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Chapter One: The Cat

‘Mustang’ Sally knocked on my door on a Friday morning just before Christmas. I called her Mustang because she reminded me of a thoroughbred. Even in her flats, she was taller than me. She was also stunning in a way that, at least to me, was intimidating. That didn’t stop me lusting extravagantly after her in my quiet moments, however, even if she was way out of my league.

"Hi, Finley!" she said, with a bit too much enthusiasm for a cold December morning.

I had only been out of bed for about twenty minutes and was still wearing my old dressing gown. My hair was a mess, I hadn't shaved, and I was holding a mug of coffee that I desperately needed to finish before attempting to speak in any coherent way.

Sally, on the other hand, looked as though she'd pressed out of a beauty machine in the blink of an eye. Her long blonde hair was beautifully styled, her makeup immaculate, and she was wearing fitted black trousers, a cream jumper and a smart camel-coloured coat. She looked like somebody who ought to be in a fashion magazine.

"Morning," I croaked.

"Sorry to bother you so early, but I wondered if you could do us a favour?"

I took a cautious sip of coffee. Whenever somebody began a conversation by asking for a favour, there was usually a good reason for closing the door and hiding until they went on their merry way.

"Sammy and I are going away for the weekend, and we need somebody to look after Pooky. Would you mind popping in and feeding her while we're gone?"

That seemed straightforward enough. I had no particular plans, and looking after a cat was hardly going to place enormous demands on my time or ingenuity.

"Sure. No problem."

"Oh, you're wonderful!" she exclaimed, beaming at me. "I knew you'd help. Sandra on the other side was going to do it, but her mum’s in hospital."

At twenty-two, I was currently occupying that uncomfortable period between finishing university and discovering that finding a proper paying job was harder than I realised. I'd graduated in the summer with a respectable degree and rather optimistic expectations. Six months later, my daily routine consisted largely of watching television, browsing employment websites and occasionally sending off applications that disappeared into some mysterious black hole.

I'd had a couple of interviews, neither of which had resulted in anything promising, and my confidence was beginning to suffer. The prospect of finding myself still unemployed after Christmas and still living with my parents had become increasingly depressing.

At least I had the house to myself for the moment.

Mum and Dad had gone to France for a couple of weeks, and I suspected they were pleased to escape the sight of their unemployed son lying on the sofa. They weren't due back until Christmas Eve, leaving me in charge of the house and free to enjoy the sort of uninterrupted idleness that had become my speciality in recent times.

Our home was a substantial detached property in a pleasant residential neighbourhood, one of those areas where the gardens were way too neatly maintained, the driveways contained expensive cars, and nobody ever seemed to look as if they had been dragged through a hedge backwards.

Sally and Samuel moved into the house next door a few months ago.

I'd noticed Sally almost immediately, which wasn't surprising. She was very friendly, the sort of woman who always smiled and remembered your name, even if you'd only met a couple of times.

She owned a beauty therapy business in town, somewhere quite upmarket from what I gathered, offering everything from facials and professional makeup to treatments that sounded exotic and painful.

Samuel was a rather different proposition.

He was a former professional rugby player, and it showed. Tall, broad-shouldered and powerfully built, he had the sort of physique that made ordinary men look feeble. He was Black, with closely cropped hair, a neatly trimmed beard and ruggedly handsome features.

He drove an Aston Martin, which had caused considerable excitement among the neighbours when he first arrived. He worked somewhere in the City and, judging by the suits he wore and the car he drove, it was clearly something highly profitable.

There was something about Samuel that I found difficult to explain. He wasn't unfriendly, and on the occasions we'd spoken he'd been perfectly pleasant, but he exuded an extraordinary amount of confidence. He seemed to know exactly who he was and what he wanted, and he moved through life with the easy assurance of somebody accustomed to success.

Sally was still talking when I returned my attention to the present.

"She's really no trouble, honestly. Just needs feeding twice a day, and you'll have to check she's got fresh water. She's got a cat flap, so she can come and go as she pleases."

"Sounds easy enough."

"She's a beautiful little thing, although she can be rather particular about people. I’m sure she’ll be fine with you." Sally reached into her handbag and produced a key attached to a small silver ring. "Here you go. This is for the front door. We should be leaving around lunchtime, so if you could pop in this evening and then morning and evening over the weekend, that would be perfect. We'll be back on Sunday night."

I took the key, trying not to look to blush when her fingers briefly touched mine.

"The food's in the kitchen cupboard beside the fridge," she continued. "I'll leave some instructions, although there really isn't much to remember. Her bowls are on the floor near the back door, and the litter tray is in the utility room, just in case she decides she doesn't fancy going outside."

"Okay."

"And if you wouldn't mind spending a few minutes with her each time, that would be lovely. She likes company, especially in the evenings."

"Don't worry. I'll make sure she's still alive when you get back."

She smiled again, and I was momentarily distracted by how extraordinarily blue her eyes were. "You're an absolute sweetheart, Finley. I really appreciate it." She glanced at her watch and made a little face. "I'd better dash. I've got a couple of things to finish before we leave, and Sammy will be wondering where I've got to."

She turned by the gate, then paused and looked back at me.

"Oh, and Finley?"

"Yes?"

"Make yourself at home while you're there. There's no need to rush in and out. We don’t mind."

"Sure.”

"Lovely. See you Sunday!"

I watched her walk back towards the neighbouring house, her blonde hair moving gently against the shoulders of her coat. Even in the cold December morning, she managed to look effortlessly elegant, and I found myself wondering, not for the first time, what it would be like to lie down with Sally.

I spent most of the day doing precisely what my parents had come to expect of me, which was absolutely nothing.

After another coffee and a half-hearted look at a couple of job advertisements, I settled onto the sofa and decided to work my way through the John Wick films. I'd seen them before, but there was something satisfying about watching Keanu Reeves dispatch an extraordinary number of villains while I lay under a blanket, and drifted in and out of consciousness.

My mother had left the freezer stocked with enough prepared meals to sustain a small army. Apparently, she didn't trust me to survive without her cooking, and although I resented the implication, I wasn't above taking advantage of it. I found a lasagne, shoved it into the oven and opened a beer while I waited. A second followed with dinner, and by the time the credits rolled on another film, I was feeling pleasantly relaxed.

At about six, I pulled on a sweatshirt, jeans and trainers, collected Sally's key from the kitchen worktop and stepped outside.

It was already dark, and the December air had that damp, penetrating cold that seemed to find its way through clothing regardless of how many layers you wore. Christmas lights twinkled in several neighbouring windows, and somewhere down the road somebody had erected an enormous illuminated reindeer on their front lawn.

I let myself in and closed the door behind me. There was a faint fragrance in the air, something expensive that I immediately associated with Sally. It wasn't overpowering, just a delicate suggestion of perfume mixed with the pleasant scent of a recently cleaned house.

The entrance hall was impressive. Pale walls, polished wooden floors and a wide staircase gave the place an understated elegance, while a large mirror hung above a narrow table decorated with a vase of fresh flowers. Everything was immaculate. There wasn't a coat hanging out of place, a stray pair of shoes or so much as an unopened letter lying on a surface.

I looked down at my trainers and wondered whether I ought to take them off.

The living room was equally impressive. Two large cream sofas faced a modern fireplace, with a dark wooden coffee table between them. Expensive-looking pictures decorated the walls, and a collection of carefully chosen ornaments stood on shelves that were so perfectly arranged they could have belonged in a furniture showroom.

I wandered through towards the kitchen, wondering how much Samuel and Sally actually earned to afford all this. The house had been expensive enough before they moved in, but it was obvious they'd spent a considerable amount of money furnishing it.

Pooky was waiting beside the kitchen door.

She was a small Persian cat with a beautiful pale coat, a neat little face and an expression suggesting she was accustomed to receiving attention on her terms. Around her neck was a glittering collar decorated with tiny stones, which seemed entirely appropriate for an animal living in such luxurious surroundings.

Pooky blinked slowly, licked a paw and then turned and walked into the kitchen with her fluffy tail held high. I took that as an invitation to follow.

The kitchen had pale stone worktops, dark cabinets and an island. Everything gleamed beneath the recessed lighting, from the polished taps to the stainless-steel appliances. There wasn't a dirty cup or plate anywhere, and the only thing on the worktop was a folded sheet of paper beside a small decorative bowl.

I picked them up Sally’s instructions and read through them. Pooky was to have a portion of wet food in the evening, fresh water and a little dry food available overnight. Her bowls were beside the back door, and I was to check the litter tray in the utility room before leaving.

I opened the cupboard beside the fridge and found several varieties of rather expensive-looking cat food, all neatly arranged in rows. I selected one, emptied it into a bowl and placed it on the floor.

Pooky immediately began eating, apparently deciding that I was useful after all.

I refreshed her water, checked the litter tray and returned to the kitchen, where I stood watching her for a minute or two. She was quite a pretty little thing, and I could see why Sally was so fond of her.

I could have left then, of course. I'd done everything Sally had asked, and there was no particular reason to remain in the house. But she'd specifically told me to make myself at home, and I was…well…curious.

I wandered back into the living room and took a closer look at the photographs arranged on one of the shelves. There were several of Samuel during his rugby career, including one showing him in his playing kit, looking even bigger than he did in person. Another showed him and Sally on a beach somewhere tropical, both smiling at the camera with drinks in their hands.

There were wedding photographs too, of course. Sally looked magnificent in a beautiful white dress, while Samuel wore a dark suit that seemed barely capable of containing his physique.

The dining room was just as immaculate as everywhere else, with a large table surrounded by upholstered chairs and an elaborate chandelier hanging overhead. Beyond it was a smaller sitting room, apparently used as an office, where there was a desk and several framed certificates on the wall.

I glanced at them without really understanding what they meant, then returned to the hallway. The staircase was directly in front of me.

I hesitated.

There was no reason to go upstairs, and I knew perfectly well that Sally hadn't meant I should explore every private corner of her home. Nevertheless, the house was empty, I'd had a couple of beers, and curiosity was proving rather more persuasive than common sense.

I went up.

The landing was softly lit, with thick carpeting that muffled my footsteps. Several doors led off it, and I passed what appeared to be a guest bedroom and a beautifully decorated bathroom before reaching the main bedroom at the far end.

The door was slightly ajar.

I pushed it open.

There was a king-size bed covered in a cream quilt, matching bedside tables and a large upholstered headboard. Heavy curtains framed the windows, while a thick rug covered much of the floor. There was a dressing table on one side, its surface arranged with bottles of perfume, makeup brushes and small jewellery boxes.

I walked towards the dressing table and examined the bottles, recognising a couple of expensive brands from advertisements. There were several lipsticks in a little organiser, alongside powder compacts, mascara and an assortment of brushes.

I picked up one of the perfume bottles, removed the cap and breathed in the fragrance.

Beside the dressing table stood a large chest of drawers, beautifully made from dark wood with polished brass handles. The top was decorated with a framed photograph of Sally and Samuel, along with a small silver tray containing several pieces of jewellery.

I opened the first drawer.

Inside were neatly folded scarves and other accessories, all arranged with the same obsessive precision I'd noticed throughout the house. The next contained nightwear, including several silk garments in soft colours that looked impossibly expensive.

I opened the drawer beneath it.

It was filled with beautiful bras and panties, arranged in neat rows according to colour. There were delicate lace sets in white, black and ivory, along with pale blue, burgundy and emerald green. Some were made from fine satin with intricate lace panels, while others were almost entirely lace, with tiny bows and narrow straps that made them look more like something from a luxury boutique than ordinary underwear.

Everything was exquisitely feminine.

I reached into the drawer and touched a white lace bra, lifting it just enough to examine the delicate embroidery. The fabric was extraordinarily soft, and the little satin bow between the cups seemed almost absurdly pretty.

I put it back, then picked up a pair of matching panties.

They were beautiful, made from fine white lace with a narrow satin waistband and delicate scalloped edging. I held them between my fingers, turning them over and examining the intricate pattern.

My heart was beating a little faster.

I knew I shouldn't be doing this. I was supposed to be feeding a cat, not standing in my neighbour's bedroom admiring her underwear. Sally had trusted me with her house key, and here I was going through her most personal belongings.

I ought to have put the panties back, closed the drawer and gone home.

Instead, I was about to make the biggest mistake of my life.


Chapter Two: Good Girl

I woke to the sound of the downstairs phone ringing.

For a few confused seconds I lay there staring at the ceiling, trying to work out what day it was and why my head felt as if somebody had stuffed it with damp cotton wool.

I threw back the duvet, pulled on some joggers and made my way downstairs, rubbing at my face. The house was cold in that particular winter-morning way that made me hope across the floor as if it was solid ice. In the kitchen, the remains of last night were still waiting for me. A couple of takeaway containers sat on the counter beside an empty beer bottle and the smell of a biryani that I could still taste on my tounge.

The phone stopped just as I reached it.

I stood there for a moment with my hand hovering over the receiver, then let out a breath and turned away. My mouth felt dry enough to crack, so I went to the sink, filled a glass with water and drank half of it in one go.

The phone rang again.

I picked it up, half expecting it to be my mother checking that I had taken the recycling out.

“Hello, Finley.” Even through the phone, Sally sounded far too bright and breezy for the hour. I straightened without meaning to, suddenly more awake than I had been thirty seconds earlier.

“Thank you so much for looking after Pooky,” she said, her voice light and warm. “I’ve got a present for you if you want to pop over about ten. I’m sure you’re going to like it.”

My mind was still sluggish from sleep, but not so sluggish that I missed the faintly amused note beneath her words. Or perhaps I imagined it. Either way, something about the call made me instantly uneasy.

“A present?”

“Yes.” She sounded almost as if she were smiling. “Just a little thank-you. Can you come over?”

I glanced at the clock on the wall. It was just after nine.

“Sure. Yeah. All right.”

“Lovely. See you then.”

The line went dead.

On the face of it, there was nothing strange about the call. Sally had asked me to look after the cat, I had done so, and now she wanted to thank me. That was all.

I replaced the receiver and stared at the counter for a moment and debated clearing up.

Then I went upstairs, showered and changed into a clean pair of jeans and a navy jumper. At ten o’clock, I crossed the short distance to Sally and Samuel’s house and rang the bell.

I heard Sally shout from somewhere inside. “It’s open!”

I let myself in.

The same expensive scent hung in the entrance hall. I shut the door behind me and followed the sound of movement through to the back of the house.

Sally was in the kitchen, bending slightly as she put down a bowl for Pooky. She was wearing a long silk dressing gown in a pale champagne colour, belted at the waist and falling almost to her ankles. The fabric caught the light when she moved. Her hair was slightly tousled, as though she had only recently been out of bed, and without the full armour of outdoor clothes she somehow looked even more dangerously attractive than usual.

Pooky wound herself around Sally’s legs with practised entitlement.

“Morning,” Sally said, straightening and smiling at me. “Come in.”

“Morning.”

She tucked a strand of blonde hair behind one ear and leaned a hip lightly against the kitchen island. Even in a dressing gown she looked immaculate.

“Sammy’s gone to see his parents,” she said. “He won’t be back until tomorrow.”

“Oh right.”

There was the briefest pause.

“Mine are still in France.”

“I love France.” Sally smiled again, then glanced towards the kettle. “Do you want a coffee?”

“Yes, please.”

“Good. So do I.”

She turned away and began filling the kettle, moving with sensual ease that was far too distracting at this time of the morning. The silk of the dressing gown shifted softly over her figure, and I had to make a conscious effort not to stare.

“Your gift’s on the table in the living room,” she said over her shoulder. “Go and have a look.”

I dug my hands into my pockets and left the kitchen, trying to think of something witty to say, suddenly aware of my own heartbeat. The room was still immaculate, the cream sofas facing one another across a dark wooden coffee table.

There were three photographs laid out neatly on the table.

For a moment I didn’t understand what I was looking at.

Then the blood drained from my face.

They were photographs of me. Not blurred security stills or half-obscured glimpses that might have allowed for some form of denial, but clear, merciless images. In one, I was standing by the bed holding up the lace panties with a ridiculous expression of awe. In another, I was actually wearing them, turned slightly sideways as though modelling them for an invisible audience. The third was the worst of all. I was posing in Sally’s lingerie, one hand on my hip, looking at myself with an expression that made any denial impossible.

I stared at them in horror.

There was a soft sound behind me as the living-room door opened.

“What do you think?” Sally asked innocently. “Do you think you’ll want to put them on your wall?”

She stepped into the room, closing the door behind her. I turned towards her, my face burning.

She didn't seem remotely concerned. Instead, she paused beside the door, where a pair of black high heels stood neatly against the skirting board. I hadn't noticed them before. She slipped her feet into them, one after the other, gaining several inches in height and making herself look even more imposing.

Then she loosened the belt of her dressing gown.

I watched in stunned silence as the pale silk fell open to reveal a beautiful black corset, tightly fitted at the waist and decorated with delicate lace. Below it, black stockings were held in place by slender suspender straps. The high heels completed her appearance, as elegant as they were intimidating.

She adjusted the robe so that it hung loosely around her shoulders, then looked directly at me.

"So, Finley. Are you a bit of a sissy girl, or do you just like wearing panties?"

My mouth opened, but nothing came out.

"It's quite important that I know."

I glanced helplessly towards the photographs. "I can explain."

"I'm sure you can, darling, but I'd much rather you answered my question."

I stared at her. Somehow, the fact that she was speaking in the same pleasant, conversational voice she'd used when asking me to feed Pooky made the situation even worse.

"I don't know," I admitted.

She considered this for a moment before smiling.

"Well, perhaps we can find out together. You see, I have a bit of a dominant streak that I'm exploring at the moment."

I blinked.

"Sammy's no good for that sort of thing. He's just pure Alpha male. Lovely man, of course, but he's accustomed to taking charge of everything, and I sometimes find that rather tiresome."

She walked towards the cream sofa, her heels sliding across the carpet. I was suddenly conscious of just how tall she was.

"But you, Finley. I think you're definitely a beta." I wasn't sure whether that was supposed to be an insult, an observation or some peculiar form of compliment. "Sit down, darling."

I sat.

There was no conscious decision involved. She told me to sit, and I lowered myself onto the sofa, still trying to understand how a perfectly ordinary Saturday morning had turned into something like a dream.

Sally settled opposite me, crossing her long stockinged legs and arranging the silk dressing gown around her. She picked up the photographs from the coffee table and examined them with obvious amusement.

"You know, you look quite cute in my underwear."

I wished the floor would open and swallow me.

"Particularly this one," she continued, holding up the photograph of me posing in front of her mirror. "You've got a lovely slim figure, and your hair is already a good length. With a little work, I think you could be really rather pretty."

"Sally, please. I'm sorry. I shouldn't have gone into your bedroom."

"No, you shouldn't. And you certainly shouldn't have been going through my lingerie drawers, should you?"

"No."

"Or trying on my underwear?"

I shook my head.

"Look at me when I'm speaking to you, Finley."

I raised my eyes, blushing strongly.

She smiled again, then placed the photographs neatly back on the table.

"Now, I've been thinking about this, and I believe I've come up with a rather interesting solution. You see, I've been looking for a little sissy slave. Somebody feminine and obedient whom I can train properly. Somebody who enjoys dressing beautifully, learning good manners and doing exactly what she's told." I stared at her, scarcely believing what I was hearing. "And then along you come, practically offering yourself for the position."

"But I wasn't..."

"Finley, darling, you were standing in my bedroom wearing my lingerie and posing in front of the mirror. Let's not pretend you have absolutely no interest in being feminine."

That silenced me.

She leaned back comfortably, looking altogether too pleased with herself. "Fortunately for you, I happen to be a beauty therapist. I know rather a lot about transforming appearances, and I think it would be tremendous fun to give you a complete feminine makeover. Hair, makeup, nails, lingerie, pretty dresses, high heels. The whole thing."

My stomach tightened.

"And once we've got you looking the part, we'll put you through your paces. Teach you how to walk and behave like a proper girl, how to be polite, how to serve and how to follow instructions without arguing. I rather fancy having a pretty little assistant around the house."

I looked down at the photographs again. She was discussing my transformation as casually as another woman might discuss having the kitchen redecorated.

"You can't be serious."

"Oh, I'm perfectly serious, Finley."

She uncrossed her legs and leaned forward slightly.

"Of course, you can refuse. I'm not going to drag you off the sofa and force you into a dress."

I felt a momentary surge of relief.

"But then," she continued pleasantly, "I'll have to show these photographs to Sammy. After all, they were taken in our bedroom, and I really can't imagine what he'll do when he discovers that our nice young neighbour has been wearing his wife's underwear."

The relief vanished.

I thought about Samuel, his enormous shoulders and powerful physique that had once earned him a living on a rugby pitch. It was not an appealing prospect.

"Sally, you wouldn't."

She raised an eyebrow.

"Wouldn't I?"

For the first time, there was something distinctly hard beneath her pleasant expression.

"You came into my home as a trusted neighbour, Finley. You went through my private belongings, tried them on and then posed for the cameras. I don't think you're in any position to tell me what I should or shouldn't do."

I swallowed.

She let the silence linger for a few moments before relaxing back against the sofa.

"So, darling, here's what we're going to do. I'm offering you the opportunity to become my little sissy. I'll give you the makeover, provide the clothes and teach you everything you need to know. In return, you'll follow my instructions and do your very best to please me."

I couldn't seem to think of anything sensible to say.

"If you agree, all you need to do is stand up, come over here and kneel in front of me."

I looked at her, then at the photographs, then towards the living-room door. I could still walk out, of course, but the knowledge of what she held over me made that prospect considerably less attractive than it ought to have been.

My thoughts were in complete disarray. Part of me was furious at the impossible position I’d put myself in, while another part was still struggling with the extraordinary sight of Sally sitting opposite me in her black corset and stockings, calmly proposing to turn me into her personal sissy.

She waited without speaking, apparently in no hurry whatsoever.

Eventually, I got to my feet.

My legs felt strangely unsteady as I crossed the space between the sofas. Sally watched me approach, her expression composed, one beautifully manicured hand resting on the arm of the sofa.

I stopped in front of her.

Then, feeling more humiliated than I could ever remember, I slowly lowered myself onto my knees.

Sally looked down at me for a moment.

A smile spread across her face, warm and triumphant.

"Good girl."


Chapter Three: Humiliation at the Salon

Sally looked down at me for a few moments longer, apparently enjoying the sight of her new acquisition kneeling on the carpet. Then she got to her feet, the silk dressing gown falling neatly around her legs.

"Stay there."

She left the room, and I heard her heels clicking across the hallway. I remained on my knees, staring at the sofa and wondering just how badly things could possibly go wrong in such a short time. I had a fairly active imagination, but even I was struggling to picture what might happen next.

A few minutes later, Sally returned.

The champagne silk dressing gown had disappeared, replaced by a short, beautifully tailored taupe trench coat, belted tightly around her waist. Her blonde hair was pulled back and tied with a black scrunchie, and she carried a matching leather handbag and a set of car keys. The warmth and easy charm that had made her such an attractive neighbour were gone, replaced by a cool severity that made her look considerably older and more formidable.

She glanced down at me with an expression of calm cruelty, as though she were considering what to do with an especially troublesome pet.

"You will come with me."

Sally turned and walked out of the living room without checking whether I was following. I hurried after her, through the hallway and into the kitchen, where Pooky was sitting on the floor, looking curious as I scrambled after Sally.

I was led outside towards the garage. Inside stood a sleek Jaguar saloon, finished in a dark metallic grey that gleamed beneath the overhead lighting. It seemed entirely appropriate that Sally should drive something so expensive and elegant.

She stopped beside the car and turned to face me.

"Now, Finley, I want you to listen very carefully. From this moment onwards, you are not to speak unless I give you permission. You will follow every instruction I give you, immediately and without argument. I do not expect to have to repeat myself. Nod if you understand."

I nodded.

"Good."

She pressed a button on the key fob, and the Jaguar's lights flashed. I climbed into the passenger seat, feeling rather like a schoolboy being taken to the headmistress after some particularly disgraceful misdemeanour.

Sally placed her handbag on the seat behind her, started the engine and pressed the remote control for the garage door. It rose smoothly, revealing the driveway and the grey December morning beyond.

We pulled out onto the road.

For the first few minutes, I sat rigidly upright, watching the familiar houses pass by. Sally drove with the same quiet confidence she seemed to bring to everything else, one hand resting lightly on the steering wheel as she negotiated the morning traffic.

She didn't speak, and neither did I.

As we approached the city centre, the traffic became heavier. Sally navigated through the busy streets, past shops and office buildings, before turning into a quieter road lined with expensive boutiques, small restaurants and discreet professional premises.

She slowed and indicated towards the carpark of an elegant building with pale stonework and tall windows.

Above the entrance, in beautiful lettering, were the words:

LE VERGER ROSE

Even from the car, I could see that this was no ordinary high-street beauty parlour. The windows were frosted, offering privacy to the customers inside, while the detailing around the entrance was discreet but elegant. There were no gaudy posters advertising special offers, no photographs of glamorous models and no brightly coloured price lists stuck to the glass.

Everything about the place suggested exclusivity, expense and a clientele accustomed to being treated well.

Sally pulled the Jaguar into a parking space and switched off the engine. She opened the door, and I opened my door with a heavy heart.

Sally opened the frosted door and stepped inside, leaving me to follow her into what was undoubtedly the most luxurious beauty salon in the city.

I had barely crossed the threshold when I received another shock.

Two women were standing in the reception area, apparently waiting for us. Both were tall and attractive, with beautifully styled hair and immaculate makeup. What made them particularly striking, however, was what they were wearing. Each was dressed in a figure-hugging black catsuit, with high heels that seemed to add several inches to their already impressive height.

Neither smiled.

Their expressions were as severe as Sally's, and the way they stood, hands folded neatly in front of them, suggested that whatever was about to happen had been carefully arranged in advance.

"Good morning, ladies," Sally said brightly. "This is our project for the morning."

Both women looked directly at me, their eyes travelling from my unkempt hair down to my trainers. I felt myself shrinking under their scrutiny.

The salon itself was magnificent. A spacious reception area opened into a large treatment room, decorated in shades of ivory, blush pink and gold. Beautiful mirrors hung above polished dressing tables, each equipped with professional lighting and collections of expensive cosmetics. Comfortable upholstered chairs stood beneath elaborate chandeliers, while fresh flowers and expensive-looking ornaments completed the effect. Several adjoining rooms opened off the main area.

Sally removed her trench coat, revealing her corset and stockings beneath. Normally, the sight of her dressed like that with the girls in the catsuits would have stirred other emotions in me but all I could do was blink and hope I might wake up soon.

"Now then, Finley." She pointed towards a folding screen standing in one corner. "Go behind there, take off your clothes and put on the robe I've left for you. Everything, please. I don't want you keeping anything on underneath."

I felt my face becoming hot. She raised an eyebrow. "Do you need me to repeat myself?"

I hurried behind the screen. A delicate silk robe hung from a brass hook. It was pale pink, almost transparent, with narrow sleeves and a thin belt that tied around the waist.

My hands were trembling as I undressed. I folded my jeans and jumper and placed them on a small stool, followed reluctantly by the rest of my clothes. Then I slipped into the robe.

The silk was cool against my skin, and the hem barely reached the middle of my thighs. I pulled the two sides together and tied the belt as tightly as I could, although it did little to make me feel any less exposed.

I took a deep breath and stepped out from behind the screen.

Sally examined me with a critical expression, while her assistants appeared to be assessing the amount of work ahead of them. I stood there blushing furiously, my arms hanging awkwardly at my sides.

Sally clapped her hands sharply. "Hair removal first, ladies."

The two women approached me, and one gestured towards a door leading off the main salon. I followed them into a treatment room containing a large padded table, a trolley loaded with equipment, and several bright adjustable lamps. Everything looked alarmingly clinical.

"Up you get," one of them instructed.

I climbed onto the table and lay on my back, gripping the edges of the robe.

Sally appeared in the doorway a moment later. She settled into a chair beside the treatment table, apparently intending to supervise the proceedings.

"We'll start with his face," she said. "I want everything perfectly smooth."

The first woman adjusted the lamp above my head while the other examined my face, turning my chin gently from side to side. She began by taking the lid off a bowl that seemed to be plugged into the mains. She scooped a ball of soft, greyish stuff from it and applied it to my face. It was warm and pliable, and then, with practised speed, she ripped it away from the skin. It made me jump and my eyes water. She rolled the material again and applied it to another section of skin, repeating the process. What was astounding was the speed with which she worked. Stray hairs were picked off with a pair of tweezers, and then my eyebrows were plucked with the same ruthless efficiency.

When they had finished with my face, the women began working on the rest of me.

My arms and chest were treated first, followed by my legs. Then, to my absolute horror, the more intimate parts of my body. I was then turned as if I was some sort of practice dummy and my back and butt were given the treatment.

I had never appreciated quite how much body hair I possessed until somebody began removing it. By the time they were finished, I felt like a plucked chicken.

At various intervals Sally approached the table, inspected their progress and issued brief instructions. Eventually, the women announced that they were finished.

They wiped away the last traces of the treatments and applied a soothing lotion to my skin. I was then instructed to stand beside the table.

She examined my face first, tilting my chin towards the light and running a fingertip lightly along my jaw. Then she inspected my arms and hands before stepping back to look at my legs.

"Turn around, please."

I turned.

She studied the results for several moments before walking around me once more. Then she walked to a side table and picked up a metal contraption. My mouth dropped with further humiliation. It was a small cage, made of steel. The sight of Sally holding it up to the light sent a tremor through me and I started to turn. The two girls, however, were prepared and took hold of my arms firmly.

Sally stepped forward and looked down. “Your little sissy clit needs to be controlled.”

One of the girls giggled: “It’s very small, isn’t it?”

Sally reached out and cupped my balls gently. She stroked it and smiled at me. “Not a patch on Samuel’s, I’m afraid.” She attached the cold cage and then locked it with a key. She gave it a little tug. “There, that’s better.” She looked at one of the girls and added: “A pair of panties, I think.”

The girl smiled and turned away, picking up a pair of satin panties. I put them on with trembling hands, and then Sally reached down and tucked my cage between my legs. She stepped back and looked at me. “Now you have a sissy pussy.”

I was allowed to put the robe back on and then led back into the salon.

My freshly waxed skin felt strangely sensitive, and the flimsy pink silk robe offered little protection against the cool air.

Sally was examining something she'd taken from a small box on the dressing table. It looked rather like a miniature gun, with a white plastic body and a short metal attachment at the end.

"Come here, Finley." I approached her, conscious of the two assistants watching from a few feet away. "Stand still, darling. This won't take a moment."

She brushed aside the top of my robe and pressed the instrument against my chest, just beneath my left nipple. There was a sharp click, followed by a sudden sting that made me flinch. Before I could recover, she repeated the procedure on the other side. She closed my robe, smoothing the silk back into place, and returned the instrument to its box. "There we are. In a couple of hours, you'll have pretty little breasts. Nothing excessive, of course. Just enough to give you a lovely feminine figure."

I could feel a faint tingling beneath the skin, although whether that was caused by the injections or my increasingly overactive imagination, I couldn't say.

Sally seemed perfectly satisfied.  "Now, let's do something about that hair."

She gestured towards one of the styling chairs, and I obediently sat down. Sally fastened a protective cape around my shoulders and ran a comb through my shaggy brown hair, lifting sections away from my face and examining my reflection in the mirror.

"Blonde, I think. A nice soft blonde, with plenty of movement around the face. What do you think, ladies?"

"Definitely blonde," one of them agreed.

"And we'll keep most of the length. There's no point cutting it all off when nature has been so generous."

I was taken to the washing station, where Sally reclined the chair and began washing my hair with warm water and an expensive-smelling shampoo. Her fingers worked expertly through it, massaging my scalp before rinsing away the suds. Despite everything that had happened that morning, I found myself relaxing slightly. It was the first remotely pleasant experience I'd had since arriving.

Back at the mirror, she began cutting.

Small locks of brown hair fell onto the cape as she trimmed the ends and shaped the layers around my face. She worked carefully, preserving the shoulder-length style while giving it a softer, more feminine appearance. Every so often she stepped back, tilted her head and examined her progress before returning to work.

"Lovely. That will frame your face beautifully."

Once she was satisfied with the cut, she began preparing the colour.

She divided my hair into dozens of small sections, painting the strands with a creamy preparation before wrapping them in silver foils. She worked steadily around my head, assisted by one of the women, until my hair had practically disappeared beneath a collection of little metallic packets.

I watched the process in the mirror with growing disbelief. I'd arrived at the salon with rather untidy brown hair, and now I resembled somebody attempting to receive radio transmissions from another planet.

Sally moved in front of me and examined my eyebrows.

"A little lightening, I think." Something was applied that tickled a little before being wiped away ten minutes later.

"Ears and nails next, ladies."

A small trolley was wheeled beside my chair, carrying a collection of jewellery boxes, antiseptic wipes and a professional piercing instrument. The assistant cleaned my earlobes and marked the positions of the piercings. Sally examined them before giving an approving nod.

"Perfect."

I gripped the arms of the chair as the first piercing was made. There was a sharp pinch, followed by another on the opposite side, and a few moments later I was wearing a small gold stud in each ear.

Sally leaned forward to inspect them. "Very sweet. Of course, once they've healed, we'll be able to get you something much prettier. A nice pair of little gold hoops, perhaps."

The second assistant had arranged a collection of manicure equipment on a small table beside my chair. She took my right hand and examined it critically.

She began by preparing the nails and tidying the cuticles, then carefully applied extensions that made each nail considerably longer. She filed them into elegant oval shapes, working methodically from finger to finger until both hands were finished.

I stared at the results. My fingers looked strangely slender, almost delicate, with their new elongated nails.

Sally came over. "Beautiful. Let's have a dramatic red, shall we?"

When they were finished, the assistant encouraged me to hold out my hands so that Sally could examine them.

"Lovely. Exactly what I wanted."

I turned my hands over, fascinated by the glossy finish and the unfamiliar length of the nails. They looked like somebody else's hands, the sort I was accustomed to seeing wrapped around a handbag or holding a champagne flute.

"Now the feet, please."

My toenails were trimmed and shaped, the cuticles carefully attended to, and a rich moisturising cream massaged into my freshly smooth feet. I watched the process with a mixture of embarrassment and curiosity. I had never imagined that so much effort could be devoted to ten perfectly ordinary toenails.

Sally examined the foils in my hair, checking the colour beneath one of them before announcing that she was satisfied.

"Right, ladies. Let's see what we've got."

I was taken back to the washing station, where the foils were carefully removed and my hair rinsed and conditioned. When I returned to the styling chair, the mirror revealed a mass of wet blonde hair falling around my shoulders.

I stared at it in amazement.

Sally looked delighted. "That's a lovely colour. Much better than that dreary brown, don't you think?"

She began drying my hair with a large round brush, lifting it at the roots and curling the ends inwards. Once it was almost dry, she divided it into sections and set about creating a more elaborate style with heated curling tools. She worked patiently, winding the blonde strands into soft curls that framed my cheeks and fell in gentle waves around my shoulders.

Every so often she stepped back, studied my reflection and adjusted a curl or two.

The untidy brown hair I'd lived with for years had disappeared, replaced by a glossy cascade of blonde curls that softened my features and made my face appear narrower. Together with my newly shaped and lightened brows and little gold earrings, the effect was extraordinary.

Sally placed a hand beneath my chin and tilted my face towards the light.

"Now, let's have a proper look at you." One of the assistants came to stand beside her, and the two women studied my face with the critical concentration of art restorers examining a damaged painting. "The cheeks are quite nice," Sally observed. "There's already a little definition there, and we can make much more of that with contouring."

She turned my head slightly. "The nose is a little broad, perhaps, but that's easily managed with makeup. What do you think about the lips?"

The assistant leaned closer.

"They're quite nicely shaped, but they could be a little fuller."

"Exactly what I was thinking." Sally smiled at my reflection. "We're going to give you a lovely pout, darling."

She took a small case from the trolley and opened it to reveal a collection of cosmetic instruments. One of the women applied a numbing preparation to my lips while Sally got ready. A short time later, she began administering a series of small cosmetic injections, working carefully around the upper and lower lips.

I gripped the arms of the chair, determined not to move. Even with the numbing preparation, the experience was unpleasant, and my eyes watered more than once.

When she was finished, my lips were noticeably plumper, particularly the upper one, and there was already a softness to my mouth that hadn't been there before.

Sally turned to the assistant standing beside her.

"Work your magic, darling. A dramatic look, I think. False eyelashes, beautiful eyes, plenty of contouring. I want you to narrow the nose, lift those cheeks and make the lips look even fuller. Don't be afraid to be bold."

The woman smiled for the first time and moved to a large collection of cosmetics. She began by preparing my skin, applying moisturiser and primer before carefully blending foundation across my face and neck.

Her manner was completely professional, although I found the experience deeply unsettling. I sat obediently while she examined my features, selected brushes and colours, and occasionally turned my chin to obtain a better angle.

Next came the contouring. She worked with several shades, applying darker tones along the sides of my nose and beneath my cheekbones, then blending them carefully before adding highlights that seemed to alter the shape of my face before my eyes. I watched my nose grow apparently slimmer and my cheeks acquire a prominence they had never possessed before.

She began working around my eyes, applying a soft base followed by increasingly dramatic shades of eyeshadow. She used a darker colour at the outer corners, blending it upwards and outwards before adding a subtle shimmer beneath my brows.

While the assistant concentrated on my eyes, Sally disappeared through one of the adjoining doors.

She returned several minutes later carrying a long garment bag over one arm and a substantial designer shopping bag in her other hand. She laid the garment bag across a nearby treatment couch and unzipped it.

Inside was a beautiful red chiffon dress.

Even from my chair, I could see that it was an extraordinary little creation. The bodice was closely fitted, with a defined waistline and short puff sleeves gathered delicately at the shoulders. Below the waist, the skirt flared into several light, floaty layers of chiffon, ending well above the knee.

Sally lifted it from the bag and held it against herself, examining the shape with obvious pleasure.

"Isn't that gorgeous?"

"Beautiful," one of the assistants agreed.

She carried it towards me, holding it up so that I could see the dress in the mirror. The rich red colour looked magnificent against my new blonde hair.

Sally smiled. "Oh yes. That's going to look wonderful."

She returned the dress to the treatment couch and opened the designer shopping bag, removing several carefully wrapped items.

First came a matching red satin bra and panties, both decorated with delicate lace. Then she produced a red garter belt and a pair of fine nude stockings, so sheer they were barely visible against the tissue paper. Finally, she reached into the bottom of the bag and brought out a box that contained a pair of red high heels.

They were beautiful shoes, with slender heels, pointed toes and a glossy finish that matched my newly painted nails almost perfectly. Sally arranged everything on the couch, stepping back to admire the collection.

My attention kept returning to the shoes. The heels looked impossibly high, and I couldn't imagine how I was supposed to walk in them without breaking an ankle.

The assistant selected a pair of long, curled false eyelashes from a small tray and began preparing them. She instructed me to close my eyes while she carefully attached them, checking their position before applying another fine line of dark eyeliner.

When I opened my eyes again, the difference was astonishing.

My eyes seemed larger, darker and far more expressive than before. The false lashes gave them a distinctly feminine appearance, while the beautifully blended eyeshadow created an almost theatrical glamour.

"Wonderful," Sally said, peering over the assistant's shoulder. "Now give him a really beautiful mouth. Something to go with that dress."

The assistant reached for a dark red lip pencil and began outlining my newly plumped lips, carefully exaggerating their shape before selecting a matching lipstick.

The assistant finished my lips with a final sweep of deep red gloss, then stood back to examine her work. She made one or two tiny adjustments around my eyes, brushed a little more colour across my cheeks and removed the protective covering from my shoulders.

Now it was time to dress.

The pink silk robe and panties were removed, leaving me shivering slightly in the cool air. I folded my arms across my chest, conscious of a new tenderness beneath the skin. The injections Sally had given me earlier had produced a noticeable swelling, enough to alter the outline of my upper body, although I still couldn't quite believe what I was seeing.

The women examined me with the same professional detachment they'd shown throughout the morning. One selected the red satin panties and I stepped into them, drawing the fine material carefully into place before smoothing the lace around my hips and tucking away the cage. The other lifted the matching bra, adjusting its straps and fastening it behind my back.

There was something deeply unsettling about being dressed by two women who seemed to regard the entire business as perfectly ordinary. They moved around me with practised efficiency, making small adjustments to the lingerie, straightening the straps and ensuring that everything fitted as it should.

The bra was surprisingly comfortable. Its softly shaped cups accommodated the new fullness of my chest, while the narrow band gave me an unfamiliar sensation of support. The red satin looked beautiful against my smooth skin, and I found myself staring down at it with a mixture of disbelief and fascination.

Next came the garter belt. It was fastened around my waist and adjusted until it sat neatly against my hips, its slender suspender straps hanging down against my thighs.

One of the women took a stocking from its packaging, gathered the delicate material between her fingers and guided my foot into the opening. Slowly, she drew it up my leg, smoothing away every little wrinkle until the fine nylon reached my upper thigh. She repeated the process with the other leg before attaching the suspender clips and carefully adjusting their length.

The stockings were sheer with a for the faint lustre when the light caught them in different ways. The suspender straps formed neat vertical lines beneath the garter belt, and the combined effect was more feminine than anything I could have imagined when I'd first entered the salon.

The women made several final adjustments, checking that the seams were straight and the straps evenly positioned. One knelt briefly to inspect the stockings while the other smoothed the waistband of my panties. I was painfully embarrassed by the attention, yet I couldn't help noticing the extraordinary care they were taking.

Every little detail seemed to matter.

Up close, the red chiffon dress was even prettier than I'd realised. They lifted it over my head with great care, protecting my elaborate hairstyle and freshly applied makeup. For a moment I was lost inside a cloud of red fabric, then the dress settled around my shoulders and down over my body.

One of the women drew the concealed fastening closed while the other adjusted the waistline. They pulled the skirt gently into position, separated the chiffon layers and arranged the puff sleeves so that they sat evenly on my shoulders.

The bodice fitted closely, following the gentle curves of my chest before narrowing sharply at the waist. Below that, the skirt flared out in soft, airy folds, ending several inches above my knees.

I moved, feeling the light material brush against my stockinged thighs. The skirt floated around me with the smallest movement, an entirely different sensation from the heavy denim and loose trousers I'd worn all my life.

One of the assistants produced a narrow red belt and fastened it around my waist, accentuating the shape of the dress. She stepped back, considered the result and tightened it a fraction.

The other woman was already preparing the shoes.

They were glossy red stilettos with pointed toes and slender heels that looked alarmingly high. I was instructed to sit while she slipped them onto my feet, carefully guiding my toes into position before checking the fit.

The sudden change in balance was astonishing. My weight seemed to have shifted forward onto the balls of my feet, and I had to straighten my knees and adjust my posture to remain upright. The heels made my calves feel taut, while the delicate stockings and short floating skirt left my legs looking improbably long.

The women steadied me while I found my balance, then began another round of adjustments. One smoothed the dress over my waist and hips while the other arranged my blonde curls around my shoulders, carefully separating several strands so that they framed my face.

Finally, they stood back.

Sally walked slowly around me, examining the dress, the stockings and the heels before coming to a halt directly in front of me. Her eyes travelled upwards, taking in my narrow waist, the soft curves beneath the red bodice and the blonde curls falling around my face.

A small smile appeared.

"Beautiful. Absolutely adorable." She reached forward and made one last adjustment to the neckline, then gently lifted my chin with her fingertips. "Now, let's see what you think."

The two assistants moved aside as Sally took my hand and guided me towards the largest mirror in the salon.

There was a girl standing in front of me.

She was blonde, with soft curls falling around her face and down to her shoulders. Her eyes were enormous beneath dark, sweeping lashes, beautifully shaded and outlined, while her cheeks rose in delicate, sculpted curves. Her nose appeared narrower, her lips fuller and exquisitely shaped, their glossy red colour matching the dress perfectly.

Tiny gold earrings sparkled beneath her hair.

The dress looked as though it had been made for her. The fitted bodice gave her a lovely feminine shape, the narrow waist flowing into a short, floaty skirt that seemed to dance around her thighs. Beneath it, her long legs were beautifully smooth and encased in sheer stockings, ending in a pair of impossibly elegant red high heels.

Even her hands looked different. The long, glossy red nails rested delicately against the folds of her skirt, making her fingers appear slender and graceful.

I raised one hand towards my face.

I turned slightly, watching the chiffon skirt sway around my legs. The blonde curls moved against my cheeks, and for an instant I caught sight of myself from an unfamiliar angle, the sweep of the lashes, the curve of the lips, the soft silhouette of the dress.

I felt a strange tightening in my throat.

The girl in the mirror was beautiful.

I couldn't deny it, however much I might have wanted to. There was something extraordinary about seeing myself presented this way, dressed and made up with such meticulous attention that nobody encountering me for the first time would ever imagine the person I'd been a few hours earlier.

Sally appeared behind me in the reflection. She rested her hands lightly on my shoulders, looking from my face to the girl in the mirror with unmistakable satisfaction.

For a while, neither of us moved.

Then she smiled.

"I think my little sissy needs a new name."


Chapter Four: The Women

I might have been forgiven for thinking that my humiliation was finally over, but Sally  had other ideas.

She collected her handbag, slipped back into her short trench coat and checked her appearance in one of the salon mirrors. Then she turned towards me with an expression that suggested she was thoroughly enjoying herself.

"Come along, sissy."

I stared at her, then glanced down at my dress. Surely she couldn't mean it.

Sally was already walking towards the entrance.

I followed her, painfully conscious of the two assistants watching me leave. One of them smiled as I passed, and I caught the other examining my legs with an amused expression. “Enjoy the rest of your day,” she said a little too cruelly.

Sally opened the salon door and stepped outside. I hesitated on the threshold.

Beyond the frosted windows lay an ordinary city street, with cars passing, pedestrians going about their business and people who had absolutely no reason to expect a young man from the suburbs to emerge dressed like a glamorous little party girl.

I took a tentative step forward.

The December air caught me immediately, cool against my bare arms and the exposed skin above my stockings. A little breeze lifted the layers of my chiffon skirt, sending them fluttering around my thighs. I instinctively reached down to hold the material in place, terrified that the slightest gust might reveal rather more of my beautiful lingerie than I intended.

Yet the sensation was extraordinary.

The softness of the stockings against my freshly smooth legs, the delicate touch of chiffon against my thighs and the delicious contrast of cold air on warm skin combined to produce feelings I had never experienced before. I was horribly exposed, acutely embarrassed and, to my considerable confusion, rather enjoying the sensations.

My breasts moved gently beneath the fitted bodice as I walked, a soft, unfamiliar bouncing that reminded me imtimately of the transformation I'd undergone. The bra held them comfortably, but I was conscious of their weight and movement in a way that made it impossible to ignore.

I lowered my eyes and concentrated on reaching the car.

Unfortunately, walking in high heels on a pavement was quite different from taking a few tentative steps across the smooth floor of the salon. The ground was uneven, with gaps between the paving stones and little changes in level that threatened to send me sprawling. I took several awkward strides, my ankles wobbling alarmingly as I attempted to keep up with Sally.

She stopped. "Oh dear, Finley. That simply won't do."

I froze.

She turned and examined me with the same critical expression she'd worn while supervising my makeover.

"Honestly, darling, you're going to break an ankle if you carry on like that." I looked helplessly at the Jaguar, which stood only a short distance away. "Back to the door, please. Go on. All the way back."

I turned carefully and made my way back towards the salon, painfully aware of the little clicking sounds my heels made against the pavement. The short skirt floated around my legs as another short gust of wind attacked me.

When I reached the entrance, Sally raised a hand.

"Now, turn around." I obeyed. "Shoulders back, head up. You're a pretty girl, Finley, so there's no need to stare at your feet. Take smaller steps, one foot in front of the other, and let your hips move naturally. I want to see a lovely feminine wiggle."

Sally folded her arms.

"Come towards me. Slowly, please."

I took a cautious step, then another, concentrating on keeping my knees closer together and placing my feet more carefully. The narrow heels still felt precarious, but the smaller steps helped, and I began to discover that walking in them required a completely different rhythm.

"That's better. Now relax those hips a little. Don't force it. Let them sway"

The chiffon skirt swished from side to side, brushing lightly against my stockinged thighs. My blonde curls bounced around my cheeks, and the unfamiliar movement of my breasts beneath the dress added to the unsettling sensation that my entire body had omehow changed completely.

"Much prettier. Keep your back straight, darling. You want to look elegant."

I concentrated on taking another series of small steps, allowing my hips to move a little more freely. I was beginning to feel more confident when I became aware of something that made my stomach contract.

Someone was watching me.

I glanced towards the building opposite, where scaffolding had been erected across the front of a large commercial property. Two workmen were standing on one of the platforms, several feet above the pavement. Both had stopped what they were doing and were staring directly at me.

One was leaning against the metal railing with an enormous grin on his face. The other had folded his arms, apparently finding my walking lesson considerably more entertaining than whatever work he was supposed to be doing.

I felt the blood rush to my cheeks beneath the carefully applied makeup.

Then one of them put two fingers to his lips and gave a long, piercing wolf whistle. That, of course, pleased Sally no end. She shouted across to the men: “Isn’t she adorable?” Then she turned to me. “Maybe I should take you over and introduce you. Now, turn back and go to the door again and then come back. Put your heart and soul into it. See if you can’t get those boys a little more excited.”

My face was burning, and the chill of the winter air was beginning to cut through. Instead of arguing, I turned and began the walk back to the salon door, exaggerating the wiggle of my hips while the whistles came again. When I returned, I could see the men applauding. At that moment, a bigger gust of wind caught my skirt, revealing my panties. I stabbed my hands down to control it but it was too late. Sally laughed and told me to get in the car.

Sally drove home in an excellent mood, occasionally glancing across at me with a satisfied smile. I sat beside her with my knees pressed together, painfully conscious of the unfamiliar weight of my breasts and the red chiffon dress that barely covered my stockinged thighs.

When we reached our street, I expected Sally to turn into the driveway and open the garage, as she had done that morning. Instead, she pulled up beside the pavement and switched off the engine.

"We'll walk up to the house, darling. A little more practice won't do you any harm."

I looked towards the garage, then back at her. The distance was hardly enormous, but after my performance outside the salon, even a short walk in public seemed fraught with danger. Sally was already out of the car.

I opened my door carefully, swung my legs out and stood, taking a moment to find my balance in the heels. The December air was no warmer than it had been in town, and I immediately felt the cool breeze against my arms and thighs.

I followed her towards the driveway, concentrating on placing one foot directly in front of the other, swaying my hips. We were halfway up the drive when I heard a familiar voice.

"Hello, Sally!"

It was Mrs Drake from number 42, out walking her dog.

I knew Mrs Drake reasonably well. She was one of those neighbours who seemed to know everything that happened in the street. She was wrapped in a thick winter coat, with a scarf tucked beneath her chin, and was being pulled along by a small terrier.

"Hello, Mrs Drake!" Sally called cheerfully.

Mrs Drake slowed, smiling at Sally before her attention shifted towards me. The smile faltered slightly.

I could feel her examining me, beginning with my blonde curls and heavily made-up face before travelling down over the little red dress, my stockinged legs and high heels. Her eyes narrowed with interest, and I had the uncomfortable impression that she was committing every detail to memory for later discussion.

"What a lovely outfit," she remarked.

"Isn't it?" Sally replied. "We're having a little girls' day."

Mrs Drake looked at me again, clearly curious, but apparently decided that asking questions might be dangerous. She continued along the pavement, although I caught her giving me another look over her shoulder before the dog dragged her attention elsewhere.

I was mortified.

Sally, on the other hand, seemed delighted.

"You see? You're a very pretty girl, and there's no reason you shouldn't be seen."

I followed her towards the door door, trying to ignore the dreadful possibility that Mrs Drake might have recognised me.

By the time we reached the house, I was relieved to be going indoors.

Sally unlocked the door and stepped into the entrance hall, where Pooky was sitting on the polished wooden floor. The cat looked up as we approached.

I had never considered myself particularly susceptible to the opinions of animals, but there was something about Pooky's expression that made me feel as if I was being inspected. She regarded me with enormous, unblinking eyes, taking in my unfamiliar appearance with what seemed like profound disapproval.

I followed Sally towards the living room, looking forward to sitting down and gathering my thoughts. I had barely crossed the threshold when I stopped dead.

There were four young women waiting for us. Two were sitting on one of the cream sofas, while another stood beside the fireplace and the fourth was examining a photograph on the shelves. All four turned towards me as we entered.

They were strikingly attractive, but not in the soft, elaborately feminine way Sally had made me appear. Their beauty was severe, almost intimidating, emphasised by sharp hairstyles, immaculate complexions and clothes that might have been borrowed from an exceptionally fashionable men's boutique.

One was tall and dark-haired, wearing beautifully tailored black trousers, a crisp white shirt and a narrow black tie. Another had short blonde hair swept back from her face and wore a charcoal waistcoat over a pale grey shirt, with matching trousers and polished black shoes. The third was a striking brunette in a dark trouser suit, while the fourth, a slender woman with auburn hair, wore black jeans, a fitted jacket and heavy leather boots.

There wasn't a skirt or dress among them and they all seemed statuesque and taller than me.

The contrast with my appearance was almost comical. I stood there in my little red chiffon creation, with blonde curls bouncing around my cheeks and my painted fingernails hanging uselessly at my sides, while four beautiful women dressed like confident young men examined me with expressions that ranged from cool curiosity to obvious amusement.

"Good afternoon, ladies," Sally said.

They greeted her warmly, although their attention remained firmly on me.

"Well, here she is," Sally continued. "My little project." I felt myself blushing. "These are some very good friends of mine, Finley. They've kindly agreed to help with your training."

One of the women smiled faintly. "She's certainly pretty."

"Isn't she?" Sally replied. "We've had a very productive morning at the salon."

The dark-haired woman in the white shirt looked me over with an expression of particular interest. "Quite a transformation."

"And we've barely started," Sally said. "Come along, sissy. Stand in the middle of the room, please."

I moved towards the middle of the room, my heels sinking slightly into the carpet. The four women gathered around me, their expressions becoming more openly appraising.

The blonde in the waistcoat approached first, studying my face before standing back to examine the dress. The brunette moved around behind me, paying particular attention to my hairstyle and the fit of the bodice. One of the others crouched slightly to inspect my shoes, then straightened with a small approving smile.

"Very nice legs."

"She's got a lovely figure," another observed.

I stood rigidly, my face growing hotter by the second. The women discussed me quite freely, apparently unconcerned by the fact that I could hear every word. Occasionally one of them adjusted a curl or touched the fabric of my dress.

The woman in the trouser suit stepped back and folded her arms.

"I think she'll do very nicely."

There were murmurs of agreement.

I had absolutely no idea what that meant, although I was beginning to suspect I wouldn't enjoy finding out. Sally approached me and gently lifted my chin, making me look directly at her.

"Now, Finley, there's something we need to settle before we begin your training." The room fell quiet. "You're going to be spending quite a lot of time being a girl, and I really don't think Finley is a suitable name for such a pretty little thing."

She looked around at her friends.

"I've given it some thought, ladies, and I think I have a name that would be absolutely perfect." She smiled. "From now on, you're to be called Candice. And I don't just want you to dress like a girl, darling. I want you to think of yourself as one. You're to remember that you're Candice, a pretty young girl, and that's how you're going to behave."

She looked me directly in the eyes.

"Do you understand, Candice?"

I nodded slowly, feeling the unfamiliar name settle over me like another layer of feminine clothing.

Sally stepped back and examined me for a moment, apparently satisfied. "Now then, Candice. I want you to kneel before the ladies, with your hands clasped neatly in your lap. Back straight, head up. Let's see how gracefully you can manage it."

I looked at the four women, who had arranged themselves around the furniture in the living room. They were watching me with considerable interest, and I had the dreadful feeling that this was only the beginning of whatever Sally they all had planned.

Carefully, I lowered myself onto my knees, trying to manage the short chiffon skirt without losing my balance. The heels made the movement awkward, and I had to adjust my legs before I could settle comfortably on the carpet. I smoothed the red fabric over my thighs, clasped my hands in my lap and looked up.

Sally walked around me, making a small adjustment to my posture. "Much better. Very pretty indeed."

The blonde in the waistcoat smiled, while the tall brunette regarded me with an expression that suggested she was considering how much work I would require.

"There's another important rule," Sally continued. "From now on, you will address me as Mistress. The same goes for these ladies. Whenever you're permitted to speak, you will address them respectfully as Mistress. Is that understood?"

I nodded.

"Good. And when you're given an instruction, I expect you to obey immediately. No hesitation, no arguing and certainly no sulking. We haven't got all day to teach you the basics of good behaviour."

She settled onto the sofa, crossing her legs. "Now, Candice, there's something else you need to understand." Her expression became more serious. "The little cage that's been attached to you is rather sophisticated. It's capable of producing pleasant sensations, but it can also make you quite uncomfortable. I would much prefer that we concentrate on encouragement rather than punishment."

I looked at her, then at the other women, but none of them seemed particularly surprised by this announcement. Sally studied my expression for a moment. "The quicker you learn, the better things will be for you. Follow instructions, behave beautifully and show us that you're making an effort, and we'll all get along splendidly."

She leaned forward slightly, her blue eyes fixed on mine. I remained kneeling on the carpet, my red nails resting against the chiffon in my lap, painfully aware of everyone watching me. Sally smiled, although there was very little warmth in it. "Now, be a good girl and show the ladies just how well you can behave."


Chapter Five: Training Candice

The first half hour was a nightmare, made considerably worse by the fact that Sally and her friends seemed to be enjoying every minute of it.

The introductions were performed while I knelt before them. Mistress Agatha was the tall, dark-haired woman wearing the white shirt, trousers and a narrow black tie. Mistress Sarah was the blonde in the charcoal waistcoat and jodhpurs, while Mistress Chanelle, a striking brunette with a disappointed expression, wore a tailored trouser suit. Mistress Natalie was the youngest-looking of the four, with auburn hair, a fitted jacket and black jeans tucked into heavy boots.

Sally removed her coat and stood over me. I could smell her perfume and something slightly musky. Her stockings shimmered in the light of the room as she regarded me, perhaps calculating how far she could go before I actually broke. At that moment, I was trembling pathetically and almost at the point of tears.

"Right, ladies," she began, settling comfortably onto one of the cream sofas. "Let's see what we can do with Candice. I want her walking, sitting and behaving like the perfect sissy bimbo by this evening. So don't be too gentle with her."

Agatha was the first to take charge. She directed me towards the far end of the living room, then instructed me to turn around and walk towards her. I did my best, taking small steps and trying to allow my hips to sway naturally as Sally had instructed.

"Good heavens, Candice. You're walking like a docker in drag. Loosen up those hips, girl."

That made me flinch. I thought I had been doing okay. I attempted to follow her instructions, but the more I concentrated on my hips, the less attention I paid to my feet. One heel caught awkwardly in the carpet, and I stumbled sideways, recovering my balance only by grabbing the back of a chair.

Agatha ordered me back to the starting position and demonstrated the walk herself. Even in her masculine trousers and polished shoes, she moved with an effortless feminine grace that made my own attempts look even more ridiculous.

I tried again, taking smaller steps and attempting to imitate the gentle movement of her hips. This time I managed to stay upright, but apparently my shoulders were hunched over, and my arms were swinging from side to side.

After several more attempts, Agatha gave an exasperated sigh and handed me over to Sarah. "Perhaps you'll have better luck with her."

Sarah took me towards one of the sofas and instructed me to sit.

I lowered myself onto the cushion, relieved to get some weight off my feet, only to discover that I'd committed another offence against femininity.

"Oh dear. What a dreadful way to sit. Look at those legs."

My knees had fallen apart slightly, allowing the short chiffon skirt to ride up my thighs and show my panties. I hurriedly pulled my legs together and tugged at the hem.

"A girl in a short dress needs to think about how she sits before she sits down. Stand up and try again."

She demonstrated the correct movement, lowering herself gracefully onto the opposite sofa with her knees together and her legs angled neatly to one side. Then she made me repeat it.

My first attempt was too hurried, and I practically fell onto the cushion. I saw Sally pick up her mobile and, a second later, felt a short jolt from the cage. I let go a little shriek that was so comical I almost laughed myself. The women, however, just stared at me. This was serious business.

The second attempt was so cautious that my legs began to tremble halfway down and I landed awkwardly with one leg twisted beneath me. By the third, I was thoroughly flustered, and my efforts to keep the skirt arranged properly only made matters worse. Each time I got it wrong, Sally gave me a jolt.

Sarah watched with a mixture of amusement and excitement.

"Really, Candice. You'd think you'd never seen a woman sit down before."

She made me stand again, and for the next several minutes I was required to sit, stand, turn and sit again while she corrected everything from the position of my knees to the placement of my hands. The heels were becoming increasingly uncomfortable, and the tight waist of the dress made bending awkward. I was also conscious of my breasts shifting beneath the fitted bodice whenever I moved, which added another distraction to an already impossible exercise.

Finally, Sarah shook her head. Agatha stood up and went to her bag on a side table. “I think she needs something to help her.” She looked at Sally. “A little trick I discovered when training my late husband.” She reached in the bag and pulled out a thin, black, latex butt plug and a small bottle of lubricant. My eyes went wide as saucers as she smiled and said, “Who’d like to do the honours?”

Sally sighed: “I suppose I have to.”

As she bent me over the arm of the sofa and pulled down my panties, Agatha offered an explanation. “You have to make sure that it doesn’t slip out, young lady. You’ll see.”

The humiliation of having a butt plug inserted while five women watched was something I would never be able to explain to anyone in a million. I felt it slip in and briefly closed my eyes, hoping the ground would swallow me up. Sally pulled up my panties and patted my behind with a sly grin. This time, when I stood, I had to clench to stop the damn thing from shooting out. Agatha got me to walk again, and this time I did so with an ultra-feminine wiggle. When I was ordered to sit, it was even worse, but it did improve my movement and line.

Natalie approached me with a distinctly mischievous expression.

"Now then, Candice, let's see a pretty smile." I attempted one, although by this point there was very little I felt inclined to smile about. "Oh, that's dreadful. You look as though somebody's just told you your dog has died. Come on, darling, you're supposed to be a happy little girl."

She demonstrated an exaggerated smile, tilting her head and widening her eyes. I tried to imitate her, but the result only made the others laugh again.

"Now giggle."

I stared at her, uncertain how anybody was expected to produce a convincing giggle on command. Sally leaned forward, clearly entertained. "You're a bimbo, Candice. Act like one."

Natalie gave me another demonstration, producing a light, musical giggle while lifting her fingertips towards her mouth. It looked perfectly natural when she did it, but my attempt emerged as a peculiar, strangled noise that sounded more like something from a Carry On movie.

"Oh, that's awful!" Natalie exclaimed, laughing so hard that she had to sit down. "What on earth was that supposed to be?"

I made several more attempts, each worse than the last. When I tried to sound lighter, I squeaked. When I attempted a softer laugh, hardly anything came out at all. Eventually, I became so self-conscious that I couldn't produce a sound without feeling utterly ridiculous.

Chanelle decided that my hair might be a more promising subject.

"Let's give her something to do with those lovely blonde curls."

She stood beside me and demonstrated how to lift a strand of hair, curl it around a finger and let it fall gently against the cheek. She showed me how to brush my hair back over one shoulder, how to tilt my head and how to accompany the movement with a flirtatious little smile.

Once again, the exercise looked straightforward until I attempted it myself.

"Try to be delicate, Candice, for goodness sake.”

By now I was feeling thoroughly miserable. My feet ached, my cheeks hurt from attempting to smile, and any confidence had disappeared somewhere between the walking lessons and Natalie's disastrous efforts to teach me how to giggle.

The worst part was that the women seemed to consider every failure an opportunity for further entertainment. They made me walk across the room while playing with my hair, then stop and attempt a pretty little laugh before sitting down gracefully. I invariably forgot something. Either my hips stopped moving, my shoulders stiffened, my hands fell awkwardly to my sides, or I collapsed onto the sofa with my knees in entirely the wrong position.

At one point, the butt plug came loose, and I had the embarrassment of pushing it back in while everyone watched. Agatha then instructed me to walk towards her. I did so, concentrating on the position of my feet and the movement of my hips. This time I remembered to keep my shoulders back, and when I reached her, I managed a reasonable smile before turning carefully on my heels.

"Well, that's a little better," she admitted. "Now do it again."

I returned to the other end of the living room and repeated the exercise. My movements were still awkward, but something had begun to change. I was no longer concentrating quite so desperately on every individual step, and the gentle sway of my hips was starting to feel less artificial. The red chiffon skirt moved with me, floating around my stockinged thighs, while my heels made a soft clicking sound whenever I crossed the polished floor.

Agatha made me repeat the walk several more times, correcting my posture and occasionally demonstrating how she wanted me to move.

"That's much better, Candice. You're beginning to act like a girl."

Sarah decided to have another attempt at teaching me how to sit. To my considerable relief, I managed to lower myself onto the sofa without collapsing, keeping my knees together and arranging the short skirt rather more gracefully than before.

She looked almost disappointed. "Well, she's definitely learning."

Finally, the butt plug was removed, and I found I could retain something of the movements they'd been drilling into me. My hips still swayed when I walked, and I was becoming more conscious of how I positioned my legs when sitting.

Sally watched me cross the room once more, then smiled.

"Now that's what I call progress. Very pretty, Candice."

I felt absurdly pleased by the compliment, although I was hardly going to admit it.

Agatha rose from her chair and went over to a small music system on one of the shelves. A moment later, the room filled with a pop song, its cheerful rhythm rather inappropriate given the ordeal I'd been enduring.

"Right, young lady. Let's see if you can dance."

My heart sank. Agatha moved into the centre of the room and beckoned me towards her.

"Now, I want you to imagine that I'm a man. A handsome young man who's asked you to dance. You're a pretty girl, Candice, and you're going to dance for me. I want you to look happy, relaxed and feminine."

She demonstrated a few simple steps, moving confidently to the music before turning towards me.

I attempted to follow her example, but my body seemed reluctant to cooperate. My feet moved in one direction while my hips attempted something entirely different, and I became so preoccupied with keeping my balance that I forgot everything I'd learned about posture.

Agatha shook her head.

"Goodness, Candice. Have you never danced before?"

I tried again, managing a few hesitant movements before becoming horribly self-conscious. Then I noticed Sally reaching for her mobile.

I stiffened, expecting another unpleasant jolt. Instead, there was a faint, unexpected vibration from the device she controlled. I felt something swell and press against the cage, and it was not unpleasant.

The music continued, and Agatha encouraged me to move with its rhythm rather than concentrating on my feet. I tried to loosen my shoulders, allowing my arms to move a little more naturally while my hips followed the beat.

"That's it," Agatha encouraged. "Stop thinking so much. Just listen to the music."

My skirt swirled around my legs, and I found myself smiling despite the embarrassment.

Chanelle got to her feet.

"I think she needs a partner." She crossed the room and approached me with an amused expression. Taking my hand, she drew me towards her and placed her other arm around my waist.

"Come on, Candice. Let's have a proper dance."

I found myself standing close to her, looking up into a face that seemed far too confident. She was wearing her tailored trouser suit and sensible shoes, while I stood before her in my little red dress, blonde curls and heels.

"Don't be so stiff. Relax into me; let me lead."

She began moving, guiding me gently across the carpet. At first I kept trying to anticipate her steps, which resulted in several awkward collisions and one particularly embarrassing moment when I trod on her foot.

She adjusted my position and began again, moving more slowly this time. Gradually, I learned to follow the gentle pressure of her hand against my back, allowing her to determine our direction while I concentrated on keeping my balance.

"That's better. Much better."

We moved around the living room. Her hand rested on the small of my back, pulling me closer. I seemed to relax into her. She gently ran a hand over my behind. My skirt floated out around my thighs as I turned, settling again when she drew me back towards her. A gentle pressure across my newly forming breasts brought a sudden shiver of pleasure.

"Look at me, Candice. You're dancing with a man you like."

I raised my eyes.

"Now smile."

I managed a smile, and she returned it with unexpected warmth.

"There we are. A pretty girl enjoying a dance."

For the next hour, the women took turns making me practise. Agatha concentrated on my movements when dancing alone, Natalie insisted that I smile and toss my curls, while Chanelle continued teaching me how to let a partner lead. Sarah watched critically, occasionally interrupting to correct something.

By the time the women were finally satisfied, darkness had begun to fall outside. The room was softly illuminated by the lamps, and the windows reflected the five women and the sexily dressed blonde girl standing in their midst.

Sally glanced at the clock. "Well, ladies, I think we've done enough for today. Candice has made some encouraging progress, although there's obviously still a great deal to learn."

"She'll get there," Chanelle said. "Provided she keeps practising."

"Oh, she will," Sally assured her

She turned towards me.

"Now, Candice, I want you to kneel and thank these lovely ladies for all the trouble they've taken to make you more feminine."

I lowered myself carefully onto the carpet, arranging my skirt and clasping my hands in my lap. Looking up at the four women, I felt a fresh wave of embarrassment at having to thank them for an afternoon that had been among the most humiliating of my life.

"Thank you for helping me become more feminine."

Sally smiled.

"Very good, Candice."

The women gathered their belongings, exchanging a few amused remarks about the afternoon as they prepared to leave. Natalie gave me a little wave, while Sarah advised me to practise more. “You’ll be a girl before you know it.”

Agatha turned towards Sally. "You'll have to keep us updated. I want to see how she gets on."

Sally accompanied them into the hallway, and I remained kneeling beside the coffee table, listening to their voices as they collected their coats and said their goodbyes. A few moments later, the front door closed behind them, leaving the house quiet once more.

Sally seemed pleased to find me still kneeling when she returned. I had considered getting up and making myself comfortable on one of the sofas, but after the events of the afternoon, I wasn't entirely certain that I was allowed to do anything without permission.

She stood before me, smiling down with the serene confidence of an Amazonian huntress contemplating her latest kill. Even without her heels, she towered over me, and I felt ridiculously small as she reached down and placed one finger beneath my chin.

"Well, Candice. Haven't you been a good girl?"

She tilted my face upwards, looking directly into my eyes. For once, there was nothing particularly cruel about her expression. If anything, she seemed genuinely pleased.

"Come with me, darling."

I got to my feet, carefully straightening my dress before following her into the hallway. Pooky was nowhere to be seen, which was a relief. I didn't think I could endure another judgemental stare from that pampered little creature.

Sally led me upstairs, along the thickly carpeted landing and into her bedroom at the far end. It was the same beautiful room where my troubles had begun, with its king-size bed, cream quilt and expensive furnishings. I glanced involuntarily towards the dark wooden chest of drawers beside the dressing table, remembering the moment I'd first discovered her lingerie.

She gave me a knowing smile before indicating the upholstered stool in front of her vanity.

"Sit down, please."

I lowered myself onto the stool, keeping my knees together and arranging the little skirt across my thighs. After so many hours of being corrected, the movement came almost automatically.

Sally stood behind me, looking at our reflections in the mirror.

"I'm very proud of you." I glanced up at her in surprise. "You've worked tremendously hard today, and I know it hasn't been easy. You're still very much a beginner, of course, but you've made a start, and that's what matters."

She rested her hands briefly on my shoulders, then began arranging a collection of bottles, cotton pads and soft cloths on the dressing table.

"Now, let's get all this makeup off. You've had quite enough excitement for one day."

I felt a sudden surge of relief. Perhaps this was it. Perhaps Sally had enjoyed her little experiment, satisfied her curiosity and decided she'd had enough. She would let me get dressed, return my clothes and send me home with a stern warning never to touch her underwear again.

I could hardly believe my luck.

Sally gently tipped my head back and began removing my false eyelashes. She worked carefully, loosening the adhesive before lifting each strip away and placing it on a small tray. Without them, my eyes immediately looked less dramatic, although the blonde curls and beautifully shaped eyebrows still gave me an unmistakably feminine appearance.

Next came the eye makeup.

She soaked a cotton pad with remover and swept it gently across my eyelids, dissolving the dark liner and elaborate shadows that had transformed my eyes earlier. The process was surprisingly soothing after an afternoon of being inspected and ordered about, and I gradually relaxed as she worked.

She removed my lipstick, carefully wiping away the deep red colour before cleansing my cheeks and forehead. Layer by layer, the extraordinary creation from Le Verger Rose began to disappear, revealing the familiar features that had been hidden beneath all that cosmetic artistry.

Or rather, features that were almost familiar.

My lips were still noticeably fuller, my eyebrows were beautifully arched, and the blonde curls framing my face made me look nothing like the untidy young man who had woken up that morning. Even without makeup, there was a softness to my appearance that I found impossible to ignore.

Sally finished by applying a light moisturiser, massaging it gently into my cheeks before stepping back to inspect her work.

"There we are. Such a pretty little face, even without all the makeup." She handed me a clean towel and pointed towards the adjoining bathroom. "Now, go and have a lovely shower, darling. Take your time."

I rose carefully, still struggling with the high heels, and made my way into the bathroom.

As I closed the door, I felt a rush of almost overwhelming relief. A shower, followed presumably by my own clothes and the short walk home. I’d cut my hair short and put the whole extraordinary experience behind me and spend the evening trying to convince myself it had actually happened.

I stepped out of the red stilettos and removed the dress, carefully hanging it over a stool before taking off the stockings and lingerie. Finally, I stepped beneath the shower and turned on the water.

The warmth was wonderful. I stood beneath it for several minutes, allowing the water to run over my shoulders and down my back, washing away some of the tension that had accumulated during the afternoon.

Then I looked down at myself.

My breasts had developed considerably since Sally had administered those mysterious injections at the salon. They were no longer merely a suggestion of fullness beneath the bra, but small, unmistakably feminine breasts that altered the entire shape of my chest.

I stared at them, scarcely believing what I was seeing.

They were sensitive too, with a faint tenderness that became apparent whenever I moved. I turned slightly beneath the water, studying my reflection in the glass and trying to make sense of the changes.

My skin was completely smooth, my legs looked longer and more slender without their covering of hair, and the bright red polish on my fingernails and toenails seemed impossibly feminine. Even the little gold studs in my ears remained as permanent reminders of the morning's transformation.

I had expected the makeup and clothes to be the things that made me look like a girl. I hadn't properly considered how much of the transformation would remain once they were removed. For several minutes, I stood there examining my new appearance, feeling a strange mixture of anxiety and fascination.

Then I remembered that I was supposed to be going home.

I finished washing, dried myself and wrapped it around my body. My blonde hair was damp, the curls beginning to loosen, and I was already looking forward to putting on something warm and comfortable.

When I opened the bathroom door, Sally was standing beside the bed.

She had changed into her long silk dressing gown, her blonde hair falling loosely around her shoulders. She looked wonderfully relaxed, as though she'd spent the afternoon enjoying a leisurely visit to a health spa rather than supervising the transformation and humiliation of her next-door neighbour.

"Ah, there you are, darling."

I stepped into the bedroom, clutching the towel around myself. Then I noticed the bed.

Laid out neatly across the cream quilt were two identical outfits.

At first, I thought I was seeing double. There were two short white dresses, each made from a soft, beautifully ruched fabric that gathered closely around the bodice and waist before ending in a short, fitted skirt. They had delicate necklines and narrow straps, giving them a more sophisticated appearance than the floaty red chiffon creation I'd been wearing all afternoon.

Beside each dress lay a matching set of white lingerie, with delicate lace edging and tiny decorative bows. There were two garter belts and two pairs of sheer nude stockings, arranged with the same meticulous care that seemed to characterise everything in Sally's home.

On the carpet beside the bed stood two pairs of white stilettos. I stared at them, then at Sally. My heart sank. She lifted one of the dresses from the bed, allowing the soft white fabric to fall into shape, then held it against herself as she examined her reflection in the dressing-table mirror. "Beautiful, aren't they? I bought them a little while ago, and I thought they'd be absolutely perfect for us."

She replaced the dress carefully and turned towards me with a delighted smile.

"I thought we'd celebrate and go out for a meal."


Chapter Six: Perfect Sissy Bimbo

Sally seemed delighted by my expression as I stared at the two white dresses and lingerie laid out on the bed. She gestured for me to join her at the dressing table. "Come along, Candice. Let's make ourselves beautiful."

There was something different about her manner now. The stern, commanding woman who had supervised my transformation and training throughout the day had been replaced by someone altogether warmer. She smiled frequently, spoke encouragingly and seemed genuinely excited by the prospect of getting ready together.

Sally began by applying a light foundation to my face, blending it carefully across my cheeks and forehead. She worked with an easy familiarity, occasionally pausing to apply something to her own face before returning her attention to mine. This time, rather than the dramatic look I'd been given at the salon, she chose something softer, although no less feminine.

She dusted a delicate rose blush across my cheeks, added subtle contouring and shaded my eyelids with soft, shimmering colours. My lashes were darkened and lengthened, and she finished my eyes with a beautifully precise line of eyeliner.

Then came the lipstick, a glossy rose-pink shade that complemented my newly plumped lips and looked particularly pretty against my blonde hair.

Sally examined the result with obvious satisfaction.

"Such a lovely little face, Candice. You really are quite beautiful."

When she was finally satisfied, we moved to the bed. She loosened the towel and let it drop to the floor, then untied the belt of her robe and shrugged it off without a second thought. She saw my face and smiled: “Don’t blush. We’re just two girls together.”

The white lingerie was beautifully delicate, trimmed with fine lace and tiny satin bows. Sally adjusted the straps of the bra and ensured that the cups fitted my newly developed breasts comfortably. The matching panties followed, their smooth fabric feeling wonderfully soft against my freshly moisturised skin.

Next came the garter belt and sheer nude stockings. I sat beside her on the bed and we rolled them up over our legs together.

Then she lifted one of the dresses from the bed.

It was a gorgeous little creation, made from softly gathered white fabric with delicate ruching around the bodice and waist. The skirt was short and closely fitted, its elegant simplicity making it somehow even more feminine than the red chiffon dress I'd worn earlier.

She slipped it carefully over my head, taking care not to disturb my makeup, then smoothed the material over my waist and hips. The dress fitted beautifully, following the gentle curves of my figure and adding more emphasis to my waist.

Sally dressed herself in the identical outfit, and for a moment I watched her in astonishment. The white fabric looked exquisite against her golden skin and blonde hair, giving her the appearance of a glamorous young woman preparing for a rather exclusive party.

Then came the shoes.

Our matching white stilettos stood beside the bed, their slender heels and pointed toes beautifully proportioned. I slipped mine on with considerably more confidence than I'd managed that morning, although I was still grateful for Sally's steadying hand when I stood.

She returned me to the vanity for the finishing touches.

My blonde hair had dried into soft waves after the shower, and Sally spent several minutes carefully reshaping the curls around my face. She lifted the hair at the crown, brushed the ends into place and secured a few strands with discreet pins before allowing the rest to fall naturally around my shoulders.

Finally, she reached for a beautiful glass perfume bottle and gave me a light spray at my neck and wrists. The fragrance was wonderfully feminine, a delicate mixture of flowers and something sweeter that I couldn't identify.

She selected a matching pair of small white clutch bags from her wardrobe, handing one to me before slipping her own beneath her arm.

"Now, darling. Let's have a look at us."

She took my hand and guided me towards a full-length mirror.

We stood side by side, two blondes in matching white dresses, sheer stockings and elegant high heels. Sally was taller, more assured and impossibly glamorous, while my curls, carefully applied makeup and short ruched dress gave me the appearance of a pretty young woman dressed for a special evening.

The resemblance between us was unsettling. Our matching clothes, shoes and clutch bags made us look almost like sisters, although Sally's confidence was something I could only dream of possessing.

I studied the reflection, taking in my glossy lips, delicate complexion, feminine curves and the little white clutch held between my long red fingernails.

It was becoming increasingly difficult to remember what Finley had looked like. Sally slipped an arm affectionately around my waist and smiled at our reflection.

"Let’s go and have fun."

A taxi was waiting outside when we left the house, its headlights illuminating the driveway and the neatly trimmed hedges. Sally took my arm as we walked towards it, and I was grateful for the support. The white stilettos were beautiful, but after a day spent learning how to walk in heels, my feet were beginning to feel the strain.

The driver got out and opened the rear door for us. He was a middle-aged man with thinning hair and a pleasant expression, although I noticed his eyes lingering on me as I climbed into the back seat. I gathered the short white skirt beneath me as carefully as I could, keeping my knees together while Sally settled beside me.

"City centre, please," Sally told him, giving him an address I didn't recognise.

We pulled away, and I watched the familiar houses disappear behind us.

It was a peculiar sensation, sitting in the back of a taxi dressed as a girl, with blonde curls falling around my shoulders and the delicate fragrance of perfume rising from my skin. The white dress fitted closely around my waist and hips, while the sheer stockings felt wonderfully smooth against my legs. I kept my little clutch bag on my lap, my long red fingernails curled nervously around it.

I caught the driver looking at me in his rear-view mirror.

He looked away immediately, but a few minutes later I caught him doing it again. I wondered what he was thinking. Sally noticed my discomfort and smiled, apparently finding it rather endearing. She reached into her handbag, removed her phone and opened an application.

She touched something on the screen.

A faint vibration came from the cage, just enough to remind me that she still controlled it. I stiffened involuntarily, glancing at her with what must have been a rather desperate expression. Sally merely slipped the phone back into her bag and patted my knee.

"Relax, darling. You're doing beautifully."

The taxi eventually turned off the main road into a quieter street lined with handsome old buildings. There were several restaurants and bars nearby, but we stopped outside a discreet entrance with dark painted doors and polished brass fittings. A small plaque beside the door bore a name I didn't recognise.

Sally paid the driver and stepped out. I followed, carefully pulling down the hem of my dress before stepping onto the pavement. The cold night air caught my exposed thighs, and I instinctively moved closer to Sally.

Rather than a doorbell, the door had a heavy brass knocker. Sally used it twice, and a few moments later the door opened. A large man in a beautifully tailored dark suit stood inside. He had closely cropped hair, a broad, impassive face and shoulders almost as impressive as Samuel's. His eyes moved briefly over us before he stepped aside.

"Good evening, ladies."

Sally gave him a charming smile.

"Good evening, Connor."

I followed Sally into a softly lit entrance hall with dark wood panelling and a thick patterned carpet. A staircase rose ahead of us, its polished banister gleaming beneath the warm light of ornate wall lamps.

We climbed the stairs, my heels sinking into the carpet with each step. Sally moved effortlessly beside me, while I concentrated on keeping my back straight and avoiding the indignity of stumbling in front of the doorman.

At the top, a pair of double doors opened into a large, luxurious room.

It was quite unlike anywhere I'd been before. Heavy curtains framed tall windows, deep upholstered sofas and armchairs were arranged around low tables, and a magnificent chandelier hung from the high ceiling. A polished bar occupied one side of the room, where a smartly dressed barman was preparing drinks. The air carried the mingled scents of expensive perfume, polished wood and men's cologne, accompanied by the low murmur of conversation and soft music.

But what struck me immediately was the clientele. The room was filled almost entirely with men.

Some were standing around the bar, while others occupied the sofas and armchairs, talking quietly over drinks. Most appeared to be middle-aged or older, well dressed in expensive suits or elegant evening clothes. There were a few younger men too, all looking remarkably comfortable in their surroundings.

I noticed several women among them, although nowhere near as many as I'd expected. They were beautifully dressed in short, fashionable dresses and high heels, their hair and makeup immaculate.

My stomach gave an uncomfortable lurch.

Sally tightened her arm around mine, drawing me a little closer.

"Don't be frightened, Candice."

She said it quietly, with a reassuring smile that did little to settle my nerves.

We moved further into the room, and I became acutely aware that conversations were faltering as we passed. Several men turned their heads, their eyes travelling over our matching white dresses, blonde hair and stockinged legs.

One man at the bar looked directly at me before leaning towards his companion and murmuring something. Another, sitting in a leather armchair with a glass of whisky, followed our progress with an expression of undisguised interest.

Sally seemed perfectly at ease with the attention. She held her head high, smiling at one or two familiar faces as she guided me between the tables.

I tried to imitate her confidence, although my heart was thumping beneath the fitted white bodice. I could feel the weight of those appraising eyes, lingering particularly on me, and for the first time that evening I realised just how conspicuous a pretty blonde in a very short white dress could be.

We had almost reached the bar when I heard a laugh.

It was a deep, confident sound, unmistakably masculine, and for a moment I couldn't work out why it seemed so familiar. Then I looked towards the far end of the bar and felt my stomach drop.

Samuel.

He was standing with two other men, holding a large glass of red wine and looking completely at home. He wore a grey suit, open at the collar, and his broad shoulders and powerful physique made him stand out even among the well-dressed gentlemen around him.

He turned as we approached. His eyes settled on Sally first, and he smiled. Then his gaze moved to me, and the smile changed into something I found considerably more intimidating.

I felt his eyes travelling slowly over my blonde curls, my carefully made-up face and the little white dress that fitted so closely around my figure. His gaze lingered on my legs, following the sheer stockings down to my white stilettos, before returning to my face.

I had the dreadful impression that he could see straight through the clothes. I lowered my eyes, suddenly conscious of the red fingernails curled around my clutch bag.

Sally, meanwhile, seemed delighted to see him. She slipped away from my arm, rose onto her toes and kissed him gently on the cheek. Then she leaned closer and whispered something into his ear.

I couldn't hear what she said, but Samuel's expression suggested that he found it extremely interesting. He looked at me again, this time with a faint smile playing around his mouth.

"So this is Candice."

His voice was deep and measured, with the same quiet authority I'd always found so intimidating. Sally nodded, looking extraordinarily pleased with herself. Samuel took another sip of wine before placing his glass on the bar.

"Turn around, Candice. Let me have a proper look at you."

I felt my cheeks grow hot beneath the makeup. For a moment I hesitated, horribly aware of the two men standing beside him. They had stopped talking and were now watching the proceedings with considerable interest.

Sally gave me an encouraging little nod.

I turned.

The short white dress clung to my waist and hips as I moved, and I was conscious of the gentle movement of my blonde curls against my shoulders. I made the turn as gracefully as I could, then stopped with my knees together and my clutch bag held neatly in front of me.

Samuel regarded me thoughtfully. "All the way around, please."

I completed the turn. When I faced him again, he smiled.

"Very impressive." He looked towards Sally. "I'm proud of you. You've done an excellent job."

To my astonishment, Sally blushed. It was the first time I'd seen her look anything other than completely assured of herself. She lowered her eyes slightly and gave him a smile that was almost shy.

"Thank you, Sir."

I stared at her.

This was an entirely different Sally from the woman who had spent the afternoon ordering me about. There was something almost girlish about her expression as she stood beside her enormous husband, plainly delighted by his approval.

Samuel turned his attention back to me. "And you, Candice, are a very pretty girl indeed."

Something quite extraordinary happened.

Without thinking, I gave a little giggle, lifted one hand towards my cheek and began winding a blonde curl around my finger. The gesture was so natural that I barely realised I was doing it until Samuel's smile widened.

Sally looked at me with undisguised delight.

Samuel collected his glass of wine and placed a large hand against the small of Sally's back, guiding her towards a set of double doors at the far end of the room. I followed a few steps behind, still trying to understand what had just happened.

Beyond the doors was another magnificent room, with tables dressed in crisp white linen. Soft lighting reflected from polished silverware and crystal glasses, while waiters moved between the diners with the quiet efficiency of people accustomed to serving the wealthy.

A waiter greeted Samuel by name and escorted us to a table beside one of the tall windows.

Samuel pulled out a chair for Sally, who thanked him sweetly, then indicated that I should sit opposite her. I lowered myself carefully, smoothing the short white dress beneath me and pressing my knees together.

A waiter appeared with menus, but Samuel waved them away. He ordered a bottle of wine, selected our starters and main courses, and instructed the waiter to bring sparkling water as well. Neither Sally nor I was asked what we wanted.

I found myself staring at him, fascinated by the ease with which he took charge. There was nothing particularly aggressive about his manner. He simply made decisions with the quiet confidence of somebody who expected them to be accepted.

I felt ridiculously small sitting beside him.

His shoulders seemed broader than ever beneath the tailored jacket, and his hands looked enormous when he reached for his wineglass. I was painfully aware of my own little white dress, my carefully styled blonde curls and the delicate clutch bag resting beside my plate. My long red fingernails looked absurdly feminine against the white tablecloth.

The entire evening had acquired the peculiar quality of a dream. A faint vibration from the device Sally controlled interrupted my thoughts.

I straightened instinctively, feeling my face grow warm again. The sensation subsided, only to return a little later with a different intensity. I glanced towards Sally, who was listening attentively to something Samuel was saying, her phone resting beside her handbag.

She caught my eye and gave me the smallest of smiles.

I quickly lowered my eyes. Samuel looked at me. "Now then, Candice. I think it's time you understood a little more about our arrangements." He leaned back comfortably, studying me across the table. "You've probably been wondering about Sally and me. Particularly after seeing how she behaves with you and how she behaves with me. Well, it's quite simple. Sally is my submissive, and I'm her dominant. That's the nature of our relationship, and it suits us both very well."

Sally smiled at him, looking rather pleased that he was explaining.

"Some time ago," he continued, "we decided it might be interesting for Sally to explore her dominant side too. She's a very capable woman, as I'm sure you've discovered, and I thought she might enjoy having somebody of her own to train." He glanced affectionately towards his wife.

"She's certainly taken to it."

"Thank you, Sir," Sally said softly.

"And you, Candice, are her first project." Samuel spoke as though we were discussing an ordinary business arrangement. "Sally has kept me updated. The photographs, the salon, the makeover and your little training session this afternoon. She's very pleased with what you've achieved."

Sally reached across the table and gave my hand an affectionate squeeze.

"She's got a long way to go, of course, but I think she'll make a wonderful little sissy."

Samuel nodded.

"That's precisely what we intend. You're going to remain a girl from now on, Candice, and Sally is going to teach you to become ultra-feminine. Not merely somebody who wears pretty dresses, but somebody who thinks, moves and behaves like a young lady."

Until that moment, some foolish part of me had continued to believe that this might all end after dinner. I could return home, remove the makeup, put on my old clothes and resume the rather unremarkable existence I'd enjoyed before agreeing to look after Pooky.

Samuel's expression suggested that he had no such plans.

"There are a few basic rules," he continued. "You'll address me as Sir and Sally as Mistress. You'll follow her instructions, behave respectfully and work hard at your training. She's taking responsibility for you, and I expect you to make the most of the opportunity." He paused, looking directly into my eyes. "Do you understand?"

I nodded, feeling like my old life was suddenly slipping away. The cage vibration lifted a little and I shuddered.

"Good girl."

The words sounded different coming from Samuel. His voice was deeper, his approval more measured, and I found myself blushing again. Fortunately, our starters arrived before I had to endure any further scrutiny.

Dinner was an extraordinary experience. The food was beautifully prepared, the wine excellent but I hardly noticed. Samuel and Sally talked easily about friends, business and their plans for Christmas, occasionally including me with a smile or a question that could be answered without me breaking into tears.

For the most part, I simply listened.

I was becoming increasingly aware of the differences between them. Sally was animated and expressive, occasionally touching Samuel's arm or leaning towards him when she spoke. He listened with quiet attention, offering an observation here or a decision there, and she seemed genuinely happy to defer to him.

It was a peculiar contrast to the formidable woman who had spent the afternoon supervising my humiliation.

As the meal progressed, I found my attention drifting towards Samuel more frequently than I intended. I noticed the strength of his hands, the breadth of his shoulders and the easy way he occupied his chair. I wasn't sure whether it was the unfamiliar surroundings, the extraordinary events of the day or simply the way I was dressed, but I found myself unusually conscious of his masculinity. Compared with him, I felt delicate, almost fragile, and the contrast was impossible to ignore.

At one point, he caught me looking at him.

He smiled.

I immediately lowered my eyes, embarrassed by the attention, and found myself playing absently with a blonde curl beside my cheek.

By the time we finished dinner and I’d had a few drinks, I was more relaxed, although I wasn't sure whether to blame the wine or the gentle vibration of the cage. Samuel settled the bill without even glancing at it, then led us downstairs and out through the club.

His Aston Martin was parked nearby, and I found myself being ushered into the back seat while Sally took her place beside him. Sally and Samuel chatted comfortably during the journey, occasionally exchanging little smiles that made me feel rather like a child accompanying her parents after an evening out. I sat quietly, my hands folded over my clutch bag, still trying to understand how my life had changed so completely in the space of a single day.

It was bitterly cold when we arrived at the house. The sky was clear, and the streetlights cast long shadows across the driveway as we climbed out of the car. I shivered immediately, the icy air finding its way beneath the short skirt and brushing against my stockinged thighs. I hurried after Sally, my heels clicking against the paving stones, while Samuel followed with the easy, unhurried confidence that I was beginning to find so fascinating.

Inside, the house was wonderfully warm.

Sally took Samuel's coat and hung it in the hallway. I followed her into the living room, where the familiar cream sofas and softly glowing lamps seemed particularly welcoming after the cold outside. Samuel settled onto one of the sofas, stretching his long legs out in front of him.

Sally went to a cabinet beside the fireplace and poured a generous measure of brandy into a crystal glass. She carried it over to him, smiling as he accepted it, then crossed to the music system.

A moment later, a gentle tune filled the room, something slow and melodic with a seductive rhythm. I remained standing near the coffee table, uncertain what was expected of me.

Samuel took a sip of brandy and looked towards us.

"Why don't you dance for me?"

Sally's face brightened.

"What a lovely idea, Sir."

She turned towards me, extending one beautifully manicured hand. "Come along, Candice. Let's show your Master what you've learned."

She took my hand and drew me towards the open space between the sofas and the fireplace. The music was gentle enough to follow, and Sally began moving with an easy, graceful rhythm, her white dress following the sway of her hips. She raised her arms slightly, turning towards Samuel with a beautiful smile before encouraging me to imitate her.

I began awkwardly, conscious of Samuel watching from the sofa.

Sally smiled encouragingly, reaching out to touch my hair briefly. I watched her for a moment, then followed the sensual movement of her hips, allowing my shoulders to relax and my arms to move more freely.

There we were, two blondes in matching white dresses and high heels, dancing together in the elegant living room while Samuel sat comfortably with his brandy, watching us over the rim of his glass. Sally’s movements became more and more erotic, and she would come close to me, holding my waist, brushing her lips against mine.

Then she was behind me, saying, “Just let yourself go.” The vibration of the cage seemed to intensify. I had never felt anything so intoxicating in that moment. Sally reached up and gently pulled the straps of my dress over my shoulders. She kissed my flesh and laughed gently. The dress slid down over my chest and revealed my lacy bra and the plump breasts beneath. Sally stroked my nipples through the material, and they immediately hardened. I gasped, and my head rocked back. I pressed into her and groaned.

“Come on,” she whispered.

She led me over to Samuel and settled me on his right knee. I could feel the hard muscle beneath me. Sally smiled again. “Don’t be scared.”

I felt his rough hand on my thigh and turned to look at him. His other hand reached behind my neck and squeezed firmly. I gasped again. Sally gently pulled down the straps of her dress and rolled the material over her waist and thighs, finally stepping out of it with feminine ease.

She knelt before Samuel, her eyes moist and dreamy and then took my hand and brought me down to kneel beside her. She pulled down my bra straps, freeing my breasts. I heard Samuel sigh, and his rough hand cupped my right breast, his thumb softly moving across my erect nipple.

“Are you going to be a good girl?” he growled. I shuddered and nodded. “Tell me,” he ordered.

“I'm going to be a good girl…Sir.”

Sally leaned forward and pressed her hand against Samuel’s crotch. She unzipped his flies with a giggle and reached in. His large shaft seemed to rise out of the clothing, causing Sally to sigh. She leaned forward and kissed the head softly, her eyes closing a little. She stroked and licked as his manhood became harder. Sally turned to look at me with a dreamy expression. “Show me what a good girl does.”

Samuel’s firm hand pressed against my back, and I found myself leaning forward too. My lips touched his shaft as the vibration in the cage began to increase. Sally came to kneel behind me, carefully taking hold of my waist and moving me slightly so that I was between Samuel’s legs. My blonde hair fell around my eyes as he reached down and began to stroke my breasts, bringing waves of delicious pleasure that made me squirm a little. I looked up at him, his hard gaze watching me.

I couldn’t help it. I was a girl now, and I couldn’t stop the flow of thoughts in my head. How I wanted to feel his hard shaft on my tongue. How I wanted to be treated as an ultra-feminine girl who loves Alpha males.

I began to lick and stroke, pressing my lips against the head and then opening my mouth and letting the shaft work down towards my throat. Sally stroked my back and butt, giving me encouragement. Samuel gasped, and I too groaned loudly. I couldn’t control myself and began moving faster, taking his shaft deeper, slapping it against my face, then wrapping my lips around the hard, meaty head.

Sally pulled my head back finally and told me to open my mouth. She stroked his shaft a little more frantically and then suddenly Samuel exploded. Hot semen shot over my face, into my hair, dripping down my cheeks and onto my breasts. Some landed, salty and thick, on my tongue and I swallowed it gratefully. Just when I thought he was done, another shot landed on my face. I gasped and giggled at the same time as Sally stroked some of his seed from my cheek and gently placed it on my tongue.

“Good girl,” she said. Then she hugged me. “The boys are going to love you."

Sally got up and took the empty brandy glass from her Master and went to replenish it. I looked at him and then his still formidable shaft. He smiled, and I leaned forward and began to stroke him gently, kissing the tip as the cage vibrated between my legs.

I was no longer a man. I was a pretty girl. And I knew there was no way back.
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If you enjoyed Candice’s transformation, there’s plenty more waiting for you in Emma LaVerne’s growing collection of feminine transformation stories. From glamorous makeovers and daring nights out to strict training, romance and surrender, each story offers a new journey into femininity.

For even more, join Emma on Patreon at patreon.com/EmmaLovesaDress. You’ll get access to exclusive stories, live ongoing serials, hypnosis audios, bonus content and more, all created for readers and listeners who want to go deeper into Emma LaVerne’s world.
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