharply in her chest began to ease, replaced by a more focused attention. She found herself studying without panic, noticing details, small things, the way Alice had shown her.

Alice placed her napkin neatly on the table, stood, and Amelia followed at once, the movement now almost automatic. The chair scraped softly against the pavement as she rose, the dress settling around her legs again, the now-familiar sensation of fabric and air returning.

They stepped back into the flow of the street. Amelia expected, perhaps, to return to the shops. To retrace their steps or head back to the bus. Instead, Alice guided her further along, turning down a quieter side street where the noise of traffic softened, and the storefronts became more refined, more deliberate.

They stopped outside a salon.

The windows were large, the interior bright and clean, mirrors catching the light and reflecting it back in soft angles. Inside, women sat in various states of transformation, hair being brushed, nails being shaped, faces being attended to with quiet care.

Alice opened the door and stepped inside. The air smelled faintly of polish and something floral. There was a low hum of conversation, subdued and intimate. No one looked up immediately. The staff moved with quiet efficiency, acknowledging Alice with a nod that suggested familiarity without fuss.

“This way,” Alice said.

Before Amelia could fully take in where she was, she was being guided to a chair. She sat, almost without thinking, the movement smooth, practised now in a way that startled her when she realised it. A woman appeared at her side.

“Hands, please,” she said gently.

Amelia hesitated for only a moment before placing her hands on the small cushion in front of her. The woman took them lightly, turning them, examining them with professional attention.

Amelia felt a flicker of something she could not name.

The process began. Warm water. A soft file. Then gel nails were attached if quiet precision and skill. Amelia watched as her hands were transformed into something altogether more elegant and feminine. Alice stood nearby, observing, saying nothing.

Then came the colour.

A pale, understated shade of pink. The brush moved slowly, deliberately, coating each nail with a soft gloss that caught the light without demanding it. Amelia held her breath without realising, careful not to disturb the work, her hands suddenly precious, attended to.

“There,” the woman said at last. “Keep them still a moment.”

Amelia nodded. She glanced towards Alice, who gave the smallest approving incline of her head. Before she could fully settle into the sensation, Alice spoke again.

“Come on,” she said.

Amelia blinked, then rose carefully, hands held slightly away from her body. Alice guided her to another chair, this one positioned before a mirror.

“Sit,” she said.

Amelia did. Another woman approached, her movements brisk but not hurried. She spoke quietly to Alice, who nodded once. Amelia felt a flicker of unease return.

“What—” she began, then stopped.

Alice’s hand came lightly to her shoulder.

“Still,” she said.

The woman behind her worked quickly, parting her hair with practised fingers. Amelia felt a coolness at her ear, then a brief, firm pressure. A sharp pinch.

She flinched, breath catching, the sensation bright and immediate. Amelia stared at her reflection. A small stud caught the light at her ear. Before she could fully process it, the other side followed. Another quick, precise movement. Another sharp, fleeting sting. Then stillness.

The woman stepped back.

“All done,” she said.

Amelia reached up instinctively, fingers hovering just short of her ears. She could feel them there.  In the mirror, the effect was subtle, almost delicate.

She lowered her hands slowly, staring at her new nails. Alice stepped into view beside her, her expression composed and oddly satisfied.

“My treat for the day,” she said.


Chapter Nine

Amelia sat very still, her hands resting lightly in her lap.

She was staring at her nails.

They caught the light each time she shifted her fingers, the soft sheen of polish smooth and deliberate, the shape of them refined in a way she had never noticed before. She turned her hand slightly, then back again, watching the way they moved, the way they belonged to her and yet did not feel entirely her own.

How did I let this happen?

The thought came quietly, without panic.

She tried to trace it back. The morning. The note. The cream. The dress. The bus. The shop. The salon. Each step seemed small when taken on its own. Reasonable. Contained.

But sitting there now, she could feel the weight of them, layered one upon the other, until they had become something else entirely.

She was no longer sure where she had last made a choice.

The room around her was unfamiliar in a way that unsettled her more than the salon had. This was Alice’s space, not hers. It carried a different presence. The bed beneath her was softer, the air faintly scented, everything arranged with the same quiet precision she had come to recognise.

She had not changed.

The white dress still rested lightly against her body. The heels remained on her feet, her posture held in the careful alignment she had been taught. The handbag sat beside her, its contents intact.

She had not questioned it.

The door opened.

Amelia looked up at once.

Alice stepped inside, closing it behind her with her usual unhurried ease. In her hand she carried a bottle of wine, the glass catching the light as she crossed the room.

“You’re very quiet,” she observed.

Amelia lowered her gaze again, her fingers curling slightly inward.

Alice set the bottle down on a small table and retrieved two glasses. The sound of the cork easing free was soft but distinct in the quiet of the room. She poured without rushing, the pale liquid catching and settling in each glass.

Then she turned and sat down beside Amelia on the bed.

The mattress dipped slightly with her weight.

She handed one of the glasses to her.

“Drink,” she said.

Amelia accepted it, her fingers steady despite the thoughts still moving quietly through her mind. The glass felt cool in her hand.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

Alice leaned back slightly, one arm resting along the back of the bed, her posture relaxed, composed. She took a small sip of her wine and watched Amelia over the rim of the glass.

Amelia raised her own glass and drank.

The wine was light, crisp, and it spread a gentle warmth through her chest. She lowered the glass and looked down again at her hands, at the nails that still held her attention.

“I don’t understand,” she said at last, her voice soft.

The words seemed to settle into the space between them.

Alice did not answer immediately.

She set her glass down and reached out, taking Amelia’s hand in her own. Her fingers closed around it, not tightly, but with quiet certainty.

“You don’t need to understand,” she said.

Her thumb moved once, lightly, across the back of Amelia’s hand, over the smooth skin, the polished nails.

Amelia felt the touch.

She did not pull away.

She sat there, the glass resting loosely in her other hand, the warmth of the wine beginning to soften the edges of her thoughts, and allowed the silence to return.

Outside, the day continued as it always had.

Inside, something else was taking shape, steady and unspoken, in the space between them.

Alice did not release her hand.

She let the silence stretch just long enough to settle, then spoke, her voice low and even, as though she were explaining something simple rather than something that might alter the course of a life.

“There are different ways people come together,” she said. “Most of them are… unexamined. Habit. Expectation. People drift into roles without ever really understanding them.”

Her thumb moved once more over Amelia’s knuckles, a small, absent gesture.

“But there are other arrangements. Ones where both people are aware of what they are, and choose it. Where the structure is not accidental, but intentional.”

She paused, not to invite interruption, but to allow the words to land.

“A submissive and a dominant,” she continued. “It sounds stark when you say it like that. But it isn’t crude. It isn’t about force. It’s about recognition.”

Her gaze lifted slightly, not quite meeting Amelia’s, but close enough that the attention could be felt.

“The dominant takes responsibility. For direction. For decisions. For shaping things. Not carelessly. Not selfishly. With attention.”

She spoke the last word with quiet emphasis.

“And the submissive… responds. Not because they are made to. But because something in them settles when they no longer have to resist. When they no longer have to decide everything for themselves.”

Amelia sat very still.

Alice’s voice remained calm, measured, never rising, never pressing.

“It can be an exploration,” she went on. “For both. The dominant learns where the boundaries are. How far to guide. How much to ask. And the submissive learns where they end, and where they begin again, when someone else is holding the shape of things.”

Her hand tightened slightly around Amelia’s, not enough to restrain, only enough to be felt.

“I think,” she said, more quietly now, “that you’ve already begun to understand that. Even if you wouldn’t yet call it by name.”

She let that sit between them.

“You didn’t refuse,” she continued. “Not when you might have. Not when it would have been easy to turn away. You followed. You listened. You adjusted.”

A faint pause.

“And you felt it.”

Her tone did not change, but something in it softened.

“That sense of things becoming… easier. Clearer. When you’re not fighting it. When you allow yourself to be guided.”

She released Amelia’s hand then, only to reach for her glass again, taking a small sip before continuing.

“I believe you are submissive, Amelia,” she said simply. “Not in a way that diminishes you. In a way that completes you.”

She set the glass down.

“And I think,” she added, her voice returning to its earlier calm, “that you will respond very well to me being in control.”

Amelia lifted her head slightly.

The question had been forming quietly for some time, sitting just beneath the surface of everything Alice had said. Now it came, soft but clear.

“What do you want me to do?”

Alice regarded her for a moment before answering.

There was no hesitation.

“From now on,” she said, “you will devote yourself to being a girl. Fully.”

The words were spoken simply, without drama, and because of that they settled more heavily.

Amelia’s breath caught, but she did not interrupt.

Alice continued.

“You will stop thinking of this as something temporary. Or something you step in and out of. That part of you… the one you were holding onto… you will let it go.”

Her tone remained even, controlled.

“You will dress properly. You will take care with how you present yourself. You will move as a girl moves, speak as a girl speaks. And more than that, you will begin to think of yourself that way. Not as something you are pretending to be. But as something you are.”

Amelia’s fingers tightened slightly around her glass, though she did not realise she was doing it.

Alice shifted a little closer on the bed, her presence steady and certain.

“You will be with me,” she said. “As my submissive girlfriend.”

The phrase hung in the air between them, unfamiliar and yet strangely fitting, as though it had been waiting to be spoken.

“We won’t rush it,” Alice added. “There’s no need. You will be introduced to things gradually. You will learn. You will adjust. And in time, you will stop questioning it.”

She reached out again, this time resting her hand lightly over Amelia’s.

“You don’t need to force anything,” she said. “You only need to stop resisting.”

Amelia sat very still.

The room seemed quieter now, as though the outside world had receded just enough to leave only the two of them and the shape of what had just been said.

Alice’s voice softened, but did not lose its certainty.

“You will come to accept it,” she said. “Because it will feel right to you.”

Amelia did not answer.

She looked down at their hands, at the contrast between them, and felt something shift again, deeper this time, something that did not ask for permission.

And for the first time, she understood that this was no longer a question of what Alice wanted.

It was a question of whether she could imagine wanting anything else.

Alice set her glass aside.

“Come here,” she said.

Amelia moved at once, setting her own glass down carefully before crossing the small space between them. She stopped just in front of Alice, uncertain for only a moment.

Alice’s gaze lifted to meet hers. “Remove your dress.” Amelia’s eyes widened but she complied, lifting the skirt and pulling the dress over her head so that she stood there in her lingerie.

“Kneel,” said Alice.

The word was quiet, but it carried weight.

Amelia hesitated, just long enough to feel the shift inside her, then lowered herself slowly to the floor. The movement felt deliberate as she came to rest, the heels digging slightly into her backside. She placed her hands lightly on her smooth thighs, unsure and waited.

Alice watched her.

“How do you address me?” she asked.

Amelia’s throat felt dry.

“Miss Alice,” she said softly.

Alice’s expression did not change.

“Again.”

“Miss Alice.”

“Again.”

This time the words came a little more easily.

“Miss Alice.”

Alice inclined her head slightly, satisfied.

“Good,” she said. “Now listen carefully.”

Amelia kept her eyes lowered.

“You will speak clearly when I ask something of you,” Alice continued. “You will answer properly. You will not rush, and you will not mumble. You understand?”

“Yes, Miss Alice.”

Alice let the silence stretch for a moment, then spoke again.

“You will say it.”

Amelia blinked, then nodded slightly.

“I will answer clearly,” she said, her voice steadier than before. “I will speak properly when you ask something of me, Miss Alice.”

Alice watched her closely.

“And?”

Amelia paused, then continued, the words forming as though she were discovering them even as she spoke.

“I will listen to you,” she said. “And follow what you tell me to do, Miss Alice.”

A faint shift in Alice’s posture suggested approval.

“Again,” she said.

Amelia repeated it, more fluidly this time, the words settling more naturally into place.

“I will listen to you. I will follow what you tell me to do, Miss Alice.”

Alice’s hand moved, resting lightly beneath Amelia’s chin, lifting it just enough that she could see her face.

“And what are you to me?”

Amelia’s breath caught.

There was a pause, brief but full.

“I am…yours,” she said quietly. “Miss Alice.”

Alice held her gaze for a moment longer, then released her.

“Yes,” she said.

She reached for her glass again, taking a small sip, as though the moment required no further emphasis.

“Stand,” she added.

Amelia rose at once, the movement smooth now. She stood before Alice, her posture more composed than it had been, her hands settling naturally at her sides. Alice looked at her, calm and assured.

“Good,” she said again.

She walked to the desk and opened the top drawer, taking out a small box. In it was a chastity cage. She sat on the bed and told Amelia to pull down her panties. The girl did so, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Without so much as a blink, Alice took Amelia’s little cocklet in her hand and fixed the chastity cage to it, locking it with a single brass key. “Chastity will be part of your training,” she explained. “I am the key holder and will decide if and when you can be released. Now, tuck it between your legs and pull up your panties. There, it’s nice and smooth. That’s how you are expected to wear it, no unsightly bulges. You are a girl now.”

“Yes, Miss Alice.”

Alice looked at her watch. “I have some work to do this evening, so you will go back to your room,” she said, seeing the immediate look of horror on Amelia’s face. “Yes, on your own. You are a girl now, and you must get used to it. For the rest of the day, I want you to practice your makeup arts and try out some different looks. In the morning, at 10 sharp, you will present yourself to me. Wear something appropriate and feminine for day wear, as we shall be going out.”

“Yes, Miss Alice.”

“Well off you go,” said Alice a little dismissively. Amelia took a deep breath and stepped out on her own as a girl, the dress swishing lightly against her thighs.

And so, it had begun.


Chapter Ten

Amelia stood in front of her wardrobe, one hand resting lightly against the open door, her eyes moving over the rows of clothes as though they might rearrange themselves into certainty if she looked long enough. The room felt quieter than it had the day before, though nothing had changed. The same light. The same soft order. Maybe the other students in the halls of residence were having a lie-in.

Amelia felt different.

She had been up for some time already, though she could not have said exactly when she woke. Those early minutes of wakefulness had been restless. Thoughts circling. The memory of the previous day pressed in, not overwhelming, but present enough that she could not quite ignore it.

Now, standing there, she felt the weight of something simpler. What to wear.

Her fingers brushed over a dress, then another, pausing, moving on. Each choice seemed to carry meaning now. Not just what looked good, but what felt right. What would hold her together once she stepped outside. And what would impress her new Mistress.

At last, she selected a short, flared skirt, light enough to move easily, and an off-the-shoulder blouse that echoed the softness she had begun to recognise in herself. The fabric felt right in her hands. It was slightly sheer and would show a hint of lingerie, which she thought that Miss Alice might like.

She laid them out carefully.

The pink underwear came next. Satin again, softer this time, paired without hesitation. The sheen and delicate fabric attracted her in a way she was not yet used to. It made her feel instantly vulnerable, feminine. She dressed slowly, aware of each layer as it settled into place. The skirt fell lightly against her thighs. The blouse rested just below her shoulders, exposing the line of her collarbone in a way that made her pause for a moment in the mirror.

Then the shoes.

The heels were a little higher than the day before. She stepped into them carefully, adjusting her balance, letting her weight settle forward as she had been shown. The first few steps were tentative. Then steadier. She liked the way the skirt floated across her bare legs.

She turned back to the mirror on the desk. It was the makeup that unsettled her most.

She sat at the vanity and opened the compact, her reflection staring back at her with nervous expectation. Yesterday, Alice’s hands had guided everything. Today, there was only her. Her fingers trembled as she picked up the brush.

She paused, inhaled slowly, then began.

It was not perfect. Not even close. She could see that immediately. The foundation was uneven at first, the blending not quite as smooth as it should have been. She wiped it away once, tried again, more carefully this time. The movements came back to her in fragments. Small adjustments. Lighter pressure.

Her hands still shook. She looked at her new nails and smiled. It was amazing how something so simple changed something in her.

She steadied her hands against the edge of the table, forced herself to slow down. Eyes next. She remembered the subtlety. The restraint that was needed for a daytime look. She tried to follow it, though her first attempt was again too heavy. She softened it, corrected, stepped back, leaned in again. Time passed without her noticing.

At last, she sat back with a sigh. It was not what Alice would have done. But it wasn’t bad. Close enough that she did not feel the need to start again.

She reached for her handbag and placed a few items inside. The compact. The lipstick. The small brush. A small squirm of anticipation and excitement formed in the pit of her stomach. She closed the purse and pulled a strand of hair around her ear, watching the small stud glint in the light from the window.

For a moment, she simply sat there, her hands resting lightly on the table, her reflection watching her as steadily as she watched it.

Then she stood.

She crossed the room, feeling the now-familiar movement of fabric and heel, the subtle shift in her posture as she walked. At the door, she paused, her hand resting against the handle. Her heart was beating faster again. Not as wildly as before. But enough. She took a breath. And then another. And opened the door.

While she wasn’t confident, Amelia knew to push forward down the corridor to the stairwell. A young man in shorts and a grubby t-shirt gave her a shock as he opened the fire door before her and brushed past with the smell of alcohol still on his breath. She took the steps slowly and was grateful that the foyer was a little emptier than usual. Outside, she turned right and headed towards Alice’s block, swinging her hips a little more.

Amelia paused outside Alice’s door, her hand hovering for only a second before she knocked.

“Come in,” came the reply.

She opened the door and stepped inside.

If her own appearance had been careful, restrained, something that might pass without notice, Alice had chosen a different expression entirely. She stood by the window, the light shimmering around her. Her hair was drawn back tightly from her face, not a strand out of place, its severity sharpening her features. Her makeup was darker than the day before, her eyes defined, her red lips glistening as if with fresh blood.

The leather corset bodice shaped her with unmistakable authority, its lines rigid and controlled, the soft breasts rising luxuriously. Tight leather trousers followed the length of her legs, disappearing into high-heeled boots that looked impossibly high. It made her noticeably taller than Amelia, and that was entirely intentional. At her throat, the onyx necklace caught the light, matched by earrings that moved faintly as she turned her head. Her nails, painted a deep, vicious red to match her lips, rested lightly against her arm.

She looked formidable.

Alice studied Amelia deliberately. From the fall of her hair, to the line of her shoulders, to the skirt, the heels, the small handbag held neatly at her side. Amelia held her breath, blushing suddenly.

Then Alice gave a small, approving nod.

“Feminine,” she said. “Without being outlandish.”

Alice glanced at her watch.

“Our ride is waiting,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Alice.”

She did not explain further. She crossed the room, and Amelia followed. Outside, the air was beginning to warm, and a soft breeze fluttered at Amelia’s skirt. Alice made no attempt to hide her appearance and gained a few surprised glances from those passing by. Parked at the curb was a black limousine, long and polished, its surface reflecting the surrounding buildings in dark, shifting lines.

Alice strode forward and opened the rear door. Amelia followed her inside.

The interior was dim, quiet, upholstered in dark leather that softened the outside world to something distant and muted. She sat beside Alice, the door closing with a solid, final sound. Between them and the front of the car, a dark glass panel separated them from the driver.

The engine shifted almost imperceptibly, and the car began to move.

Amelia felt it in the gentle pull beneath her, the smooth progression as they left the street behind and joined the flow of traffic. Through the tinted glass, the city passed in fragments. Familiar buildings, intersections, and people moving about their lives.

Gradually, the pace changed as they reached a dual carriageway and headed out of the city. To where Amelia didn’t know.

Amelia sat very still, her hands resting in her lap, the faint scent of leather and perfume surrounding her. Beside her, Alice remained composed, her posture unchanged, her presence steady. “Are you nervous?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Alice.”

“Don’t be.” That was all she said. She smiled quietly to herself, obviously enjoying this moment.

The limousine moved on, carrying them further away from the world Amelia recognised, and into something she could not yet see.

Time seemed to stretch inside the car, the quiet and the steady motion creating a strange sense of suspension. She watched the world pass in fragments through the darkened glass. The last edges of the city gave way to wider roads, then to open stretches where the buildings stood further apart, softened by distance and green.

She became aware of the way the car moved without effort, the absence of noise, the way each turn and shift seemed controlled, almost ordained.

At last, the car slowed.

The road narrowed slightly, curving through a small village that appeared almost suddenly, as though it had been waiting just out of sight. Quaint buildings. Stone walls. A stillness that felt removed from the modern structures they had left behind.

Set apart from the village, at a distance that made it feel private rather than isolated, stood a large house. Amelia leaned slightly forward, her eyes drawn to it at once.

It was modern, but not cold. Clean lines, wide windows, the structure slightly anomalous out here in the country. The grounds around it were carefully tended, lawns cut with precision, flowerbeds arranged in quiet colour. There was nothing excessive, but everything spoke of expense.

The limousine drew up smoothly before the entrance. The engine quieted. Alice reached for the handle and stepped out. Amelia followed, her heart beating a little more strongly, a lump in her throat from fear and expectation.

The air was fresher and cleaner here. The quiet of the place settled around them, broken only by the faint sound of leaves shifting somewhere beyond the garden and birdsong. Sun and shadows dappled across the stonework as the limousine pulled away.

The door of the house opened then. Madame Charlotte stepped out.

She was dressed in a manner not unlike Alice, though with her own variation. Dark, tailored, precise. The lines of her clothing echoed the same controlled elegance, her presence immediate and assured. Her hair was as before, slicked back; her expression was more severe, perhaps because of her age.

“Alice, darling,” she said, her voice low and steady. “You made it.”

She descended the steps to meet them, kissed Alice on both cheeks, and then her attention moved quickly to Amelia.

“How lovely to see you both.” The look she gave sent a chill through Amelia, as if Madame Charlotte were eyeing her up for dinner.  “Oh, she looks so much better,” she said.

“What do you say, Amelia?” Prompted Alice a little impatiently.

“It’s nice to see you again, Madame Charlotte.”

The woman’s smile deepened, became almost wolfish. “And you’ve taught her some manners. Now, come inside, there’s much to be done.”

Amelia stepped inside and felt it at once. The space was immaculate. Not simply clean, but arranged with a kind of precision that made everything seem untouchable. The floors gleamed beneath soft light, polished to a subtle sheen. The walls were adorned sparingly, each piece chosen rather than placed, artwork that drew the eye without overwhelming it. A long console table stood to one side, its surface bare save for a single arrangement of flowers, perfectly composed. There wasn’t a hint of dust in the entire place.

Their footsteps echoed faintly as they crossed the threshold, the sound softened by the height of the ceiling and the breadth of the space. Amelia found herself adjusting her posture without thinking, her movements instinctively quieter, more contained, as though the house itself had control of her.

Madame Charlotte moved ahead of them, her presence filling the space with easy authority.

“Celine!” she called, her voice sharp and carrying the hint of a rebuke.

A moment later, Celine appeared at the top of the stairs. She curtsied elegantly but looked a little flustered, even if a very feminine version of it. “Sorry, Madame, I was getting things ready for our guest.”

She descended with the same fluid grace Amelia remembered from the night at Capital E. She wore a short black dress this time, simple but striking, the fabric clinging tightly to her frame. Stockings traced the line of her legs, disappearing into high heels that clicked softly against the polished surface as she came down. Her long blonde hair fell freely behind her, bouncing and catching the light as she moved.

Madame Charlotte turned slightly, gesturing towards Amelia.

“Why don’t you take young Amelia upstairs,” she said, “and get her ready for the fashion show.”

Fashion show.

Celine smiled, warm and knowing.

“Of course, Madame.”

Madame Charlotte turned back to Alice.

“It’s always a good first step,” she said, “to find your girl’s best look for those special occasions. It’s a soft introduction and should give her the confidence to face the rest of the day.” Amelia didn’t know what that meant exactly, and for a moment, she wanted to run out the door.

Alice inclined her head slightly, accepting the remark from Madame Charlotte without question. Amelia stood very still for a moment, aware again of her dress, her heels, the quiet weight of the house around her.

Then Celine stepped closer.

“This way,” she said gently.

Amelia followed her up the stairs.


Chapter Eleven

Celine opened the door, and Amelia dutifully followed her in.

The room was larger than she expected. A wide bay window filled the far wall, the glass clear and bright, drawing in the daylight so that everything within it was softly lit. The light settled over the space, catching on surfaces, lingering on fabric.

For a moment, she did not move. If there was an Aladdin’s Cave of femininity, this was probably as close as you got.

Rails of clothes stood along one long wall, arranged with care and coordinated as if on display. Again, there was nothing undeliberate here. Dresses in every shade she could name and many she could not filled her with sudden excitement. Silks, satins, and lighter fabrics that seemed to hold their shape even when still. Some were cut simply, others more elaborately, but all looked expensive. Each piece had been chosen in the name of ultra-femininity.

Her eyes moved slowly along them.

Along another wall were more delicate garments. Lingerie in pale tones and darker ones, lace and satin, folded or hung with equal precision. Basques and corsets, dainty bra and panty sets with matching garters. Stockings were obviously a requirement; no tights here.

Another part of the room was filled with shelves holding shoes. Row upon row of them. Heels of different heights, different shapes, some slender and fine, others more solid, but all unmistakably feminine too. The leather and patent surfaces caught the light as she shifted her gaze, each pair set neatly beside the next.

Above them, arranged with the same attention, were wigs.

They were set on stands, each one styled, brushed, and waiting. Blonde, dark, auburn, red. Long hair that fell in waves, shorter cuts that framed the face. They did not look like costume pieces. They looked like real hair.

The vanity stood near the window, its surface filled but not crowded. Bottles of perfume, small and carefully shaped. Brushes lay in order. Powders and colours were arranged so that each could be reached without searching. A large mirror rose above it, reflecting the room back on itself, doubling the impression of space and light.

She saw herself in it.

Small, for a moment, against all of it. The skirt, the blouse, the careful work she had done that morning. It seemed terribly underdone right now.

Celine closed the door behind them.

“You like it,” she asked, smiling.

Amelia turned her head slightly, still taking it in, her mouth open.

“It’s…” She faltered, searching for the word. “It’s beautiful.”

Amelia stepped further into the room, almost without realising she had moved. Her hand brushed lightly against a length of fabric as she passed one of the rails. It was softer than she expected, cool against her fingertips. Beautiful was the right word. Her chest filled with anticipation. How would she look? How would she feel?

She looked again at the dresses. At the shoes. At the mirror. Across the final wall hung a tall, wide mirror, obviously used for posing to make sure the ‘look’ was just right.

Celine’s expression softened as she stepped closer.

Before Amelia could quite prepare herself, Celine slipped her arms around her in a brief, warm embrace. It was light, but certain, and carried none of the distance she had felt elsewhere in the house. Celine had been through this before, and now it was her turn to mentor Amelia, to show her the way.

“We’re going to have so much fun,” she said.

The words were easy, almost playful, and something in Amelia responded before she could question it. Celine drew back and looked at her properly.

“First things first,” she said. “Take off the dress. And the bra. Just your panties.”

Amelia hesitated only a moment. Her hands moved carefully to the hem of her dress. She lifted it over her head, folding it instinctively before setting it aside. The bra followed, her movements slower now, more aware of being watched and a little embarrassed to be almost naked in front of this stranger. She stood there, bare except for the pale satin panties, her arms hovering for a moment as though unsure where to settle.

Celine had already turned away. She picked up a silk robe from the back of a chair and held it out. “Here.”

Amelia took it quickly, drawing it around herself, tying it a little tighter than necessary. The fabric slid over her skin, cool and soft, offering a measure of cover that eased something in her for the moment at least.

“Now,” Celine said, gesturing lightly, “sit.”

Amelia moved to the vanity and lowered herself onto the stool. The mirror caught her again, the robe slightly parted at the front. Celine stood behind her. For a moment, she did nothing, only watched, her gaze thoughtful rather than critical.

Then she reached for something on the table.

Amelia saw it in the mirror. A small device, shaped almost like a pen but thicker with a sort of plunger at the end. Celine attached a small vial to it with practised ease so that it now looked like some weird type of gun.

“What is that?” Amelia asked, her voice suddenly filled with concern.

Celine met her eyes, smiling.

“Something Madame Charlotte developed,” she said. “It will help. Just a little.” She stepped closer.

“It gives a bit more fullness,” she added. “Here.”

She gestured lightly.

Amelia felt her breath catch. “You mean?”

“A girl should have a nice set of titties, don’t you think? Don’t worry, it’s not permanent. I think it’s some sort of bee venom.” She shrugged. “I can leave it if you want, but you’ll feel so much better with some weight there…and sensitivity.”

Amelia stared at the device but made no comment.

“Open the robe,” Celine said gently.

Amelia’s fingers loosened the knot. The silk fell slightly apart, exposing her bare chest. She kept her eyes on the mirror, watching rather than looking down.

The touch was efficient, almost clinical and quick. A sharp sting.

Amelia flinched, her hands tightening against her thighs, her breath catching in her throat. It was not unbearable, but it was enough to make her eyes sting, a sudden rush of sensation that left her blinking rapidly.

“Nearly done,” Celine said.

The second followed, then another two injections on the other side. Each one left a small, lingering warmth beneath the surface of her skin.

Amelia held still. She felt her nipples harden and it was a moment before she let go a breath and laughed a little. “It wasn’t too bad.”

“It takes about an hour before you will feel it and notice something.”

Amelia nodded faintly, her breath still uneven, her reflection meeting her gaze with something new behind it.

Celine tilted her head, studying Amelia’s face in earnest.

“First,” she said, “we need a more exotic for you, sweetie.”

She reached for a cotton pad and cleanser and began to remove Amelia’s earlier attempt. The motions were steady, unhurried. The foundation came away first, then the shadow, then the faint colour at her lips. Amelia watched herself return, for a moment, to something plainer.

“You were too careful,” Celine said. “Once you’ve done it a few times, you’ll have the confidence to be more artistic.”  She set the pad aside and took up moisturiser, pressing it into Amelia’s skin with firm, even strokes. “If the skin isn’t right, nothing else will sit properly. A good surface is important to get the look you want.”

Her hands moved with confidence, smoothing along Amelia’s cheeks, her jaw, her temples. Then she stepped back and said they would wait a moment for Amelia’s face to settle.

“How long have you…”

“Been like this? It will be 10 years this December.”

“And you don’t regret it?”

“I’m me. I love being a girl. Isn’t that what you want?”

“I don’t know. I seem to be just slipping into it, like I have no control.”

“That’s usually the way. Now, I’m going to show you exactly how beautiful you can look.”

She picked up a bottle and a brush and squeezed some of the liquid onto the back of her hand.

“Madame Charlotte sent me on a course,” she said, as she worked. “Said I should know how to do this myself. Now I do everyone else, too.”

Unlike Amelia, Celine worked the foundation carefully but quickly, blending in small areas, stepping back to look, then leaning in again. She took a darker tone and traced it lightly beneath Amelia’s cheekbones, then along the sides of her nose and forehead. The change was subtle at first. Then, as she blended, Amelia saw her face shift. The structure became clearer, the lines more deliberate, the softness held in place rather than left to chance.

“Contouring,” Celine said. “It’s almost magical.”

Amelia swallowed, watching the unfamiliar version of herself begin to settle into the glass. The cheeks were more prominent, the nose smaller, the definition around the jaw more feminine. Concealer hid blemishes, and another tube of cream provided a base for the eye makeup. The foundation didn’t feel heavy as Amelia had expected; it felt light and natural. 

“For your eyes,” she said, “we’ll go full drama.”

She worked more slowly now. A darker shadow, layered and blended outward, deepening at the corners. The effect grew gradually, a smoky shape that framed Amelia’s gaze and made it seem larger, more intent. Eyeliner followed, drawn with a steadier hand than Amelia had managed herself, the line clean and defined. Celine reached for a small case and opened it.

False lashes.

Amelia’s breath caught slightly as she watched.

“Look up and stay still,” Celine said.

She held the strip delicately, applied a thin line of adhesive, waited a moment, then pressed it into place along Amelia’s lash line with quiet precision. The sensation was strange. A faint pressure. A new weight at the edge of her vision. Mascara followed, blending the false lashes in.

“Now look,” Celine smiled.

Her eyes had changed entirely. Darker, heavier, impossible to ignore. They held the light differently now, drawing attention even when she did nothing at all. Celine seemed satisfied.

She turned to Amelia’s lips.

“For these,” she said, selecting a deeper shade, “we give you a little more.”

She outlined them first, extending the natural shape, then filled them in, pressing the colour carefully into place. Amelia felt the difference at once. .

“There,” Celine said softly.

But Amelia’s attention had shifted.

A sensation had begun low in her chest. Faint at first, then building. A tingling warmth beneath her skin, centred just beneath the robe. She shifted slightly, her breath catching, the feeling sharpening rather than fading.

“Can you feel it?” Celine asked. “It settles,” she said, as though the reaction were expected. “But it will be a constant reminder.”

Amelia looked down and could see her nipples jutting out, much larger than if they were in the cold. She could feel the nerve endings reacting against the soft silk of the robe.

“Now,” she said, stepping back, “that’s more like it.”

Amelia stared at herself. She was beautiful. Not in a girl-next-door but in a film-star way, as if suddenly nothing of who she was before was left.

“Don’t you cry, girl,” whispered Celine. “That makeup needs to last more than five minutes.” She giggled and turned towards the rails of lingerie. “Now we start on the underwear. Something sensual, white, I think. Virginal,” she grinned a little lasciviously and began running her hands through the silks and satins. She picked out a white satin bra and high-top panties with a matching garter belt in succulent lace.

Celine considered the pieces for a moment, then set them down in a different order.

“We start with these,” she said, picking up the stockings and garter belt. “It’s easier. The garter always goes on first with the stockings. Panties over them.”

Amelia watched her hands, the way she handled the fabric without hesitation.

Celine gathered one stocking and guided it over Amelia’s foot, drawing it slowly up her leg. The fabric was fine, almost weightless, yet it held close, smoothing as it rose. Amelia felt the difference at once, the gentle pressure, the faint pull as it settled into place. She also thought Celine was enjoying the sensual side of this.

“Keep your leg still,” Celine said.

She repeated the motion on the other side, her movements steady, efficient. Then the garter belt. Celine fastened it around Amelia’s waist, adjusting it so it sat flat against her skin. She reached for the straps, drawing them down one by one, attaching them to the tops of the stockings with small, precise movements. The cage hung between Amelia’s legs and she could feel a sudden stirring that made her blush.

Amelia stood when she was told, feeling the change immediately. The stockings altered how her legs felt, how she moved, the slight tension of them constant and unfamiliar.

“Next,” Celine said, handing her the panties.

Amelia stepped into them, drawing the satin up slowly. They sat higher than what she had worn before, the fit closer, more deliberate. She adjusted them without thinking, tucking the cage away snuggly between her legs.

The bra came last.

This time, Amelia lifted it herself, slipping her arms through the straps before turning slightly as Celine stepped in to fasten it. The clasp closed at her back with a soft click. Celine’s hands moved to adjust it.

“Wait,” she said quietly.

She lifted and settled the cups, her touch brief but exact. Amelia felt it then, more clearly than before. The weight. Not heavy, but present. Enough that the movement mattered, that the shape held differently against the fabric.

She glanced down.

There was a fullness now that had not been there the day before. Subtle, but undeniable. The bra did not sit empty. It held something. Amelia’s breath caught slightly. Celine noticed.

“How does that feel,” she said, not pausing in her adjustments. She giggled. “You’ll get used to it. After all, you’re a girl now.”

She stepped back. Amelia turned towards the mirror.

The effect of it all together was different again. The stockings lengthened her legs, the garter belt drawing the eye to her waist, the satin sitting smoothly against her skin. The bra shaped her in a way she could not ignore. She stood a little straighter without meaning to.

Celine watched her and then turned back to the rails without comment.

Her hand moved directly to one of the hangers, parting fabrics with a practised ease, until she paused and drew one specific dress free.

She held it up.

The dress was white, cut short, the fabric smooth and close-fitting. It was similar in shape to the one Celine wore herself, though a different colour, the stretch Lycra catching the light in a way that made its simplicity a thing of beauty.

“Put it on.”

Amelia reached for it, her fingers brushing the material. It felt different from the dresses she had tried before. Thinner. More revealing. Daring even.

She stepped into the dress, pulled it up over her thighs and waist, lifted the straps, then pulled down the skirt. The fabric clung lightly, shaping itself to her body, holding her without restriction. Like Celine, the hem sat just above the tops of her stockings, leaving the line of the garter straps barely visible.

The white, paired with the darker line of the stockings, drew the eye in a way she could not ignore. The outfit was overtly sexual. Wanton almost. Celine stepped closer and made a small adjustment at the shoulder, then smoothed the fabric at Amelia’s waist.

“Yes,” she said. “That’s right.”

She turned again and reached for something on one of the shelves. White stilettos. Higher than anything she had worn before. The heels were narrow, the angle sharp, the structure delicate but powerful in a way that Amelia didn’t quite understand just yet. Celine set them down in front of her.

“Try.”

Amelia hesitated, just for a moment, then stepped into them. The height took her at once. She straightened instinctively, her balance shifting forward, her calves tightening as she adjusted. The floor felt different beneath her feet, less stable, more demanding.

“Oh,” she exclaimed and had to hold onto Celine’s shoulder.

“Careful,” Celine said, though her tone held no concern. “Don’t fight it. It’s easier than you think.”

Amelia took a step. Then another. The first few were uncertain. She felt the wobble in her ankles, the unfamiliar strain, the need to concentrate on each movement. She caught herself once, steadying with a small breath.

“Shorter steps,” Celine said. “And let your weight settle before you move again.”

Amelia nodded and tried again.

This time, she slowed. The movement became more deliberate, less forced. The dress shifted with her, the stockings holding their line, the heels dictating the rhythm of her stride.

“Turn,” Celine said.

Amelia did, more carefully this time, aware of the way her body followed the motion rather than resisting it. She started to lose her balance once again and stopped. She could feel the strain in her calves growing.

“Again,” instructed Celine.

She walked the length of the room and back. It was not graceful. Not yet. But it was steadier. A little more confident. Amelia paused, catching her reflection in the large wall mirror. The dress. The heels. The way she held herself now, altered by necessity as much as instruction. She took another step.

And this time, she did not look down. Celine watched her for a moment longer, then stepped forward.

“The earrings,” she said.

Amelia reached up at once, her fingers careful as she removed the small studs. She placed them on the vanity, the gesture slow, as though marking a small but definite change. Celine had already selected another pair.

“These,” she said, holding them up briefly.

They were delicate. Pear drop earrings, fine and pale, catching the light as she fixed them in place. Next came the necklace. A single strand of pearls, smooth and cool in Celine’s hands. She lifted it and settled it around Amelia’s neck, fastening it at the back with a small, practised movement. The pearls rested neatly against her collarbone, their presence subtle but unmistakable.

“Now,” Celine said, stepping back slightly. “The hair.”

Amelia met her eyes in the mirror.

“Turn away,” Celine added. “I don’t want you to see until it’s ready.”

There was something in her tone that made Amelia obey without question.

She turned slowly, facing away from the mirror, her hands resting lightly in front of her. She could hear Celine moving behind her, the quiet sounds of preparation, the faint brush of something being lifted and set down.

Then Celine’s hands were in her hair.

She gathered it carefully, smoothing it back, securing it close to her head. The hair net followed, holding everything in place. Amelia felt the change immediately, the slight compression, the sense of being prepared for something else. There was a pause, then the weight of something new. The wig settled over her head, its presence different from anything she had felt before. Fuller. Softer. It framed her face even before Celine began to adjust it, the locks falling down her back.

“Stay still,” Celine said quietly.

Her fingers moved with care, arranging the hair, drawing sections forward, letting others fall back. She brushed through it, smoothing where it caught, coaxing it into shape. The curls fell in long, controlled waves. Blonde. Amelia could feel it before she saw it. The way it shifted when she breathed. The way it brushed against her shoulders, her back.

Celine stepped back, then in again, making small adjustments, lifting a strand here, settling another there. At last, she placed her hands lightly on Amelia’s shoulders.

“Now,” she said. “Look.”

Amelia turned.

For a moment, she did not recognise what she was seeing. The hair changed everything. The blonde curls softened and reshaped her face, working with the makeup rather than sitting apart from it. The pearls, the earrings, the dress, all came together in a way that felt complete rather than assembled. She stared. The girl in the mirror held her gaze.

Amelia felt her breath catch, her chest rising. It was not just different. It was utterly convincing.  Celine reached for a small bottle and held it up briefly before using it.

Amelia felt the faint mist settle over her, light and cool at first, then warming as it touched her skin. The scent followed a moment later, soft and layered, floral but not overly sweet, lingering rather than announcing itself.

“There,” Celine said. “Now you’re finished.”

Amelia did not move at once. She could feel it all together now. The dress, the stockings, the weight of the wig, the faint pull of the heels, the perfume settling into place as though it belonged there. Celine stepped back and looked at her.

“Not quite,” she added. “Now you need to learn how to be her.”

She gestured lightly.

“Walk.”

Amelia began as she had before.

The first steps were careful, her weight measured, her attention fixed on balance. The heels still demanded something of her, still altered the way her body aligned. She still felt the strain in her calves, but it wasn’t as bad as before.

“Too stiff,” Celine said. “Let yourself go.”

Amelia stopped.

“Again,” Celine added. “Don’t think so much. You’re a beautiful girl.”

This time she let the movement come more slowly. The steps shortened. The shift of weight became less abrupt. The dress moved with her, the fabric responding to each motion, the hem brushing lightly against her thighs. The hips moved in a faintly seductive way. Again, she could feel the slight stirring in the cage and the press of her nipples against the material of the bra and the Lycra dress.

“Better,” Celine said. “Now your shoulders.” Amelia adjusted without quite knowing how, letting them loosen, letting her arms fall more naturally at her sides.

“Don’t hold yourself so tightly. You’re not balancing on a wire.”

Amelia almost smiled at that, though the effort of concentrating kept her expression contained.

“Turn.”

She did.

The movement was smoother now. Not perfect, but no longer uncertain. The heels felt less like an obstacle and more like a guide, setting the pace, dictating the rhythm. Making Amelia inhabit the girl she was meant to be.

“Again.”

Amelia crossed the room once more.

“Good,” Celine said. “Now sit.”

Amelia lowered herself onto the edge of the chair.

“Not like that,” Celine said at once.

She stepped forward and adjusted her, guiding her knees together, her back straighter, her hands resting more lightly.

“Don’t drop into it,” she said. “You arrive elegantly.”

Amelia stood again, then tried once more.

This time the movement was almost perfectly feminine. She felt the difference immediately, the way the posture held, the way the dress stretched over her.

“Yes,” Celine said. “That’s right.”

They repeated it. Walking. Turning. Sitting. Standing again.

Each time, Amelia felt a small shift. A slight easing of effort. The movements began to connect, to follow one another without the same sharp concentration. The wig brushed against her shoulders as she moved, the earrings catching the light, the necklace resting steady at her throat. At one point, she caught sight of herself in the mirror as she walked. There was a rhythm there now. Not quite natural, but no longer forced. Her hips moved a little more freely, the line of her body softer, less held in check.

“Let it happen,” Celine said quietly. “That’s it, girl.”

Amelia turned and walked again, this time allowing the movement to carry just a fraction further. The dress shifted. The heels placed themselves more easily. There was something else there now. A suggestion of confidence, or perhaps simply less resistance.

For a moment, she forgot to think about it at all.

Her body followed the pattern it had begun to learn. There was a subtle sway now, something that had not been there before. Not exaggerated or forced.

Then she heard it.

A faint laugh.

Amelia stopped.

She turned.

In the doorway, Miss Alice and Madame Charlotte stood watching.


Chapter Twelve

Madame Charlotte was the first to speak: “Well, what do we have here, a couple of pathetic sissy sluts playing dress up.” She sneered and walked around the two girls. Alice was smiling, her eyes wide. Amelia felt herself suddenly shrink into insignificance. Madame Charlotte focused on her, looking her up and down. “What’s your name, girl?”

Amelia swallowed nervously and whispered, “Amelia, Madame Charlotte.”

“Are you a good girl, Amelia?”

“Yes, Madame Charlotte.”

“Then why are you dressed like a slut?”

Amelia’s mouth opened and then closed again.

“Are you searching for cock?”

“No, Madame…”

“Then why are you dressed like a slut, with your face like that?” Miss Alice interjected sharply. She looked Amelia up and down.

Amelia could feel herself blushing. “I don’t know, Miss Alice.”

“Stand still, stop squirming, you pathetic girl!”

The terrible awareness came all at once. The pull of the stockings against her thighs, held in place by the garter. The dress, close against her body, shaped her in a way that left nothing vague. The height of the heels beneath her, lifting her, forcing her into a posture she could not ignore. The weight of the hair at her back, the soft movement of it when she shifted even slightly.

Her hands hovered for a moment at her sides, unsure, before settling in front of her. She could feel her pulse quicken, a tight, restless beat that made her breath shallow. Alice stepped forward. She looked Amelia up and down as if for the first time.

“Perhaps,” she said, her tone edged with intent, “we should take the two girls out. Let them be seen. See how they’re received in the real world dressed like a couple of sluts.” Her eyes rested on Amelia. “Let the men look,” she added. “Is that what you want? For rugged, Alpha males to stare at you and want to fuck you?”

Amelia felt the heat rise at once, her gaze dropping before she could stop it. “No, Miss Alice.”

“Girls only dress the way you do for one reason.”

There was a swish of air, and something suddenly whipped across Amelia’s backside. She screamed involuntarily and turned to see Madame Charlotte holding a riding crop. “I think you are lying,” the woman said.

Miss Alice did not pause. “I asked if you wanted Alpha males to stare at you.”

“Yes, Miss Alice.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Miss Alice, I want Alpha males to stare at me.”

“Walk,” she said. “Pretend you are stepping into a bar full of men and you want them to turn and look at you, desire you.” Another sharp thwack landed on Amelia’s backside. “Up and down. And don’t hold back. I want to see you move as you should. Like a hungry sissy slut!”

Amelia swallowed and stepped forward. The first movement betrayed her. The heels, which had begun to feel manageable, now seemed higher again, less certain beneath her. Her steps faltered, just slightly, her balance shifting too quickly, her body tightening in response. She tried to sway her hips and look seductive, but it was a pathetic and unnatural attempt.

This time, Miss Alice took it upon herself to give her a whip on the backside. Amelia tried again. Her stride lengthened too much, then shortened abruptly, the rhythm lost. The careful control she had begun to build slipped, replaced by something more uncertain, more exposed.

“Stop thinking,” Miss Alice said.

But Amelia could not.

She turned, trying to recover, trying to find the movement she had held only moments before. The dress clung differently now, the awareness of being watched pressing in on her from all sides. A sound broke the tension.

Madame Charlotte laughed. It was not loud, but it was unmistakable. Sharp. Amused in a way that did not soften the moment.

“How silly you look,” she said. Amelia felt the words settle heavily. Madame Charlotte turned her attention to Celine. “Show her,” she said.

Celine stepped forward at once with practised ease.

Her walk was effortless. Each step placed with quiet certainty, her heels no obstacle, her movement unforced. The dress followed her, the line of it clean, the rhythm natural. There was no hesitation in her, no break in the flow. Her hips swayed fluidly, and her pout made her look almost irresistible. She turned smoothly and walked back.

She stopped beside Amelia and glanced at her briefly.

“Watch,” she said.

Then she did it again.

Amelia stood still, her breath unsteady, her eyes fixed on the movement. She could see it now more clearly. Not just what Celine did, but what she did not do. The absence of tension. The ease. The lack of care, an automatic response to being a girl for so long.

“Now you,” Celine said.

“Listen to your slutty friend,” growled Miss Alice.

Amelia stepped forward once more.

She let the movement come in smaller pieces, one step at a time, allowing her weight to settle before shifting again. The heels felt steadier when she did not rush them. The dress moved more cleanly when she did not fight it.

But still the mistresses were not satisfied.

Finally, Madame Charlotte ordered Amelia to kneel down on all fours. Amelia did so and could immediately feel the weight of her breasts, the nipples stroking against the bra’s satin material. She shuddered and gasped, unable to help herself. Madame Charlotte turned to Miss Alice: “Perhaps a little encouragement.”

Miss Alice took a small remote out of her pocket and pressed a button. A gentle buzz filled the air, and Amelia could suddenly feel her cage vibrating. The intensity rose and fell, immediately sending a frisson of pleasure through her. Then she felt a firm hand lift the bottom of her dress and pull down her panties a little.

“Spread your legs more, little slut,” growled Madame Charlotte. Something cold and wet pressed against Amelia’s butt and then slid into her. Madame Charlotte pulled up her panties a little tighter and yanked down the skirt of the dress. “Now get up, and make sure that the plug stays inside you as you walk.”

Amelia did so. It was more difficult than she expected. The small butt plug seemed to want to shoot out of her body. It was just about held in by the panties, but Amelia had to squeeze her cheeks to prevent it from sliding free. This gave her a more feminine wiggle, however. She was so concentrated on the butt plug that she forgot about focusing on her movement, and it came more naturally as if by magic.

“Are you a little slut, Amelia?” Asked Miss Alice.

“Yes, Miss Alice. I am a little slut.”

“Show me how a little slut behaves. Pretend all those men are staring at you. Play with your hair and wiggle your hips and lick your lips.”

Madame Charlotte laughed again. “It never takes long for their inner slut to come out.”

Madame Charlotte crossed the room without hurry and set a small speaker on the table. She pressed something, and after a brief crackle, music filled the space. Low at first, then settling into a steady rhythm. Something with weight to it. Something that asked to be followed. She turned back to them.

“Dance,” she said. “As if you’re being watched.”

Celine moved first.

She did not hesitate. Her body seemed to merge with the music at once, her hips shifting in time, her shoulders loose, her arms lifting slightly before falling again. There was nothing forced in it. No sharp edges. The movement flowed through her as though it belonged there.

Amelia stood where she was.

She could feel the music, the bass of it faint through the floor, the rhythm settling somewhere just beneath her awareness. But her body did not follow. Not yet. She was too aware of everything else. The dress against her skin. The height of the heels. The eyes on her.

“Don’t think,” Celine said, not stopping. “Just move.”

Amelia drew a breath. She began slowly.

A shift of weight from one foot to the other. Careful at first, testing the balance, letting the movement stay small. Her hands hovered slightly, unsure, then settled against her hips. It felt awkward. She could feel it immediately. The stiffness in her shoulders. The hesitation in her steps. She was watching herself rather than letting it happen.

Madame Charlotte said nothing. The music continued. Celine moved closer, not touching her, but near enough that Amelia could follow the pattern of her movements more clearly.

“Loosen here,” she said, with a small gesture.

Amelia tried again. She let her shoulders drop, just a fraction. Let her hips follow the rhythm a little more freely. The movement felt unfamiliar, but less forced than before. The heels still demanded attention, but she began to trust them, placing her feet with less caution. Her breasts bounced a little, and that sent another sliver of sensual pleasure through her.

Step. Shift. Turn. The dress moved with her now, the fabric responding to each motion, brushing lightly against her thighs. The stockings held their line, the garter pulling gently with each change in direction. She kept going. The awareness of being watched did not disappear, but it changed. It became part of the movement rather than something that stopped it. She lifted her arms slightly, then lowered them again, letting them fall more naturally at her sides. She began performing for her audience.

Celine smiled faintly. “That’s it,” she said.

Amelia turned, more fluidly this time. Her reflection showed briefly in the mirror. The blonde hair shifting over her shoulders. The dress holding close to her body. The movement no longer entirely cautious.

She felt something loosen. Not completely. But enough. She let her hips gyrate a little more, no longer holding back. The rhythm settled into her, her body beginning to follow it without constant correction. She could feel it now. And it felt so wonderful.

For a moment, she forgot to watch herself. She simply moved. Celine stepped back slightly, giving her space. Madame Charlotte remained where she was, observing, her expression unreadable. Amelia continued.There were still moments where she faltered, where the old stiffness returned. But they passed more quickly now. Each time, she found her way back to the rhythm sooner.

She slowed at last, her chest rising and falling more noticeably, her body warm, aware. The music carried on a moment longer before Madame Charlotte reached forward and stopped it. Silence settled again.

Amelia stood where she was, her posture changed in a way she could feel but not yet name. Madame Charlotte did not move from her place. She looked between them once, then said, “Let’s see what you can do with it.”

Celine gave Amelia a small glance, half smile, half understanding, then gestured towards the adjoining bathroom. “Come on,” she said.

The ensuite was smaller, but no less carefully arranged. A rail had already been set there, a selection of dresses waiting, shoes lined beneath. Everything within easy reach. They began without speaking much. Celine moved quickly, selecting the first outfit and handing it to Amelia while slipping into another herself. The pace was set at once. Dress off. Another on. Adjust, check, step back out.

Each time they returned to the main room, they walked its length like catwalk models. Amelia felt the difference with each change.

A darker dress, tighter at the waist, altered how she held herself. A softer one, looser at the hips, required a different movement, a different rhythm. Shoes changed everything again. Lower heels gave her confidence. Higher ones took it away, then returned it in a different form.

She began to understand. Not consciously, not in words, but in her body. How the cut of something guided her posture. How fabric changed the way she moved. How a turn could feel sharp or slow, depending on what she wore. Celine worked alongside her, never still for long. She adjusted straps, smoothed seams, and changed shoes without hesitation.

At first, she had been aware of everything. The act of undressing. The feel of being watched when she stepped back into the room. The need to remember what to do with her hands, her shoulders, her gaze.

But that faded.

The changes became part of the rhythm. Clothes came on and off without the same self-conscious pause. The mirror became a tool rather than a critic. She began to move before thinking, turning, stepping, letting the movement carry through rather than stopping to correct it.

Madame Charlotte and Alice watched. They spoke occasionally, but not often. A word. A small gesture. Enough to redirect, not enough to interrupt. Time passed. Amelia lost track of how long.

The light from the window shifted slightly, the room changing with it. The music had not returned, but the rhythm remained, carried now in memory rather than sound. At some point, the effort began to show. Her legs felt heavier, the constant work of the heels settling into her muscles. The back of her neck was warm beneath the wig. Her movements, though still controlled, required more thought again.

She changed once more, stepping back into the room, walking the length, turning as she had been shown. This time, when she stopped, she did not immediately move again. Celine returned beside her, her own breath a little quicker now.

The last change came more slowly.

Celine did not rush this time. She selected the pieces with care, laying them out on the bed before either of them moved.

Red.

The colour stood apart from everything that had come before. Deeper. More deliberate. The fabric of the basque was structured, shaping their figures ruthlessly, the lace at the edges finer, more intricate. The stockings matched, held by a garter belt that mirrored the same careful detail. Celine glanced at Amelia.

They dressed without speaking much. The stockings first, drawn slowly into place, the garter fastening with small, precise movements. The panties followed, then the basque, which Celine helped secure, tightening it just enough that Amelia felt the change in her posture at once.

“Stand straight,” Celine said, adjusting the front.

The garment held her differently. Firmer. More contained. The shape it gave her was unmistakable now, no longer suggested but defined. She looked truly feminine.  Celine stepped back, then dressed herself in the same.

For a moment, they stood side by side, the mirror reflecting them both. The red. The line of their bodies. The stockings drawing the eye upward.

“Ready?” Celine asked.

“Yes.”

They stepped out together.

In the main room, Alice and Madame Charlotte were seated on the sofa. They had not moved far, but the shift in posture made them seem more settled, more intent on what they were about to see. Their eyes lifted at once.

Amelia felt the weight of it settle over her again, sharper this time. The awareness of her body, of how little was left to the imagination, of how the red stood against her skin. Madame Charlotte leaned back slightly, her expression unreadable.

“Now,” she said, after a moment, “something different.” Her gaze moved between them. “Imagine you are complete and feminine and perfect,” she continued. “Imagine you are sluts dancing for men.”

Celine stepped forward, letting the movement begin almost at once. Her body responded to the memory of the music, even in its absence, her hips shifting, her shoulders loose, her expression controlled but knowing.

Amelia followed more slowly.

At first, the old awareness returned. The sense of being watched. Judged. The instinct to hold back. But beneath it was something else now. The memory of how feminine and sexy she looked. The rhythm she had begun to find in that to express her true self. Was this who she had always been?

The subtle movement of her hips, guided now as much by the shape of the basque as by her own intention. The stockings clinging to her upper thighs, the heels grounding her, forcing each movement to be deliberate.

Celine drew closer, near enough that Amelia could follow her pace, her timing. The two of them moved in parallel for a moment, the difference between them still visible, but less stark than before. Amelia felt it again. That loosening.

She let her shoulders drop, let the movement carry a fraction further, not exaggerated, but no longer held in check. The red shifted with her, the fabric catching the light as she turned.

When she stopped, her breath was unsteady, her body warm, her awareness of herself sharper than before. She was a girl now. She was everything that femininity meant.

Finally, the two women stood, their legs parted and fists on their hips. “Now approach on your knees,” instructed Madame Charlotte. “Smiling like grateful little sluts, kneeling before us.”

The two girls did so, moving slowly and sensually towards the women. Both dominas unzipped their leather trousers and two large, silicone cocks fell out into the air. Amelia’s eyes widened, and she looked briefly at Celine. But the other girl was already smiling hungrily and taking the large, thick cock Madame Charlotte was brandishing in her hand, stroking it and staring up at her Mistress.

Amelia looked at Miss Alice and saw her smiling down. She tentatively reached out and took hold of the cock, feeling its realistic heat and hardness beneath her fingers. She moved a little closer as the vibration in her cage rose. Her nipples jutted strongly above the material of the corset. She stroked the cock and then opened her mouth, letting her lips wrap around the head. It tasted meaty, which surprised her. She looked up dutifully, her eyes wide.

“Good girl,” said Miss Alice.

Now Amelia was moving back and forth, feeling the hair drape across her back and flow with her movements. For a moment, she was lost in the experience, the heat between her own legs. She heard Celine moaning next to her and followed suit. She smiled as she took the cock in both hands and looked deep into Miss Alice’s eyes. Miss Alice stroked her head and then pulled her deeper onto the cock. Amelia could feel it touch the back of her throat and nearly choked, but Miss Alice held her there. Then she let go, and Amelia pulled back. At that moment, the cock exploded, showering Amelia’s face with a hot, white, gooey substance. At the same time, the vibration in the cage rose to a crescendo, making her shudder with an unexpected orgasm. She gasped, and some of the goo fell onto her tongue. Another spurt followed from the tip of the cock and shot into her open mouth. It tasted salty and thick.

“Swallow it all, bitch. Wipe it off your face and eat it,” said Miss Alice triumphantly. She laughed. “My little cock sucking whore. Thank me for letting you suck my cock.”

“Thank you for letting me suck your cock, Miss Alice.”

The two women settled back onto the sofa and watched the little sissy sluts as they cleaned the cum off their faces. It seemed that time itself had stopped. Amelia’s head buzzed with passion, excitement, fulfilment, she couldn’t tell what. She only knew that she had never felt this way before.

Madame Charlotte looked at her watch. “Well, girls, you have two hours to yourself, and then you will need to be downstairs to serve at the banquet.” She looked at Amelia with a cruel smile. “Your next training will be as the perfect sissy maid to my guests. Celine will talk you through the protocol.”


Chapter Thirteen

Amelia stepped out of the shower and paused on the tiled floor, the air cooling around her skin.

She reached for a towel and wrapped it around herself, pressing it briefly to her face before drawing it down over her hair. The strands were longer now beneath her fingers, heavier with water, and she worked through them slowly, careful not to tangle it. She looked in the steamy mirror and realised it was already long enough to style. Perhaps a sexy bob or maybe a few curls. Blonde. Or maybe a daring redhead.

She moved into the room, still drying her hair, staring wide-eyed at Celine. There was no real talk about what had happened, what they had done. Amelia wouldn’t know where to start.

Celine sat at the edge of the bed, one leg crossed loosely over the other, wrapped in a pale silk robe that caught the low evening light. The fabric slipped slightly as she shifted, but she did not seem to notice. Her attention was on the bed in front of her.

Laid out with care were two uniforms.

Black dresses, cut short, with structured fabric and an exquisitely feminine finish. White aprons folded neatly on top, crisp against the darker cloth. Beneath them, stockings already set aside, shoes placed in pairs at the foot of the bed. Everything was arranged as though this itself was important.

Celine glanced up and smiled.

“You’re out,” she said, as though noting something expected. Amelia nodded, still working the towel through her hair. “For tonight,” Celine added, gesturing lightly towards the bed, “we’re helping.”

Amelia’s eyes moved over the uniforms, taking in the finer details now she was closer. The sharp contrast of black and white. The neatness of the aprons, the expensive stitching. The way the dresses were shaped. They were not the usual maid uniforms you found online. These were definitely hand-stitched.

“For a banquet,” Celine said. “Ten guests.”

She stood, letting the robe fall a fraction before catching it again, and reached for one of the dresses, lifting it from the bed.

“You’ll need to be neat,” she continued. “And quiet. No rushing. No drawing attention unless it’s wanted.”

Amelia lowered the towel slightly, her hair still damp still. A lump caught in her throat. The thought of being on display among strangers didn’t seem so appealing. But the dresses were cute and she wanted to try hers on.

“Dry your hair properly,” she said. “There’s a dryer on the vanity table.”

Behind her, Celine began to move again, checking the uniforms, adjusting small details that did not seem out of place until she touched them. Amelia watched her reflection as she dried her hair. The warm air of the dryer was comforting. Her face looked pale but composed and she noticed how her breasts were now visibly jutting through the soft material of her robe.

It did not take them long to get ready. The makeup was lighter this time.

Amelia sat at the vanity while Celine guided her through it, correcting where needed, softening the edges. No heavy shadow. No strong lip. Just enough to hold her features in place, to make her look composed rather than striking.

“Professional,” Celine said. “That’s the idea.”

The uniforms went on without hesitation now. Stockings first, drawn smooth and straight, then panties and bra, a stiff underskirt each and then the dresses.. The aprons followed, tied neatly at the back, the bows sitting flat and even.

Celine worked beside her, quick and efficient, adjusting small details as she went. A strap

The wigs were different too.

Shorter. Darker. Each fixed in place with a neat headband that kept everything controlled. Celine adjusted Amelia’s, pressing it down lightly, smoothing the edges where it met her own hair.

“There,” she said.

They stepped back together and stood in front of the large mirror. For a moment, neither of them spoke.

They looked smaller somehow. Less overt and sensual. The sharp contrast of black and white, the neatness of the aprons, and the shorter hair made a difference. It changed the impression entirely. Amelia tilted her head slightly. Celine glanced at her, then back at their reflection.

“We look…” she began, then smiled faintly.

“Cute,” Amelia said, before she could stop herself.

Celine laughed, soft and quick.

“Yes,” she said. “We do.”

Celine turned from the mirror and looked at Amelia properly.

“One more thing,” she said. Amelia straightened slightly.

Celine stepped back and demonstrated without speaking at first. A small movement. One foot drawn behind the other, knees bending just enough, the body lowering in a controlled, measured way. Her hands rested lightly at her sides, her head dipping, not too far.

“Not too deep,” Celine added. “You should never rush a curtsey. It’s a gesture, not a drop.”

Amelia tried. Her first attempt was awkward. Too stiff, her balance shifting too far forward.

“No,” Celine said, stepping in to adjust her. “Keep your weight centred.” She guided her lightly, repositioning her foot, steadying her shoulder. “Again.” Amelia repeated the movement. This time it was smoother. Still careful, but closer.

“Yes,” Celine said. “That’s enough. You won’t need much more than that. And you smile and say Sir or Madame when you speak.”

She turned towards the door. This was the moment of no return.

“Come on.”

They left the room together and made their way downstairs. The house was still and imposing. Their stiletto heels clipped on the hardwood floor as they approached the stairs. Amelia loved the way her skirts flitted across her stocking tops, and her heart beat a little faster. The sounds of preparation carried faintly from below.

The large kitchen was already in motion when they arrived.

A rugged man stood at a preparation station, his attention fixed on the work in front of him. Pots simmered, surfaces were lined with ingredients, and everything was moving towards completion. He did not look up immediately when they entered.

When he did, his expression was brief, assessing. They both curtsied gently.

“You’re the girls,” he said. Celine nodded. He wiped his hands on a cloth and stepped closer. “Listen carefully,” he said, his tone firm. “You’ll do exactly what you’re told and nothing more.”

Amelia felt herself straighten without thinking. She watched as the man gave her the once over, from feet, to flared skirt and stocking tops, to her breasts and finally her face.

“First,” he continued, “you set the table. Everything’s there in the dining room. I will check later that it’s acceptable.” Celine nodded again. Amelia followed. “Then,” he went on, “you’ll admit the guests. Front door. Take their coats. Bring them through to the living room and announce them clearly. You will also serve drinks.”

His gaze moved between them.

“Everyone is ‘sir’, ‘madam’, or ‘miss’. You understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” Celine said.

“Yes, Sir,” Amelia added, a fraction softer.

“Good,” he said. “You don’t speak unless you’re spoken to. And when you are, you answer properly. No hesitation.” He paused, just long enough for it to settle. “After the meal, you’ll serve drinks in the living room. Keep moving. Keep quiet. Watch what’s needed.”

Amelia held her hands still at her sides, listening.

“And when they leave,” he finished, “you get their coats. Same as before. Polite. Always polite.” He stepped back, already turning his attention away. “That’s it,” he said. “Off you go.”

Celine glanced at Amelia briefly, then nodded towards the door. They left the kitchen together, the instructions settling into place between them, clear and fixed.

Celine did not waste time.

In the dining room, everything had already been laid out to a point. Plates stacked at one end, cutlery aligned beside them, glasses waiting in rows, serviettes ready to be folded. The table itself was solid oak and highly polished, with enough straight-backed chairs for the guests and two hosts.

“Watch,” Celine said.

She moved with quiet precision, setting the first place. Plate centred. Knife to the right, blade turned in. Fork to the left. Glass just above, not too close. The serviette was folded into a Bishop’s Hat, which was easier than Amelia thought.

“Keep the spacing the same,” she added. “That’s what matters.”

Amelia followed on the opposite side of the table, working like a mirror to Celine. Her hands were steady now, more so than she expected. She placed each item carefully, checking the line of the table, correcting by small degrees rather than large ones.

“That’s fine,” she said.

They worked their way along together until the table was complete. The places evenly set, the table shimmering underneath, the arrangement simple but elegant. As they finished, the sound of footsteps drew their attention.

Miss Alice entered. For a moment, Amelia did not recognise her.

The severity of earlier had softened into something else entirely. The gown she wore was long and elegant, falling cleanly to the floor, the fabric catching the light as she moved. It shaped her beautifully, the colour deep and luxurious.  Her hair was arranged differently now, looser, framing her face. The onyx had been replaced by a delicate row of pearls with matching earrings.

Amelia lowered her gaze at once.

Miss Alice’s eyes moved briefly over the table, then to the two of them. They both curtsied. Amelia felt her face redden.

“Good,” she said and moved off to the lounge. Madame Charlotte appeared a little later in a formal jacket and trousers, polished black shoes and a bow tie. She inspected the table, nodded and joined Miss Alice in the lounge.

From the kitchen, the smell of cooking began to drift through. Rich, warm, layered. It made Amelia’s stomach tighten as she realised they had not eaten much at all through this tumultuous day.

The first knock at the front door came not long after that. Celine moved at once. “Come,” she said quietly.

They reached the front door together. Amelia stood just behind as Celine opened it.

The first guests entered as if they owned the place. A couple, well-dressed, speaking softly between themselves.

“Good evening, Madam. Sir,” Celine said. “We are Mister and Mrs Edgerton,” said the man, no warmth in his voice.

Coats were handed over without hesitation. Amelia stepped forward, taking the coats, her movements careful, her voice steady.

“This way, please.” She led them through, curtsied, announced them clearly at the entrance to the living room, then stepped back.

It continued.

One by one, the guests arrived. Five men. Five women. Each different, but all with the same quiet assurance. Expensive clothes and a certain arrogance that they belonged, which was more than either Celine or Amelia felt. Each action now followed the last without hesitation.

A tall man in his mid-forties, wearing an Armani suit, was the last to arrive. He paused in the doorway longer than the others, his gaze moving over Amelia in a way that was tainted with a certain masculine hunger. There was something in that expression that set him apart, and which Amelia didn’t quite like.

He handed over his coat and hat.

“Careful with that,” he said, his tone dismissive. “It’s worth more than you are.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, evenly.

She placed the items in the cloakroom while Celine took him into the lounge.

“This way, sir.”

The living room had settled into a low, steady hum by the time the drinks were ready. Celine moved first, lifting the tray with quiet confidence. Amelia followed, carrying a second, her attention fixed on balance and posture. The glasses caught the light as they crossed the room, the liquid inside shifting gently with each movement.

“Madame,” Celine said softly, offering the first drink.

Amelia followed her lead.

“Sir.”

She extended the tray, her hands remarkably steady. One by one, the guests took their glasses, some with a word of thanks, others with little more than a glance. Their manner was assured, easy in the space, as though evenings like this were familiar to them.

Low voices, occasional laughter and exuberant greetings filled the room. The kind of ease that came from people accustomed to being listened to and being in each other's company. One man, already on his second drink, spoke louder than the others, his voice cutting through the room at intervals, his gestures broader, less contained. She wondered who they were and whether they knew the big secret about the two sissies serving them. She suspected they did. They all seemed to be cut from the same Alpha stock, anyway, even the women.

Amelia moved between them, careful not to interrupt, stepping in when needed, stepping back just as quickly, trying to be as invisible as possible.

At one point, as she passed behind a chair, she felt it. A hand. Brief, but unmistakable. It settled against her panties, a light pressure, then a slow, deliberate stroke before withdrawing. The touch was casual, as though it required no thought at all. Amelia’s breath caught. A small sound escaped her before she could stop it. She straightened at once, her face warming, her pulse quickening sharply. For a moment, the room seemed louder, closer.

But no one paused. The conversation continued. The man who had touched her had already turned back to his drink, as though nothing had happened. Amelia lowered her gaze and moved on.

“That’s your first,” whispered Celine as they went back into the dining room. “It probably won’t be your last.”

In the kitchen, the chef seemed to be helping himself to the wine. His face was a little red, and his eyes were watery. He had a more lascivious ogle at the girl's legs as he began plating up the starters for the meal. He seemed particularly interested in Amelia, making her blush when he stared directly at her. They began taking the plates out and setting them down with wine.

When they were done, Celine went into the lounge, curtsied and said: “Dinner is served, ladies and gentlemen.”

The guests rose, conversations trailing off as they made their way to the dining room. Amelia and Celine moved ahead of them, ensuring chairs were ready, everything in place as it had been set.

The girls poured wine and moved between the guests with practised ease. Amelia felt another hand on her stocking top, brief but unmistakable. She caught Miss Alice smiling as if her discomfort was a thing of amusement.

A rather overweight woman in a sparkling dress leaned towards Miss Alice: “Is she yours, my dear?”

“Unfortunately, the dear girl is mine,” replied Miss Alice.

“Well, you’ve done a splendid job. I remember seeing her at the club and thinking she could be a natural, given a little direction. I trust you have her caged.”

“Of course.”

“It’s so important to teach them restraint, I think. My young thing was always fumbling with herself when I wasn’t looking.”

Being talked about this way made Amelia blush again. She was glad when the plates needed clearing for the next course, and she could find something to distract her. Amelia washed the plates while Celine opened the red wine for the main course. The Chef was carving a joint of beef and staring at her breasts as if he suddenly wanted to grab hold of them. Celine kept her cool and even flirted with him a little.

Amelia kept her distance. They took out the main course and wine and served the guests with feminine efficiency. Amelia caught sight of herself in the window, and it gave her a thrill to see how naturally and girlishly she was behaving. It was like she had crossed a line and that, no matter how hard she tried, she would not be able to find her way back.

It was getting on for ten in the evening when they started clearing away the dessert plates. The guests were a lot more raucous than earlier, and there were a few strokes of her, but as Amelia picked up plates and took them back to the kitchen. The guests retired to the living room, and Madame Charlotte asked for the brandy to be brought through. Amelia and Celine curtsied and headed back to the kitchen.

The chef was already cleaning down. The glasses, trays, and the expensive brandy waited. Celine picked up the tray and headed back to the lounge. The burly chef moved more slowly now, his work nearly done, surfaces wiped, pans set aside. He glanced at Amelia as she entered, his expression less focused now after nearly a full bottle of wine. She made her way to the sink and was about to start washing the rest of the dishes.

“Leave that,” he said , though without much force.

Amelia did not respond. She continued with her duties, picking up plates by the sink, rinsing them one by one. She was conscious that he was staring at her and her heart beat a little faster.

He stepped closer.

“You’ve done well,” he added, his tone altered now, something heavier in it.

Amelia kept her attention on the sink.

“Yes, Sir,” she said quietly.

He moved nearer still.

She felt it before she fully registered it, the shift in his presence, the space closing. His hand came to her arm, not firm, but not asked for either.

“You don’t have to be so formal in here, girl” he said.

Amelia stiffened.

“I should finish the dishes,” she replied, her voice smaller now, but controlled.

His grip tightened slightly.

“That can wait.”

She tried to step back away without much success. The space narrowed, his body blocking the easy path away. Her breath caught, the earlier composure slipping for the first time since the meal began.

His rough hands were on her stockinged thighs now, rubbing gently up and down. He leered at her, and his breath smelled slightly sickly.

“Enough.” Alice’s voice cut cleanly through the room.

She stood in the doorway, her eyes wide and accusing. There was no softness in her voice: “What do you think you’re doing?”

The chef stepped back at once, his hands dropping away as though they had never been there. “Nothing,” he muttered, though without conviction.

“You have finished your work,” she said, her voice low but unmistakable. “I suggest you leave.”

The chef avoided her gaze.

“Yes, Miss,” he said, and turned away, grabbing his jacket and then heading a little too quickly for the back door. Alice watched him for a moment longer, then stepped into the room.

She turned to Amelia.

“Are you alright?” she asked.

Amelia nodded, though her hands were not quite steady.

“Yes, Miss Alice.”

Alice stepped closer.

She reached out, lifting Amelia’s chin gently, not forcing, just enough to bring her gaze up. For a moment, she studied her face, the makeup still in place, the expression beneath it more fragile than before.

Then, without ceremony, she leaned in and kissed her.

It was brief. Soft. Measured.

Amelia felt it more than she expected to.

Alice drew back.

“You’ve been amazing today,” she said.


Chapter Fourteen

Amelia woke to daylight coming through the curtains and lay still for a moment, thinking about the previous evening. The house, the guests, the work in the dining room, the way she had been watched and wanted, even drooled over. It all came back in a clear sequence rather than fragments this time.

She became aware of what she was wearing as she shifted under the covers. The fabric was light and smooth against her skin. She sat up and looked down. A pink babydoll.

The material was sheer enough that she could see the outline of her body through it. The matching panties sat neatly at her hips. There was no memory of putting this on the night before. It was simply what she had woken in. Her developing titties hung a little fuller and the sensation against her nipples gave her a quiet thrill.

She got out of bed and walked to the vanity. Her reflection stopped her. Without makeup, her face still looked soft and shaped as if the inner changes were transforming her outer self. Her hair fell naturally and seemed fuller; even without styling, it held a feminine line. There was nothing exaggerated about it now. It looked settled.

Her attention moved down.

The babydoll did not hide much. The fabric draped over her chest, clearly showing the change. Those breasts were no longer just suggested. They had shape and slight projection, pressing against the material. When she shifted her shoulders, they moved with her. Celine had said the effect was temporary and that regular injections would be needed. That was if Amelia wanted them.

She stood still and looked at them for a moment.

Then she looked at her whole reflection again.

Her posture had changed. She was standing differently without thinking about it. Her hips angled slightly, her shoulders more relaxed. Even the way her arms rested at her sides was different.

She didn’t correct it. It was amazing how so much had changed in just a short time.

She kept looking, taking in the overall effect. The clothes, the body, the stance. It all matched in a way that made it hard to separate one part from another. She reached up and adjusted a strand of hair, watching the movement in the mirror.

Then she stepped back slightly, still looking at herself, as if checking whether anything about it felt out of place. It didn’t. She was a girl now. Nothing was going to change that. Amelia remained at the mirror a moment longer before the practical thought came to her.

She had a lecture that morning.

The realisation settled without the confusion she might have expected. There was no question of what she would wear, or who she would be when she got there. That decision had already been made somewhere in the last few days.

She would not be going as Jamie. She wondered what those in her class would say when she stepped into the lecture theatre as Amelia for the first time. Miss Alice had not left any male clothes in the small room anyway – as far as Amelia knew, they had been thrown away.

She turned away from the mirror and went to the shower.

The water helped to clear the last of the heaviness from the previous evening. She stood under it longer than usual, letting the warmth run over her shoulders and down her back, aware again of the changes in her body. She softly massaged her breasts and the feeling sent another frisson of excitement through her cage. When she stepped out and dried herself, the movements felt routine rather than uncertain.

Back in her room, she opened the wardrobe and considered her options with more purpose than before. Her hand moved over a few pieces before settling on something simple. A skirt that fell just above the knee, paired with a light blouse that sat neatly at the shoulders. Nothing showy. Something that would pass easily among other students without drawing attention.

The underwear came first, then the skirt, then the blouse. Each piece went on in sequence, adjusted only once before she moved on. She chose a pair of low court shoes, stepped into them, and briefly tested her balance before crossing the room.

At the vanity, she applied her makeup. This time, there was no trial and error. She kept it light, just enough to define her features without making it obvious. A little foundation, a touch around the eyes, a soft colour at her lips. Her hands were steadier now, the process quicker, more assured. It seemed she had begun to understand this side of things more. She had become more artful and that pleased her.

When she finished, she looked at herself properly.

There was nothing exaggerated about her appearance. She looked like any other girl preparing for a morning lecture. The clothes, the makeup, the way she held herself all worked together with calm femininity.

She picked up a leather bag and left the room.

The walk through the halls felt different from before. She moved without overthinking it, her steps measured but no longer self-conscious. The small adjustments she had practised had settled into habit. She did not need to remind herself to keep her movements controlled. It happened on its own.

Outside, the air was cool but bright. She walked to the bus stop with a steady pace, aware of people around her but not preoccupied by them. When others passed, she did not assume they were looking at her. When they did glance, it did not disrupt her.

She stood among them and waited. She stood among them, alone as a pretty girl. Miss Alice wasn’t there to protect her and that was fine.

There was no sense of performance now. No effort to maintain something artificial. The way she stood, the way she held her bag, even the way she shifted her weight as she waited, all felt consistent. When the bus arrived, she stepped forward with the others and climbed aboard, taking her place without hesitation.

By the time she found a seat and looked out of the window, there was no part of her questioning it. She was simply going to her lecture.

There was no fuss when she entered the lecture hall.

Students were already seated, some talking quietly, others looking at their phones or their notes. Amelia walked down the aisle without drawing attention, her steps measured, her bag held neatly at her side. She chose a seat a few rows back and sat, smoothing her skirt automatically before settling.

No one stared.

No one questioned her presence.

She took out a notebook and placed it on the desk in front of her. When the lecturer began, she listened, her attention moving where it was expected to go. If there was any sense of dislocation, it did not show. She followed the structure of the lecture, made notes where needed, and sat as any other student might.

It was only partway through that she noticed him.

Mark was sitting near the front, turned slightly in his seat, his attention no longer on the lecturer. He was looking back, searching, his expression uncertain. When his eyes settled on her, they stayed there. He frowned slightly, as if trying to place something that did not quite fit.

Amelia met his gaze for a moment, then looked back to her notes.

The lecture ended without incident. Chairs scraped back, voices rose, and people began to gather their things and move towards the exits. Amelia packed her bag calmly, slipped her notebook inside, and stood when the row cleared.

She did not rush.

By the time she reached the corridor outside, Mark was waiting.

“Jamie?” he said, though the name sounded uncertain.

Amelia stopped.

She turned to face him properly.

Up close, his confusion was clearer. He looked at her, then away, then back again, as though trying to reconcile what he was seeing with what he expected.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

There was no accusation in it. Just disbelief.

Amelia held his gaze.

“This is me now,” she said.

The words came without hesitation.

“I’m Amelia.”

Mark blinked.

For a moment, he said nothing. His mouth opened slightly, then closed again. He glanced around, as though expecting someone else to step in and explain it for him.

“Right,” he said at last, though it was clear he did not understand. “Right…”

He ran a hand through his hair, still looking at her, trying to find something familiar. Amelia did not fill the silence. She stood as she was, her posture unchanged, her expression calm. Mark let out a small breath.

“Okay,” he said, though it sounded more like he was saying it to himself than to her. “Okay.” He nodded once, then again, as though repetition might make it settle. “I’ll… see you later,” he added.

Amelia inclined her head slightly.

“Yes.”

He walked away, still shaking his head faintly, still trying to process it.

Amelia watched him go for a moment, then turned and began to walk in the opposite direction. As she moved through the corridor, another thought began to take shape. Mark was one thing. He saw her every day. The change, however sudden, existed within a shared space. It could be questioned, adjusted to, eventually accepted or not.

But others—

Her parents.

Her sister. Friends she had not seen since before all of this had begun.

She pictured them, not clearly, but enough. The way they would look at her. The questions they would ask. The pause before recognition, or the lack of it. She kept walking. The rhythm of her steps did not change, but her thoughts shifted slightly, turning over what would have to be said. Not just the fact of it, but the explanation. How much to tell. What to leave out.

She did not have an answer. Only the certainty that it would have to be faced. And that there would be no simple way to do it. After leaving the lecture hall, Amelia followed the flow of students towards the canteen.

It was busy, as it usually was at that time. Groups gathered around tables, trays clattered softly, and voices overlapped in easy conversation. She joined the queue without hesitation, selecting something simple, then carried her tray to an empty seat by the window. She sat carefully, smoothing her skirt as she now did without thinking, and began to eat.

It took a few minutes for her to notice the looks. They were not constant, but they were there. A glance held a fraction longer than usual. A second look as someone passed her table. It was different from before, from the uncertainty of being seen. This was more direct.

She kept her focus on her food, though she was aware of it. At one point, a man from a nearby table approached. “Mind if I sit?” he asked, already half doing so.

Amelia looked up at him.

“If you like,” she said.

He smiled, a little too easily. They spoke briefly. Nothing complicated. Where she was studying, how she was finding the course. His attention was clear, though not unpleasant. He leaned in slightly when he spoke, held her gaze a little longer than necessary.

When he tried to extend the conversation, she finished her drink and stood.

“I need to go,” she said, her tone polite but firm.

He nodded, though his disappointment showed.

“Maybe I’ll see you around,” he said.

“Perhaps,” she replied.

She left without looking back.

Outside, the air felt cooler. She walked towards the bus stop, then paused, changing her mind. The city centre was close enough, and she found herself wanting to go there instead. The walk gave her time to think, though her thoughts did not settle on anything in particular.

When she reached the department store, she went in without hesitation. The space was familiar now. The lighting, the arrangement, the quiet movement of people through the aisles. She moved through it with more purpose than before, her attention drawn to specific sections rather than everything at once.

She found herself in the lingerie department. This time, she did not wait for guidance. She moved along the rails, touching fabrics, lifting pieces to examine them more closely. What had seemed overwhelming before now felt manageable. She could see what suited her, what did not, without needing to be told.

She selected a set. Something delicate. Pretty without being excessive. She held it for a moment, considering, then placed it over her arm and went to pay.

The transaction was simple. No questions. No hesitation. She left the store with the small bag in her hand and stepped back out into the street, pleased with herself.

The journey home was quiet.

By the time she reached her room, the day had settled into something steady. Not as intense as the one before, but no less significant in its own way. This was acceptance and becoming. Something different to the bizarre games they had played at Madame Charlotte’s.

As Amelia reached the end of the corridor, she slowed. Something was resting against her door. A small brown envelope, propped carefully at the base, as though it had been placed there with intention rather than left behind. It stood out against the plain surface, too deliberate to ignore.

She stepped closer and bent to pick it up. It was unmarked on the outside. No name. No handwriting. Just the weight of something inside. She unlocked the door and went in, closing it behind her.

The room was as she had left it that morning. Quiet, ordered, unchanged. She set her shopping bag on the bed and stood for a moment with the envelope in her hand, turning it slightly, as if expecting something to reveal itself.

Nothing did.

She slid a finger beneath the flap and opened it. A small object dropped into her palm. A flash drive. She looked at it. There was a word written along its side, in neat, deliberate lettering.

Choice.

She turned it over once, then again, the word catching her attention each time. For a moment, she did not move. Then she crossed the room and set the drive down on the vanity, beside her other things. It looked out of place there. Too stark. Too simple against the ordered arrangement of makeup and brushes.

She stood looking at it.

The word remained the same.

Choice.

It did not explain itself.

Amelia sat for a moment with the flash drive in her hand before reaching for her laptop. When she inserted it, the screen responded almost immediately. There was only a single file on it, labelled TSX42. No folders, no additional information, nothing to suggest where it had come from or what it contained. She hovered the cursor over it briefly, then decided against playing it there. Instead, she transferred the file to her phone, watching the progress bar move across in a matter of seconds. Once it was done, she removed the drive and set it aside on the vanity.

She lay back on the bed and put her earphones in, her head resting against the pillow, the room's soft fabric surrounding her. After a moment’s hesitation, she pressed play.

At first, there was only ambient sound. A low, steady wash of music without any clear melody, something slow and measured that seemed designed not to draw attention to itself but to settle the listener. It filled the space in her ears and gradually began to soften everything else. The faint noises of the building, the distant movement in the corridor, even the small sounds of her own breathing seemed to fall away.

She closed her eyes.

The music continued at the same pace, unchanging, and her body responded without conscious effort. Her breathing slowed, her limbs grew heavier against the mattress, and the steady rhythm of the sound seemed to guide her further down into stillness. Thoughts that might have formed drifted off before they could take shape, replaced instead by something more visual.

An image began to form.

She saw herself standing, dressed as she had been yesterday in the white Lycra dress. The material clung closely to her body, shaping it clearly, the stockings smooth against her legs, the high heels holding her upright in that careful, balanced posture she had learned. The image was sharp, almost too precise, as though she were looking at a photograph rather than remembering something.

Then, around that image, something else appeared.

It began as faint lines, then took on structure. Pieces. Small, clean-edged sections that seemed to hover in place before settling. One by one, they arranged themselves into a complete picture, each piece locking into the next until the image of her was contained within a perfect frame, like a finished jigsaw.

For a moment, it held.

Everything was in place. The dress, the shape of her body, the line of her shoulders, the fall of her hair. Nothing moved. Nothing shifted.

Then a piece lifted.

It was subtle at first, almost imperceptible, but it created a small gap in the image. Another piece followed, then another, until the structure began to come apart. The movement was controlled rather than chaotic, each piece drifting away from its place, the image losing its cohesion as the gaps widened.

The white dress was the first to dissolve completely. The stockings followed, then the heels, each element separating from the whole and breaking the illusion of a fixed form. What remained was less defined, the figure no longer held together in the same way.

But the pieces did not disappear.

They hovered, then began to move again.

This time, they reassembled differently. The lines shifted. The proportions altered. The softness gave way to something more familiar, more grounded. The figure that formed was not Amelia, at least not entirely. It was Jamie, or something closer to what he had been, standing in the same place, built from the same pieces, but arranged in a different order.

The two shapes did not fully replace one another. Instead, they seemed to exist within the same structure, the pieces capable of forming either image depending on how they settled. One moment Amelia, the next Jamie, then something uncertain between the two.

The music did not change.

It continued at the same steady pace as the images shifted, as though it were guiding the movement without ever altering its tone.

Amelia drifted further, the images becoming less distinct as sleep took hold. The last thing that remained was the sense of those pieces, suspended between one form and another, never quite settling before everything finally slipped into darkness.


Chapter Fifteen

Seven years later, an altogether different Amelia sat at a vanity table, studying her reflection with quiet concentration. The room was modest, functional rather than indulgent, but the table arrangement was careful.

A mirror, well-lit. A small collection of cosmetics. Brushes laid out in order. Everything within reach. She leaned forward slightly, steadying her hand as she traced a fine line along her eyelid, then paused to assess the result. There was no urgency in the movement, no uncertainty. Just a habit, repeated often enough to become reliable.

She sat back and looked at herself properly.

Her features were undeniably feminine. Not in the exaggerated way they had once been shaped, but in something more restrained. The effect was consistent, not dramatic. It was something she maintained rather than something newly created each time. There was no sense of surprise in it anymore. It was simply how she looked.

Her gaze lingered for a moment, then dropped to the surface of the table. There had been a time when none of this had belonged to her.

Jamie had taken back control, though even now it was difficult to say exactly when that had happened. It had not been a single moment of defiance or a clear decision. There had been no argument, no final confrontation. Instead, it had begun with small hesitations. Instructions that once would have been followed without thought were delayed, then questioned, then quietly ignored. The pattern had broken, not all at once, but enough that it could not be repaired.

Alice had noticed immediately.

She had always noticed everything.

There had been no anger from her, no attempt to force the situation back into place. She had simply watched him for a short time, her attention sharp, measuring the change. Once she understood that something fundamental had shifted, she withdrew. Not gradually, not with any attempt to soften it. One day, she was present, directing, shaping, observing. Next, she was not.

When he tried to speak to her, she did not respond.

The last time he saw her, she did not acknowledge him at all. She walked past him in the corridor as though he were not there, her attention already fixed elsewhere. That absence was more final than anything she could have said.

It became clear soon after that she had moved on.

There was another boy in the halls. At first, nothing obvious. A change in how he dressed. A slight adjustment in how he held himself. Then more noticeable shifts. The same pattern, recognisable once you had seen it before. The same careful progression, the same quiet control shaping him over time.

Jamie understood what was happening.

He did nothing.

Whatever had drawn Alice to him had now drawn her elsewhere, and the process had begun again with someone new. Watching it from a distance made it easier to step back from it entirely. It also made it harder to ignore how close he had come to losing himself to it.

He stopped spending time in shared spaces where he might see it unfold. The halls no longer felt neutral. They felt altered, as though something had taken root there that he could not engage with again.

He turned instead to his studies. At least, he tried to.

Concentration became difficult. Lectures passed without much retention. He would sit through them, aware of the words being spoken but unable to hold onto them. His mind drifted, not always to anything specific, but away from what he was meant to be focusing on. Notes became sparse, then irregular, then nonexistent.

The effort required to keep up began to outweigh any sense of purpose. Assignments were left incomplete. Deadlines passed without response. The structure that had once been clear began to fall apart, and he did not put it back together. He drank a good deal and partied until there was no money left as if he was trying to banish Amelia and what she meant altogether.

By the end of the first year, he stopped attending lectures altogether.

There was no formal decision. No meeting, no declaration. He simply disengaged. The university sent emails at first, reminders, then warnings. He read some of them, ignored others, and eventually stopped checking altogether. It was easier to let the situation resolve itself than to confront it directly.

He left without ceremony. He didn’t need a degree; he just needed to get out. By then, Amelia’s clothes, her makeup and her lingerie were all gone. He had shorn his hair short and tried to grow a moustache.

The years that followed were unremarkable.

He found work where he could. Entry-level roles in offices that required little beyond attendance. Data entry, administrative support, customer service. The kind of positions that were easy to move into and just as easy to leave. He stayed long enough in each to become familiar, then moved on when something shifted or when he grew tired of the routine.

There was no clear progression. No particular ambition driving him forward. He earned enough to live, to maintain a small space of his own, to keep moving without needing to return to anything he had left behind.

Relationships came and went. He met people through work, through friends, through nights out on the town. Some lasted a few months, one or two a little longer. There was nothing especially wrong with them, but nothing that held. Eventually, each one reached a point where continuing seemed more effort than it was worth.

Through it all, he avoided thinking too directly about what had happened at university. It remained present, but at a distance, something he could acknowledge without dwelling too deeply. There were moments, occasionally, when something would bring it back more sharply. A particular tone of voice. A certain kind of look. The way a particular girl would move, the soft whisper of a flowing skirt, the flick of a strand of hair.

In those moments, he would feel its echo. Not strong enough to pull him back, but enough to remind him that it had been real. That it had almost continued.

He learned, over time, to let those moments pass without engaging with them. To return his attention to whatever was in front of him. Work. Routine. The steady repetition of days that required little from him beyond showing up.

It was not a life he had planned. It was dull and empty, and he was growing older.  But for a long time, that had been enough.

About a year ago, however, something had shifted again. He wasn’t sure how it came back so strongly.

It had not begun with any plan or intention. He had been in the city on a Saturday afternoon, moving without much purpose, drifting between shops in the way he often did when he had nothing specific to do. The department store had been familiar, somewhere he had passed through many times without really noticing.

That day, he had gone further in. He could not have said exactly why. There had been no clear decision, no moment where he chose to change direction. One minute he was walking through the general floor, the next he had found himself standing at the edge of the women’s section.

He should have turned back. Instead, he kept going.

The lingerie department was quieter than the rest of the store. Softer lighting, slower movement. The displays were arranged carefully, each set placed to draw the eye without overwhelming it. He stood there for a moment longer than he should have, aware of himself in a way that felt uncomfortably familiar. Then something else followed.

Not of a specific item, but of the space itself. The memory of being there before, not as himself, but as something else. The feeling settled quickly, and with it came a sense of curiosity that he did not immediately resist.

He moved further in.

At first, he did little more than look. His attention moved over the fabrics, the colours, the shapes. He did not reach out, did not touch anything, but the awareness of it all was enough to hold him there.

The decision to buy something came without much thought, either. He picked up a set almost at random, though later he would realise there had been some instinct behind the choice. A bra and matching panties, simple but well-made. Alongside them, a nightdress. Nothing too bold.

At the till, he half expected to be questioned. The transaction passed without comment. The items were scanned, bagged, and handed back to him as though there was nothing unusual about them. He left the store with the bag in his hand, his pace slightly quicker than before.

When he reached his flat, he did not open the bag immediately. He set it down and went about the rest of his day, as though ignoring it might undo the impulse that had led him there in the first place. But the awareness of it remained. The presence of it in the room, waiting.

Eventually, he picked it up. He opened it slowly, removing each item in turn, laying them out on the bed. Seeing them there, outside the store's context, made the decision feel more real. Less accidental. He stood there for a moment, looking at them.

Then he changed.

The process was hesitant at first. Not because he did not know what to do, but because he did. The familiarity of it returned quickly, the memory of how things should sit, how they should be adjusted. The movements that had once required instruction came back without effort. As if by magic.

When he was finished, he stood still.

There was a sense of release that he had not expected. Not relief from something specific, but a loosening. A shift in how he felt in his own body, in the way he held himself. The tension he had not fully recognised eased, replaced by something quieter, more settled.

He did not take them off straight away. Instead, he moved around the flat as he was, aware of the change but not unsettled by it. The night passed more easily than most had in a long time.

After that, it did not stop.

At first, it remained occasional. Something he returned to when he was alone, when there was time, when the impulse came again. But the gap between those moments shortened. What had been an isolated decision became something repeated.

He began to buy more.

Some in stores, as before. Others online, where the process was easier, less exposed. He learned what he preferred, what suited him, what felt right when he wore it. The choices became more deliberate, less tentative. Amelia always seemed to know what she wanted.

A wardrobe began to form.

Not large at first but growing steadily. Different sets, different styles. Items for comfort, others chosen with more attention to appearance. He arranged them carefully, keeping them separate from the rest of his things, though not hidden in the way they might once have been.

The act of dressing became more familiar again. The voice softened.

The same sense of release followed each time, though it changed slightly as it became more regular. It was no longer just a break from something else. It became part of how he managed himself, how he moved between different states without fully abandoning either.

Amelia returned in this way.

Not suddenly. Not completely. At least not just yet.

At first, it was only in private. A reflection in the mirror, a moment of recognition that did not extend beyond the walls of his flat. Then, gradually, the sense of her began to carry over. Not in how he dressed outside, but in how he thought, how he moved, small adjustments that he did not always notice until they had already happened.

There were still days where he went to work as he always had. Where nothing outwardly changed. But even then, the awareness remained. The knowledge that something else was present, waiting, not entirely separate from him.

Over time, the boundary between the two became less defined.

Sometimes, he would come home, close the door, and change. The act itself became smoother each time, less hesitant, more practised. Clothes laid out in advance, makeup applied with growing confidence, movements no longer checked or corrected in the mirror.

The balance began to shift.

What had once been occasional became regular. Then expected.

Most evenings now, he would return from work with a sense of anticipation rather than fatigue. The routine that followed no longer felt like a choice he was making in the moment. It felt assumed, already decided before he had even reached his front door. He would let himself in, set his things down, and begin the process without questioning it.

The change came more quickly now.

Where once he had taken time, adjusting, considering, now he moved through it with ease. The clothes felt familiar as soon as they were on. The makeup settled into place without trial and error. Even his posture shifted without conscious thought, his body adopting the softer, more controlled movements he had learned years before.

And then, without quite noticing when it had begun, she started to stay longer.

There were evenings when he did not change back straight away. Times when he would remain as Amelia late into the night, moving through the flat, sitting, reading, watching something on his phone, all without the sense that he needed to revert. The distinction between the two states began to blur, not dramatically, but steadily.

It was around then that she began to go online.

At first, it was curiosity. A way to pass the time and feel less alone, to see how she might be perceived by others. She created a profile, chose a name without thinking too much about it, and uploaded a few carefully selected photos. Nothing overt. Nothing that would draw immediate attention. Just enough to present herself.

Messages appeared within minutes. Some direct, some more cautious. She read them at first without replying, watching the tone, the way the conversations began, the assumptions people made.

Then she answered one.

The conversation was simple. Questions, responses, a gradual rhythm forming. She found that she knew how to respond without effort. The tone, the pacing, and the way to keep someone engaged without giving too much away. It came naturally, or at least it felt that way.

More conversations followed.

Some ended quickly. Others continued over several days. She learned to move between them, to keep track, to respond in a way that felt consistent. The interactions became part of the routine, something she returned to each evening as easily as she changed her clothes.

Over time, the nature of those conversations shifted.

They became more personal. More focused. Less about simple exchange and more about connection, or at least the suggestion of it. She found herself responding in ways that felt less detached, more involved. Not because she had decided to, but because it seemed to follow from everything that had come before.

Jamie was still present.

But further back.

He noticed it in small ways. The time spent online increasing. The ease with which she spoke, the confidence in her tone. It was not something he had taught himself. It seemed to emerge when she was there, when she was in control.

He did not stop it.

He watched it happen, aware of the shift, but not resisting it in the way he once might have done. There was a familiarity to it, a sense that he had seen something like this before, even if the circumstances were different.

Then came the message.

It stood out immediately.

Not because of what it said, but because of how it was written. Direct, but not crude. Confident, but not overbearing. It did not follow the pattern of the others. It did not try to impress or provoke. It simply introduced itself.

Dominic.

The name alone carried a certain weight.

Their first exchange was brief.

Then another followed.

And another.

The tone settled quickly. He asked questions, but not too many. He responded with precision, not filling space unnecessarily. There was a sense of direction to it, as though the conversation were moving towards something without needing to state it outright. She knew from the outset that he was an Alpha. He liked to be in control and he was looking for someone who wanted that.

Amelia found herself replying without hesitation. Her stomach squirmed.

The conversations became longer.

More focused.

He finally suggested meeting.

Amelia did not answer straight away.

She read the message more than once, considering it, not with fear, but with anticipation. The decision did not feel impulsive, though it came without prolonged debate. Then, finally, it was decided. She gave him her details and she knew there was no going back.

On the day of the date, the front door clicked shut behind Jamie and he stood still for a moment, letting the quiet of the flat settle around him. The day had been long, draining in the familiar, dull way that seemed to cling to him after hours at the call centre. He pulled off his shirt and dropped it into the laundry basket, running a hand through his hair as he exhaled. There was a sheen of sweat on his skin, the heat of the day still lingering, but beneath it something else was building. He caught his reflection in the mirror as he passed the bathroom door and paused. There was a flicker of recognition there, something just beneath the surface. He held it for a moment, then smiled faintly.

“Hi,” he said quietly. “I’m Amelia.”

The words felt natural.

In the shower, he took his time. The water ran hot, loosening the tension in his shoulders, but his focus was elsewhere. He shaved carefully, methodically, working over his body with attention to detail. This wasn’t routine. This was preparation. Every movement carried a sense of purpose, as though he were moving towards something that had already been decided.

Back in the bedroom, he wrapped a towel around his waist and stood for a moment, looking at what he had laid out earlier that morning.

The dress. The lingerie. The heels. The wig.

Everything in place.

He poured himself a drink and sat on the edge of the bed, letting the quiet stretch out around him. The room had changed over the past year, though he had not marked the moment it happened. More clothes. More choices. A space that no longer belonged entirely to Jamie.

He drank, then stood, moving to the dresser.

The transformation began without hesitation. Moisturiser first, worked into his skin with slow, deliberate movements. Then makeup. This part still demanded care, but his hands were steadier now. Foundation blended cleanly. Shadows built gradually at the eyes. Liner, precise. Lashes, carefully set. Each step brought the face in the mirror closer to something defined, something recognisable.

The rest followed more quickly. The lingerie went on with familiarity, adjusted without thought. The dress slipped over his body and settled into place, shaping him in a way that felt both deliberate and expected. He stepped into the heels and tested his balance, then moved across the room, letting the rhythm return.

By the time he reached for the wig, his hands were no longer shaking.

He lifted it, hesitated only briefly, then placed it on his head, adjusting it until it fell just right. The final change came together in the mirror, the image resolving into something complete.

Amelia looked back at him.

She added perfume, a light touch at the wrists, then gathered a few essentials into a small bag. When she stood again, she did not check the outfit as closely as before. There was no need.

She was ready. And she was perfect.

The sound of the doorbell came sooner than expected.

For a moment, she stood still, her heart beating faster now, the reality of it settling in. This was no longer preparation or a game. This was real.

She crossed the room and opened the door.

Dominic stood there, composed, self-assured, his gaze taking in Amelia in a single, measured sweep.

“Hello, Amelia,” he said.

She smiled, feeling both the tension and the excitement sharpen at once.

“Hello,” she replied.

He took her in properly now, and there was no hesitation in his expression.

“You look amazing.”

She held his gaze, her voice steady despite the quickening of her pulse.

“Thank you.”

For a moment, neither of them moved.

Then he gestured slightly towards the corridor.

“Shall we?”

She nodded.

He took her hand, and together they stepped out into the evening.


Chapter Sixteen

As they walked down the street, she squeezed his hand. People passed them by, oblivious that the pretty girl in the cute red dress was a little more complicated than she seemed on the surface.

He leaned towards her: “I want you to do something for me?”

She looked slightly up at him, her red lips parting a little.

“Walk ahead of me for a bit,” Dominic added.

“Why?” She felt a little scared.

“I just want to see you walk.”

He let go of Amelia’s hand and slowed. She drew a deep breath and began to walk, swaying her hips and looking divine. He wondered how long she had practised in front of the mirror, but it was certainly something to behold. She was almost perfect.

Dominic couldn't take his eyes off her. She looked so natural in her feminine attire, her hips swaying gently with each step. He thought of her kneeling before him in just her lingerie, doing his bidding, and felt his groin stir.

"Sway your hips some more," he said. She dutifully complied. He watched her cute butt wiggle; the heels clicking on the pavement. He knew she was going to be a compliant little whore once he'd finished with her.

“That’s perfect,” he smiled as he caught up to her. “You’re perfect.”

The bar was called L’Homme Chic and she’d passed it many times before without having the courage to go in. The neon sign glimmered above the dark cobbled road.

The reason it made her nervous was revealed as the door opened onto a dimly lit room with masculine, Alpha males talking confidently while a host of pretty women fawned over them.

Male eyes turned and seemed to undress Amelia as she entered.

Dominic acknowledged a couple of people but seemed content to stand there behind Amelia as she suddenly became centre stage. Some of the women sneered, perhaps a little jealously, but the men didn’t.

It was like one of those scenes from a western where the cowboy enters the saloon, and everything goes quiet.

Only she was a cowgirl and she was dressed like a pretty little slut. Wasn’t that the effect she wanted to create? To make herself irresistible to Alpha males like these.

Amelia felt about 20 pairs of eyes, to a man, mentally undressing her and it was almost too much to take. It could only have lasted a few seconds but seemed to drag into an eternity.

Then Dominic stepped forward, putting a hand around her waist and the spell was suddenly broken.

He acknowledged the waiter, a good-looking young man serving drinks to the patrons at a table nearby. The man nodded back with a smile as they made their way to a booth in the corner. Amelia was thankful (at least she thought she was) to be away from the gaze of most of the men in the bar.

There was a steady hum in her ears, and she suddenly recognised it as binaural beats that were hidden within the music. Amelia had often used sissy hypnosis to get her into the mood to dress and she knew it could be a powerful tool in changing your viewpoint. This particular beat seemed to drill deeper into her psyche though and she wondered if it was used to keep the girls in the bar under control. The thought gave her a frisson of excitement. Wasn’t that what she really wanted?

"What would you like to drink?" Dominic asked as he sat next to her, his hand on her knee, slowly moving his fingers up her leg.

The press of his manly fingers on her flesh would have made her swoon had she still been on her feet. Instead, an electric thrill ran up her spine.

Amelia swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. "Whatever you're having," she replied, her voice trembling.

He ordered a round of drinks, and they sat in silence for a moment, the tension between them palpable. He watched as she fidgeted with the hem of her dress with her left hand, her nerves evident.

“Why did you decide to meet me?” He asked.

She couldn’t think of an answer at first. All she could feel was the bra and panties and silky stockings and the garter belt. His hand, still halfway up her thigh, lingered there. The binaural beats in the music seemed to intensify and she could feel a strange heat between her legs.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I thought it was time.”

“I’ve been thinking about you all day.”

“So have I…thinking about you, I mean.”

The drinks arrived and she reached too quickly for hers and took a gulp of Chardonnay. It was cold and sharp. She put the glass down and noticed he was still smiling.

“Let me tell you what I think. I think you’re a little submissive, aren’t you? Now that we’ve met in person.” She was about to reply but he squeezed her thigh, and she stopped. “You like your man to take control. So, you don’t have to think too much. Would that be true?”

Amelia blushed. “I suppose.”

He leaned forward and she could smell his musky scent. "Look at all the girls," he said. "How attentive they are. You know, I bet they spent hours getting ready for their men. Making sure everything was perfect, so they wouldn’t disappoint. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” Now she felt small and vulnerable and…even more aroused. He seemed to be touching all the right buttons without even trying.

“I give you permission,” he said.

“For what?”

“To be like them.” He took a sip of his wine. “You are to behave like them. Smile at me, play with your hair, flutter your eyelashes. Make me happy. That’s all you need to achieve.” She hadn’t realised how piercing his eyes were. She felt herself blush. “Do you think you can manage that, young lady?”

She obeyed his command, her heart racing as a strange mixture of emotions surged through her. The sensation of unease and self-consciousness that had settled upon her was unfamiliar, making her feel as though she was standing on shaky ground.

She had never been one to submit so easily, and the vulnerability that came with this newfound obedience left her feeling exposed and so utterly feminine.

But as she looked into Dominic's eyes, she couldn't help but be drawn in by the dominance and control that radiated from him. It was a force of nature that was both intimidating and alluring, and she found herself unable to resist its pull.

"Okay," she said.

"You'll address me as Sir whenever you talk to me."

"Yes...Sir." She smiled and touched her necklace. Then she fluttered her long lashes slightly. These simple actions made her feel almost completely feminine and pretty.

As she followed his instructions, she felt a strange sense of longing and desire building within her. It was a state of being that was both exhilarating and terrifying, and she couldn't help but wonder what it was about Dominic that made her feel this way. She had never experienced anything like it before. It was exciting and unnerving.

As they sat in the booth, sipping their drinks, Dominic continued to make suggestive comments, reaching out and touching her in almost delicate ways. Amelia in her turn giggled at his jokes and smiled radiantly like the good girl she was.

As they had another drink, she began to feel separate as if some other part of the girl in her had pulled free from the boy. Was this the moment when she would finally tip over the edge into complete femininity?

Amelia could feel the heat of his touch and the throbbing in her core, and she couldn't help but respond. She leaned in closer to him, her breasts pressing against his shoulder, and she could feel the bulge in his pants as her hand accidently passed over his groin.

Another drink and she had relaxed completely, letting the atmosphere of the place wash over her. The girls dancing in skimpy outfits seemed like her now, not something different. The men were all tall, strong, handsome as if they had been hewn from the same rock. The Alpha male fraternity. How wonderful and controlling they were!

She felt a little lightheaded now, the alcohol coursing through her veins and making her feel more confident than she had in a long time. She couldn't help but be drawn to Dominic, his confidence and strength making her feel safe and secure. He would protect her, and she would do everything to make sure he was happy.

As they continued to drink, she noticed a giggling girl in a crop top, rah-rah skirt and impossibly high heels being dragged towards the men's room by her muscular date.

She watched as they disappeared into the room, the door closing behind them. She couldn't help but feel a little jealous of the girl, imagining what was happening behind that closed door.

The binaural beats strengthened and Amelia felt an uncontrollable need grow within her.

"Sir," she whispered, leaning in close to Dominic. "I want to try something new."

He looked at her with a raised eyebrow and a smile. "Oh?"

She nodded. "Yes. I want to go into the men's room and...do what that girl is doing."

He smirked. She could feel her sexy lingerie even more now, the stockings, lacy garter belt, bra and panties clinging to her body and there was a deep warmth between her legs.

What was happening to her?

"As you wish, Amelia,” he whispered in her ear. At that moment, all she wanted was for him to touch her.

To release her, once and for all.

He stood and held out his hand. Without hesitation, a smile still on her face, Amelia took it.

As they made their way towards the men's room, she could feel her heart pounding, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. Her hips seemed to move in one fluid motion and the sexual energy screamed between her legs like never before.

She could feel the eyes of the other patrons on her, but she didn't care. She was beyond the point of no return. What a little whore she was. She wiggled her hips and clung to his arm like a fawning princess and finally went where Amelia had never been before.

Once inside the men's room, she found herself surrounded by the musky scent of men at their most basic. The area was tiled in pure white and quite pristine. There were four booths and an equal number of urinals and a sink with gold taps.

He led her over to the sink and turned to face her. For that moment, she had doubts but he leaned forward and pushed his lips roughly into hers. She automatically opened her mouth, and he forced his smoky tongue at hers. His hands rode up her butt and under the skirt, squeezing her flesh. She melted for a moment, unable to take it all in. He held her tightly and then withdrew as she fell back against the sink.

“Play with your titties, little slut,” he growled. “I want to see those nipples.”

She reached up and began touching her breasts, squeezing the nipples and gyrating her hips slightly. She licked her red lips and put her head back, moaning with pleasure. She could feel her nipples harden almost instantly and she could see the pleasure on his face.

"Take off your panties," he said, his voice low and commanding.

She hesitated for a moment, her heart racing as she looked up at him. But there was no turning back now. Amelia had chosen this path to wanton abandonment and she needed to be indulged. She reached under her dress and slowly slipped off her panties, handing them to him with trembling hands.

He took them and dropped them into his pocket, a wicked grin spreading across his face. Now you’re mine, his eyes seemed to say.

He turned her around so that she could see herself in the mirror, a pretty little thing about to be fucked by a man for the first time.

Her reflection stared back at her, a vision of delicate femininity and fear, and she couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement over what was going to happen next. She almost laughed but he grabbed her hair and pushed his face close.

"Look at yourself," he said, his voice low and husky. "You're beautiful."

She blushed, feeling a surge of heat flood her cheeks. She had never been called beautiful before by a man, not really. She had always fantasised about being the shy girl, the one who was overlooked by the popular boys. But here, in this moment, she felt different. She felt desirable, wanted. “I’m beautiful,” she said.

His grip relaxed a little as he turned her again and took her hand and guided it to his crotch, pressing it against the hard ridge of his erection. My God, it was large, she thought. She gasped with feminine pleasure.

She could feel the heat and hardness of him. He was huge, much bigger than she had expected. She looked up at him with wide eyes, and he smirked down at her.

"Do you think you can handle it, girl?" he asked, his voice low and seductive. In one of the cubicles, she could hear the woman who had gone in before crying with pleasure. There was a rhythmic banging as her Alpha male went to work. The screams of ecstacy grew and rattled off the tiled walls.

She nodded, unable to find her voice. She was terrified, but excited at the same time. She had never been with a man before, let alone one as well-endowed as Dominic. But now she couldn't wait to feel him inside her, filling her up and making her his own. Amelia needed to be complete at last.

He led her into one of the cubicles, closing the door and pushing her up against the cold, metal door. She could hear the sounds of the bar outside. The music and laughter seemed to fade away as all of her attention was focused on the man in front of her. The woman in the next cubicle had quietened down and was moaning with pleasure.

Amelia’s heart raced, and she could feel the warmth increasing between her legs as he pushed her harder against the toilet door. His lips caressed her neck as his hands groped her lower body, squeezing her tiny clitty. She moaned with pleasure too now and showed her exasperation as eventually he pulled her away.

"Sit down," he ordered, his voice low and commanding. She did as she was told, staring submissively up at him as she perched on the edge of the toilet seat.

He towered over her, his eyes dark with desire as he reached down and undid his pants. She gasped as he pulled out his cock, her eyes widening at the sight of it. It was so huge, much larger than she had imagined when touching it, and she couldn't help but feel a little apprehension as she looked up at him.

"Take it in your hand," he commanded, his voice husky with desire. She reached out tentatively, her fingers wrapping around the hard length of him. It was the first time she had touched a man’s cock. Her fingers seemed too small and her blood-red nails glittered under the lights.

"Are you my girl?"

"Yes, Sir," she gasped. “I’m your girl.”

She wrapped her fingers around his thick shaft, feeling the heat and hardness of him pulsing in her hand. She couldn't believe she was doing this, touching a man in such an intimate way. She felt another shiver of excitement run down her spine as she began to stroke him slowly.

He groaned as she touched him, his hips bucking forward as he thrust himself into her hand. The veins pulsed beneath her fingers, the head of his cock shimmering with pre-cum as she continued to stroke him.

"That's it, Amelia," he growled, his eyes locked on hers as he watched her touch him. "Just like that."

Her arousal was growing as she touched him, the desire spreading between her legs as she stroked his cock.

"Look at me and smile. That's it. Lick those pretty lips." She complied and felt a deep sense of joy that she was pleasing her man. "Beg me to let you suck my cock, whore."

Amelia stared up into his eyes. "Please, Sir. I want to suck your lovely cock. Please let me suck your cock, Sir." she begged, her voice trembling with anticipation.

Dominic eyes, in turn, gleamed with lust and manly satisfaction. "You've practised before, haven't you?"

"Yes, Sir. On…things, but this...this is something else."

He leaned down and kissed her forehead. "Then you're ready, aren't you, my little slut?"

She nodded eagerly, feeling a surge of excitement at the thought of finally taking him into her mouth.

He stepped closer to her, his erect cock falling across her right cheek, then skirting a route towards her opening mouth. She gazed up at him.

She opened her mouth wider, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

Dominic smiled, a wicked glint in his eyes. "Good girl," he murmured, as she guided his cock into her waiting mouth.

Her lips wrapped around the head of his cock and it was a moment of pure, sexually charged revelation. It filled her mouth, and she could taste the salty tang of his precum. She swirled her tongue around the head, feeling the veins pulse, and the heat fill her mouth.

Dominic groaned, his hands gripping the sides of her head as he thrust deeper into her mouth. She gagged slightly, but he held her in place, forcing her to take him deeper.

She attempted to find a sense of calm, focusing intently on the sensation of him, his manhood, slowly and rhythmically entering and exiting her mouth.

She could sense the tension building in his loins, the muscles tightening, and she knew that he was nearing his climax. With a determined effort, she began to bob her head back and forth, moving at a steady pace, her hands wrapped firmly around his hips for support. She could feel the swollen veins beneath her touch, a clear indication of his impending release.

The taste of him, the saltiness on her tongue, was a strange yet familiar sensation. The added warmth of his body, the sweat glistening on his skin just above the belly, as he moved closer to her, his hips thrusting in time with her movements. The soft moans escaping his lips thrilled her, a testament to the pleasure he was experiencing.

"Good girl, good girl," he gasped. “Look at me. Look at me.” She thought he was about to explode and prepared herself for a gush of semen that might well drown her. Instead, he pulled his massive cock from her lips.

He pushed her back and lifted her as if she was light as a feather, turning her so that she faced the back of the cubicle, her hands flat on the cistern, butt in the air and legs spread. "Do you want me to fuck you, girl?" He snarled. “Tell me!”

She couldn’t help it. "Yes, Sir. Please fuck me, Sir!" She cried back. And she sounded like a girl, a girl that was desperate to be fucked by her man.

She begged again, her voice quivering with desire.

"Not yet, my little slut," he murmured, his hand cupping her chin and tilting her head back to look at him. " I want to watch you beg for it."

Amelia whimpered, feeling that wave of heat between her legs as she spread her thighs wider, revealing her bare, tight ass to him. She could feel the wetness spreading there, and she couldn't help but squirm as she thought about the enormous cock that was soon to fill her.

"Please, Sir," she moaned, her voice low and husky. "I need you inside me. Please, Sir, I beg you." Two men came into the toilet laughing with each other but Dominic told her not to stop. “Fuck me with your cock, Sir. I’ll do anything if you fuck me.”

Dominic leaned down and kissed her neck as he reached down to stroke her pussy.

"Please, Sir," she begged, her voice low and husky.

With a growl, he pushed her shoulders down, lifting her dress up around her waist as he did so. She felt the hard length of his cock pressing against her wet, aching sissy pussy.

"Please," she whimpered, her head thrown back in ecstasy as she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance. It was going to split her apart, she was sure. But she didn’t care. This was Amelia’s moment. Her coming of age.

He thrust forward, burying himself deep inside her with one powerful stroke.

She gasped as he filled her, the sensation of him inside her almost too much to bear. He paused for a moment, letting her adjust to his size before he began to move, slowly at first, back and forth.

Then he pulled out a little more quickly, almost to the tip, before thrusting back in, filling her again and again. She cried out, her hands gripping the edge of the sink as he began to fuck her in earnest.

With each powerful thrust, he drove his manhood deep within her, filling her to the brim. The sensation was overwhelming, as his massive cock stretched her tight pussy to its limits.

She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the pinnacle of pleasure, her body quivering with each wave of ecstasy that washed over her. The rhythm of his movements was now relentless, as he pounded into her with a primal intensity.

The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, a testament to their raw, unbridled passion.  The heat between them was palpable as if they were the only two people in the world. He gripped her hips tightly, pulling her closer to him, as he continued to drive himself deeper and deeper within her with animal even primordial force. 

She could hear the wet sounds of their fucking, the slap of his hips against her ass, and the moans that escaped her lips as he took her. It was like she was having an out-of-body experience. Her stocking tops seem to tighten, her titties bounced up and down in the bra.

"You like that, don't you?" he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he continued to fuck her. "Tell me you're my girl!"

"I'm your girl, Sir. I'm your girl!" She cried.

Her body convulsed as waves of pleasure washed over her, building and building until she could take it no longer. She felt him tense, felt him throb, and knew that he was reaching the peak of his pleasure. With a final, powerful thrust, he released inside her, filling her even more. The sensation was indescribable, a mixture of pain and pleasure that left her breathless and weak. She collapsed against him, her legs shaking, as he pulled and held her close, still inside her.

For a moment, they stayed like that, two bodies entwined, hearts beating wildly, sweat glistening on their skin. The room seemed to spin around them, the sounds of the bar fading away. For a breath or two, they were one and the same organism.

He pulled out of her almost brutally and she collapsed against the side of the toilet with a groan. He took the panties out of his pocket and told her to put them on. His hot semen dribbled from her sissy pussy and trickled down the inside of her thigh.

Shaking, Amelia managed to stand and put on the silk red panties.

Dominic led her back to the bar and the cubicle, sitting her down and telling her to smarten up her makeup while he ordered some more drinks. The other Alpha males knew what had just happened. They leered and joked at the little sissy slut in the cubicle.

She opened her bag, hands shaking and took out a mirror compact. Her eyes were smudged and lipstick was all over the place. She did her best to repair the damage. After all, she didn't want to upset Sir. She could feel his cum still seeping out into her panties and her hands seemed to have no control.

What had she just done?

The realization slowly dawned on her.

She had never done anything like this before and the guilt and shame were overwhelming. But as she looked at Dominic, his eyes filled with confidence and satisfaction, she couldn't deny that there was still a part of her that felt exhilarated.

It had been raw, and animalistic, and she was suddenly completely drawn back into the sensations and thoughts that had consumed her during their encounter.

He ordered another round of drinks and smiled: “The night is still young, my girl.” The binaural beats began to work on her again and suddenly the night seemed endless. There was more to come, and now, more than ever, Amelia would not be able to resist.


Chapter Seventeen

Jamie woke the next morning with a jolt.

He didn't remember anything that his alter-ego Amelia had gotten up to the night before. At least, not for the moment. His whole body felt like it had been through the wringer, and his brain was filled with fog.

Jamie rolled onto his back, groaning and stretching.

He was still wearing the garter belt, and it tugged at his flesh as he moved. His throat was sore, and there was a dull, terrible ache behind his eyes. He pushed up onto his elbows and looked down at his pale, smooth body. He wiggled his red-painted toenails.

It’s a workday, a voice said in his head. Get up, get up.

Jamie reached blindly out for his phone. It wasn’t on the bedside table. He stretched over the edge and fumbled across the carpet until he finally found it. His nipples felt sore as he leaned back, squinting at the screen as it came to life. It was just after 8 in the morning.

Shit. He was going to be late. Again.

He had never been one for workday mornings, but this was ridiculous. He sat up and realised he was still pretty drunk. His head was spinning. Was it worth calling in sick? He only got paid for the hours he worked, unfortunately, and he hadn’t done enough yet this month to cover the rent, let alone his food bills.

Jamie shook his head slowly and forced himself off the bed, trying to rid himself of the remnants of last night's alcohol abuse. There was only one thing for it. A hair of the dog. He picked up the whiskey bottle he kept by the bedside and took a swig. It seared the back of his throat, and he choked. For a moment, he thought he was going to throw up, but then everything settled and, surprisingly, he felt marginally better.

If a little light-headed.

He padded to the bathroom, caught sight of himself in the full-length mirror and almost cried out in horror. Lipstick was smeared across his face like The Joker, and his mascara looked as though he’d been crying all night. He took off the garter belt, dropped it into the laundry basket and then removed the remnants of makeup from his face and cleaned his nails.

As he showered, a terrible flashback came to him. His (her?) face pressed to the mirror as someone groped him from behind. His heart sank. Amelia, what the fuck!

Christ, he'd gone through with it.

He had never been one to be promiscuous, and he couldn't believe that he’d let himself be taken advantage of in such a way. The sudden realisation that his butt hurt more than it should came to mind. He felt nauseous and weak and nearly collapsed under the power of the water.

She did it. She finally went and did it! What would Alice think now? She’d be grinning and telling him he was such a slut, of course. Wasn’t that where she wanted to lead Amelia before Jamie regained control and drew back?

When he got out of the shower and walked into the bedroom, there was a text alert on the phone.

It was from Dominic.

Wear a bra and some nice panties to work today, whore.

He dropped down on the bed, head in hands. It had gone way too far. He’d expected a dance and a kiss with some sad sissy lover, not this. How was he going to get out of this? He picked Amelia's clothes up and put them in the laundry basket. He found the panties and could smell Dominic’s strong musk on them. For a second or two, he felt that swoon, that desire to be grabbed and fucked and appreciated for being such a good girl.

He threw the panties in the basket too and got dressed in his usual boring suit. He looked a little beaten up but normal. Wouldn't you look nice in a pretty miniskirt and blouse, showing a hint of a stocking top and bra outline for the boys? He didn’t put on the bra or panties. He wasn’t going to play that game.

Dominic could go and fuck himself.

The memory of Dominic's hands exploring Amelia, the heat between her legs as he sang the wrong lyrics to "Sweet Child O' Mine." An unexpected shiver of anticipation ran down his spine as the memory resurfaced. The episode in the men’s room wasn’t the only one. The night had been long, and Dominic had been ravenous.

My God, he thought. Oh, my God. His face blushed as he looked at himself in the hallway mirror. That desire to let go, to be Her, was so strong in that moment. He almost turned back to put on the bra and panties. A nice silk and lace pair in pale pink, he had been saving for a special occasion.

STOP IT!!!!

He hurriedly left the flat, pushing unseemly thoughts from his mind, and headed to the bus stop. It was a grim day; there was rain in the air, and stale city smell wafted across him on the breeze. Now, he kept seeing women in their office outfits and wondered what it would be like to be them. Walking down the street, wearing a nice, pretty blouse and a tight skirt, stockings and suspenders. Sweet, sexy Amelia is going to the office, her little titties bouncing and her butt swaying in the most luscious way.

On the bus to work, he got another text.

I will be sending Amelia some instructions later. Do not ignore them. Are you wearing your bra and panties, slut?

Jamie's heart sank as he read the text. He had hoped that the previous night had just been a one-time thing, a momentary lapse of judgment brought on by too much alcohol and an ill-advised decision to try something new.

But it seemed that Dominic had other plans. He closed his eyes and immediately felt that strength, those rough hands, that hot breath. He wondered what the Alpha male would think if he knew that Jamie had ignored his instructions and wasn't wearing that nice bra and pantie set.

Would he even care, or was he only interested in the thrill of dominance and control? Just who was Dominic, and what did he want?

Somewhere at the back of his mind, Amelia giggled: He wants me, you fool.

Jamie’s stomach sank. He put the phone back in his jacket pocket, perspiration beginning to grow on his face.

As the memories flooded back one by one, another terrible and vivid flashback came to him. Amelia was on her knees, hidden beneath the heavy, wooden table in the dimly lit room. The air was thick with the scent of alcohol, cigar smoke, and the unmistakable musk of testosterone.

The room was also filled with the low murmurs of men and the soft giggles of submissive women, all of them revelling in the debauchery that was unfolding before them. She was still in Chic, the city's most notorious gentlemen's club, and she was about to take part in a spectacle that she would never be able to live down. 

She was putting on a real show.

She was feasting hungrily on Dominic's ample manhood while all the other men and their floozies cheered her on. As she choked and spluttered on the monster-cock, she felt such a sense of satisfaction at her innate sluttishness that nothing mattered anymore. She was past caring. Let people watch. I’m Amelia, whore and cocksucker extraordinaire. I love Alpha males. Yes, I’m the perfect girly slut.

As the bus moved slowly through city streets, there was more he remembered than would ever be able to forget.

As the night went on, Amelia continued to follow Dominic's instructions, each more humiliating than the last. She felt herself drifting further and further from reality, into a world where she was nothing but a plaything for this Alpha male's amusement. Everyone whispered and pointed as she tottered by on sky-high heels, her short skirt barely covering her knickers.

“What a little slut,” she heard a woman say. Others giggled.

“Welcome to our special club, honey.”

She was a spectacle for the men to leer at and objectify. She felt embarrassed but also thrilled by the attention, knowing that this was all part of Dominic's plan. He wanted her to let herself go, and she was only too happy to oblige.

That last memory almost made Jamie miss his stop. He banged his head on a bar as he pushed his way towards the door. He was chastised for being late again when he got to the office and went to his desk. All he wanted to do was hide behind his computer screen and ignore the world.

For a good thirty minutes, he pretended to be busy. Then a girl arrived with a small parcel for him. He opened it and was about to pull out the contents when he realised what was inside.

Another text pinged on his phone.

Go and put them on, girl. I won't tell you again. Text me a photo when you're done.

He looked around. Did he have cameras in the flat? How did he know? Jamie pulled the little package to his chest. He could feel the heat in his cheeks, and someone in the next cubicle was looking at him with a raised eyebrow.

He knew that resisting Dominic for the moment was futile, so he reluctantly headed to the men's restroom, telling his line manager that he felt sick. He found an empty cubicle and sat down, breathing heavily.

Another text arrived: Don’t let me down, slut.

He pulled off his suit and quickly slipped on the bra and panties from the parcel, taking a moment to admire the lace-and-silk design. The set was expensive, not the cheap whorish underwear that he normally bought on the internet. He felt a mix of embarrassment and arousal as he realised that he was more comfortable with this than he should be.

Well, you gave in pretty quickly, didn’t you? Said Amelia somewhere in the darkness.

He took a quick selfie, making sure to capture the lace trim of the bra and the matching panties. He sent it to Dominic with what he hoped was a snarky comment, trying to maintain some semblance of control.

There you go, sir. Your little slut is wearing your things as instructed.

Good girl. You have an appointment at 4 pm, I'll send you details shortly.

I'm working, Sir.

There was no reply for a moment. As Jamie was dressing again, his phone pinged.

A picture followed of Amelia on her knees, sucking on a huge, engorged cock. It seemed to show the front of L’Homme Chic, and in the background, a blurred couple were passing by, looking shocked. He knew that resisting Dominic was dangerous, but this was a step too far. He couldn't risk his job or his reputation for the whims of this Alpha male.

Jamie splashed his face with water and straightened his tie. He needed a plan. Something.

But as he looked again at the picture on his phone, he felt a stirring in his loins. The sight of Amelia on her knees, her lips wrapped around that huge cock, was almost too much to bear. He felt a mix of shame and arousal, knowing that he had been the one on the other end of that cock. That’s me. Oh, my God, that’s me!

The door to the restroom opened, and Jamie’s line manager popped his head through. “Are you alright?”

“Yes. Yes, I’m fine.”

Jamie shook his head, trying to clear all thoughts from his mind. He couldn't let himself get carried away like this. He’d plan something, an escape. Maybe even the police.

Oh, sure, like you’re going to reveal everything to the police about how you met a guy online and dressed up as a girl and gave him numerous fucking blow jobs.

As the morning wore on, however, he began to feign illness. A little towards midday, Dominic sent him an address which wasn't too far down the road. This was the moment. This was the time he could just turn off his phone and run away. Head to another fucking town and forget this ever happened.

But there was something else happening. It was as if Amelia was in there working on his resolve and self-respect. She wanted this. She really did.

By 3.30, Jamie was leaving the office, doing his best sneezing-and-coughing act. He walked down the busy city street, trying to blend into the crowds rushing to catch their buses and trains.

As he approached the address that Dominic had sent him, he felt his stomach sink a little. It was a beauty salon, nestled between a dry cleaners and a small Asian convenience store. The windows were tinted, making it impossible to see inside, but he could hear the sound of women chattering and laughing as he neared the door.

He took a deep breath and pushed open the door.

Mrs. Franklyn, the proprietor of the salon, was a short, stout woman with a shock of bright red hair that stood out like a neon sign. She looked up from her perch at the reception desk as Jamie walked in, a sly smile spreading across her face.

"Ah, you must be Amelia," she said, her voice dripping with a false sweetness that made Jamie's skin crawl. “Everybody! It’s Amelia. You have quite the reputation, my dear. I've heard all about you from my girls here."

She gestured to three other women who were busily working on various clients. They stopped what they were doing and turned to stare at Jamie, their eyes wide with curiosity. He recognised one of them. The girl who had been taken to the men’s room before Amelia suddenly lost her mind (and her virginity).

"These are my girls, the best in the business," Mrs Franklyn continued. "They'll take care of you, make sure you're ready for your big debut."

“There’s been some mistake,” he countered.

“Oh no, young lady. There’s no mistake.” She said it in such a way that Jamie knew there was going to be no mistake at all. “Master Dominic has sent complete instructions, along with a few…interesting photos, you might say.”

Jamie blushed again. He tried to say something, but just looked at the ground and hoped it would swallow him up.

The girls were dressed in identical skimpy outfits, their makeup expertly applied, and their hair perfectly styled. Stepford Wives meet Dulwich, he thought. They all had bright sparkling eyes, but he didn’t think there was much behind them. Robot bimbos, he thought.

"Come, come, let's get started," Mrs Franklyn said, taking his arm. Jamie resisted, but she said: “We don’t want to sedate you, darling, so come along,” and began leading him towards a private room at the back of the salon.

The walls were painted a soft pink, and the floor was covered in plush white tiles. A large, padded table sat in the centre of the room, with stirrups attached to the bottom.

"Take off your clothes and hop up on the table, dear," Mrs Franklyn instructed, patting the leather surface. "We have a lot of work to do."

Jamie hesitated for a moment, but he knew that he had no choice. He stripped off and climbed onto the table, feeling a sense of vulnerability wash over him as he lay back naked and placed his feet in the stirrups.

Mrs Franklyn busied herself around the room, gathering various instruments and supplies. She approached the table, a small device in her hand.

"This is a laser," she explained, holding up the device for Jamie to see. "It will suppress all of your body hair beneath the skin at the root. It may be a bit uncomfortable, but it will be worth it in the end." She giggled to herself. “You have to be a perfectly smooth girly girl.”

He had never been one for pain, and the thought of having all of his body hair permanently removed was more than a little daunting. However, he had to go through with this if he wanted to please Dominic and keep his secret safe.

Mrs Franklyn began to work on his legs, the laser emitting a high-pitched buzz as it glided over his skin. Jamie gritted his teeth, expecting the burning sensation that followed in its wake. In the end, it was just a slight tingle.

The process took about 15 minutes to complete, after which he didn’t feel much different. She told him that he would need more sessions and hormone therapy before most growth was stopped completely.

She covered him with a silk blanket and left him alone, and he started to drift off in the heat of the room. He imagined walking down the street, wearing a pretty summer dress, his titties bouncing, heels clicking, and his hair blowing in the breeze.

Then came a rude awakening, and his eyes snapped open. "Now, my dear," Mrs Franklyn said, holding up a syringe filled with a clear liquid. "This is the next step in your transformation."

The syringe glinted in the soft pink light of the room.

"This is a breast enhancer, a kind of bee sting. It will help Amelia have the breasts she always wanted. And pretty quickly, too.”

He had never been one for needles either, and the thought of having this substance injected into his body was frightening. Although she was short, Mrs Franklyn was strong, however. The other girls held his arms and legs as she injected both pectorals in the blink of an eye. He screeched back at her, tears in her eyes. She had definitely done this kind of thing before.

He was instructed to put his bra and panties back on while the girls remarked how smooth and feminine he looked. Now the pampering could begin, Mrs Franklyn told him, and the girls giggled in chorus as if this was the most exciting time of their day. One leaned close to him and whispered: “You deserve it. Wherever did you learn to suck cock like that, darling?”

He blushed as another, spunkier girl, said: “Oh, she’s a natural, Saskia. Just look at those pretty lips. What else could she be?”

As the salon girls worked on him, a sense of defeat washed over him. If Dominic could arrange all this, what chance did he have of escape? He suddenly realised that the Alpha male had something more permanent in mind for pretty young Amelia. He had probably been planning it for some time. They had been talking for a few weeks online before Amelia agreed to meet him in the flesh, so to speak.

As it had been with Alice all those years ago, Jamie’s resolve was paper-thin.

As the girls worked, he couldn't deny that it felt good. They were gentle and skilled, their touch soothing.

For the first time since he had begun this transformation into the brand-new Amelia, he felt a sense of peace wash over him. He closed his eyes and let out a deep sigh, allowing himself to enjoy the moment.

When they were finished, the girls held up a mirror for him to see the results. His perfectly manicured nails were painted a soft pink, and his feet were smooth and silky. He looked down at his hands and feet, surprised by how much he liked them. The whole time during this latest transformation, he could feel his breasts enlarging and pressing against the material of the bra. He looked down and saw that he had a proper cleavage for once.

Mrs Franklyn made him pull down his panties and stand with his legs apart. She placed a plate over his sissy clit and applied heat to it. It seemed to pull everything up and envelope it in some kind of prosthetic vagina. He pulled his panties back up, and it felt strangely natural.

When Jamie looked in the mirror, there wasn't much of him left. He nearly burst into tears.

Mrs Franklyn sat him down in a hairdressing chair and looked at his hair. He had always had it relatively long if a little unruly. Blonde, I think, she mused to herself. Dominic loves blondes. Of course, he did.

“Oh, before I forget,” she said. Before she got to work on his hair, Mrs Franklyn instructed one of the girls to inject Jamie's lips.

"That will plump up your lips a little."

They started on his hair, cutting and then colouring, an operation which took an hour or so. Jamie sat there in his bra and panties, wondering what was next. When the hair was done, the girls got to work on his makeup, thinning the eyebrows and explaining the best way to achieve certain looks. They chatted incessantly. Was this Amelia’s fate, eventually? Would she end up working in this bizarre salon.

Mrs Franklyn, her eyes shining with pride and satisfaction, stepped back from her workstation around 8 in the evening. She admired her handiwork, taking in every detail with a critical eye.

With a sense of accomplishment, she turned to face Jamie, who was still seated in the chair.

"Look at yourself, young lady," she said, her voice filled with a mixture of excitement and anticipation. 

Jamie turned to face the mirror. His eyes widened even further. He couldn't believe what he was seeing.  In the mirror, he saw a reflection of a woman, a woman who was nothing short of breathtaking. It brought back memories of that time in university, the day they spent at Madame Charlotte's.

Her full, sensuous lips, painted a shade of red that was both bold and alluring, seemed to beckon him. Her chest, now full and ample, was accentuated by a delicate lace bra that appeared to be made for her alone. With extensions, her blonde locks now cascaded down her back in soft, loose waves, shimmering in the salon light. Her skin, glowing and smooth, seemed to exude an inner ultra-feminine radiance. 

"Well, my dear," Mrs Franklyn said, clapping her hands together. "I think we're nearly done here. You're a beautiful woman now, ready to take on the world."

Jamie stood up slowly, still getting used to the new body he was inhabiting. He felt strange but also exhilarated. He couldn't believe he had gone through this transformation, but was now glad he had. Even the hangover from that morning had completely disappeared.

The clothes were next. He was led into a room where a beautiful cocktail dress, new underwear and white heels waited. That was the moment Jamie seemed to disappear, perhaps forever.

Amelia couldn't believe her eyes as she looked at the outfit laid out before her. It was a stunning cocktail dress, with a plunging neckline that would show off her newly enhanced cleavage. The dress was made of a soft, silky fabric that felt luxurious against her skin. She could already imagine the feeling of the material brushing against her legs as she walked, the hem of the dress swishing around her knees.

She picked up the dress and held it against her body, admiring herself in the mirror. She looked like a completely different person, a confident, sultry woman ready to take on the world.

The underwear was equally as seductive. A lacy bra and panties set, with delicate straps that crisscrossed over her newly enhanced breasts and hips. OMG! She was in heaven.

At that moment, Mrs Franklyn came over and said, "Your date is waiting, young lady. Please get dressed."

Out on the street sat a black limousine, its rear door open. Amelia took a deep breath and stepped into the car, smoothing her skirt under her. Dominic sat looking at his phone. Across the seat, a dark glass screen revealed the driver's shadowy figure, looking straight ahead.

“Close the door, young lady,” said Dominic, putting his phone away.

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.

“Don’t you look so pretty,” he said, shifting slightly and putting a hand on her knee, pushing his fingers gently under the material and stroking her stocking top. She felt herself swoon, her heart beating, as if this was all she had ever wanted in the world. Her lips parted slightly as she stared at the rugged features of her captor.

The car’s engine started, and the limousine pulled out onto the street. “I’ve arranged a little gathering for you, my little sissy girl. I think, somehow, you are going to enjoy it.”

He took her hand and pressed it gently against his groin. She could feel his hardness, and it excited her. Why couldn’t she help herself? Because this was always who Amelia was. She had resisted for long enough, and now it was time to give in. “Perhaps a little entrée,” Dominic smiled ruthlessly.

Amelia licked her lips and carefully unzipped his flies, slowly pulling out his engorged cock. She gasped with pleasure and then bent forward and kissed the tip. The taste and heat from it almost made her delirious. She began to stroke and suck, carefully and with thought. She groaned as he reached behind her and pulled up her skirt, pressing his fingers against her panties and finally penetrating her. Her movements became more frantic as she pushed back on his fingers and sucked his cock, licking the tip and moaning with pleasure. Finally, he exploded in her mouth, his hot cum gushing against the back of her throat. She swallowed it all gratefully and let out a girlish giggle as she sat back. She wiped a drop of cum from her ruby lips and placed it on her tongue while staring hungrily at Dominic.

To her left, the glass panel separating the driver from the back slid down with an electrical whirr. The limousine was at a set of traffic lights in the city. The driver laughed softly and turned towards Amelia.

“I always knew you were a slut,” said Alice Petunia Beckworth.
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