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Chapter One: Sharon and the Problem Lodger

Sharon Church knew she should have knocked, even though George Loomis was not in the house.

She had been a teacher for thirty-one years, and some habits stayed with a woman. Like politeness. You knocked before entering a bedroom. You did not go through drawers. You respected a person’s private space even when that person had given you every reason to doubt whether they respected yours.

Still, there were limits.

The smell reached her before she even stepped inside.

She stood in the doorway for a moment, one hand on the brass handle, and looked across the room with the quiet but severe patience that had once reduced whole classrooms to silence.

The curtains were half shut though it was nearly eleven in the morning, and the room had the dull grey look of a place kept mostly away from daylight. Clothes lay on the carpet in loose heaps. A pair of jeans had been abandoned beside the bed with one leg turned inside out. Socks sat in odd corners like dead mice. There were takeaway wrappers on the desk, two empty lager cans by the skirting board, a plate on the windowsill with a hard smear of something red on it, and a line of mugs that had clearly migrated from her kitchen over several days and then decided never to return.

It was not merely untidy. Sharon could tolerate untidy. Untidy was part of life. Untidy was laundry before it reached the basket, newspapers before recycling day, John’s garden boots by the side door because he had once again forgotten that mud did not politely leave itself outside.

This was different.

This was a young man treating her home as though it were some cheap hotel room where invisible women came in after he had gone and made everything right again.

She stepped inside and immediately wished she had not. The room smelt of stale aftershave, sweat, damp towels and the sort of thing young men do when they are in a room alone at night. Sharon’s mouth tightened. She had never liked that particular smell. Even when she had been younger, even when men had tried to impress her, she had found it faintly ridiculous. All that heat and noise and bodily fluids, as if the world ought to bow down to it.

George had plenty of that arrogance.

He had not seemed like trouble at first. That was the irritating thing. He had been pleasant when he came to view the room, standing in the hallway with his dark hair neatly pushed back and his clean jacket zipped to the throat. He had called her Mrs Church without being prompted. He had even admired the house. He had told John that the place had “proper character,” which had pleased John more than he admitted. He had said he was between flats after a change at work, though he had been vague about what that work actually was. Something in sales. Something online. Something that involved a lot of calls.

Sharon had not entirely liked him, even then.

She had noticed the smile. Not the smile itself, but the way he used it. George smiled as if it were a key. He tried it in different locks, turning it this way and that, seeing which doors would open. There had been charm in him, but too much of it was careless and, yes, selfish.

John had missed that. John always preferred to believe people were basically all right until they proved otherwise, and even then he sometimes needed the proof printed in large type and put under his nose during breakfast.

“He seems polite enough,” John had said after George left that first evening.

“He seems a like another wannabe Alpha who wants to manipulate,” Sharon had replied.

John had laughed. “You said that about the man who came to service the boiler.”

“And I was right. He tried to sell us a new pump we didn’t need.”

Against her better judgment, they had taken George in partly for the money and partly because the house had begun to feel too big for them. It sat on a quiet road on the outskirts of Manchester, a large red-brick place built in the 1930s, with a bay window at the front, a square hallway, a long landing, and more rooms than two people needed.

At one time it had been full of noise. John’s mother had lived with them for six years before she died. Their son, Martin, had grown up in the box room before university took him south and marriage took him further away to Australia. There had been birthday parties, school bags, muddy shoes, the television too loud, relatives on folding chairs at Christmas, washing everywhere, and arguments about whose turn it was to clean the bathroom.

Now the house had space.

Too much space, sometimes.

The front sitting room was hardly used, kept neat for visitors who rarely came. John had his chair in the back room, angled towards the television and the gas fire. Sharon had claimed the smaller dining room as a sort of practical sitting room of her own, with bookshelves, a sewing basket, a table for paperwork and a view of the back garden. There were four bedrooms upstairs, not counting the little study at the front where John kept old invoices in cardboard boxes despite the fact that most of his business was now done on a laptop.

John still ran his small accounting firm from a unit near Trafford Park. He was in his late fifties, pot-bellied, stubborn, loyal, and convinced that proper work was the key to happiness. He left early, returned tired, but fulfilled. Sharon had retired from teaching the previous summer, though retired was a strange word for it. She had not stopped working so much as stopped being paid to manage other people’s chaos.

She was not a delicate woman and had never pretended to be. She was thick-set, broad through the hips and shoulders, with strong hands and a face that had grown severe over years of asking boys to tuck their shirts in and girls to stop pretending the smoke alarm had gone off by itself. She wore loose pants most days, and T-shirts bought in multipacks, and kept her greying hair pinned back with no vanity at all.

If young George had thought her harmless because she looked practical and slightly dull, that was his mistake.

At first, the little annoyances could be explained away. He forgot which bin was for recycling. He used too much washing powder. He left lights on. He took calls too loudly on the landing. He borrowed milk and replaced it only when reminded. He stayed out late and came in with that exaggerated care drunken people used when they wanted everyone to know how quietly they were trying to behave.

Then the pattern settled.

George did not ask if he could use something. He used it and apologised after, if he was caught. He did not help with chores unless directly asked, and when he did help, he carried it off with an air of doing the household an extraordinary favour. He ate John’s biscuits from the tin. He left crumbs on the kitchen worktop. He used Sharon’s good olive oil without noticing it was good. He sat in John’s chair one Sunday afternoon and looked genuinely surprised when John came in and stood there waiting for him to move.

He flirted, too, in a lazy way Sharon found more insulting than charming. Not seriously. Never enough for him to be accused of anything. Just little looks. Little remarks. A “you look nice today, Sharon” when she had clearly not made any special effort, or “I bet you were strict at school” said with a grin that belonged in a younger woman’s kitchen. He was not interested in her. Sharon knew that. He was interested in seeing if she would react.

She never gave him the satisfaction.

The room was worse than she had expected. She had come up to retrieve the mugs, and perhaps to confirm what she already suspected. The bed was unmade, the duvet twisted into a thick rope. A damp towel had been thrown over the chair. On the desk, among the wrappers and cans, was one of her forks.

That annoyed her more than the cans.

She crossed the room, picked it up between finger and thumb, and placed it inside one of the mugs. Then she gathered the mugs together, despite the urge to let them fall and smash. There was no point making a performance when no one was there to learn from it.

As she turned, she saw the drawer of the bedside table was not fully shut.

She stopped.

There were rules about drawers. There were rules about privacy. Sharon believed in rules because without them people became unruly and disfunctional. But rules were not designed to protect a man who had already treated the whole house as his property.

She did not open the drawer. She only looked at what was already visible through the gap.

A packet of cigarettes, though George had said he did not smoke. A lighter. A tangle of charging cables. A folded twenty-pound note. Nothing remarkable, except that Sharon had been missing a twenty-pound note missing from her purse since the previous afternoon.

The purse had been in her handbag on the small table beside the stairs, where she kept it when she came in from shopping. She had been certain there was cash inside because she had taken money out for the window cleaner. Two tens and a twenty. This morning, the twenty was gone.

It was possible she had spent it. Sharon was not so vain as to think she could not misremember. But she had stood in the kitchen with the purse open and gone through the previous day step by step. The butcher had been paid by card. The chemist had been card. She had not used cash at all. John had not taken it. John was many things, but subtle was not one of them, and if he wanted cash he rattled around asking where the nearest bank machine had gone because the one by the Co-op was now charging a fee.

George had come in while her bag was by the stairs. George had been alone in the hall for several minutes while Sharon was in the utility room sorting laundry.

Sharon stared at the folded note in the drawer, and for a moment something cold moved through her. She did not touch it. Instead, she gathered the mugs, lifted the plate from the windowsill, and left the room exactly as she had found it, apart from the missing crockery. She closed the door quietly behind her.

Downstairs, the house was more orderly. The hallway smelled faintly of furniture polish and old wood. Morning light fell through the glass panels by the front door. Somewhere outside, a dog barked with the monotonous optimism of a creature expecting the entire street to answer. Sharon carried the mugs and plate to the kitchen and put them by the sink with more force than was necessary.

John was at the kitchen table with his second cup of tea, though he ought to have left for the unit twenty minutes earlier. He had his reading glasses low on his nose and was staring at an invoice as if it had personally offended him. His belly pressed against the edge of the table. His thinning hair stuck up at the back, and there was a smear of butter on the cuff of his sweatshirt.

“What’s all that?” he asked, looking over the glasses.

“Evidence of civilisation collapsing upstairs.”

“George?” John sighed and removed his glasses. “Bad?”

“Worse than bad. Filthy.”

“He’s young.”

Sharon went to the sink and turned on the tap. “Young means occasionally careless. Young means you forget a mug or leave trainers in the hall. It doesn’t mean turning a bedroom into a skip and waiting for someone to clear it.”

John leaned back in his chair. “Don’t clear it, then.”

“There was a fork up there.”

John winced. “One of the good ones?”

“Yes.”

“Well. That’s serious.”

His attempt at humour was mild, and Sharon might have smiled on another morning. Instead, she stood with her hands on the edge of the sink and watched brown water run from a mug into the basin.

“There’s something else,” she said.

John heard the change in her voice. He put the invoice down. “What?”

“Money is missing from my purse.”

The kitchen seemed to settle after that. Even the dog outside stopped barking.

“How much?”

“Twenty pounds.”

“Are you sure?”

Sharon turned her head and looked at him. John raised both hands slightly. “All right. Sorry. I had to ask.”

“Yes. I am sure.”

“And you think he took it?”

“I think he had the opportunity. I think he has shown himself to be selfish, slippery and disrespectful. I think there is a twenty-pound note in his bedside drawer, though I did not touch it and I am not pretending that proves anything by itself.”

John’s face darkened. He was not a quick-tempered man in the usual way. He grumbled often, snapped sometimes, swore at football referees and faulty tools, but true anger took a while to reach him. Sharon saw it arrive now, slow and heavy.

“The little sod,” he said.

“He’s out. I’ll tell him tonight.”

She watched him push his chair back. That was John all over. Slow to see the problem, then immediately ready to solve it with the bluntest tool available. There was comfort in that. There was also danger. John would confront George directly, George would deny it, there would be noise, and in the end they would have a sulking young man packing his bags while implying that Sharon had lost her money and blamed him because she was old, suspicious and bored.

That thought settled in Sharon’s mind with unusual clarity. She had dealt with boys like George for most of her working life. Not criminals, not monsters, not even especially clever bullies. Boys who smiled while moving the line. Boys who relied on women being embarrassed, tired, unsure, polite. Boys who believed a firm voice was only real if it came from another man.

She dried her hands slowly on a tea towel.

“No,” she said.

John paused. “What do you mean, no?”

“I mean don’t tell him to leave tonight.”

“Sharon, if he’s stealing from you, he’s not staying here.”

“I agree.”

“Then what?”

She folded the tea towel and placed it over the rail. The kitchen was warm. The old radiator beneath the window ticked softly, and the washing machine hummed in the utility room. A basket of clean laundry sat by the back door waiting to be taken upstairs. On top of it lay one of her plain grey bras, practical and tired, with a twisted strap. There was nothing glamorous about it. There was nothing about Sharon Church, standing in her faded T-shirt and jeans, that suggested glamour at all. Not any more.

And yet an idea had begun to form.

It was not sudden. That was the strange part. It felt as if it had been waiting for her to notice it. The idea had roots in several small things: George’s lingering glances when he thought she was not watching; his foolish little remarks about her being strict; the way he had once gone quiet when she carried a basket of delicate washing through the hall; his need to test boundaries; his vanity; his laziness; his assumption that Sharon was only what she appeared to be.

She thought of the room upstairs. The stale masculine smell. The clothes on the floor. The ugly confidence of it.

Then she thought of George made uncertain.

George made obedient.

George being taught, properly taught, that entering a woman’s home did not make it his.

John was staring at her now. “Sharon?”

“I might have a better idea,” she said.

He frowned. “What sort of idea?”

“A little discipline is required for our young lodger.” She turned to John and smiled. “Don’t you think?”

“Someone’s in trouble.”

Sharon picked up his empty mug and took it to the sink. “Yes,” she said. “I rather think he is.”

John looked towards the ceiling, as though he could see through it to the room above, to the discarded clothes and the hidden note and the problem lodger who had gone out that morning believing he would return to the same comfortable arrangement. A warm house. A soft bed. Food in the cupboards. A woman to underestimate.

“What are you planning?” he asked but he already had an idea.

Sharon did not answer at once.

Outside, the sky over the back garden was the flat pale grey of a Manchester morning, neither raining nor clear, simply waiting. The branches of the apple tree moved in the wind. The house creaked around them, old and large and patient.

Sharon had spent her life teaching lessons to people who did not think they needed them. Not just in school either.

Some young men learned through praise. Some learned through repetition. Some learned only when every excuse had been removed and they found themselves standing, exposed and foolish, in front of the truth.

George Loomis, she suspected, would need a very particular curriculum.

She looked at her husband and smiled, not warmly.

“Leave George to me,” she said.


Chapter Two: The Lingerie Trap

George Loomis had a good telephone voice. He had discovered this about himself early in life and had been making use of it ever since. It was warm without being sincere, patient without being interested, and just serious enough to make people think he cared about whatever problem they had brought to him.

At nine twenty on Thursday morning, he was using it on a man from Oldham who wanted to know why his broadband package had gone up by four pounds a month.

“I completely understand your frustration, Mr Baines,” George said, leaning back in his chair and glancing at the clock on the wall. “Nobody likes an unexpected increase, especially when household costs are what they are.”

What he actually thought was that Mr Baines sounded like the kind of man who would spend an hour arguing and fuming over four pounds because he had nothing better to do. George had already explained the increase twice. It had been in the email. It had been on the previous bill.

It had probably been hidden somewhere in the terms and conditions, which nobody read because people were stupid and then got angry when the stupidity cost them money.

Mr Baines began again, slower this time, as if George had failed to understand the majesty of his complaint.

George muted the call.

“Four pounds,” he said to no one in particular. “He’s acting like we’ve stolen his pension.”

Across the aisle, Anna glanced over the top of her headset. “You’re still on with him?”

“He’s got stamina, I’ll give him that.”

“Maybe he can’t afford it.”

George smiled. “Then perhaps broadband with premium sports channels wasn’t his smartest life decision.”

Anna gave him a look that said she did not approve, but George did not much care. Anna approved of things like packed lunches, reusable water bottles, emotional intelligence and doing the right thing even when nobody was watching. She was twenty-six and already had the moral aptitude of a nun.

He unmuted the call.

“I do understand,” he said, with a softness that made him sound almost noble. “What I can do today is check whether there are any loyalty options available on your account.”

There were always loyalty options. There were also always ways not to mention them. The trick was working out how much effort the customer was worth. George was good at that. He was good at most of the things that mattered in a call centre, which mainly meant not losing his temper, sounding sympathetic, and knowing when to pass a problem to somebody else.

He did not hate the job exactly. Hate required energy. It was more that he considered the job beneath him. The office sat on the edge of an industrial estate near Stockport, in a square glass building with tinted windows and a reception area that tried very hard to look like a tech company. Inside, it was desks, headsets, vending machines, tired carpet tiles and people pretending that hitting monthly targets was a meaningful contribution to society. George believed he was meant for bigger things.

He had been there for eight months. He had arrived after leaving a job in recruitment, which had ended unfairly according to him and very predictably according to everyone else. The call centre was supposed to be temporary. Everything in George’s life was temporary. He floated from one thing to another with designs on forging a life for himself but, in the end, he was just too damn lazy.

His flat situation had been temporary too. Until Rachel had thrown him out because he’d annoyed her boyfriend, Carl.

That was how he ended up at Sharon and John Church’s house.

That had seemed useful at first. Large house. Cheapish rent. Quiet road. No annoying flatmates trying to become friends. John was out early and back late. Sharon was retired and therefore always around, but not in a way that mattered. She was one of those women who seemed to belong to a kitchen even when she was in another room, all jeans and practical shoes and hair pinned back as if beauty had once asked her for directions and she had refused to help.

She had rules, of course. Women like Sharon always had rules. Shoes off if muddy. Don’t leave washing in the machine. Let them know if he would be out late. Don’t use the front sitting room for eating. Keep the room reasonably tidy. Replace anything he finished. Nothing outrageous, nothing he could really object to without sounding like a child, which made the rules more annoying.

George had nodded along when she explained them.

“Of course, Mrs Church,” he had said.

He had even meant it for the first week. After that, real life had resumed. People like Sharon were easy to deal with, you just had to wear them down a bit until they lost interest.

By three o’clock, he had dealt with a crying woman, two angry men, one lonely pensioner who clearly wanted a chat, and a student who had tried to flirt her way into a discount. He gave the student three months half price, mainly because she laughed at his jokes and called him a lifesaver. George liked being useful when it was accompanied by admiration. He liked women who made him feel clever. He liked anyone who understood that he was wasted on ordinary things and destined for more.

At half five, he put on his jacket and left with the others, stepping into a damp, uninspiring evening. It was just grey, with traffic hissing along the road and rain hanging in the air rather than falling heavy. He bought a packet of crisps and a bottle of cola from the shop near the bus stop, then rode most of the way with his headphones on.

The Church house stood back from the road behind a low wall and a strip of tired lawn. It was too large for the two of them, which was probably why they had let him move in. Big bay window. Wide front door. Stained glass panels. A front path that John kept swept because John was the sort of man who thought sweeping a path was confirmation that all was well with the world. There was a garage to one side and a narrow drive where John’s old Mercedes sat most nights. The whole place had that settled middle-aged confidence George disliked. Mortgage paid, curtains chosen, routines established, nothing expected to change.

He let himself in with his key.

The hallway smelled of polish and whatever Sharon had cooked earlier. Something with onions. There was a pair of John’s shoes on the mat and a folded umbrella in the stand. Everything in its place, more or less. Everything quietly accusing him of not belonging.

Sharon was in the back living room, sitting in an armchair beside the lamp with a book open on her lap. She wore a faded green T-shirt and baggy jeans, her hair clipped back without any attempt to soften her face. Her reading glasses sat low on her nose. She looked up when he passed the doorway.

“Evening, George.” himself

“Evening, Mrs Church.”

Her eyes stayed on him for a second too long. “How was work today?”

“Same as ever. People complaining about bills they agreed to.”

“I expect they see it differently.”

George smiled politely. “I’m sure they do.”

That was Sharon all over. A little remark that sounded harmless but had a pin inside it. He had known teachers like her. They had a way of making ordinary conversation feel like you had been caught doing something. It was probably why she had gone into teaching.

“John back?” he asked.

“In the shower. We’re going out later.”

“Oh, nice.”

“Our anniversary.”

“Congratulations.”

“Thank you.”

He gave a pleasant nod, the kind that said he was too polite to intrude on private happiness, and went towards the stairs. As he reached the first step, he saw it again.

Black lace.

It was draped over the hallway radiator, half hidden behind the banister rail but not hidden enough. A bra, he thought. Maybe part of a set. The cups were sheer at the top and satin below, with narrow straps and a little bow in the middle. Beside it lay something smaller, folded over the edge of the radiator so that only a triangle of lace showed.

George slowed without meaning to.

This had been happening for about ten days.

At first it had been one item, a pair of stockings over the utility room radiator, dark and silky, with deep lace tops that looked ridiculous in Sharon’s practical kitchen. Then a pink bra had appeared on the landing. Then a suspender belt in the spare room, hung neatly over the radiator as if it belonged there. Not plain underwear. Not the sort of beige, sensible things he had expected from a woman like Sharon Church. These were soft, showy, expensive-looking pieces. Satin. Lace. Little bows. Garments that seemed to have wandered in from another life.

He had noticed, naturally.

It was not as if he was creeping around looking for it. She left the stuff out where anyone could see. If she was embarrassed, she could dry it in her bedroom or use one of those folding racks. Instead, there it was, on radiators in the hall and on the landing, in the ordinary shared spaces of the house, as if she wanted him to see it.

That thought had irritated him at first. Then it had intrigued him. When did she wear it?

That was the part he could not get straight in his head. Sharon Church in her baggy jeans and flat shoes did not match black lace. She did not match satin. She did not match pink garters, sheer stockings or anything with little ribbons. He had tried, more than once, to imagine her standing in her bedroom in one of those bras, thick waist and severe face, clipping stockings to a suspender belt with the same expression she used when asking him whether he had had a good day. The image should have been funny. It was funny, in a way.

It was also oddly difficult to dismiss.

He went upstairs, passing the radiator with the black set on it. He did not touch it. He only looked, briefly, which did not count for anything. His room was exactly as he had left it, which meant it was comfortable. Sharon would have called it messy. George called it lived in. Clothes on the floor did not bother him. A few wrappers did not bother him.

The bed was unmade. His towel was over the chair. The desk had his laptop, an empty crisp packet, his aftershave, two payslips he had not opened. The room seemed faintly altered, though he could not say how. He disliked the idea of Sharon standing in here, looking at his things, judging him with that hard little mouth.

He shut the door and put the television on.

There was nothing worth watching, so he scrolled through channels until he found a reality programme about people being made over. It was the sort of thing Sharon and John might need. He took off his shoes, threw his jacket across the chair on top of the towel and lay on the bed with his phone. A message from a woman called Ellie had gone unanswered since Saturday. He read it again, not because he planned to reply but because he liked knowing she had tried again to contact him.

After a while, he heard movement downstairs. John’s voice, muffled and cheerful. Sharon saying something in return. At seven fifteen, footsteps came up the stairs. George muted the television and sat up.

The footsteps stopped outside his door. Sharon knocked.

“Yes?” he called.

The door opened a few inches. She did not step in. “John and I are going out for our y meal. We’ll be back later.”

“Lovely. Have a good time.”

“We intend to.”

There was a pause. George waited. Sharon looked at him through the gap with that steady expression of hers. She had put on a clean top, dark blue, still plain, and a necklace so small it almost seemed apologetic. Her hair was neater than usual. She had made an effort, he supposed, in the way women did when they had long since stopped expecting much from the evening.

“Please remember this is our home,” she said. “Not student halls.”

George smiled. “Of course.”

“And don’t use the kitchen if you’ve been drinking.”

“I wasn’t planning on throwing a party.”

“I didn’t say you were.”

“No. Right. Sorry.”

The word came out smoothly. He was good at sorry. Sorry ended conversations. Sorry cost nothing. Sharon did not move. “There’s a difference between being polite and being respectful, George,” she said.

Then she closed the door.

George stared at it for a moment. “Miserable cow,” he said under his breath.

He waited until he heard them leave. John called something from the hall about the taxi being outside. Sharon answered, the front door opened, and cool air moved briefly through the house. Then the door shut, and after a few seconds the whole place changed.

George lay still for a minute, enjoying it. Then he got up and went downstairs.

The bottle of scotch was in the sideboard in the dining room. John had shown it to him once, making a little speech about how it had been a retirement present from one of his suppliers and was “too good to waste on any old night.” George had no idea whether it was good or not. It was whisky. That was enough.

He took a tumbler from the kitchen and poured more than he meant to. The first mouthful burned, but in a warming, adult sort of way. He carried the glass and bottle back upstairs and sat on his bed with the television louder than Sharon would have liked.

After the third, George began to think about the house and his landlady.

People like Sharon and John loved having someone to look down on. They liked their little rules, their little routines, their little ways of making him feel like a guest who had outstayed his welcome while still taking his rent every month. He was paying to live there. It was not charity. If he wanted to leave a towel over a chair in a room he paid for, that was his business. If he borrowed a bit of milk, so what? They had plenty. The fridge was always full because Sharon shopped as if a civil war might begin over the weekend.

He thought of the black lace on the radiator.

It was still there.

The thought came lightly at first, then returned with more weight. Sharon had left it out. Sharon had gone out. John had gone with her. The house was empty. The lingerie was on a radiator, not locked away in a drawer or something like that.

He stood up too quickly and had to pause.

The landing outside his room was dim, lit only by the hallway light below. There was another radiator by the spare room door, and over it lay a pink satin bra with matching knickers. Not the black set from downstairs. This one was prettier. Younger-looking. Soft pink, with lace edging and little ribbon details. It was absurd. It was exactly the sort of thing Sharon should not own, and yet there it was, warm from the radiator and faintly scented with laundry powder.

George looked towards the stairs.

Nothing.

He reached out and touched the bra strap.

The satin was smoother than he expected. It seemed to hold the heat in a way cotton never did. He lifted it, only to look properly, and the matching knickers slipped silently onto the carpet. There was something intimate about the lightness of them, something forbidden and private. He imagined Sharon folding them. He imagined her wearing them. Would they even fit?

He laughed quietly and took the set into his room.

For a few minutes he only put it on the bed and looked at it while he drank. The television threw flickering colours across the walls. The whisky had blurred the edges of his self-control. It had also thinned the line between a bad idea and an entertaining one.

He picked up the bra again.

It was only a joke, really. That was what he would have said if anyone asked, though of course nobody was going to ask because nobody was there. Men did stupid things when drunk. They put traffic cones on statues. They wore wigs at stag nights. They tried on women’s hats. This was no different. If anything, it was less stupid because nobody would ever know.

He stripped down to his underwear, then hesitated.

His room was colder than he had realised. The air moved across his skin, making him aware of himself in a way he did not enjoy. He took off his boxers quickly, as if speed made the act less significant, then stepped into the pink knickers.

They were too small, but not so small that he could not pull them up. That was the first shock. They slid up his thighs, tight and strange, forcing him to adjust himself. The satin stretched over him. The lace sat low on his hips. He looked down and felt a hot little jolt of pleasure.

The bra was more difficult. He fumbled with the clasp behind his back, swore, took it off, fastened it at the front and twisted it round. The cups lay empty against his chest, soft and delicate. He tightened the straps until they sat properly on his shoulders. The whole thing changed his posture. Not dramatically. Not enough for anyone else to notice, perhaps. But he noticed. The straps pulled him slightly back. The band hugged his ribs. The satin touched him each time he breathed.

He went to the mirror above the chest of drawers. George Loomis stared back at him, bare-legged, flushed, wearing Sharon Church’s pink lingerie.

It was stupid. It was obscene, in a silly way. It was nothing. It was just fabric. He lifted his arms slightly and turned to the side, seeing the line of the bra strap across his shoulder, the pink band around his chest, the small bright shape of the knickers. His body looked wrong in it, of course. Male. Flat. Too angular in places. But not as wrong as he had expected.

That thought made him look away.

He went back to the bed and poured more whisky.

The television had become saucier, or perhaps he had simply found the right channel. Glossy bodies, red mouths, women laughing too loudly, men pretending to be in control. George watched from the edge of the bed with the tumbler in one hand, aware of the satin against his skin each time he shifted. The bra cups moved when he moved. The knickers held him snugly. The sensation was constant and impossible to ignore.

After a while, he stopped pretending it was funny.

He did not know what it was then.

Something about the secrecy pleased him. Something about the risk did too. Sharon and John were out, eating their anniversary meal in some restaurant where John would order steak and Sharon would pretend to enjoy a glass of white wine. They had no idea what was happening in their neat, respectable house. They had no idea their problem lodger was in his room wearing Sharon’s pink satin underwear, drinking John’s scotch and watching television.

He drank again. The whisky level in the bottle had gone down far enough that even in his state he knew John would notice. So, he had another glass. If he was going to be blamed for it, he might as well earn the blame properly.

At some point, he found a pair of stockings on one of the downstairs radiators. He did not remember deciding to fetch them. He only remembered sitting on the bed, trying to work out which way up they went, laughing as one twisted round his foot. They were sheer and pale, with lace tops that gripped his thighs better than expected. One sat higher than the other. It bothered him enough that he straightened it.

Then he stood in front of the mirror again.

The stockings changed everything more than the bra had. His legs looked smoother, longer, less like his legs. The lace tops cut into his thighs. The pink knickers looked less lonely with them. He turned one foot, then the other, testing the reflection. He imagined, briefly, what heels would do. Sharon had shoes somewhere, presumably. Maybe boots.

The room tilted a little.

He should have eaten. There had been a sandwich at lunch, crisps after work, nothing else. The whisky had gone from pleasant heat to a deep, spreading fog. The television was too bright. The sound seemed both loud and far away. His phone buzzed on the bed. Ellie, perhaps. Or his mother. Or nobody. He ignored it.

A part of him, small and fading, told him to take the lingerie off and put it back before Sharon and John returned. That part sounded annoyingly like Sharon herself. Firm. Unimpressed. Certain that consequences existed whether George liked them or not.

He told the voice to shut up.

He stretched out on the bed, meaning only to rest for a minute. The satin shifted against his skin. The stockings slid slightly against the duvet. He was aware, with a last flicker of amusement, that he must look ridiculous. A grown man in stolen pink lingerie, drunk in a rented room, thinking himself daring when all he had really done was raid an older woman’s washing.

The television flickered over him. Downstairs, the heating clicked off. Outside, a car passed along the wet road, tyres whispering in the dark. The house settled into itself, large and quiet and waiting.

George Loomis closed his eyes.

He did not hear the taxi when it pulled up outside.

He did not hear the key in the front door.

He did not hear John Church’s low voice in the hall, or Sharon’s softer reply, or the silence that followed when she noticed missing the bottle of scotch on the sideboard and then the missing stockings pink lingerie on the radiator.

He did not hear her come up the stairs.

He was fast asleep when Sharon opened his bedroom door.

Much later, in the dead part of the night when the house was quiet and even the road outside seemed to have emptied, George woke with a violent start.

For a few seconds he did not know where he was. His mouth was dry, his head throbbed, and the television had gone into standby, leaving the room lit only by the thin blue glow at the bottom of the screen. He lay still, breathing too quickly, with the heavy confusion of someone who knew he had done something stupid but could not yet remember the shape of it.

Then he felt the bra strap against his shoulder.

He sat up.

The room swayed. His stomach turned. He looked down and saw the pink satin cups against his chest, the matching knickers tight on his hips, the pale stockings still clinging to his legs with one lace top lower than the other.

He listened.

Nothing.

No footsteps. No voices. No knock at the door. No John shouting from the landing. No Sharon standing there with her severe face and her arms folded, asking him what exactly he thought he was doing.

The house was asleep.

George dragged the stockings down, almost tearing one in his hurry. The bra clasp fought him until he swore under his breath and twisted it round to undo it at the front. The knickers slipped over his thighs and down around his ankles, his hands shaking because everything felt more intimate now he was sober enough. He gathered the set in both hands and stood there, naked and cold, feeling the silliness and shame rise through him.

He put on his dressing gown and opened his bedroom door and peered out.

The landing was dark. The radiator still gave off a low, steady heat. He crept across the carpet and put the pink lingerie back exactly where he thought it had been, though he could not remember the arrangement properly. The bra went over the radiator. The knickers beside it. The stockings folded badly underneath. He stood there for a moment, checking, adjusting.

Then he went back into his room, shut the door and got into bed.

He did not sleep well after that. He kept waking with little jolts, certain he had heard someone outside his door. Once he dreamed Sharon was standing at the foot of the bed holding a register, calling his name in front of a class that burst into laughter because he was wearing lingerie and nothing else. Another time he half dreamed he was back at work, wearing nothing but pink lace beneath his shirt, while every customer on the phone somehow knew.

He drifted off and when he woke, daylight was in the room. He looked at his phone and swore.

He was late. The morning became a series of ugly, panicked movements. He showered quickly, cut himself shaving, pulled on yesterday’s shirt because it was nearest, and left the room without making the bed. On the landing, he did not look at the radiator. He could not. Downstairs, Sharon was in the kitchen, calm and dressed in another of her plain T-shirts, pouring hot water into a teapot.

“Late start?” she asked.

“Alarm didn’t go off,” he said.

“How unfortunate.”

He grabbed his jacket from the hall. “I’ll see you later.”

“I expect so.”

There was something in her voice, but George had no time to dwell on it. He hurried out into the grey morning, half walking, half running towards the bus stop with his head pounding and the taste of whisky still lurking at the back of his throat.

By the time he reached work, he was sweaty, irritable and in no condition to be charming. His supervisor gave him a look. Anna asked if he was all right. He told her he was fine with such force that she turned back to her screen and left him alone.

At ten seventeen, George was on a call with a woman from Bolton who wanted to cancel her package because her son had told her she could get a better deal elsewhere.

“I completely understand,” George said, rubbing his forehead with two fingers. “What I can do is check your account and see whether there are any offers available today.”

His phone buzzed beside the keyboard.

He glanced down automatically.

A message from Sharon.

For a second, he only saw the preview. An image. The call centre noise seemed to drop away. George’s hand moved before he could stop himself. He tapped the message open.

The photograph filled the screen.

There he was, lying on his bed, asleep on his back in the messy room, his mouth slightly open, his face flushed from drink. The pink bra sat plainly across his chest. The matching knickers were visible above his thighs. The stockings were twisted on his legs.

Under the image, Sharon had written one word.

Sissy.

“Hello?” the woman on the phone said. “Are you still there?”

George stared at the screen, unable to breathe properly.

“Hello?”

He swallowed. His headset suddenly felt too tight. His shirt scratched his neck. Heat crawled up his face, across his scalp, down into the collar.

“Yes,” he said, but his voice came out thin and cracked. “Yes, I’m still here.”

On his phone, the photograph remained open in front of him.

Sissy.

George looked around the office, at Anna, at his supervisor, at the rows of people talking into headsets, at all the ordinary faces of an ordinary workday. Nobody knew. Nobody could see. But Sharon knew. Sharon Church, in her baggy jeans and plain T-shirts, knew exactly what he had done.

And she had proof.


Chapter Three: The Sissy Plan

The bed told a story.

Across the pale grey duvet in Sharon’s room lay several items, each one placed with unusual care. There was a pair of gleaming pink five-inch heels that were absurdly bright against the plain bedding. Beside them sat a satin bralette and a pair of frilly panties, both in the same sugary shade of pink. Stockings and a matching garter belt lay just below them, the lace tops spread neatly so their pattern showed. And then there was the dress, an utterly fabulous creation in pink that almost bought a tear to her eye when she first saw it.

Near the pillows, a long blonde princess wig spilled over the duvet in a glossy wave, its tightly curled bangs held into place by some form of magic. Sharon had teased the curls into life twice that morning since she had taken it out of the packaging and then again after lunch, not because it needed it, but because preparation was part of the pleasure and she loved thinking how it might look on her victim.

Beside the wig lay various makeup items: foundation, powder, blusher, eyeliner, mascara, lipstick, and false eyelashes that were going to look equally divine. There were long red nails too, glossy and extremely cheap-looking, the sort that made ordinary tasks more difficult and therefore more useful for the training that was to come.

A tube of epilation cream sat next to a packet of disposable razors. Then came the chastity cage, small and neat and humiliating on the duvet. Sharon had placed it beside the collar, which was white with glittery pink letters spelling out one word.

Sissy.

The lead was coiled beside it.

There was also a bottle of cheap perfume, sweet and flowery, exactly the kind of scent George might have mocked if he had smelled it on someone else. Sharon had chosen it deliberately. Nothing elegant. Nothing tasteful. Nothing a woman would wear to dinner with her husband or boyfriend. This was not about elegance yet. That could come later, if George proved capable of learning anything beyond the initial humiliation she knew he was going to fall into.

To one side of the bed, set apart from the pink and pretty things, lay a black leather bodice, a short skirt and thigh-length boots. Sharon stood at the foot of the bed with her arms folded. Yes, she thought. That would do to begin with.

This was not Sharon’s first rodeo.

She would not have phrased it like that out loud, but the truth of it amused her. George Loomis might believe he had stumbled into something by accident. He might think last night had been a drunken lapse, a bit of nonsense, a private joke gone wrong. Men like him were very fond of private jokes, especially when the joke involved taking something that did not belong to them.

But Sharon had been planning for longer than he realised. The inkling of a plan had begun when she first saw him and it had never quite gone away.

First came temptation.

That was always the simplest part. Put the right thing in the right place and wait. It did not need to be dramatic. A pair of stockings over the utility room radiator. A lace bra on the landing. Something in gorgeous satin where he would pass it three times a day and pretend not to notice. Men like George thought they were clever because they looked away quickly. Sharon had spent three decades watching boys pretend not to notice.

He had looked. Of course he had looked.

He had lingered too. That was when Sharon had known. A decent man might notice, feel awkward and hurry past. A fool might gawp once, then tell himself some crude little fantasy. But George had begun to orbit the things she left for him. His eyes slipped towards the radiators as if tugged by string. His face changed around the mouth. He became curious, then hungry in that lazy, entitled way of his.

A sissy could generally not resist a hint of sexy lingerie. It was their kryptonite.

Sharon did not think every man who liked softness or lace deserved correction. Far from it. Some men simply liked what they liked. Some were tender about it. Some were frightened. Some were braver than they knew.

George was different.

George stole. George sneered behind their backs. George lied. George treated her home as if it had been put there especially for him. He thought rules were little fences he could lean on until they sagged and broke. He had been gradually pushing the boundaries since he had arrived and it was simply not good enough. George needed to be taken in hand and that was all that mattered.

So Sharon had given him a little more rope. The scotch had helped. Leaving it where he could find it had been almost laughably easy. John had been mildly offended when she suggested it.

“He’ll drink it,” John had said.

“Yes. That’s the point.”

John had looked at her then, standing in the dining room with his hand on the sideboard, and his expression had shifted from annoyance to reluctant understanding. He knew enough about Sharon not to stand between her and a lesson once she had designed it.

“I pity the boy,” he had said.

Sharon had smiled. “He has been in trouble from the moment he stepped through the door.”

Now John was safely out of the way, driving south to his sister’s in Bournemouth with a packed bag, two shirts Sharon had ironed because she was still his wife even when she was arranging other matters, and a flask of tea he had pretended not to want. He had been told to stay until Monday. He had asked once whether she was sure. Only once.

“This is going to be a lot of work,” he had said.

“You can stay with Barbara and complain about her neighbours.”

“She’ll make me go to that garden centre.”

“Then behave yourself and go to the garden centre.”

“And George?”

“George is mine for the weekend.”

John had looked at her for a moment longer. Then he nodded, picked up his keys and said, “Good luck to the silly sod.”

The house felt different without John in it. Larger. Quieter. The afternoon light was dull and grey through the bedroom curtains, and the old radiator ticked beneath the window. Somewhere outside, a car door shut. A dog barked twice and then went back to sleep. The ordinary world continued around her, which Sharon rather liked. There was no thunder. No grand theatre.

Just a large house on the outskirts of Manchester, a pale grey duvet, and a bed covered in the tools of George Loomis’s correction.

She picked up the collar and ran her thumb over the glittery letters.

Sissy.

It was not merely an insult. It was a diagnosis if used properly. A state of softness. A weakness. A possibility of future change. A man unmasked by his own wanting. Some fought it until they made themselves even more ridiculous. Some cried. Some begged. Some became useful.

George, she suspected, would do all four eventually. Her phone sat on the dressing table. The photograph was still open. There he was: George Loomis sprawled across his unmade bed, mouth slightly open, face flushed with drink, wearing the bra, matching panties and stockings. His room was visible behind him in all its grubby glory. Clothes on the floor. Wrappers on the desk. Bedding twisted beneath him. A stolen little kingdom, and its king passed out in Sharon’s fine lingerie.

She looked at the photograph without pity.

It had been almost too perfect. She had opened his bedroom door but had not expected to find George displayed so elegantly in the middle of his own disgrace. The bra cups sat empty and ridiculous on his chest. The knickers strained awkwardly over him. One stocking was higher than the other, which annoyed her slightly even now. Standards mattered, even at the beginning.

She had taken three photographs.

Then she had closed the door and gone downstairs, leaving him to wake in his own time, panic in his own time, and creep about in the early hours trying to put everything back as though order could be restored by draping a bra over a radiator without anyone noticing.

At ten seventeen that morning, she had sent the best photograph.

One word beneath it.

Sissy.

She smiled when she pressed send. Now she wondered what was going through George’s mind.

He would see it at work. That was important. Shame worked better when it had nowhere convenient to sit down. If he had received the photograph alone in his messy bedroom, he could have raged, sworn, thrown the phone onto the bed and hidden beneath anger. At work, he would have had to contain himself. He would have had to answer calls with that false telephone voice of his while knowing Sharon had revealed him in satin on her phone.

She imagined him at his desk, headset on, face hot, trying to sound polite to some poor customer while the word stared back at him.

Sissy.

He would tell himself she had no right. He would call her twisted. He would say it had been a drunken joke, that nothing had happened, that she was making more of it than it was. He might threaten to leave. He might threaten to tell John some warped version of the truth. He might even try charm, though Sharon hoped he had enough sense not to insult them both with that.

Underneath all that, there would be fear.

Sharon placed the collar back on the duvet and adjusted the lead. Then she moved to the dressing table and checked the makeup again. Foundation. Powder. Blusher. Lipstick. Lashes. Glue. She opened the nail packet, counted all ten, and closed it. She checked the epilation cream instructions and felt her anticipation grow. She could hardly contain herself.

At the far side of the bed, the black leather bodice caught the light.

She went to the wardrobe and opened the door. Her own clothes hung in dull, orderly rows. Jeans. T-shirts. Cardigans. A couple of dresses at the back, hardly worn. George had looked at her for weeks and seen only the surface: thick-set retired teacher, frumpy landlady, woman past the interesting part of life. That suited her. It had suited the plan too.

There were advantages to being underestimated. She closed the wardrobe and looked once more at the bed. Whatever was going through George Loomis’s mind right now, he would come home to find Sharon ready.

And once he stepped through that door, things were never going to be the same again.

George sat in the corner of a bar three streets from the bus stop, staring at a glass he had barely touched for ten minutes.

The place was almost empty. Two men in work jackets stood by the fruit machine, talking loudly about a van that had failed its MOT. An older woman sat at the bar with a large white wine and the settled misery of someone who had no intention of going home to her husband soon. Football commentary murmured from a television mounted high on the wall.

He had told himself he only needed a quick drink. Dutch courage. Something to settle his nerves before he went back to the Church house, packed his things and got out. That was the plan. Simple. In, upstairs, clothes into a bag, laptop, chargers, payslips if he could find them, then gone.

Except gone meant nowhere. That was the part he kept circling and avoiding. He had run out of places to go. Rachel would not take him back. That door had closed the moment Carl had appeared in the background of her video call and said, “Absolutely not,” with more confidence than George had expected from a man who wore a shirt and tie indoors. Ellie had not answered. Two old mates from the recruitment job had made sympathetic noises and then found reasons their sofas were unavailable. One was apparently having the living room painted. The other had his girlfriend’s sister staying, which sounded suspiciously convenient.

So George sat with whisky in front of him, trying not to look at his phone. The photograph was still there.

He had opened it too many times at work, each time with the same horrible little jolt. Himself on the bed. Pink bra. Matching panties. Stockings twisted on his legs. Mouth slack, face flushed, room a mess behind him. And underneath, that one word from Sharon.

Sissy.

His face heated even now. He took a mouthful of whisky and winced. It was cheap, sharp and nothing like John’s scotch. “She can’t do anything,” he muttered. “She just wants me to leave.”

That had been his argument for most of the afternoon. Sharon would not do anything. Not really. It was a photograph. Embarrassing, yes. Horrible, yes. But what was she going to do with it? Tell John? Maybe she already had. It was an embarrassing moment in his life but it would soon be over.

There was something about the photograph that brought back memories. The bra, the panties, the stockings. He had not merely touched them. He had not merely looked. He had put them on. All of them. Then he had stood in front of the mirror and looked at himself. He remembered that now in little flashes. Pink satin tight over his hips. The bra straps against his shoulders. His legs in stockings. The whisky in his hand. The feeling that had come before shame, before panic.

He drank again. Ordered another and knocked that back. At quarter past eight, he finally stood up.

The evening outside was damp and darkening. Manchester had settled into that wet grey glow that made every pavement shine and every car headlight smear across the road. George walked quickly, then slowed because he didn’t want to face this particular destiny. His stomach churned. His mind kept rehearsing speeches. He hoped she and John weren’t there. That he could get in and out and avoid a scene. Where he would go, he didn’t know. He had enough for a cheap hotel for a couple of nights – that would give him time to think.

John’s Mercedes was not outside. That was a relief.

George stopped by the low wall and looked at the drive. Empty. No car. No lights in the front sitting room. No glow from the back room curtains. The house stood large and dark, its stained glass panels catching only a dull reflection from the streetlamp.

They were out. Good. He could get his things and leave before she returned. George took out his key. His hand shook slightly, which irritated him. He fitted the key into the lock, turned it carefully and opened the door just wide enough to peer inside.

The hallway was dark. He listened. Nothing. No television. No Sharon shifting in the back room with one of her books. No John coughing or muttering at the news. Only the low, empty hush of a house waiting in darkness. George stepped inside and closed the door quietly behind him.

The smell of the place seemed stronger than usual. Polish. Old wood. Radiator warmth. Something faintly floral beneath it, perhaps washing powder, perhaps Sharon’s perfume, though he could not remember ever noticing Sharon wearing perfume before.

He stood still until his eyes adjusted. Nobody came. He took a breath and moved towards the stairs. Each step sounded louder than it should have. The old house seemed determined to betray him with every creak, every shift of board under carpet. George kept one hand on the banister and climbed slowly, pausing halfway to listen again.

Still nothing.

At the top of the landing, the radiator where the pink lingerie had been was bare. That made his throat tighten. He looked towards Sharon and John’s bedroom. The door was closed. His own room was further along, the door pulled nearly shut.

He crossed the landing, opened it and stepped inside, switching on the light.

For a moment he did not understand what he was seeing.

His room had not been tidied. Not exactly. The mess was still there: clothes on the floor, wrappers by the desk, bed unmade beneath the duvet. But on top of his bed, laid out across the rumpled covers, was a dress.

Pink. Bright, glossy, ridiculous pink.

It had a fitted bodice and short puffed sleeves, both edged with lace. The skirt flared out in layers, thick with underskirts and frills that spread over his bed with a certain, static decadence that took his breath away. Beside it lay a pair of frilly panties, even pinker than the ones from the radiator, with lace around the legs and a little bow at the front.

George stared. His heart began beating heavily. Not fast at first. Heavy. Each thud seemed to land in his chest, then his throat, then his ears.

“What the hell?” he whispered.

The room did not answer. He turned quickly and looked back towards the landing. Nothing. No movement. No sound. No Sharon.

He stepped closer to the bed. The dress was worse up close. Softer. Shinier. More deliberate. It was not like the lingerie on the radiator, which at least had the excuse of being laundry. This had been placed here for him. On his bed. In his room. Waiting.

That should have made him leave at once. Instead, he reached out and touched the skirt. The top layer was smooth satin, cool beneath his fingers. Beneath it, the underskirts rustled lightly, stiff and frilly. He lifted the edge and saw more layers underneath, pink netting and lace arranged to make the skirt stand out. A stupid dress. A humiliating dress. A dress meant for someone silly, pretty and obedient.

He let it fall. He listened again. The house remained deathly quiet.

This was a trap. Obviously it was a trap. He knew that. Sharon had already trapped him once, and the fact that he could name the danger made what he did next feel even more insane.

He took off his jacket. Then his shoes. Then his shirt.

“What are you doing?” he asked himself drunkenly, too quietly for the question to have any authority. He did not answer.

His trousers came next. He stood beside the bed in his boxers, staring down at the dress with his skin prickling in the cool room. The frilly panties looked absurdly small in his hands. He nearly dropped them. He laughed.

They pulled up tight, the lace brushing his thighs. He adjusted himself awkwardly, face burning, then reached for the dress before he could think his way out of it. The fabric rustled as he lifted it. He found the opening, pushed his arms through, ducked his head and pulled it down over his body.

The skirt fell into place around him. Not fell. Bloomed. That was the awful word that came to mind.

The underskirts pushed out from his hips, making the dress stand away from him in a ridiculous pink circle. The bodice was tight across his chest. The sleeves puffed around his upper arms. Lace scratched lightly against his neck. He tugged at the hem, then at the waist, then stopped because every movement made the frills shift and whisper.

He turned and caught sight of himself in the mirror above the chest of drawers.

The shock held him still.

George Loomis looked back in a pink frilled sissy dress and matching panties, bare legs below the puffed skirt, his face pale and frightened above all that satin and lace. It was worse than the lingerie. Far worse. The dress gave the humiliation a shape. It made him look dressed for something. Prepared for something. A man turned into a joke before the joke had even been explained.

And yet he kept looking.

Then came the flash. White and sudden. George spun round with a gasp. A laugh followed it. Sharon Church stood in the doorway holding her phone.

For one terrible second, George could only stare. She seemed to fill the doorway, broad and solid and nothing like the frumpy woman in baggy jeans and faded T-shirts who read books in the back living room. Her ample body was squeezed into a black corset that lifted and shaped her with indecent force. A tight black leather skirt clung to her hips. Thigh-length boots rose above her knees. In one hand she held the phone. In the other, long and dark and suspiciously polished, was a riding crop.

Her hair had been pulled back severely from her face.

She was wearing makeup.

That was almost as shocking as the rest of it. Heavy eyes. Dark lipstick. Blusher too bright on her cheeks. She looked garish, severe and completely in command of herself. Not elegant. Not pretty. Something harder than that. Something that made George feel suddenly smaller inside the ridiculous pink dress.

Sharon lowered the phone slightly.

Her eyes moved over him, taking in the puffed sleeves, the frilled skirt, the exposed legs, the panties just visible beneath the layers when he shifted.

Then she smiled.

“Well, well, well,” she said. “What do we have here?”


Chapter Four: The Ultimatum

George stood in the middle of his room wearing the pink frilly dress and had no idea what to do with his hands.

That was the detail that seemed to matter most in the first few seconds after Sharon appeared. Not the phone in her hand. Not the riding crop. Not the black leather squeezed around her thick body, or the dark makeup that made her severe face look hideously theatrical under the landing light. His hands. They were useless. Too large for the dress. Too male against the satin. Too obvious when he tried to hide them at his sides.

Sharon looked him over slowly. He felt his face burn and his throat tighten, his heart beat heavily against his sternum, so violent he thought it was going to burst through. And through all that, he could feel the pink satin panties curling around his butt and the fall of the dress across his thighs.

George waited for her to laugh again, but she did not. The laugh had been the announcement. Now came the inspection. He suddenly realised with full horror that she had planned this moment and he had fallen stupidly into her deadly trap.

“Sit on the bed,” she snapped.

Her voice was not loud. It did not need to be. It cut through the room with the cold certainty of a woman used to being obeyed. It made him flinch and a small sound burst through his lips.

George’s mouth opened.

Sharon lifted the riding crop by an inch. Then she slapped it against her leather clad thigh.

“Do not speak.” He closed his mouth. “Sit.” The last word came out with a hiss and her eyes widened as if she were preparing for him to fight back. He didn’t, of course. Not dressed as he was like the perfect sissy.

He moved backwards awkwardly, the thick underskirts rustling around his thighs. The bed dipped beneath him when he sat. The dress spread out around his lap in a silly pink froth, layers of frill and lace arranged as though he were some ridiculous decoration placed there for Sharon’s amusement.

She stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. He could smell her sharp perfume, something cheap and he thought, too, that this was something planned. An assault on the senses to show him his place in the world. Why that thought came to him right then, he never quite understood.

The click of the door sounded final. They were trapped together now. Or, more correctly, he was trapped with her, this thick set woman who had dressed for him to obey without question.

George watched her, heart thudding still, as she came to stand in front of him. She seemed even larger like this. Not taller, but larger in the room. The corset made her body appear pushed and held and deliberate. The black skirt hugged her wide hips. The boots made a soft creaking sound when she moved. Her makeup was too much, too dark at the eyes, too strong at the lips, but that only made her look more frightening. She was not trying to be beautiful. She was trying to make sure he understood that the woman he had dismissed as an old frump had been a mask.

“Do not speak unless I tell you to,” Sharon said. “Do you understand?”

George nodded.

“I said do you understand?”

“Yes,” he said quickly, his voice hoarse.

Her eyes narrowed. “Yes what?”

He stared at her, blinking. The room went very still.

Sharon tapped the riding crop once against her palm. “You will address me as Mistress from this point onwards. Not Sharon. Not Mrs Church. Certainly not anything rude muttered under your breath while you think no one can hear you. Mistress. Do you understand?”

Heat crawled up his neck.

“Yes,” he said. Sharon waited. George swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“There. Not difficult, was it?” He said nothing. She smiled cruelly when she noticed his eyes drop a little.  “That is the first sensible thing you have done since coming into this house.”

She walked slowly around the room while she spoke. George stayed on the bed, stiff and silent, tracking her boots. He had never felt so aware of his own surroundings before. The wrappers. The dirty clothes. The cups. The unmade bed beneath him. Everything he had been able to ignore now looked like something seedy and disgusting. The boots stopped at some crumpled tissues by the bed. He remembered throwing them.

“I am fed up with you,” Sharon said. “That is the beginning and end of it. I am fed up with the way you treat this house. I am fed up with your mess, your laziness, your sly little looks, your cheap charm, wearing my underwear, stealing money. I’m sick of your attitude, and the way you imagine you can take advantage of me and John.”

She picked up one of his shirts from the floor with the end of the riding crop, lifted it slightly, then let it drop.

“You came into my home and behaved as though we are here to serve you. As though I was here to clear up after you. As though John was a harmless old fool whose whisky you could drink when his back was turned. As though rules were little inconveniences for people without your obvious brilliance.”

George stared at the carpet, trying not to flinch again at her words.

“Look at me.” He looked up. “That is better. You can’t pretend this is not happening. It is.” His face burned. “As you can see,” Sharon continued, “I am not exactly the dull old wife you thought I might be.” No, George thought. No, you’re not. She smiled as if she had heard it. “I have some experience with wayward young men like you. More than you would guess. They usually think they are very different from one another, but they are not. They are vain. Greedy. Lazy. Full of opinions. Easily led by whatever makes them feel clever or wicked for five minutes. And when they are caught, they always discover they are nothing but simpering sissies in the making.”

She lifted the phone. George’s stomach dropped.

“You may have principles about privacy,” she said. “About rights. About how one mistake should not define a person. About how terrible it would be if people knew what they had done.”

She unlocked the screen and turned it towards him.

There he was again. Not just the first photograph from the previous night, but another from moments ago. George in the pink frilled dress, caught in the mirror, hand touching the skirt, mouth parted in stupid shock. A man not forced. A man not trapped. A man who had come home, found a dress on the bed, and put it on all by himself.

“Would you like me to send these to your boss?” Sharon asked. George stared. “To Anna at work, perhaps? She seemed like the sort of girl who might have opinions.” Sharon looked at the photo again. “Or your friends. The ones who are apparently not so keen to offer you a sofa anymore. Maybe your mother. Mothers do like to know what their sons get up to.”

His hands curled in the dress.

“Look at you,” Sharon said softly. “That expression answers the question well enough. I shall take it as a no.” George breathed through his nose, shallow and fast. “John is away for a few days,” she said. “He will not be back until Monday. Between now and then, you are mine.”

The words landed in the room as if a judge was sentencing him to a long stay in prison.

“For this weekend, George, you will be my sissy in training. You will obey all orders. You will accept punishment when it is due. You will not complain. You will not try to bargain or run away. You will not sulk, smirk, threaten or try to talk your way out of your predicament. You will address me as Mistress at all times. If you perform to my satisfaction, you will be allowed to leave for work on Monday with at least part of your dignity intact. Whether you come back or not, will be up to you.”

She paused. “If you do not accept these conditions, I will decide what happens next.”

George said nothing. His mind had become noisy and blank at the same time. He had to get through it. That was all. Get through the weekend, humour the mad woman, do whatever stupid performance she wanted, then leave on Monday and never look back. She had photographs, yes, but photographs could be deleted.

Sharon stepped closer. “Do you accept?”

George stared at her, barely breathing. The riding crop tapped once against the side of her boot.

“Yes,” he said.

Her eyebrows rose.

“Yes, Mistress,” he corrected.

“Good. Stand up.”

George stood. The dress bounced as he moved, underskirts lifting and settling around him. Mistress Sharon looked at the effect with faint satisfaction.

“Now take every piece of male clothing and accessories you own and put it in the bin bag beside the bed.” He blinked. She pointed to a black bin bag folded on top of the chest of drawers. He had not noticed it before. “Everything,” she said. “Clothes. Shoes. Toiletries. Aftershave. Razors. Any hair products. Anything that belongs to George Loomis and his tiresome little masculine life. Put it all in the bag.” George looked around the room helplessly. “Now!”

He moved.

At first he tried to do it quickly, as if speed might lessen the humiliation. Shirts from the floor. Trousers from the chair. Socks. Boxers. Work shoes. Trainers. His jacket. The clothes in the wardrobe, not many of them and badly hung. A washbag from the top drawer. Aftershave from the desk. Deodorant. Hair wax. A packet of disposable razors. He kept glancing at Mistress Sharon, expecting her to stop him, laugh at him, change the rules.

She did none of those things.

She stood by the door, holding her phone and crop, watching every movement.

The dress made everything harder. The skirt caught against the bed frame when he bent. The puffed sleeves restricted his arms. The frilly panties clung beneath it. More than once he reached for something and felt the ridiculous bounce of lace around his thighs. Every movement reminded him what he was wearing. By the time the bin bag was full, his face was hot and his breathing uneven.

“Your phone,” she said, holding out her hand. George stared at her. He began to open his mouth but before he could she cracked the edge of the crop against his buttocks in one quick, fluid motion. He screeched and blushed at the same time. “Phone!”

He searched in the folds of the duvet and found it, handing it over to Mistress Sharon. She came forward and took it from him. “This will be returned when we are finished with your training.” She turned to the full bin bag, looked into it briefly, and tied the top in a firm knot.

She held his gaze for a moment longer, then lifted the bag. It was heavy enough that she had to use both hands, but she managed it without complaint. After all, she was a strong woman, despite her age.

She took the bag out of the room.

George stood alone in the sudden silence, in the pink dress, surrounded by the remaining mess. His heart was still hammering. He heard her footsteps along the landing, then downstairs, then nothing for a while. He thought about running. In the dress. With no shoes. No phone. No proper clothes.

When Mistress Sharon returned, she was carrying a bucket, cleaning cloths, a roll of bin bags and a bottle of spray cleaner. “Now clean your room.” Properly,” she said. “Rubbish in one bag. Cups and plates downstairs. Surfaces wiped. Floor cleared ready for vacuuming. Bed stripped and remade with fresh sheets. You will clean until I am satisfied.”

His mind grasped at anger and found only exhaustion.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

The next few hours became ugly and blurred.

He cleaned.

That was the plain, humiliating fact of it. He cleaned his own room while dressed like a ridiculous pink doll, with Mistress Sharon standing near the door, occasionally correcting him as if he were a slow pupil. She made him pick up every wrapper. She made him empty the bin under the desk, which had overflowed and then become more of a health hazard than he cared to admit. She made him collect cups, plates, forks, bottles, odd socks, old receipts and things he had forgotten he owned. She made him wipe the desk twice because the first attempt was woefully inadequate.

“Under the bed,” she instructed.  He knelt, the dress puffing out around him, and reached beneath the bed. Dust, a trainer, a balled-up T-shirt, an empty crisp packet and another sock came out. Mistress Sharon looked at the small collection on the carpet with disgust.

“You have lived like an animal.”

George said nothing. He carried the cups downstairs under her instruction, moving carefully in the frilled dress and bare feet. The house was dark beyond the kitchen light. He felt exposed each time he passed a window. When he returned, Mistress Sharon made him strip the bed. He stuffed the stale bedding into another bag and put fresh sheets on under her supervision. This were pale pink and satiny in feel with matching pillow cases that had white lace edges.

“Tuck the corner in.” He tucked it. “Not like that.” He did it again. “Smooth it.”

He smoothed it.

By the time the room began to resemble a room rather than a dumping ground, George was sweating beneath the dress. The satin bodice clung slightly to his back. The underskirts scratched and rustled. His legs felt cold below the hem. Every so often he caught sight of himself in the mirror and looked away.

He could think of only one thing.

Go along with it until Monday. That was the plan. Let the mad woman have her little show. Let her order him about. Let her call him sissy. Let her make him clean. Smile if necessary. Say yes, Mistress. Endure it. Get through Saturday. Get through Sunday. Monday would come. Monday had to come.

Close to midnight, Mistress Sharon inspected the room slowly.

The bed was made. The rubbish was gone. The floor was clear and had been vacuumed. The desk had been wiped. His clothes had vanished. His room looked bare and unfamiliar, as if some important part of him had already been removed.

Mistress Sharon nodded once. “Acceptable.” He thought that would be it for the day but he was wrong.  “Bathroom,” she said.

George followed her. The bathroom was brightly lit and functional which he always found a little strange. Sharon pointed to the centre of the floor.

“Take off the dress and panties. Fold the dress over the chair. Panties in the laundry basket.”

George looked at her, horrified. She lifted the crop. He obeyed.

The dress came off with an undignified struggle. He pulled it over his head, turned it the wrong way, got one sleeve briefly caught around his wrist, and finally managed to free himself. The panties followed. He stood naked in the bathroom, arms half raised, then lowered, unable to decide how to cover himself without looking more pathetic.

Mistress Sharon’s expression did not change. “Stand still.” She picked up the tube of epilation cream from the sink.

The cream was cold. He flinched as she spread it over him with brisk, impersonal strokes. Chest, stomach, underarms, arms, legs. Then, his more intimate areas. She worked like a nurse or doctor, with functional efficiency. No softness. No hesitation. He stood shivering under the bathroom light while the cream coated his body in pale streaks.

“Do not touch it,” she said. “Do not move until I tell you to. Ten minutes.”

She sat on the closed toilet lid and watched him. Time became strange. At first there was only cold. Then a faint tingling. There was the smell, chemical and unpleasant beneath the cheap floral perfume from Mistress Sharon’s room that seemed to cling to her. George stared at the tiles, then the towel rail, then the sink, anywhere but at Sharon and the mirror. The mirror showed too much. His body coated, his face tense, his hands slightly curled at his sides like a punished schoolboy.

The ten minutes felt longer than the entire evening. Finally, Mistress Sharon stood and turned on the shower.

“Wash it off. Thoroughly. Use the exfoliating puff. Do not miss patches.” The small plastic puff was pink, of course. He picked it up and stepped under the water while Mistress Sharon went out onto the landing and disappeared.

Warm water hit his skin. The cream came away in pale streaks, taking hair with it. He scrubbed where Sharon told him. Legs. Arms. Chest. Underarms. Between his legs and around his intimate places. When he looked down, his skin was emerging smooth and oddly shiny beneath the water. He felt exposed in a new way. Not simply naked. Stripped.

By the time he was done, he was shaking. Mistress Sharon handed him a towel. “Dry properly.”

The towel dragged differently over his skin. Too easily. His legs looked wrong. His chest looked bare and shiny. His arms too. The bathroom light made everything shimmer. “Back to your room.”

He followed her again, naked and exposed. A red babydoll nightie lay across the fresh duvet, sheer at the edges and trimmed with black lace. Beside it sat a tiny red thong.

George stopped in the doorway. Mistress Sharon did not. “Put them on.”

He closed his eyes for half a second. “Yes, Mistress.”

The thong was worse than the frilly panties. Smaller. More deliberate. He put it on with clumsy fingers, feeling heat burn across his face. The babydoll slid over his head and settled lightly against his newly smooth chest, the fabric brushing his skin in a way that made him tense.

Mistress Sharon opened a small case on the bedside table. George saw the chastity cage and went still.

“I will not have my sissy playing with herself when I am not in attendance.” His whole body seemed to shrink inside the red nightie. She picked up the small device. “I do not want you touching yourself. I do not want you sneaking pleasurable moments from your little predicament and then pretending afterwards that none of it meant anything. Your hands will stay where I can trust them. Your sissy thoughts will have nowhere useful to go.”

George stared at the floor. Sharon’s voice hardened. “Stand still.” He stood still. The process was quick, practical and deeply humiliating. When the cage was fitted, she closed the lock.

Click. It was a small sound.

George drew in a shaky breath. Sharon lifted the key and held it where he could see it. Then she placed it on a small clasp on a thin chain around her neck.

It rested against the top of her corset, bright and final.

“There,” she said. “Much better.”

George stood in the centre of his clean room, smooth-skinned, locked in chastity, wearing a red babydoll nightie and thong, with the woman he now had to call Mistress watching him as if the evening had only just begun.

Sharon reached out and touched the key at her neck.

“You may get into bed now, sissy.”

George looked at the fresh sheets. Then at Sharon.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.


Chapter Five: Sissy Beginnings

Mistress Sharon sat on her bed with her laptop open.

It was one o’clock in the morning, and the house had finally settled. The heating had clicked off some time ago. The windows showed only blackness beyond the curtains. Somewhere in the old walls, pipes made the occasional dull knock, as though the house itself was clearing its throat after the long, strange evening.

Sharon was wearing an exotic silk dressing gown she had not worn in years. It was deep purple with gold flowers embroidered across the sleeves and shoulders, the fabric spilling out around her as she sat propped against the pillows. She had bought it from an expensive store in London, and it had hung in her wardrobe, near the back, for a few years now, waiting for her to rekindle her dominant desires.

The gown billowed over the pale duvet in soft, expensive folds, making her feel both ridiculous and magnificent. She had never been a woman who attracted admiration in the ordinary sense. She had never been much moved by compliments, and she had no patience at all for men who imagined a pretty word could be exchanged for good behaviour. The gown, however, was one of her guilty pleasures.

Sitting in the pale gloom of her room, she felt pleased with herself. Very pleased, in fact.

The first initiation of her new sissy had been a success.

George Loomis was not broken. Sharon did not want him broken. Not yet, anyway. He had been frightened, humiliated and made obedient enough to follow instructions. That mattered. He had handed over his phone. He had packed away his male life into a bin bag. He had cleaned his room. He had stood still while the last of his body hair was removed, and allowed himself to be dressed for bed in a red babydoll nightie and thong. He had accepted the cage, though not happily, and he had said the words she needed him to say.

Yes, Mistress.

There was promise there. Not grace. Not yet. Certainly not gratitude. But promise.

Sharon reached for the glass of water on her bedside table and took a slow sip. Her mouth still tasted faintly of the cheap perfume she had sprayed before confronting him. It had done its work. George had noticed it. She had seen the moment it entered his senses. Men often underestimated scent and its power. They believed sight carried the whole burden of humiliation, as if a dress, a mirror and a photograph were enough. They were not. The right smell lingered. It clung in the air and held in the memory. It told the body that something had happened before the mind could tidy it away.

George would remember that perfume. He would remember the pink dress. He would remember the click of the lock as the chastity cage was put in place. She had expected more resistance but she suspected George wanted, more than either of them, to see where this was going to lead.

She smiled and opened a web browser. The site loaded slowly, then resolved into a pink and black page with its usual vulgar confidence.

Only Sissy Fans.

Sharon had found it months ago while looking for something else entirely, though she could no longer remember exactly what. Most of what she had seen was nonsense. Cheap posturing. Men performing like caricatures of women and even doing that badly. The site needed someone who was more devoted and focused on turning their sissy into something entirely different. The subscribers there at the moment were normally single, some were pretty, many  were masculine and ill-prepared. Too much desperation. Too little structure. What she liked, however, was the number of ‘sissy lovers’, men and a few women who actually liked the idea of watching or being with a feminized young male.

She sensed that people liked watching the process. They liked before and after. They liked seeing a man who had thought himself untouchable discover that the world had other plans for him.

Sharon clicked to open her account. The home page appeared beneath the username she had chosen with care.

@PerfectSissy

It made her smile. Not because George was perfect. He was very far from perfect. That was rather the point. But perfection was a direction, not a condition. It gave training shape. It turned chaos into goals and eventual completion. That was what she was aiming to show.

She had already started the page three days earlier. Nothing too revealing at first. A few lines about taking charge of a rude, lazy, arrogant lodger who had underestimated the wrong woman. A photograph of the pink heels on her bed, angled so the satin caught the light. Another of the collar with Sissy glittering across the front. A cropped picture of the pale pink sheets folded neatly beside a bottle of cheap perfume.

The first entry had been titled:

A New Sissy Candidate

Then:

Temptation Has Been Placed

And later that afternoon, after she had sent George the photograph at work:

He Has Seen the Evidence

The page had already begun to attract followers.

Not many, but enough. Enough to know there was an audience waiting. Sharon clicked New Entry. The title came to her at once.

Sissy Finally Trapped

She uploaded the first photograph from his bedroom: George asleep in the pink bra, panties and stockings, his face blurred just enough to avoid unnecessary complications for now. Then the photograph from earlier that evening. George caught in the mirror in the pink frilled dress, one hand touching the skirt, mouth open in shock. Sharon looked at it for a while before pressing upload. It had a beautiful foolishness to it. Not beauty in George. Not yet. But in the trap itself. In the shape of consequences finally closing in on this arrogant and useless young man.

She began to type.

George Loomis arrived home tonight believing he could collect his things and escape. Poor sissy. He found the dress waiting on his bed and proved exactly what I already knew. He did not call for help. He did not run. He did not leave the room.

He undressed.

He put on the panties.

Then he pulled the pink frilly dress over his head.

Sharon paused, considered the sentence, then left it exactly as it was.

The page did not need literary elegance. It needed momentum.

She continued.

The first rule of training is simple: let the sissy reveal herself. Do not force what temptation will accomplish on its own. A true sissy will tell herself she is only curious. Only joking. Only trying it for a second. Then she will stand in front of the mirror and look.

My new trainee did exactly that.

He looked very pretty in pink.

Not polished. Not trained. Not yet. But the beginnings are there. A soft little shape under all that male noise. A useful blush. A willingness to obey when properly cornered.

Tonight, I introduced the conditions of his training. His male clothes have been removed. His phone has been confiscated. His room has been cleaned under supervision. His body has been made smooth. He is now sleeping in something more suitable.

Sharon did not upload the photograph of him in the red babydoll. Not yet. Some things were better held back. Besides, the image belonged to the next stage.

She added one final paragraph.

Tomorrow is Sissy Saturday. There is a great deal to do. Presentation. Manners. Posture. Obedience. Perhaps even a little live training for my followers if my new sissy behaves well enough. I hope to have her ready to go live soon and plans are in place.

She read it twice, corrected one typo, and pressed publish.

The post appeared on the page. For a moment nothing happened. Then the first heart appeared. Then another. Then a comment.

She looks terrified. Perfect.

Sharon sipped her water.

Another comment arrived.

Can’t wait to see this one trained.

Then another.

Make her perform properly. Are you going to turn her into a slut?

Sharon’s eyes narrowed slightly. She did not mind enthusiasm. Enthusiasm had its place. But men did have a habit of reducing everything to their own appetites, even when they were supposed to be admiring the transformation. She did not reply. Not yet. Let them chatter. Let them imagine. They could be useful later if controlled properly.

More hearts appeared.

A new follower notification slid into the corner of the screen. Then another.

By half past one, the page was busy enough to satisfy her. Not famous, of course. Not yet. But growing. People were reading. People were looking. People wanted the next entry. That was good. It gave George’s training another dimension. An audience to please.

Sharon leaned back against the pillows, the silk gown rustling around her.

She was tired now, but it was the good kind of tired. The kind that came after work properly done. Teaching had often left her with the other sort. The flat, weary exhaustion of marking, meetings, parents with theories, boys who lied badly and girls who cried before telling the truth. This was different. This was private work. Personal work. Corrective work.

At two minutes past two, she closed the laptop. The room seemed quieter without the glow of the screen.

She placed the laptop on the bedside table, then opened the top drawer and took out a small case. Inside lay a pair of wireless earbuds, pink, naturally. She had charged them earlier. Sharon disliked poor preparation. A dead battery at the wrong moment could ruin the lesson.

The silk dressing gown fell around her with a soft, dramatic sigh as she climbed off the bed.

Out on the landing, the house was dim and still. George’s door was closed. The faintest line of darkness sat beneath it. She walked towards it slowly because she feared waking him.

She opened his door without knocking. George was asleep. His room was clean now. Bare, yes, and rather pitiful in places, but clean. The floor was clear. The desk wiped. The bed made with the pale pink satin-feel sheets and lace-edged pillowcases. Against them, George looked almost absurdly young. The red babydoll nightie had shifted slightly while he slept, the black lace trim soft against his newly smooth skin. One arm lay over the duvet. His face was turned towards the pillow, mouth relaxed, lashes dark against his cheek.

He looked quite cute if still a little angular and masculine. That would change in time, the process of his transformation was all prepared.

Sharon stood beside the bed and considered him. A sissy in progress. He stirred slightly as she sat on the edge of the bed, but did not wake.

“Good,” she murmured. She took one earbud from the case and fitted it gently into his ear. Then the other. He made a small sleepy sound and shifted his head. Sharon waited, hand still, until his breathing settled again.

She tiptoed back to her room and opened her phone. The audio file was ready.

Perfect Sissy Hypnosis

She had selected it earlier, though selected was perhaps too mild a word. Sharon had listened to six different recordings before deciding on this one. Some were vulgar. Some were too silly. One had background music that sounded like piped lift music. This one was steady, soft and repetitive in the right way. Instructions layered under praise. Femininity presented as something natural that sissy would want to achieve. Obedience was part of this. Sissy, as a characteristic, was to become easier each time the word was heard.

She checked the volume. Low enough not to wake him properly. Clear enough to find him. She went back to his room and checked he was still asleep.

George breathed in, then out.

Sharon pressed play. A soft female voice began whispering through the earbuds.

Sharon stood beside him for a minute, watching his face. There was no dramatic change. No magic. No theatrical shudder. Just sleeping George, dressed in red, with a voice entering his dreams and beginning the next lesson before he knew the day had started.

Mistress Sharon smiled.

“Sissy Saturday,” she whispered.

Then she turned, gathered the folds of her silk dressing gown around her, and left him sleeping.

Mistress Sharon woke before seven.

She had slept well, better than she expected, though perhaps that should not have surprised her. There was something deeply calming about a plan moving properly from one stage to the next. Disorder had always irritated her, just as lazy and ignorant boys did. Men who made their bad habits into other people’s problems irritated her most of all. But now George Loomis was no longer in that league. He had become a project.

A sissy in training.

She lay for a few moments beneath the duvet, listening to the house. No John moving about downstairs. No radio in the kitchen. No muttered complaint about the weather, the government or the price of bacon. Just the old house holding its breath around her.

She smiled. Saturday. Sissy Saturday.

By half past seven, she was dressed.

Not in the corset and skirt from the night before. That had been for the reveal, and it had done its job beautifully. This morning required something sharper and less theatrical, but no less firm. She chose a tight black leather dress that fastened down the front, the sort of garment that forced a woman to stand as if she meant every word before she had even opened her mouth. It squeezed her ample body into shape, firm at the waist and hips, severe across her ample bust. It was not subtle but it was surprisingly comfortable.

The boots came next. Black leather, knee-high, polished, with enough heel to make each step sound important. She put on makeup at the dressing table, darker around the eyes than she would ever have worn in her ordinary life, with strong red lipstick and enough powder to make her face look purposeful. Her hair, she pulled back firmly from her face and pinned into place.

In the mirror, the woman looking back at her was not the Sharon Church who asked George whether he had left cups in his room. She was not the retired teacher in multipack T-shirts, loose sweatpants and practical shoes. She was not John’s steady wife, nor the woman who knew which day the recycling went out.

She was Mistress Sharon. And Mistress Sharon had work to do.

George was still asleep when she opened his door. For a few seconds, she stood in the doorway and enjoyed the sight. In the light of day, his room looked oddly transformed from the pigsty of the previous evening.

George lay tangled in the duvet, still wearing the red babydoll nightie. The fabric had ridden as he slept, but not indecently. One pale, newly smooth leg was visible where the sheet had slipped away. His face looked younger without the condescending smirk. Not innocent. Sharon would not go that far. George Loomis had spent too long mistaking selfishness for charm. But sleeping in her chosen nightwear, locked away in the chastity cage and breathing softly into the pillow, he looked rather sweet.

She crossed the room and pulled the curtains open in one brisk movement.

Grey morning light entered like a slap and George jolted awake.

His eyes opened, then squeezed shut. For a moment, he seemed not to remember anything. Then it all came back. Sharon saw it arrive in his face: the room, the sheets, the nightie, the cage, the key around her neck, the woman standing over him in black leather.

“Get up,” she said. He stared at her. “Now.”

He pushed himself upright too quickly and winced, one hand going instinctively towards the nightie before he remembered how he was actually dressed. The red fabric shifted against his smooth chest. His hair was flattened on one side. His face had that thick, frightened look of someone dragged from sleep into a strange, alternate reality.

“Good morning, sissy,” Sharon said.

His mouth opened. She lifted one eyebrow.

“Good morning, Mistress,” he said, voice rough. He lowered his eyes. Mistress Sharon rather liked that he was learning, even if it was a slow process.

“Bathroom,” she said. “You will use the toilet first. Make sure you sit down like a girl.”

He looked confused.

“When you pee,” she said, “you will sit down. You are in training now, and sissies do not stand there like grubby men spraying the floor.”

His face coloured immediately.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Move.”

He got out of bed awkwardly, the red babydoll falling around him in an untidy little flutter. Without his body hair, without his clothes, without his phone, without even the right to stand comfortably in front of her, he looked stripped of all strength and masculinity. He was still male, of course. Sharon was not deluded. But his maleness looked less certain. His smooth legs, bare arms and softened expression gave a glimpse of who he was meant to be.

She followed him to the bathroom and stood outside the open door, arms folded. George hesitated. “You may close the door when you have earned privacy,” she said. “At present, you have not.”

He did as he was told. She did not stare. That was not necessary. Humiliation often worked better when it did not become spectacle. Her presence was enough. The knowledge that she was there, hearing this small indignity, watching the last scraps of his old male habits being corrected.

When he stood and flushed the toilet, his face was tight with shame.

“Shower,” she said. He pulled the red babydoll over his head and stepped out of the panties. Then he stepped into the bath and pulled the curtain halfway across.

“All the way open.”

He opened it.

Mistress Sharon watched as he showered for a moment. He was clumsy with his newly smooth body, uncertain where to put his hands, washing too quickly until she corrected him. She told him to use the soap properly. She told him to rinse under his arms again. She told him not to hunch.

“You look like a sulking boy at school camp,” she said. “Stand straight.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She left him to finish his shower and prepared his room for the next step. Her heart was beating with excitement, and she was suddenly conscious of her outfit, which made her feel alive and almost seductive. When she returned to the bathroom, George was drying himself.

“Face next.”

He shaved at the sink with her standing behind him in the mirror. That pleased her more than she expected. George had spent weeks admiring himself in that mirror, no doubt. Smirking at his own reflection, fixing his hair, imagining women turning to look at him. Now he stood under the bathroom light, smooth-skinned and chastened, dragging a razor over his face while Mistress Sharon watched every stroke.

“Careful under the jaw,” she said. When he had finished, she handed him moisturiser. “Face and body,” she said. “Slowly. Rub it in properly.”

His humiliation deepened then, oddly enough. Moisturising required care. Touch. Attention to skin. It made the body something to be maintained, softened, improved. George rubbed the cream into his face first, badly, using too much pressure.

“Gently,” she said. “You are to be a soft, feminine sissy, not a rough man.”

He slowed. She watched him do his neck, his shoulders, his chest. His hands hesitated over the newly bare skin there, and she saw his expression flicker in the mirror. Discomfort, yes. Shame, certainly. But something else too. Awareness. The skin was his and not his. Familiar and unfamiliar.

Sharon was delighted. “Back to your room.” He followed her without speaking.

She had laid out the clothes. The pink frilled dress waited on the bed again, puffed and gleaming against the pale sheets. Fresh underwear sat beside it: pink panties, a soft bralette, white lace-top hold-up stockings, and the high pink heels. She had placed the shoes near the foot of the bed, where he could not miss their height.

Mistress Sharon saw his eyes go to the heels.

“Yes,” she said. “Those too.”

He put the underwear on first. Slowly. Awkwardly. She did not help him. A useful sissy needed to learn the mechanics of her own humiliation. The bralette straps twisted; he corrected them after she made a sharp little sound with her tongue. The panties sat properly after he tugged them into place and tucked away the cage.

The stockings took longer because his hands were shaking. He rolled one badly, then pulled it too hard, then nearly snagged it with a fingernail. Sharon let him struggle for a while before stepping closer.

“Not like that. Gather it properly. Toe first. Then smooth it up the leg.”

The white lace tops settled around his thighs, bright against his newly smooth skin. The contrast was excellent. Vulgar in the best possible way. He looked at his own legs as if they were something otherworldly.

Then the dress.

It rustled over his head and bloomed around him again, pink and foolish and totally feminine. Sharon allowed herself a moment of satisfaction. The effect was not elegant. It was not meant to be. The dress made him look silly, soft and exposed. It turned his body into a caricature of what she wanted him to be. Every frill said he had been caught. Every ribbon said he had obeyed. Every inch of pink satin mocked the man who had once thought Sharon Church was too dull to notice him.

“Sit,” she said.

He sat on the chair by the dressing table.

Sharon fetched a makeup bag. This was not going to be good makeup. That would come later, perhaps, when he had earned the right to be improved rather than displayed. This morning, she wanted garish. She wanted overdone. She wanted him to see a sissy in the mirror, not a delicate woman or some fantasy version of himself he could secretly admire too easily.

She stood beside him and tilted his chin up.

His skin was clean now, softened by moisturiser, his face shaved close enough for the work she intended. She applied foundation briskly, not badly, but without subtlety. Powder followed. Then blusher, too bright on the cheeks, two obvious pink circles she blended just enough to avoid clownishness while leaving the shame of it visible. George stared at himself, eyes wide, saying nothing.

“Colour suits you,” she said.

He swallowed.

“Do you wish to say something?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Good.”

She darkened his eyes next. A bold line above each eye. Mascara that made him blink helplessly until she held his chin still. A little shimmer on the lids because she had found it cheaply and liked the idea of him sparkling.

Then came the lipstick. Bold red. She took her time with that. His mouth was tense, so she tapped his cheek lightly with two fingers. “Relax your lips.” He tried. “Do not pout at me like a sulky child. Relax.”

His lips parted slightly.

She drew the red over them, thick and bright, shaping his mouth into something loud and impossible to ignore. When she stepped back, the effect was exactly what she wanted. Feminine in a cheap, humiliating way. A sissy painted for training, not for admiration.

“Look at yourself.”

He looked.

For a moment he seemed unable to breathe. Mistress Sharon watched his eyes travel over the reflection: the pink dress, the white stockings, the shaved face under heavy colour, the too-bright cheeks, the red mouth. The effect was almost touching, if one was foolish enough to be touched by such things. He was meeting the first crude outline of what she intended to make him.

“Shoes,” she said. He looked down at the pink heels. “Put them on.”

He obeyed.

Getting them on was one humiliation. Standing in them was another. He gripped the edge of the dressing table as he rose, knees uncertain, ankles wobbling, the dress bouncing as he tried to find balance. The heels lifted him into discomfort at once. They changed his posture whether he wanted them to or not, pushing him forward, tightening his calves, making each attempt at steadiness look comical.

“Walk to the door and back.”

He took one step. Then another. Tottering was the word. There was no dignity in it. He moved in tiny, nervous motions, arms hovering uselessly, pink skirt swaying, white stockings flashing above the shoes. Sharon watched him patiently.

“Again.” He turned badly and nearly lost balance. “Again, sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The third time was no better, but it was useful to see where the work would be needed. Ankles weak. Shoulders too tense. Hands uncertain. Head lowered.

“Stop there.” He stopped in front of her, breathing hard. Mistress Sharon went to the bed and picked up the wig.

She had chosen it carefully. Cheap, bright blonde, not remotely convincing, with tight girly bangs and thick curls that fell in a stiff, glossy tumble. It was not the sort of wig that would pass in daylight. It was the sort of wig that announced itself. A sissy wig. A punishment wig. A bright, artificial crown for a boy being taught what he had become.

Later, when he had accepted more, she would give him something better. Something prettier. Something that softened and allowed him to be a girl in the real world.

“Hold still.”

She fitted the wig over his hair, adjusted the cap, then tugged the tight blonde bangs into place. The curls sprang around his face and shoulders, too shiny beneath the bedroom light. George’s eyes were enormous in the mirror. The red lipstick made his mouth look even more helpless. The bright cheeks, the blonde curls, the pink dress, the white stockings, the trembling legs in pink heels. He looked like an idea of femininity assembled by someone who had never met a real woman at all.

Mistress Sharon stepped back.

There she was. She took George by the shoulders and turned him towards the full-length mirror. He tried to look away.

“No,” she said. “You will look.”

He looked.

Mistress Sharon stood just behind him, dark and solid in leather, her face severe above his shoulder. George stood in front, pink, blonde, painted, trembling slightly on his heels. The contrast was beautiful to her. Not in any sentimental sense. Beautiful because it was exact. Power and consequence. Mistress and trainee. The woman he had wronged and the sissy who had been revealed.

“There,” she said softly. “Now you can see what I saw waiting inside you.” She gave his shoulders a firm little squeeze, not kind, not cruel. Possessive. “The real work starts now. Last night was only the trap. This morning is your beginning. Today, sissy, your training begins in earnest.”

George’s painted mouth trembled.

He did not speak.

That, Sharon thought, was progress. “From now on, you will answer to the name Georgina.”


Chapter Six: Sissy Saturday

Georgina stared at herself in the mirror and could not quite make sense of what she was seeing.

The bedroom around her had become too clear, as if every object had sharpened simply to witness her humiliation. The newly made bed with its pale pink satin sheets. The lace-edged pillowcases. The cleared floor where there had been clothes, wrappers, mugs, and all the evidence of George Loomis’s careless life last night. The sunlight glowing warmly against the glass. Mistress Sharon’s dark shape behind her, reflected only at the edge of the mirror, solid and watchful.

And in the centre of it all stood Georgina.

That name had only just been given to her, yet it seemed to hang around her already, as impossible to ignore as the dress.

The pink frilled dress filled the mirror with its brightness. It was not simply pink. It was aggressively, foolishly, mercilessly pink, a shining froth of satin, lace and puffed sleeves. The skirt stood out around her in thick layers, making her waist seem smaller than it was and her hips wider, more decorative. The underskirts held their shape with a stubborn rustle every time she breathed too deeply. Little ribbons caught the light. Lace edged the sleeves and bodice. A bow sat at her chest like a silly joke, as if the dress was shouting at her – you’re a girl, you’re a girl, sissy!

The white hold-up stockings made her legs look stranger than anything else. Smooth from the epilation cream, pale and shiny from moisturiser, they disappeared into lace tops that pressed softly into her thighs. They did not look like the legs she remembered having. They looked part of the outfit rather than part of her. Below them, the pink heels lifted her feet at an unforgiving angle. Her ankles trembled faintly, never quite settling. Each tiny correction of balance made the skirt quiver and shiver against her thighs.

She looked as if she might fall over at any moment.

Her face was worse. Mistress Sharon had not tried to make her beautiful. Georgina understood that now, with a kind of sick little certainty. The makeup was too bright, too obvious, too crushingly deliberate. Her cheeks burned beneath patches of pink blusher, blended to look obvious and harsh. Her eyes were darkened with heavy lines and a shimmer that caught in the creases whenever she blinked. The mascara made her lashes clump and flutter. The red lipstick was thick, glossy and loud, reshaping her mouth into something soft and foolish and impossible to pretend was still George’s.

Every feature seemed to have been dragged towards femininity and then exaggerated until it became a punishment.

Then there was the wig.

Bright blonde. Cheaply bright. The thick curled bangs sat low across her forehead in a girlish sweep, and the stiff ringlets sprang around her face and shoulders in glossy, artificial loops. It did not look natural. It was not meant to. It framed her painted face with a kind of archaic cheerfulness, as though she had been dressed by someone who knew exactly how to make prettiness feel humiliating.

Georgina swallowed.

She could feel the outfit everywhere. The satin bralette snug beneath the dress. The panties soft and frilled. The cage tucked away, hidden but impossible to forget. The stocking tops against her thighs. The heels forcing her weight forward. The wig brushing at her cheeks. The scent of makeup and moisturiser on her skin mingling with the faint chemical memory of the epilation cream and the cheap perfume Mistress Sharon seemed to wear like a warning.

Her body did not feel like one thing any more. It felt rearranged and perhaps even, dare she think it, permanent.

She tried to shift her weight, but the heels made the movement clumsy. One ankle wobbled. The skirt bounced. Her hands flew up instinctively, then hovered uselessly in front of the pink bodice.

Mistress Sharon’s voice came from behind her.

“Still.”

Georgina went still.

The word moved through her quickly, and she responded without question. That frightened her almost as much as the reflection. She had not thought. She had not argued. Mistress Sharon had spoken, and her body had obeyed before Georginacould object.

A vague memory stirred then.

Not quite memory. A dream, perhaps. Something soft and repetitive from the night. A woman’s voice somewhere deep in sleep. Words sliding under the edge of consciousness. Perfect sissy. Obey Mistress. Soft now. Pretty now. Good sissy. She could not remember the sentences in order. They came back only as impressions: a warm voice in the darkness, a feeling of sinking, the strange relief of not having to fight, the phrase Yes, Mistress repeating until it no longer sounded like something forced out of her.

She had dreamed she was standing before Mistress Sharon. A perfect sissy with no need to hide her eyes or clench her hands or search for clever little comments. In the dream, obedience had not felt like humiliation. It had felt like normality.

Georgina stared harder at the mirror, trying to find anger, trying to find the old sneer, trying to summon the man who had walked into this house believing he could charm, take, borrow, drink and lie his way through other people’s lives. But the mirror gave her no help. The mirror showed a painted sissy in a pink dress, trembling in heels, looking small beside Mistress Sharon’s foreboding reflection.

Her painted mouth parted slightly.

The person in the mirror looked close to tears, though she did not feel like crying. Not exactly. It was something more confused than that. Shame sat at the centre of it, hot and thick. Fear moved around the edges. But underneath, where she least wanted to look, there was the faintest pull of that dream and acceptance of it.

Perfect sissy.

Good sissy.

Obey Mistress.

Her fingers twitched against the skirt.

The satin was smooth beneath them. The kind of texture that made thoughts slow for half a second. She hated that she noticed it. Hated that the wig softened the shape of her face. Hated that the heels, despite making her totter, changed her posture into something more delicate. Hated that the name Georgina, horrible as it was, seemed to fit the reflection better than George ever could.

Mistress Sharon stepped closer in the mirror.

Georgina saw her behind her now, black leather, red mouth, severe eyes, the key to the cage resting at her neck. The contrast between them was almost unbearable. Mistress Sharon looked solid, certain, and dominant. Georgina looked a pathetic construction of pink satin, white stockings, blonde curls and obedience. Subservient.

Her cheeks burned under the garish blusher. Her red mouth quivered, making the reflection look even more helpless. Mistress Sharon’s hand settled on her shoulder. Firm. Possessive.

Not gentle, but steady enough to stop the trembling for a moment.

Mistress Sharon stepped back. “Come with me.”

Georgina turned and wobbled at once. The pink heels shifted beneath her, narrow and unforgiving, and her hands lifted uselessly in front of her chest as if she might somehow hold the air for support. The dress rustled around her thighs. The blonde curls bounced against her cheeks. In the mirror, the movement looked absurdly delicate and panicked, which only made the heat under the bright circles of blusher deepen.

Mistress Sharon did not help her.

“Slowly,” she said. “You are not marching. You are not stumbling about in trainers. You are wearing heels now, and you will learn to move accordingly.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Georgina whispered. Her voice sounded strange beneath the wig and lipstick. Smaller somehow. Less able to defend itself.

Mistress Sharon led the way onto the landing, and Georgina followed with tiny, uncertain steps. The old house seemed much too large now. The landing stretched away beneath the weak morning light. The banister, the framed prints, the closed doors, the faded runner on the floor: all of it had been familiar yesterday, when she had still been George and had moved through the house with careless entitlement. Now every surface seemed to watch her. Every creak of board announced her. Every step made the heels click sharply against the wood where the carpet runner failed to soften them.

Then came the stairs. Georgina stopped at the top. Three flights. She had gone up and down these stairs countless times without thinking. Sometimes with a mug in one hand and her phone in the other. Sometimes drunk. Sometimes two steps at a time when late for work. They had been nothing before. Just stairs.

Now they looked steep, narrow and faintly hostile.

The heels changed everything. Her weight was too far forward. The skirt stood out around her, brushing the bannister on one side and her wrist on the other. The white hold-ups pulled softly at her thighs. The wig shifted whenever she lowered her head to see where her feet were going. The painted face she had seen in the mirror still seemed to float in her mind, garish and helpless, as if the reflection had followed her out of the bedroom.

Mistress Sharon had already descended three steps before she noticed the hesitation.

“Move, Georgina.”

The name struck her. Georgina gripped the bannister. “Yes, Mistress.”

The first step was dreadful. She lowered one pink shoe carefully, the heel finding the stair first and then sliding the tiniest amount before the sole settled. Her body lurched. She caught herself with the bannister, dress bouncing, curls falling again into her eyes.

Mistress Sharon looked up at her. “Small steps. Sideways if you must, but do not clatter down. Try to be poised, young lady, for goodness sake.”

Georgina tried again.

The movement forced her to think about her body in sections. Foot first. Heel stable. Knee soft. Hand on the banister. Skirt controlled. Do not lean too far. Do not let the dress catch. Do not look too long at Mistress Sharon because the moment she did, her feet became uncertain again.

By the second flight, her calves had begun to ache. The pink heels made her ankles tremble, and she had to keep pausing to gather herself without looking as though she was pausing. That was impossible, of course. Nothing about her could hide. The dress was too bright. The makeup too loud. The wig too obvious. She was a moving confession of sissiness in pink satin and blonde ringlets.

Mistress Sharon waited at the turn of the stairs, one hand on her hip.

“Head up.” Georgina lifted her head and immediately felt less safe. “If you stare at your feet constantly, you will hunch. If you hunch, you look like a man in a dress. You are Georgina now. Even when you are frightened, you will make some effort to look like a girl.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Georgina continued down, slower than before. The last flight was the worst because she could see the hallway below and the wide entrance to the living room beyond. The ordinary house was waiting there, morning-grey and domestic, and she was descending into it dressed like something prepared for a cruel party. The smell of polish and old carpet rose around her. The heels tapped and scraped and tapped again.

By the time she reached the bottom, her breathing had quickened and she was sweating slightly. Mistress Sharon looked her over. “Pathetic,” she said. “But not hopeless.”

Georgina did not know whether that was meant to comfort her. It did not. Mistress Sharon turned and walked into the living room.

Georgina followed.

The room was large, larger than she remembered it feeling. It had always been one of those rooms that belonged to adults: heavy curtains, broad sofa, polished side tables, a fireplace that looked as though nobody was allowed to touch it without written permission, shelves of books, old photographs, lamps with warm cream shades. George had sometimes lounged in the doorway and made lazy comments about the place being “proper old-school.” Now Georgina entered it carefully, tottering in pink heels, and felt as though she had been brought into a classroom.

A camera stood on a tripod near the far end of the room. She stopped. It was angled towards the open space between the sofa and the fireplace. A small light was clipped above it, not bright enough to dazzle, but bright enough to make the centre of the room seem brighter. There was a laptop on a small table beside it, open and waiting. A cable trailed neatly along the skirting board. Mistress Sharon had prepared everything.

Georgina’s stomach tightened. Mistress Sharon noticed the look. “You will stand in front of the camera.”

The walk across the living room felt much longer than it was. The heels sank slightly into the carpet, making each step uncertain in a new way. On the stairs, she had feared falling. On the carpet, she feared wobbling, dragging, stumbling, looking ridiculous. The dress swayed around her. The white stockings flashed when she moved. The blonde curls bobbed against her cheeks, and the heavy red lipstick made her mouth feel too visible.

Mistress Sharon picked up her crop from the sofa.

She must have placed it there earlier, lying across a folded throw as casually as someone else might leave a pair of reading glasses. She took it in one hand, smoothed the front of her tight leather dress with the other, and came to stand beside Georgina. She jumped and let go a slight exclamation. 

Together they faced the camera. Georgina saw herself in the little screen flipped out from the side. It was almost worse than the mirror.

The mirror had been private, at least in theory. The camera made her into an image. A thing framed and captured. There she stood, too tall for the pretty dress, too nervous for the heels, face painted into cheap femininity, blonde wig shining under the small light. Beside her, Mistress Sharon looked severe and completely sure of herself, black leather firm against the soft domestic room, crop held lightly against one thigh.

Mistress Sharon pressed a button on the camera, waited a second, then stepped back beside Georgina.

“This is sissy Georgina,” she said, her voice calm and clear. “My new charge. Today we will be learning feminine deportment.”

Georgina stared forward, barely breathing.

Mistress Sharon turned towards her.

“Georgina.”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“You are going to walk from here to the camera, turn, and walk back to me.”

Georgina looked across the carpet. The distance was only a few yards. It might as well have been a mile.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do not rush. Keep your head up. Shoulders relaxed. Hands soft. You are not rushing for a bus. You are learning to present yourself elegantly and femininely.”

Georgina swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Begin.”

The first few steps were dreadful. The carpet made the pink heels unstable, and her body had not yet learned the strange agreement required between ankles, knees and hips. She tried to keep her head up as instructed, but the moment she stopped watching her feet she felt the heels wobble beneath her. Her hands hovered near the sides of her skirt, then lifted, then dropped again.

“Stop.”

Georgina stopped.

Mistress Sharon’s voice came from behind her.

“Your arms.” Georgina looked down helplessly. “Do not flap them about. Let them rest. Slight bend at the elbow. Fingers relaxed. A feminine walk is not made by waving your hands like a frightened puppet.”

The words struck her with embarrassing clarity. The camera watched all of it. Georgina adjusted her arms.

“Again,” Mistress Sharon said.

Georgina walked on. This time she tried to make her hands softer, but then her shoulders tightened. The wig shifted. She could feel the dress bouncing too much with each step, as if the skirt were trying to sabotage her effort to seem controlled.

“Smaller steps,” Mistress Sharon said. “The heels will not allow you to stride. Stop trying to force them to behave like men’s shoes.”

Georgina shortened her stride. Immediately her hips moved differently. She noticed it at once and tensed.

“Do not fight that,” Mistress Sharon said. “Your body will adjust naturally when the stride shortens. Let it happen.”

The heat in Georgina’s face became almost unbearable beneath the makeup. She reached the camera and stopped too abruptly.

“Turn.” Georgina turned. The heel caught slightly in the carpet and she grabbed at her skirt, almost stumbling sideways. The dress flared. The curls bounced again. Her painted mouth opened in panic.

Mistress Sharon sighed.

“No. Again from there. The turn was poor, it’s one fluid motion. Shift your weight first. Then turn the foot. Then bring the other foot around. You are not a weather vane.”

Georgina tried again. It was not much better. “Again.” She turned. “Again.”

By the fourth attempt, the movement had become less disastrous, though only just. Her ankles still trembled, and her hands kept wanting to clutch at the skirt. Mistress Sharon watched with the kind of patience that was not kindness at all, but something harder and more frightening. The patience of someone willing to repeat a lesson until embarrassment itself wore down into obedience and perfect feminine motion.

“Now walk back to me,” she said.

Georgina walked back. The camera was behind her now. She imagined it watching the back of the dress, the ridiculous bow, the awkward tilt of her body in heels. She could feel Mistress Sharon’s gaze from the front. There seemed to be nowhere left to place herself that was not being observed.

“Chin up.” Georgina lifted her chin. “Shoulders down.” She dropped them. “Less stiffness in the arms.” She softened them. “Do not scowl. A sissy accepts her place.” Georgina tried to relax her face, but the effort only made her more aware of the red lipstick and heavy blusher. She reached Mistress Sharon and stopped.

Mistress Sharon looked her over, the crop resting lightly against her palm.

“Again.”

Georgina’s heart sank. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Better this time. Think before you move. Do not simply drag yourself through the room hoping things will be right.”

Georgina turned and began again. Back and forth she went, across the large living room, from Mistress Sharon to the camera and back again. Each journey exposed something new. Her weak ankles. Her tense shoulders. Her uncertain hands. The way her head dropped when she felt ashamed. The way the dress moved when she took steps too large for the heels. The way fear made her mouth tighten into an ugly line beneath the red lipstick.

Mistress Sharon corrected everything.

Georgina’s calves ached. Her toes pressed uncomfortably into the pink heels. The hold-up stockings clung to her thighs. The wig trapped heat around her face, and the bright curls occasionally caught against her lipstick when she turned too sharply. She became aware of the camera not as an object but as a presence, silent and unblinking, recording each clumsy attempt at femininity.

At one point, she stumbled near the sofa and made another small sound of alarm. Mistress Sharon did not move to catch her.

“A stumble is not the end of the world. Making a fuss about it is worse.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Back to the start.”

Georgina returned to the position in front of the camera, trembling still on the heels. Mistress Sharon came to stand beside her again. She looked into the lens with composed satisfaction, as though the morning’s lesson was unfolding exactly as expected.

“Our Georgina is clumsy,” she said to the camera. “Unsteady. Poorly balanced. Still full of awkward little masculine habits. But she is learning, and learning begins with obedience.”

Georgina kept her eyes lowered. The words dug into her like pins.

Mistress Sharon turned her head.

“Eyes up, Georgina.”

Georgina lifted her eyes.

The camera waited. Mistress Sharon stood beside her, severe and dark and calm, the crop angled against her thigh.

“Again,” she said.

After thirty minutes, Georgina was still awkward.

Not quite as hopeless as she had been at the beginning, perhaps, but awkward all the same. The improvement was only just visible, and only if one was being generous. She could cross the living room without immediately looking as though she might fall into the side table. She could turn without grabbing at the skirt every single time. She had learned, more or less, that high heels required smaller steps and that her arms did not need to hover in the air.

But she still moved like someone pretending.

Mistress Sharon saw it clearly. The effort was there in odd flashes, then gone. A careful step. A softer hand. A lifted chin. Then the old stiffness returned. Shoulders tight. Jaw clenched under the red lipstick. Knees uncertain. Feet placed too heavily, as though Georgina still imagined she could stamp some authority into the carpet if only the pink heels would allow it.

Georgina had grown painfully aware of the little red recording light on the camera. At first she had tried not to look at it. Then she had looked too often. Now she felt it even when her back was turned, a silent eye capturing the wig, the dress, the stockings, the garish makeup, the helpless wobble of her ankles and the miserable little frown Mistress Sharon kept correcting.

“Again,” Mistress Sharon said.

Georgina turned and walked from the camera towards the far end of the room.

Her feet hurt. Not terribly yet, but enough to occupy part of her mind with every step. The heels pressed at the toes and lifted her calves into a tight, unfamiliar shape. She reached the mark near the sofa and turned too sharply.

One heel slipped slightly on the carpet. She caught herself with a tiny gasp. Mistress Sharon’s mouth tightened. “Stop.”

Georgina stopped. The word did not need to be repeated. That, at least, she had learned.

Mistress Sharon stepped into the open space, crop in one hand, the other resting on her hip. In the morning light, she looked severe and solid in the tight black leather dress, every inch of her arranged to command the room. She did not seem tired. She did not seem impatient in any ordinary way. She looked like a woman discovering exactly how much work a poor pupil required.

“You are not trying,” she said.

Georgina’s eyes lifted in panic.

“I am, Mistress.”

The words escaped before she could stop them. Mistress Sharon’s expression hardened. “Bend over, girl,” she said sharply. Georgina froze, painted mouth trembling slightly. “Bend over!”

To her shame, Georgina did so, the skirt lifting above her exposed rear. Mistress Sharon sighed and then struck her sharply on the behind. Once, twice, three times.

“I did not ask for excuses.”

“No, Mistress.” Georgina flinched.

“You are thinking about your feet. You are thinking about how silly you look. You are thinking about the camera. You are thinking about how unfair it all is, and how dreadful it will be if anyone sees this. What you are not doing is giving yourself to the lesson.”

Georgina stared at the carpet.

“Look at me.”

She looked up.

“That sulky face does you no favours,” Mistress Sharon said. “You are not an offended young man in an unfortunate outfit. You are Georgina. You are a sissy in training. If you insist on moving like a stiff, resentful boy, then I shall have to give your body something simpler to concentrate on.” Georgina was near to tears.  “Stand there. Face the wall.”

Georgina hesitated only half a second, but half a second was enough for Mistress Sharon to raise the crop.

“Yes, Mistress,” Georgina said quickly.

She crossed the room in small, humiliating steps and stood where she had been told. The wallpaper was close in front of her face, a faded pattern of leaves and flowers she had never really noticed before. She could smell dust from the fireplace, polish from the mantelpiece and the faint sweet weight of Mistress Sharon’s perfume drifting behind her.

Facing the wall was worse than facing the camera in a different way. She could not see what Mistress Sharon was doing. She could hear the creak of leather boots moving away, then the soft sound of the living room door opening and closing.

For a few seconds, Georgina stood alone with the wall. The silence pressed against her.

She imagined the camera still recording the back of the pink dress, the ridiculous bow, the blonde curls, the white stockings, the way her hands hung helplessly at her sides. She wanted to turn. She wanted to tug the skirt down. She wanted to rub off the lipstick, pull off the wig, kick off the shoes, and run upstairs, though where she imagined running to was unclear.

Mistress Sharon returned. Georgina heard the door first, then the measured sound of the boots on the carpet.

Mistress Sharon came to stand behind her. In the corner of her vision, Georgina saw a small object in Mistress Sharon’s hand. It was smooth, pink and the length of a little finger, with a flat, curved panel at the end, making a T-shape.

Mistress Sharon’s voice was cool and practical. “Bend forward. Hands against the wall.”

Georgina’s face flooded with heat. For a moment, she could not move. The crop tapped lightly against the back of her skirt.

“Now, Georgina.”

She bent forward, awkwardly, hands flat against the wall. The skirt lifted slightly behind her as the thick underskirts shifted. Her heels wobbled, and she had to brace herself harder against the wallpaper. The position was mortifying, especially with the camera somewhere behind them, but Mistress Sharon did not laugh. That almost made it worse.

“This will not hurt,” Mistress Sharon said. “But it will fall if you stride like a boy, clench up like a sulky little fool, or stamp about as though the carpet has offended you.”

Georgina felt Mistress Sharon lift the back of the skirt just enough to reach the frilled panties beneath. The movement was brisk, functional and humiliatingly controlled. The small device was placed between her buttocks and then slid easily into her behind. It was not painful. But its presence was immediate and impossible to ignore.

Georgina drew in a sharp breath.

Mistress Sharon smoothed the skirt back into place. “You may stand.”

Georgina straightened slowly. The device shifted, and she had to tightly squeeze her buttocks to stop it from popping out.

Mistress Sharon gave a small, satisfied sound. “There. Now you are paying attention.”

Georgina stood facing the wall, cheeks burning beneath the garish blusher, intensely conscious of the thing held beneath the panties. It made every movement feel dangerous. Too wide a step and it might slip. Too much tension and it pressed uncomfortably. Too little attention and she would forget, stumble, and disgrace herself further in front of the camera.

Mistress Sharon moved back into view.

“Turn around.”

Georgina turned with extreme care.  The device stayed in place.

“Good,” Mistress Sharon said. “Now walk.”

Georgina took her first step.

Everything changed. She could no longer throw her legs forward in the old way. She could no longer stomp or stride through the room. To keep the little object where it was, she had to keep her steps smaller, closer and more controlled. Her knees moved differently. Her hips, without permission, began to shift in tiny compensating motions.

She took another step.

Then another.

The pink heels whispered softly. The skirt swayed. The stockings brushed. The device remained in place, but only if she kept her movement smooth and narrow. The effort forced her body into a rhythm she had not found before. Not graceful. Not yet. But less blocky. Less masculine. More shaped by the clothes and shoes than by her own resistance.

Mistress Sharon watched with sharp interest.

“Again,” she said, but her voice had changed slightly. Georgina walked towards the camera, turned carefully and came back. Her hips moved. Only a little. Enough for the skirt to respond. Enough for the layers of pink satin to sway rather than bounce. Enough for the heels to seem part of the motion.

Georgina noticed it and immediately lost the rhythm. The device slipped slightly. She gasped and froze. Mistress Sharon smiled.

“Recover.” Georgina adjusted herself with the smallest tightening of her posture, face burning so hot she could feel it beneath the makeup.

“Walk again,” Mistress Sharon said. “Do not think about looking feminine. Think about keeping the device in place. Let the rest happen.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

This time, Georgina obeyed.

She walked slowly across the large living room, concentrating with embarrassing intensity. Keep the steps close. Do not stamp. Do not rush. Do not clench too hard. Let the skirt move. Let the hips shift if they must. Keep the balance. Keep the device where Mistress Sharon had put it.

The wig brushed her cheeks. The dress whispered around her thighs. Her hips moved again, a soft, unwilling little sway that seemed to travel through the whole outfit. It made the pink skirt move prettily from side to side.

Mistress Sharon came to stand beside the camera.

“That is better, my little sissy,” she said. “Back to me.”

Georgina walked back. Her hips swayed again.

Mistress Sharon’s satisfaction was visible now, not warm exactly, but unmistakable. The crop rested lightly against her thigh. Her red mouth curved at the corner as Georgina approached, trembling, painted, blonde and pink, concentrating so hard on the hidden training aid that she no longer had room to resist the movement it required from her.

“There,” Mistress Sharon said. “You see? Your body can learn when you are given something useful to do.”

Georgina lowered her eyes. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Again.”

Georgina turned back towards the camera, took a breath, and began the walk once more, the pink dress swaying with each small, careful, increasingly feminine step.

Mistress Sharon kept Georgina at it until the living room clock moved past eleven. By then, the clumsy thing in pink had begun to change.

Not dramatically. Mistress Sharon was too experienced to mistake a few careful steps for real progress. Georgina still wobbled when she turned too quickly. Her shoulders crept up whenever she became embarrassed. Her hands still tried to defend her, fluttering towards the skirt or hovering uselessly in front of the bodice as though modesty could be rescued after everything else had already been taken from her.

But the body was learning.

That pleased Mistress Sharon.

The training aid had done its work better than scolding alone. It forced Georgina to shorten her stride, keep her legs closer, soften the movement through her hips and think before each step. The hidden awareness of it made her cautious in a useful way. Not graceful yet. Not natural. But no longer stomping around like an angry boy in borrowed heels.

“Again,” Mistress Sharon said.

Georgina walked across the living room once more.

The pink dress swayed now instead of jolting. The white lace tops of the stockings remained smooth against her thighs. The heels clicked in a smaller, neater rhythm. Her face, beneath all that garish colour, had grown dazed with concentration. The blonde curls bounced less wildly. The whole effect had softened by a degree.

Mistress Sharon watched from beside the tripod, crop tucked beneath one arm and phone in her hand.

“That will do for now.”

Georgina stopped at once. The skirt rustled and one ankle trembled. Georgina corrected her stance. Feet closer. Knees softer. Hands still.

Mistress stopped the recording and checked the clip had downloaded to the laptop.

There was Georgina on the screen, pink and trembling, being sent back and forth across the living room like a doll learning to operate herself. The early attempts were wonderfully hopeless. The later ones had promise. Mistress Sharon watched the final walk again, noting the first hint of a proper sway through the hips, the way Georgina’s arms had finally stopped fighting her, the way the painted face looked both miserable and obedient.

Very good.

She sent Georgina to the kitchen to make two cups of tea, trimmed a clip with practised ease, and then uploaded the short section to the page.

Morning Deportment: First Attempts

The caption took longer.

Our Georgina is still terribly clumsy this morning. She has weak ankles, sulky shoulders and far too many old habits, but she is beginning to understand that femininity is not simply clothing. It is posture, softness, control and obedience. She is learning to move as she is told. More training today. If she continues to improve, she will be ready to go live very soon.

She pressed publish.

Within minutes, the hearts began again.

Mistress Sharon did not show Georgina. Not yet. The audience belonged to Mistress Sharon first. Georgina could earn the right to understand it later. She allowed the girl to sit and have her cup of tea and rest for a while.

“Voice,” Mistress Sharon said finally. “A sissy who totters about in a pretty dress but still sounds like a resentful young man is only half trained. Stand by the mantelpiece.”

Georgina obeyed carefully, her hips giving one small, unwilling sway as she moved. Mistress Sharon noticed and smiled to herself.

The next hour was devoted to softening. It was harder than walking in some ways. Georgina could not hide behind physical difficulty. No aching feet. No treacherous heels. No visible task to blame. Only her own voice, dragged out into the room and corrected again and again until resistance began to fray.

Mistress Sharon made her repeat simple phrases first.

“Good morning, Mistress Sharon.”

“Thank you, Mistress Sharon.”

“Yes, Mistress Sharon.”

“I understand, Mistress Sharon.”

“I am Georgina.”

As expected, the first attempts were dreadful. Too low. Too tight. Too much George trying to disguise himself as what he thought a girl should sound like. Mistress Sharon stopped her each time.

“Lighter.”

Georgina tried.

“Not silly. Lighter.”

She tried again.

“Less throat. Stop pushing the words out like you are trying to win an argument.”

“Slow down. A soft voice is not a squeak.”

“Better. Now say it as though you mean it.”

Georgina’s cheeks were blazing beneath the blusher by the time the phrase came out properly.

“I am sissy Georgina.”

Mistress Sharon tilted her head.

“Again.”

“I am sissy Georgina.”

“Again.”

“I am sissy Georgina.”

There it was. Mistress Sharon recorded some of that too.

Not the best attempts first. Then the final version, softer and quieter, with her hands folded in front of the pink dress. At half past twelve, Mistress Sharon took Georgina into the kitchen and handed her an apron.

It was white, edged with lace, with a large bow at the back. “Over the dress,” Mistress Sharon said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The apron transformed the outfit in a way Mistress Sharon enjoyed. The pink dress became more maid-like, though the heavy makeup and cheap blonde curls kept it from being anything respectable. Georgina stood in the middle of the kitchen in her heels and apron. “Brunch,” Mistress Sharon said. “Eggs. Toast. Tomatoes. Tea. You will prepare it, serve it, and clean afterwards.”

“I’m not very good at cooking, Mistress.”

“I know.”

Georgina blinked.

“That is why you are being taught.”

The cooking was chaos at first. Georgina moved too cautiously around the kitchen, afraid of the heels, the dress, the apron strings, the heat of the hob and Mistress Sharon’s attention. She cracked one egg badly. She burned the first slice of toast. She put the tomatoes into a cold pan and then stared at them as if expecting them to take responsibility for themselves.

Mistress Sharon corrected without hurry.

There was something satisfying in seeing her put to use. Not merely displayed, not merely dressed as a sissy, but put to work in the heart of the house she had treated so badly.

By the time brunch reached the table, the toast was a little too dark and the eggs slightly overdone, but the plate had been arranged with effort. Mistress Sharon sat at the kitchen table and allowed Georgina to place it before her.

“Tea,” she said. Georgina brought the cup with both hands, careful in the heels.

Georgina ate standing at the counter because Mistress Sharon told her she had not yet earned the right to sit. That, too, went onto the page. Only a short clip. Georgina in the apron, pink dress puffed beneath it, carrying tea with exaggerated care.

Brunch Service Begins

The comments arrived quickly.

She’s learning.

Love the apron.

That walk is already softer.

The afternoon was cleaning.

Proper cleaning this time. Not merely the frantic clearing of Georgina’s own filthy room, but housework under direction. Dusting the living room. Polishing the side table. Vacuuming the hall. Cleaning the kitchen after brunch. Folding towels. Learning the difference between wiping a surface and actually cleaning it.

Georgina had no natural aptitude for domestic labour. That was hardly a surprise. She had treated cleaning as something that happened after she left a room, as if cups returned themselves and carpets were kept pristine by magic. Yet in the pink dress and apron, with the camera occasionally moved from room to room, she could not pretend it had nothing to do with her.

Mistress Sharon made her kneel to dust the low shelf beneath the television.

“Skirt,” she said.

Georgina gathered it awkwardly.

“Do not crush it. Lift it properly.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She made her bend from the knees when retrieving laundry from the basket, because bending from the waist in that dress made her rather immodest. She made her practise carrying a tray from kitchen to living room without rattling the crockery.

She made her answer questions while working.

“What is your name?”

“Georgina, Mistress.”

“What are you?”

“A sissy in training, Mistress.”

“What does a sissy do?”

Georgina hesitated the first time. Mistress Sharon waited. “She obeys, Mistress.”

“And?”

“She learns, Mistress.”

“And?”

Georgina’s painted mouth trembled. “She tries to please, Mistress.”

Mistress Sharon let silence hold the words in place. “Yes,” she said at last. “She does.”

As the afternoon wore on, the stiffness began to loosen. Exhaustion helped. So did repetition. Georgina stopped thinking about every separate part of herself because there were too many tasks to manage. The heels, the apron, the skirt, the wig, the makeup, the stocking tops, the cage, the hidden memory of the training aid, the sound of Mistress Sharon’s voice, the camera appearing now and then like an unblinking witness.

She moved more naturally because she was too tired to fight every movement. Mistress Sharon saw the change with quiet satisfaction. A hand softening as it rested on the back of a chair. A smaller step taken without instruction. A head lowered at the right moment. A correction accepted without a sulky glance.

The pink dress that had looked like a garish costume in the morning began, by degrees, to look like uniform. Not a good uniform. But something she belonged inside for the moment.

At four o’clock, Mistress Sharon posted a compilation that she had put together while Georgina worked.

Sissy Saturday: Housework And Softening

She chose the clips carefully. Georgina walking badly, then better. Georgina repeating her name. Georgina in the apron, serving tea. Georgina polishing the side table with too much lipstick and too little dignity. Georgina answering, “She tries to please, Mistress,” in a voice that had softened enough to make Mistress Sharon watch it again.

The caption was simple.

Our Georgina has had a difficult but productive afternoon. Deportment, voice, brunch service and basic housework. She remains clumsy, but her movements are softening and her obedience is improving. There is still a long way to go before she becomes the perfect sissy, but the shape is beginning to emerge.

Dinner was more ambitious.

Mistress Sharon chose chicken in a cream sauce, new potatoes and green beans, partly because it was useful practice and partly because Georgina would have to concentrate. She stood beside her through each step, correcting her grip on the knife, the heat under the pan, the timing of the beans, the way she wiped the chopping board, the need to clean as she went rather than leave disaster blooming behind her.

Georgina made mistakes, but fewer than at brunch. Her voice was softer now when she answered.

At one point, while stirring the sauce, she shifted her weight and settled into the heels with a small movement of her hips that would have been unthinkable that morning. Mistress Sharon noticed. Georgina did not. That was the better sign.

They ate in the dining room.

Mistress Sharon sat at the head of the table. Georgina served from the side, hands careful, head slightly lowered, the pink dress and white apron bright beneath the evening light. The makeup had faded a little by then, which somehow made it more affecting. The red lipstick had softened at the centre. The blusher remained too bright. The blonde curls were less tidy. The whole day was visible on her.

Mistress Sharon allowed her to sit for part of the meal.

Georgina did so carefully, knees together, ankles awkward at first and then corrected without being told.

“Tell me your name,” Mistress Sharon said.

“Georgina, Mistress.”

“Tell me what you did today.”

Georgina looked down at the plate.

“I practised walking, Mistress. And speaking. I cleaned the house. I made brunch and dinner.”

“And what did you learn?”

The pause was longer.

Mistress Sharon let it be long.

“That I have to think differently,” Georgina said at last.

“About what?”

“My body,” she said quietly. “My voice. How I move. How I answer.”

After dinner, Georgina washed the dishes while Mistress Sharon recorded from the kitchen table. Nothing dramatic. Just Georgina at the sink in pink satin, apron tied at the back, blonde curls brushing her cheeks as she rinsed plates and set them in the rack. Her movements were tired, yes, but no longer entirely ridiculous.

“That is enough for today.”

The relief that moved through Georgina was visible at once. Her shoulders dropped. Her hands softened around the tea towel. The pink heels shifted on the kitchen floor as she steadied herself.

Mistress Sharon allowed herself a slow smile.

“Stand straight, Georgina.”

Georgina straightened at once.

“Yes, Mistress.” The answer was quiet, tired and automatic.


Chapter Seven: Only Sissy Fans

Hello, all you lovely sissy admirers out there. Mistress Sharon here. I’m so pleased that so many of you have decided to subscribe. Sissy Georgina has begun her training, and it all seems to be going terribly well. She’s already moving with more natural feminine ease, and I have great hopes for her. I hope you’ve enjoyed the video updates so far, and I’ve loved your comments. I’m so pleased that I have decided to move things up a notch.

Sissy Georgina’s first live appearance will be tonight at 7 pm (UK time). This will be just for 30 minutes to show her that she has admirers and to get her used to the idea of being viewed as a girl. I want you to see her as she is now. On Monday, I plan to take things to the next level and pay a visit to Feminine Transformations, even though she doesn’t know it yet. I hope you will be able to make Sissy Georgina’s first live performance this evening.

I look forward to perhaps chatting with some of you, and maybe we can even bring a few of you on live audio to give my new sissy some instruction – I’m sure she will benefit from it.

Kind regards,

Mistress Sharon.

Georgina woke with another faint memory of a dream.

It slipped away almost as soon as she opened her eyes, leaving only colour and movement behind. A long corridor. Soft light. The whisper of fabric around her legs. She had been running, or trying to run. She had been wearing a pink chiffon gown that floated and tangled around her knees, and high heels that clicked and slipped on a polished floor. Somewhere behind her, or ahead of her, there had been a voice telling her not to rush, not to stumble, not to forget what she was, who she was finally becoming.

By the time she sat up, the corridor had vanished.

Only the feeling remained.

Pink fabric. High heels. Breathless obedience.

For a few seconds, Georgina stayed where she was, propped on one elbow beneath the pale pink satin sheets, trying to understand the dull ache running through her body. Her calves hurt first. Then her thighs. Then her lower back. Her shoulders felt stiff from the awkward way she had carried herself all day, tense and corrected and corrected again. Even her feet complained, though they were bare beneath the sheets now. They seemed to remember the heels before she did.

Then she remembered everything. The dress. The wig. The camera. Walking back and forth across the living room while Mistress Sharon watched. The voice exercises by the mantelpiece. The apron. The cooking. The housework.

The way she had answered without thinking at the end of the day, quiet and tired and automatic.

Yes, Mistress. Yes, Mistress. She didn’t remember going to bed or falling asleep.

Georgina closed her eyes again, but that did not help. Behind her eyelids she saw herself in fragments: pink satin and white stockings, bright cheeks and red lipstick, blonde curls shifting against her face as she tried not to stumble. She saw Mistress Sharon beside the camera, severe in black leather, calm and dedicated to turning her into the girl she was meant to be. She heard the click of heels on stairs, the command to lift her chin, the repeated correction of her voice until the name Georgina had begun to sound more like something that belonged there.

That thought made her open her eyes again. Mistress Sharon was already in the room. Georgina had not heard her enter. She stood near the foot of the bed in the tight black leather dress, arms folded, hair pinned back, makeup precise and severe as usual. The key still rested at her neck. She looked awake and fully in command of herself, which seemed deeply unfair when Georgina felt as though her body was about to give up the ghost. All she wanted to do was lie there.

“Good morning, Georgina.”

Georgina pushed herself upright, the sheets slipping to her waist.

“Good morning, Mistress.”

Mistress looked at her with a sly smile and then snapped, “Bathroom.”

The day began almost exactly as the previous one had. There was no shock this time. No first impossible moment when Georgina could have gone back to her normal life.

She used the toilet sitting down because Mistress Sharon told her to again,  but also because some part of her had already learned that this was the right way, the only way. She showered under supervision, skin still oddly smooth beneath the water, the absence of hair making every drop feel more direct, almost sensual. She shaved her face carefully while Mistress Sharon watched in the mirror. The woman in black leather stood behind her like a judgemental ghost, correcting the angle of her jaw, the pressure of the razor, the careless little movements Georgina had once made without thought.

Then moisturiser.

Face first. Neck. Arms. Chest. Legs.

Georgina hated how familiar the process felt already. Hated more that her hands were gentler than they had been the previous morning, smoothing the cream into her skin with an unwilling delicacy that made Mistress Sharon’s eyes narrow in satisfaction. The body, it seemed, remembered instruction. It remembered being corrected. It remembered the shame of getting things wrong. It remembered how a girl was supposed to do things.

Back in the bedroom, the clothes were waiting.

Fresh underwear. Pink panties and matching bralette. White hold-up stockings. The pink frilled dress lay out like a beacon guiding her to complete femininity. The high pink heels sat neatly beneath it.

Georgina looked at them and felt the last faint hope of escape leave her. Mistress Sharon said nothing. She did not need to.

Georgina dressed.

The underwear went on more easily this time, which made her blush more deeply for a reason she did not understand. The bralette still felt strange against her chest, but her fingers found the straps without the frantic fumbling of yesterday. The panties settled over the cage with a soft, hateful neatness. She tucked it away and felt a gentle swelling that pressed against the fabric. The stockings took concentration, but she gathered them properly, toe first, smoothing them up her legs with smaller, careful movements. The lace tops pressed into place around her thighs. How long before she put them on with practised ease?

Mistress Sharon watched in silence still.

The dress followed.

Pink satin over her head. Arms through puffed sleeves. Bodice settling around her. Skirt blooming out in layers of lace and underskirt. The rustle was familiar now. Not comfortable exactly, but something else. Sensual. A thing could be humiliating and still become a yearning for more.

The makeup was garish again.

Mistress Sharon sat her down and painted her with the same deliberate lack of subtlety. Foundation. Powder. Cheeks too bright. Eyes too dark. Shadow thicker this time. A shimmer that caught the light whenever she blinked. Mascara that made her lashes look long, clumsy, and thick. Then the red lipstick, bold and glossy, reshaping her mouth into the same loud, feminine softness she had seen in the mirror before.

“There,” Mistress Sharon said when she had finished. “Today I want better control.”

Georgina stared at her pathetically painted reflection. A doll, garish and scary in bad light.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The wig came next. Cheap blonde curls, stiff and bright still but already beginning to wear, with the tight girly bangs pulled into place above her eyes. The moment it settled onto her head, Georgina felt the day close around her. Without the wig, there had still been some faint, foolish gap between herself and the role she was being forced to play. With it, she became the image Mistress Sharon had chosen. For better or worse.

The heels were waiting on the floor.

She put them on without being told. That pleased Mistress Sharon too. Georgina could tell by the silence. Praise was not always spoken. Sometimes it was the absence of correction, the lack of a sigh, the way Mistress Sharon let the moment pass without comment. Georgina found herself listening for those things now, which unsettled her almost more than the direct commands.

They returned to deportment after breakfast tea, though Mistress Sharon had not yet allowed breakfast itself. The living room had already been prepared. The camera stood on its tripod again, angled towards the open space by the fireplace. The laptop was open on the small table. The familiar little light watched from above the lens.

Georgina’s stomach sank when she saw it. Mistress Sharon noticed.

“Camera nerves again?”

“No, Mistress,” Georgina said automatically.

Mistress Sharon smiled thinly. “Good. Then you will have no difficulty.”

There was difficulty.

But not the same kind as yesterday. Georgina could make it down the stairs without gripping the bannister quite so desperately. She still took each flight slowly, still felt the heels threaten her balance if she forgot herself, but she did not freeze at the top. In the living room, she could walk from the sofa to the camera and back without looking as though every step was a negotiation with gravity itself.

Mistress Sharon began by making her repeat the previous day’s lesson. Head up. Shoulders back. Hands soft. Small steps. Do not stare at the floor. Let the skirt move. Do not fight the hips.

Georgina obeyed as best she could, and the strange thing was that her best was better. Not graceful. Not lovely. Not even convincing if seen by anyone inclined to look closely. But better. The pink heels whispered a steadier rhythm. Her hips shifted with less panic. The dress swayed rather than bounced. When she turned, she remembered to move her weight first instead of throwing herself around like a badly wrapped parcel.

“Again,” Mistress Sharon said. Georgina walked. “Again.” She turned and walked back. “Again.”

Time blurred around the repeated journey. Camera to sofa. Sofa to camera. Mistress Sharon watched from the side, sometimes with the crop in hand, sometimes with arms folded, sometimes sitting on the edge of the sofa like a teacher at the front of a classroom. The corrections came less often than yesterday, which made a difference.

“Hands, Georgina.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You are dropping your chin.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Too much hip. You are not a parody of femininity like some drag queen. You are a girl. Let her in.”

Yesterday she had been stiff and blocky. Now, at least once, she had overcorrected, trying to reproduce the feminine sway Mistress Sharon had approved and turning it into something obvious and foolish. Mistress Sharon stopped her immediately, not angry but briskly disappointed.

“You are not acting in a pantomime,” she said. “You are learning how to carry yourself. There is a difference.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Again.”

Georgina tried again.

By late morning, her movements had begun to settle into something more natural. Not because she understood femininity in any deep way, but because exhaustion and repetition had worn away her body’s resistance. The heels told her how small her steps had to be. The stockings reminded her to keep her legs close. The dress rewarded a softer walk with a gentle sway and punished stiffness with an ugly bounce. Her own body, traitorous as it was, adapted because adaptation was easier than fighting every inch of satin.

Mistress Sharon saw it happening. Georgina could feel her seeing it too. That became part of the lesson. Mistress noticed everything.

After deportment came mannerisms.

Mistress Sharon positioned her near the mantelpiece, where the mirror over the fireplace gave a partial reflection of her upper body. Not the whole humiliating arrangement this time. Just the face, the wig, the shoulders, the painted mouth, the hands when she lifted them.

“Femininity is not only walking,” Mistress Sharon said. “It is how you occupy space. How you listen. How you sit. How you touch your face, hold a cup, turn your head, answer a question.”

Georgina looked at herself in the mirror.

The bright blonde curls framed her face too heavily. The lipstick made her mouth seem like a scar across her face. Her shoulders sat high with tension.

“Relax,” Mistress Sharon said.

Georgina tried.

“No. Let it go.”

Georgina breathed out slowly.

“Better.”

Mistress Sharon made her practise simple things until they no longer felt simple. Standing with one knee slightly softened. Folding her hands without clenching them. Resting her fingertips lightly against the skirt instead of gripping it. Turning her head and smiling when addressed. Sitting with her knees together. Crossing her ankles. Picking up a teacup without wrapping her hand around it like a mug at work. Playing with her hair gently when someone gave a compliment, however ridiculous.

Each small correction seemed pointless and enormous at the same time.

“Softly,” Mistress Sharon said. “A small smile. You are being pleasant, not grinning like a Cheshire cat.”

The mirror showed a poor version of a girl, yes, garish and overdone, but no longer quite as impossible as the previous morning. That was what frightened her most. The transformation had not become convincing, but it had become something that was possible. A few changes here. Some better lighting.

Mistress Sharon worked the voice into everything.

There was no separate lesson this time. Georgina was made to speak while moving, while sitting, while lifting a cup, while turning her head, while standing with hands folded before her. Her answers had to come in the lighter voice Mistress Sharon had begun teaching the day before. Not high and silly. Not theatrical and like a drag queen’s worst nightmare. Softer. Slower. More careful. A voice that did not push its way into the world.

“What is your name?”

“Georgina, Mistress.”

“Full answer.”

“My name is Georgina, Mistress.”

“What are you learning?”

“I am learning to be a girl, Mistress.”

“Again. Softer.”

“I am learning to be a girl, Mistress.”

“Good girl. What else?”

“I am learning how to move, speak and behave more naturally, Mistress.”

“That was better. Again.”

Georgina repeated it.

And again.

And again. And again.

The phrases became less strange each time, and more dangerous as a result. She heard herself say she was learning to behave more naturally, and part of her wanted to object that there was nothing natural about any of this. Not the wig. Not the dress. Not the heels. Not the way Mistress Sharon stood beside her with the crop resting against one thigh.

But her voice said it anyway. And her mind began to follow.

Softly.

Obediently.

By lunchtime, Georgina’s body ached in new places. Her face felt heavy with makeup. Her feet were sore again. The wig trapped warmth against her scalp, and the cheap curls had begun to feel like part of the air around her. She was allowed to prepare a light lunch under instruction, though Mistress Sharon corrected her posture even while she buttered bread, arranged salad, poured tea and carried plates.

“No hunching over the counter.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do not shuffle.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Tray level.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Sharon made her sit after lunch and then made her stand again because she had collapsed into the chair rather than lowering herself. “A girl sits with poised elegance,” Mistress Sharon said. “Again.”

Georgina stood, adjusted her feet, and tried again.

“Better. Again.”

By the time three o’clock approached, the day had become a series of repeated corrections so constant that Georgina could no longer think for herself. Walking was voice practice. Voice practice was posture. Posture was obedience. Obedience was femininity. The house had become a different dimension of feminizing instruction: stairs, mirror, living room, kitchen, dining chair, mantelpiece, camera. Everywhere she went, Mistress Sharon found something to shape, and it continued without rest.

Georgina, even in her own confusion, found herself needing fewer reminders. She kept her knees closer without thinking when she stood. She adjusted her hands before Mistress Sharon commented. She softened her voice halfway through an answer because she heard the old roughness returning. She turned more carefully in her heels. She lowered herself into a chair with less awkwardness.

At three o’clock, Mistress Sharon closed the laptop she had been glancing at throughout the afternoon and looked at Georgina for a long moment.

“Sit down.”

Georgina obeyed, lowering herself carefully onto the sofa, knees pressed together, ankles angled as she had been taught. The pink skirt spread around her in a bright, frilled pool. She folded her hands in her lap without prompting, then realised she had done it and felt heat rise beneath the blusher.

Instead of commenting, Mistress Sharon picked up her laptop and sat down beside her.

Close enough for Georgina to smell the leather of her dress and the faint perfume that seemed to have worked its way into the very corner of the weekend. The screen glowed as Mistress Sharon opened it, angled slightly away at first, so Georgina could see only colour and movement reflected in the black edge.

Mistress Sharon’s hand rested on the laptop top for a moment before she turned her head and looked at Georgina.

Georgina sat very still.

Mistress Sharon turned the laptop towards her.

At first, Georgina did not understand what she was seeing. The screen was bright after the soft dimness of the living room, and the colours seemed to strike her before the words did. Pink and black. Little icons. A profile banner. Notifications gathered in one corner like insects around a lamp.

Then she saw the name.

@PerfectSissy

Her stomach tightened.

Mistress Sharon watched her face with open interest, as though this too was part of the lesson. Perhaps everything was part of the lesson now. Sitting. Looking. Breathing. Not speaking before she was told.

“As part of your training,” Mistress Sharon said, “you have been starring on Only Sissy Fans.”

Georgina stared at the screen. The words did not settle at once. They seemed too large, too impossible to fit into the room. Starring. Only Sissy Fans. Training. She tried to separate them into things that made sense, but they kept returning as one terrifying fact.

Mistress Sharon had been showing people who she really was online.

Not just taking photographs. Not just recording for private cruelty, or proof, or some future threat. Showing people. Uploading her. Presenting her as Georgina while she stumbled about in the pink dress, while she repeated her name, while she served tea and polished tables and tried to walk like the girl Mistress Sharon insisted she was becoming.

Georgina’s hands tightened in her lap. Mistress Sharon’s gaze dropped to them. “Hands.”

Georgina loosened her fingers at once.

“Yes, Mistress,” she whispered.

“That is better.” Mistress Sharon angled the laptop more fully towards her. “Now look properly. I want you to understand the position you are in.”

Georgina looked.

There she was. Not one image. Several. A still from the living room camera, her body caught mid-step, pink skirt swaying awkwardly, blonde curls too bright around her painted face. Another from the kitchen, apron tied over the dress, hands carrying a tray with nervous concentration. A short clip, paused at the moment she stood by the mantelpiece with her hands folded, lipstick too red, cheeks too pink, eyes lowered as if she were waiting to be told what she was.

Beneath each post were hearts.

Comments.

Far too many comments.

Georgina leaned a little closer despite herself, then wished she had not.

She’s learning.

That walk is already better. She is soooo cute.

Love the dress. Poor thing looks so nervous, though.

Her face burned.

Mistress Sharon scrolled with one finger.

“There are quite a lot of admirers already,” she said. “More than I expected so soon, actually. Your first day as a girl seems to have made an impression.”

Georgina could not look away. The comments continued, some almost kind in a strange, dreadful way.

She’ll be lovely once she accepts it.

Mistress Sharon knows exactly what she’s doing.

You can see the moment she starts moving differently.

The next comments were rougher. Cruder. The sort of thing Georgina understood immediately without wanting to understand at all. Men speaking about her as if she were not a person sitting in a living room with aching feet and lipstick drying at the corners of her mouth, but a thing they might assess, imagine, demand more of or, even some time in the future, demand.

Make her blush again.

She needs stricter training.

Can’t wait to hear that soft little voice live.

Will she take instructions from viewers? I’d love her to suck my cock.

Georgina’s throat tightened.

Mistress Sharon’s expression changed only slightly. Not embarrassment. Not apology. She looked almost thoughtful, as if sorting useful material from rubbish.

“Some are more appreciative than others,” she said. “You will learn that attention comes in many forms. Some of it will be clumsy. Some of it will be coarse. Some of it will be rather flattering once you stop fighting the fact that it is directed at you because you are a girl.”

Georgina looked at her.

“At Georgina,” she said. “Not George. Nobody is interested in him. They are interested in the soft, awkward, blushing creature he has become.”

The words went through her with a slow, hot shock.

Georgina looked back at the screen. At the image of herself in pink satin and white stockings. At the comments calling her she and her as naturally as if there had never been any other possibility. Strangers had accepted the thing Mistress Sharon had named. They did not know George Loomis. They knew Georgina, the new sissy in training, and they were waiting for more.

Mistress Sharon rested one hand on the laptop. “Tonight,” she said, “you will appear live for your audience as Georgina for the first time.”

Georgina turned to her slowly. The room seemed to narrow around that sentence.

Not photographs already taken. Not clips trimmed and posted after Mistress Sharon had decided what to show. Live meant now. Moving now. Speaking now. Being seen while she was aware of being seen. The thought opened beneath her like a trapdoor.

“Mistress, I...” she began.

Mistress Sharon’s face hardened. Georgina stopped herself, but too late. Mistress Sharon waited. Georgina lowered her eyes. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“So you should be. You do not interrupt.”

“No, Mistress.”

“You listen. And obey.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Sharon sat back slightly, the leather of her dress creaking with the movement. She looked calm. Almost pleased. The laptop glow sharpened the red of her mouth and caught the key at her neck, making it flash once against the black.

“It will not be long,” she said. “Thirty minutes. Long enough for you to understand that Georgina exists beyond this house. Long enough for your admirers to see you move, hear you answer, and begin to think of you as the girl you are being trained to become.”

Georgina’s skin prickled beneath the dress.

Part of her wanted to protest that she was not a girl. Not really. Not in any way that mattered outside Mistress Sharon’s voice, the camera, the dress and the awful momentum of the weekend. But another part of her, the part worn down by heels and repetition and the dream-whisper of hypnosis, heard the sentence differently.

Mistress Sharon must have seen something shift in her expression, because her voice softened by half an inch.

“You are scared.”

Georgina nodded before she could stop herself.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Of course you are. You should be.” Mistress Sharon looked at the laptop again. “But there is something else, isn’t there?”

Georgina’s hands twitched in her lap.

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Sharon turned her head slowly. The lie sat between them. Georgina felt the heat of it through her entire body.

Mistress Sharon smiled.

“Do not insult us both.”

Georgina looked down at her knees, pressed carefully together beneath the pink skirt. Her calves still ached from the morning’s practice. Her feet throbbed faintly inside the pink heels. The wig was warm around her face. The lipstick made her mouth feel marked.

She was scared of the camera, scared of the comments, scared of strangers watching her and calling her Georgina, scared that someone might recognise something about the room or her voice or the shape of her face beneath the garish makeup.

But underneath that was something else.

A pull.

A dreadful little spark of excitement that she could neither explain nor forgive. The comments had horrified her, but they had also entered her. She had seen the hearts. She had seen people noticing the change in her walk, the softness of her voice, the awkward way she held herself. They had not laughed only. They had watched. They had wanted to see what came next.

They wanted Georgina.

The thought made her stomach twist.

She did not know how to reconcile those two feelings. Fear and excitement sat inside her like enemies forced into the same chair. One told her to run. The other made her look at the screen again, searching for what people had seen in her, wondering, against all reason, whether Mistress Sharon was right that something had begun to emerge.

Mistress Sharon closed the laptop halfway.

“That is enough for now.”

Georgina swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Sharon stood.

“You will go upstairs. Remove your makeup. Shower. Moisturise properly. Face and body. When you return to your room, you will prepare for this evening’s appearance.”

Georgina stood carefully. Even that had changed. She did not push herself up heavily as she might have done before. She placed her hands lightly, brought her feet beneath her, kept her knees close and rose with the effortful control Mistress Sharon had drilled into her all morning. The pink dress rustled as it settled. Her hips moved with a small adjustment she did not quite intend.

She crossed the living room in the pink heels, aware of the Mistress behind her, the camera still on its tripod, the invisible audience waiting somewhere beyond the screen. Going upstairs was easier than coming down had been. Her legs were tired. Her feet ached. The dress brushed the bannister, and the wig made the edges of her vision soft and blonde. She moved slowly, one hand on the rail, trying not to think about seven o’clock.

Live.

Viewed as a girl.

In the bathroom, she shut the door only because Mistress Sharon did not follow her. For a moment, Georgina simply stood before the mirror. The garish face looked back at her. Faded now from the day. The lipstick had softened and worn unevenly at the centre. The blusher remained bright, though less crisp. The eye makeup had smudged a little at the corners, giving her a tired, bruised prettiness that made her look even more unlike herself. The blonde wig sat crooked after hours of movement.

She pulled the wig off carefully and set it aside. Her own flattened hair appeared beneath it, damp at the roots, ordinary and simply wrong. The face beneath the makeup suddenly seemed caught between two people, neither one convincing. Not George, not Georgina. A painted mistake waiting to be washed away and remade.

The makeup remover stung faintly around her eyes. Red came away from her lips onto cotton wool. Pink lifted from her cheeks. Foundation dissolved into pale streaks. She worked slowly at first, then more carefully when she realised she did not want to leave messy traces for Mistress Sharon to criticise. Even alone, correction seemed to stand behind her.

She undressed next, folding the pink dress because she knew better than to drop it carelessly on the floor. The underwear followed. The stockings she removed with care, rolling them down rather than dragging them. Each act felt like returning borrowed evidence, though nothing about her body seemed returned to its former state. Her skin was still smooth. The cage remained locked. The faint ache in her legs remained. The name Georgina remained most of all, lodged somewhere no shower could reach.

She stepped under the water.

The heat struck her shoulders, and she let out a breath she had not meant to release. For a minute she did nothing but stand there while the water softened her muscles and ran down her body. She washed properly. Soap over arms, chest, underarms, stomach, legs. Careful, thorough, no rushing. The smoothness of her skin still startled her each time her hands passed over it.

When she finished, she dried slowly and rubbed moisturiser into her face and body as instructed.

She moisturised her body, her legs last, sitting on the edge of the bath, working the cream down her shins and over her calves. The gesture was feminine in a way that made her uneasy. Not theatrical. Not imposed by dress or wig. Just care. A quiet smoothing of skin. A maintenance of softness.


Part of her hated it.


Part of her loved it unconditionally.

By the time she opened the bathroom door, she felt raw and clean, as if the garish Georgina of the day had been washed away but the shape beneath had remained. She walked back to her bedroom wrapped in a towel, careful on the landing even without heels.

Her bedroom door was open. The outfit for the livecast lay neatly across the bed. Georgina stopped in the doorway. This was not the pink dress and the difference struck her at once.

White lace and silk panties lay beside a matching bra, both delicate and much prettier than anything she had worn so far. A garter belt sat beneath them, the straps arranged neatly, silver clips catching the light. Lace-top nude stockings were folded below, sheer and soft-looking, more subtle than the white hold-ups. At the foot of the bed stood a pair of white high heels, elegant and not as high as the pink shoes.

Beside the pillows lay a blonde wig. Not the cheap punishment wig with stiff curls and childish bangs. This one looked more real. Still blonde, but softer, with a natural fall and a smoother shape. It would frame the face differently. It would not shout sissy quite as loudly. It would make the lie of a girl more believable.

Georgina stood there with one hand holding the towel closed, staring at the bed while fear and excitement moved through her again, tangled so tightly she could no longer tell which one had begun first.

Georgina was still standing in the doorway in her towel, staring at the white things laid out across the bed, when Mistress Sharon appeared behind her and came quietly into the room. The black leather dress she had worn all day made a soft, controlled sound as she moved, but there was nothing theatrical about her now. The severity remained, of course. Yet something in her manner had altered.

“Put the towel on the chair,” she ordered.

Georgina obeyed.

The room felt different in the late afternoon light. Softer somehow. The pale pink satin sheets on the bed caught the glow from the window, and the white lingerie seemed to shine against them, delicate and deliberate and almost impossibly feminine. The garments lacked the comic cruelty of the pink dress. They were not designed to make her look absurd. That was what unsettled her. They were lovely in a way that was much harder to defend against.

Mistress Sharon touched the edge of the white bra with one fingertip.

“This evening,” she said, “you are not being dressed as a silly little caricature. You are being shown what you might become if you stop fighting and accept what you are.”

Georgina did not trust her voice just then. The fear was still there, steady and cold beneath her ribs, but it had begun to mingle with something quieter and more dangerous. Curiosity, perhaps. Or hope. She did not want to name it.

“Sit down,” Mistress Sharon said.

Georgina sat at the dressing table.

For a moment she saw herself in the mirror as she was then: hair damp and flattened from the shower, face clean and bare, shoulders slightly drawn in, the towel gone, her newly softened body looking strangely unfinished without clothes or colour. She looked younger like this.

Mistress Sharon stood behind her and began with moisturiser again, though more lightly than before. Her hands were slower now. The touch was careful, almost thoughtful, smoothing over Georgina’s cheeks and temples, her jaw, the bridge of her nose, the skin beneath her eyes. There was nothing erotic in it, nothing designed to fluster her, yet Georgina felt a tremor move through her all the same. The gentleness itself was disarming. All day she had been corrected, instructed, positioned, commanded. Now she was being handled with care.

The first products went on with a precision she had not seen from Mistress Sharon before. Foundation, but lighter and more exact. Not a mask this time, but something that evened and softened. Concealer at the corners of the eyes. Powder only where it was needed. Georgina watched, almost without breathing, as her own face slowly receded and another possibility began to emerge beneath Mistress Sharon’s skill.

Then came the contouring.

Georgina had heard the word, of course. She had never understood it. Under Mistress Sharon’s hands it became something close to transformation. Shadows were drawn and blended with meticulous attention to detail. The sides of her nose changed first, seeming finer by degrees. Then her cheekbones, no longer merely the same cheeks with colour on them, but shaped and lifted so that the face gained structure she had never possessed before. Her jaw softened. Her forehead seemed different. Even her chin altered slightly, not in truth, but in suggestion so convincing that truth began to seem less important.

Mistress Sharon leaned in, studying her work in the mirror from different angles.

“There,” she said quietly. “You see? One does not simply paint a face. One reveals it.”

The words stayed with Georgina.

The eye makeup came next, and here too Mistress Sharon took far more care than she had before. The heavy garishness was gone. In its place she worked with smoky tones and fine lines, darkening and shaping the eyes so that they seemed larger, more languid, more knowing. There was skill in it now, and intention. Georgina’s eyelids lowered when she was told, lifted when she was told, and all the while the woman in the mirror moved further away from the frightened creature who had tottered about the living room in bright circles of blusher and clownish lipstick.

Her lashes were curled.

Mascara followed, separating them properly this time instead of leaving them thick and crude. Then false lashes. Mistress Sharon fixed them with a lightness that made the process almost graceful. When Georgina opened her eyes and looked again, the difference startled her. Her gaze seemed deeper somehow, more framed, more expressive. Not prettier in a childish or painted way, but more deliberate. More adult.

Mistress Sharon smiled faintly at the reflection.

The lipstick took longest.

Not the loud, blunt red of the morning, but a deep, gleaming shade worked carefully into shape. Mistress Sharon outlined first, subtly altering the balance of Georgina’s mouth, then filled it in with a richness that made the lips seem fuller and softer without slipping into absurdity. When she blotted, reapplied and added the faintest touch of gloss to the centre, Georgina barely recognised the mouth in the mirror.

The whole face had changed.

Not beyond recognition, and yet somehow beyond the old version of herself. The planes were softer. The expression, even at rest, held more femininity than she would have thought possible. The makeup did not sit on top of her. It seemed to have taken her features and translated them into another language.

Mistress Sharon rested her hands lightly on Georgina’s shoulders and met her eyes in the glass. “That,” she said, “is closer to who Georgina is meant to be.”

Georgina did not know how to answer. If she spoke, she feared her voice might break the spell and drop her old self clattering back into place. She only nodded once, very slightly, and Mistress Sharon, for once, seemed content with that.

The nails came next.

Mistress Sharon opened a small case and selected long, deep red false nails, each one gleaming in the light with a glossy elegance that made the memory of the cheap red set seem almost laughable. These were not comic. They were feminine and polished. She fixed them carefully, finger by finger, pressing each one into place, adjusting, checking, moving on. Georgina held her hands out and watched them change.

When they were finished, they no longer looked like her hands at all. They looked elegant. Too elegant, perhaps, for the rest of her. But the sight of them made something in her shift. Fingers seemed suddenly worth noticing. Worth placing carefully. Worth moving with thought. She flexed them once and stopped when Mistress Sharon gave her a look.

“Gently,” Mistress Sharon said. “A woman with nails like those does not flap.”

Georgina gave the smallest, strangest half-smile.

The white lingerie waited on the bed like an invitation she did not know how to refuse.

Georgina lifted the panties first. White lace and silk, cool and delicate in her hands, finer by far than anything she had worn so far. She stepped into them slowly, drawing them up with care. The fabric settled against her skin with a softness that made her pause. Then the bra, just as lovely, shaped and fastened beneath Mistress Sharon’s watchful eye. After that the garter belt, which took concentration and left her breathing a little more carefully by the time she had arranged it properly.

Mistress Sharon did not rush her.

Each item altered her not only in appearance but in sensation. The lace-top nude stockings were sheer and elegant, almost invisible at first glance except for the graceful line they gave her legs. Fastening them to the garter belt required her to bend with her new red nails, work with care, and think about what she was doing. By the time she stood again, she felt assembled in a way that was new and unnerving.

She had never imagined that clothing could change her from the inside out. Yet it seemed to be happening.

The white heels waited by the bed.

She stepped into them and rose carefully, the added height drawing her posture into place at once. These were easier than the pink ones, and they belonged to an entirely different mood. They were elegant rather than silly, sharp rather than comic. When she looked down at them, and at the sheer nude stockings leading to the white lace and silk above, she felt a strange flutter of disbelief.

Mistress Sharon stood back, considering her.

Then she reached for the final garment lying across the bed and lifted it with both hands.

It was a long, sheer white peignoir, almost weightless, with flowing sleeves and feathered edges that trembled at the slightest movement. The fabric looked like mist given shape. When Mistress Sharon held it out, Georgina slipped her arms into it and felt it settle over her shoulders and fall around her in soft folds. It did not conceal the lingerie so much as transform it, turning what she wore into something glamorous, intimate and faintly mysterious. The long sleeves drifted when she moved. The feathered trim brushed lightly at her wrists and hem.

“It is perfect for a boudoir,” Mistress Sharon said.

Georgina looked at herself in the mirror and saw that she was right.

One thing remained.

The wig.

Mistress Sharon picked it up and came behind her once more. This blonde was softer than the punishment wig, richer in tone, more natural in the fall. She fitted it carefully, adjusting the cap, smoothing the hairline, drawing a few pieces forward, arranging it so that it framed Georgina’s face with effortless seeming precision. The shape balanced the contouring perfectly. It softened the forehead, skimmed the cheekbones, and made the eyes seem even larger and more luminous.

When Mistress Sharon finally stepped back, the room went very still.

Georgina looked at herself.

And for the first time, saw herself in reality.

Not at a joke in pink satin. Not at a pathetic creature in garish makeup. Not at a frightened boy buried beneath frills. The woman in the mirror was unmistakably feminine. Not perfect, not yet, but real enough to catch at her breath. The face had depth now. The eyes seemed alive. The mouth was lush and composed. The lingerie and peignoir gave her shape and softness. The nails gleamed darkly at the ends of elegant hands. The wig completed the whole thing so perfectly that it became impossible, in that moment, to see where George had gone.

Pretty, she thought.

The word came quietly, but it came.

Pretty.

The shock of it almost undid her. Mistress Sharon saw the change in her expression and said nothing for a few seconds. Then, very gently, she laid one hand on Georgina’s shoulder.

“Say hello to Georgina,” she said.

Georgina kept looking at the mirror. For the first time, the person looking back did not seem absurd. She seemed possible.


Chapter Eight: Georgina’s First Performance

Georgina sat on the edge of her bed, her knees drawn together and angled carefully to one side.

Mistress Sharon had placed her like that.

A hand at her shoulder. A small correction at her wrist. Two fingers beneath her chin to lift it when she looked down. The peignoir fell around her in sheer white layers, soft as mist and almost weightless against her skin. Its long sleeves drifted over her arms, the feathered edges brushing her wrists whenever she moved. One side had slipped open where she sat, not enough to reveal anything indecent, but enough for the lace top of a nude stocking to show, with the pale strap of a garter disappearing beneath the white silk.

Georgina had tried to close it.

Mistress Sharon stopped her.

“That’s it,” she said.

Georgina froze, one red-nailed hand hovering over the peignoir.

Mistress Sharon stood back and looked at her. Not with the brisk, correcting gaze of the morning, nor the teacherly severity she had used during the walking practice and housework. This was different. Assessing, yes, but also satisfied. Almost admiring.

“That is the first impression I want to create for our audience.”

Georgina looked towards the mirror and saw the shape Mistress Sharon had made of her: the soft fall of blonde hair framing her face, the dark red mouth, the long white peignoir, the hint of stocking and garter at the side. She did not look like the ridiculous pink thing from that morning. She did not look like George in sissy clothes. She looked like a dream. Feminine. Deliberate.

Mistress Sharon crossed the room to the tripod and adjusted the camera. The bedroom had become a set and the show was about to begin. The pale pink satin sheets shimmered behind Georgina. The lace-edged pillows had been stacked to soften the background. The bedside lamp gave the room a warm glow, kind to the white silk and dangerous to the face Mistress Sharon had created with such care. The laptop sat open on the dressing table, its screen angled away from Georgina for now. A small ring light stood beside it, not yet switched on.

Georgina watched Mistress Sharon work.

There was something horrible about how calmly she was. The cable was moved so it would not show. The camera angle lowered slightly, then lifted again. Mistress Sharon glanced from the little screen to Georgina, then back again, deciding exactly how her new charge should appear to strangers.

“Hands in your lap,” Mistress Sharon said.

Georgina obeyed, placing her gleaming red nails lightly over one another.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Shoulders softer.”

Georgina lowered them.

“Chin up, but not proud.”

The correction moved through her body. She adjusted herself by tiny degrees, suddenly aware of every inch of what might be seen. The peignoir at her thigh. The line of her legs. The polished white heels just visible beneath the drifting hem. The heavy sweep of blonde hair against her cheek. The shape of her mouth under the lipstick.

Mistress Sharon looked at the camera and the laptop again.

“Yes,” she said, more to herself than to Georgina. “That will do.”

Georgina’s heartbeat seemed to move higher in her chest.

Mistress Sharon came away from the tripod and walked to the small table by the window. A bottle stood there with two glasses. She poured a measure of whisky, not large, but enough for the smell to reach Georgina even across the room: sharp, smoky, adult. The sound of it against the glass was oddly ordinary, and that made the scene feel stranger. A quiet bedroom. A camera. A woman in black leather. A sissy in white silk being prepared for an audience.

Mistress Sharon carried the glass to her.

“For Dutch courage,” she said.

Georgina took it with both hands. The glass felt heavy and smooth between her fingers. The red tips curved around it elegantly, as though they belonged to someone who had always known how to hold such things.

“I don’t know if I can do this, Mistress,” she said.

Mistress Sharon did not scold her. That was almost worse. She stood in front of Georgina and looked down at her, the key at her neck catching the bedroom light.

“All you have to do is sit there and look pretty,” she said. “Follow instructions. Answer when spoken to. Smile when I tell you to smile. If someone compliments you, you will say thank you. If someone addresses you, call them Sir. Nothing more complicated than that.”

Georgina stared into the whisky.

Nothing more complicated than becoming visible.

Nothing more complicated than letting strangers see the thing Mistress Sharon had created in a few short days.

“Drink,” Mistress Sharon said.

Georgina lifted the glass carefully. The first sip burned, and she swallowed too quickly, coughing once before managing to stop herself. Mistress Sharon’s mouth tightened. Georgina tried again, slower this time. The whisky spread warmth down through her chest and into the nervous emptiness beneath her ribs.

Mistress Sharon moved back to the camera and made another adjustment.

“Just relax,” she said. “Be yourself.”

The words were so absurd that Georgina almost laughed.

She took another sip.

The warmth helped, but not enough. Her heart was beating nineteen to the dozen, so fast she thought the camera might somehow pick it up when the live cast began. Her mouth felt dry beneath the lipstick. Her fingers tingled. The room seemed to hold its breath around her.

Mistress Sharon checked the laptop once more.

A faint light from the screen touched her face.

Georgina drank again.

By the time the glass was empty, the whisky had placed a small fire inside her, not courage exactly, but something near enough to make her sit a little straighter. Her fear had not gone. Neither had the excitement. They remained tangled inside her, pulling against one another until she could barely tell the difference.

She set the glass down carefully on the bedside table.

The peignoir shifted at her thigh.

The stocking top showed.

Mistress Sharon looked up from the laptop and smiled.

Georgina folded her hands in her lap again and waited.

Mistress Sharon turned the laptop so Georgina could see the screen.

At first, she saw only the reflection of herself in the dark edge of it: blonde hair, white peignoir, red mouth, eyes too wide beneath careful lashes. Then the page shifted, loaded, and the live cast waiting room appeared.

Her breath caught.

There were people there already. Not one or two. Not a handful of curious strangers who might lose interest before anything began. Dozens. Then more, as the number in the corner changed while she watched.

Eighty-seven. Ninety-two. Ninety-eight.

A small line of text announced that people were waiting.

Georgina stared at it as if the number might become less real if she looked hard enough. It did not. A few seconds later it flicked upwards again. One hundred and three.

Her fingers tightened in her lap, long red nails pressing against the soft white peignoir. The warmth of the whiskey seemed to vanish now, swallowed by the cold opening beneath her ribs. One hundred people. One hundred strangers sitting somewhere beyond the screen, waiting to see her. Waiting for Georgina.

Mistress Sharon watched her closely. “Hands,” she said.

Georgina loosened them at once.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her voice was faint. Softer than it would have been yesterday, but not steady. She tried to sit as Mistress Sharon had arranged her, knees together and angled to one side, shoulders low, chin lifted but not proud. The side of the peignoir still fell open enough to show the lace top of her stocking and the pale line of the garter strap. She could feel the exposure like a touch of cold air, though nothing indecent showed. That almost made it more powerful. It was suggestion. Arrangement. The first impression Mistress Sharon wanted.

The number rose again. One hundred and nine.

“I can’t,” she whispered.

Mistress Sharon’s eyes moved from the laptop to Georgina’s face. “You can.”

The certainty in her voice left no room for argument. Georgina swallowed. Mistress Sharon glanced at her watch. “Seven o’clock,” she said.

The room seemed to shrink to the camera, the laptop, the bed and the sound of Georgina’s breathing. The old house beyond the bedroom disappeared. No hallway. No stairs. No kitchen below where she had washed dishes and answered quietly. Just this soft, staged room with its pale pink bed and warm lamp and waiting audience.

Mistress Sharon stood, smoothed the front of her black leather dress, and moved to the camera.

“Stay exactly as you are,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Sharon checked the frame one final time, then stepped directly in front of the lens so Georgina was hidden behind her. On the laptop screen, Mistress Sharon appeared full and commanding, black leather catching the warm light, red mouth composed, hair pinned back, eyes calm. She did not look nervous. She did not look remotely uncertain. She looked as if the audience had arrived precisely when summoned.

She pressed the button and the live feed began.

For a moment, nothing happened except a slight delay, then the streaming interface appeared. The comments column stirred, flickered, and began moving.

Mistress Sharon smiled at the camera.

“Welcome,” she said. “I’m very glad you could join us, and I’m delighted to see so many of you here this evening.”

Her voice was smooth. Clear. Practised. It unsettled Georgina to hear it used this way, addressed to people she could not see. Mistress Sharon sounded like someone opening a formal gathering, not a woman standing at the foot of a bed about to display her feminised lodger to strangers.

“As many of you will know, if you have been following the updates, I recently discovered my rather errant lodger helping himself to my underwear. George had already been a difficult young man in several other respects: lazy, arrogant, entitled, untidy, and altogether too certain that rules were for other people. So, after giving the matter some thought, I decided that ordinary correction would not be enough.”

Georgina’s face burned.

Hearing it spoken aloud to strangers was different. The words became heavier in Mistress Sharon’s mouth. Errant lodger. My underwear. Lazy. Arrogant. Entitled. She sat behind Mistress Sharon, hidden for the moment, and felt each description land with quiet force.

Mistress Sharon continued.

“George is now Georgina. She has begun her sissy training, and I must say she has shown more promise than I expected. There was quite a lot of stiffness yesterday, naturally. Some sulking. Some poor posture. A great many masculine habits to remove. But she has made progress. Her walk is softer. Her voice is improving. She is beginning to understand that femininity is not only what one wears, but how one moves, listens and obeys.”

The comments moved faster.

Georgina could not read them properly from where she sat, but she could see their motion. Little bursts of words appearing and vanishing. Hearts drifting upwards. Icons. Names. Fragments of reaction she could not catch quickly enough.

Mistress Sharon lifted one hand slightly.

“I do ask that you show some respect this evening. Georgina is quite nervous. This is her first time appearing live, after all. You may ask her polite questions. You may ask her to pose, within reason. You may compliment her, of course, and I am sure she will be taught to receive compliments properly. But nothing too challenging tonight. We are introducing her to being admired, not overwhelming her entirely.”

Georgina’s hands twitched in her lap again.

Being admired.

The phrase did not fit. It slid over her like the peignoir, soft and impossible to trust. She wanted to believe the audience would laugh. Laughter was awful, but it made sense. Cruelty made sense. Admiration was harder. Admiration asked something of her. It suggested there was something worth looking at.

Mistress Sharon turned her head slightly, just enough for Georgina to see the side of her face.

“Ready?”

Georgina’s mouth opened. No sound came out. Mistress Sharon waited. “Yes, Mistress,” Georgina managed.

Mistress Sharon turned back to the camera. “Then may I present,” she said, with a small, controlled smile, “sissy Georgina.”

She stepped aside. Georgina was suddenly visible.

Georgina sat on the edge of the bed exactly as Mistress Sharon had arranged her, knees together and angled to one side, hands folded with red nails gleaming against the white peignoir, blonde hair falling softly around the face Mistress Sharon had shaped so carefully. The warm bedroom light touched the sheer sleeves, the feathered cuffs, the pale fall of fabric around her body. The stocking top and garter showed at the side, not much, just enough, exactly as Mistress Sharon had wanted.

Georgina saw herself on the laptop screen.

The image looked back at her with frightened eyes and a lush, painted mouth. It was her and not her. Real and impossible. Pretty in a way that made her stomach tighten.

Then the comments exploded.

Wow.

Oh my god.

She’s gorgeous.

That can’t be the same one from yesterday.

Look at her hands. So nervous.

Beautiful, Georgina.

Mistress Sharon, you’ve worked miracles.

Georgina felt the words before she properly read them. They struck her in flashes: gorgeous, beautiful, nervous, same one. Her face heated until she was certain the camera must catch it beneath the careful makeup.

More comments rushed upward.

Some were appreciative in a way that made her feel strange and exposed.

She looks so soft now.

That white peignoir is perfect on her.

Tell her to smile.

Lovely girl.

Others were rougher, coarser, carrying an edge that made Georgina’s stomach clench.

Make her show us how she walks.

I want to hear that voice.

She needs to say she’s Georgina.

Ask her if she likes being watched.

Mistress Sharon moved beside the camera but did not step back in front of it. She remained just close enough that Georgina could see her from the corner of her eye: black leather, severe mouth, one hand resting on the crop.

“Sit still,” Mistress Sharon said softly.

The comments kept coming.

She’s blushing.

So pretty.

Poor thing looks terrified.

No, not poor. Lucky.

Georgina stared at the laptop screen, unable to look fully at the camera and unable to look away. The fear was still there, bright and sharp, but the other feeling moved beneath it now, stronger than before. Those strangers could see her. They were writing about her. Calling her she, pretty, soft, lovely. They were not asking where George had gone. They were not searching for him underneath the peignoir, the hair, the makeup.

They saw Georgina.

And for the first time, with the red nails trembling in her lap and Mistress Sharon watching from just beyond the lens, Georgina could not entirely convince herself they were wrong.

Then Mistress Sharon gave her the next shock.

She glanced at the laptop, read something on the screen, and smiled in a way Georgina did not understand until it was too late.

“Now,” Mistress Sharon said, turning slightly towards the camera, “we have someone rather special joining us on audio.”

Georgina’s eyes moved from Mistress Sharon to the laptop.

The comments were still rushing past. Hearts. Little bursts of praise. Strangers writing about her face, her hair, the peignoir, the way she sat. She could barely read any of it properly, not with her heart beating so hard and her hands trembling in her lap. The world had already become too large. Too visible. Too full of people who knew the name Georgina and had accepted it without hesitation.

Mistress Sharon continued, calm as ever.

“My husband John is on the feed,” she said. “He will lead the audio from now on and ask Georgina to pose for you.”

For a second, Georgina did not move at all. John Church. Pot-bellied John in his old jumpers, with butter sometimes on his cuff and a newspaper folded badly beside his tea. John, who had grumbled about the weather and the price of things at the local garden centre. John, who had always seemed solid and ordinary and safe in the way older men sometimes did when they belonged to houses, routines and sensible shoes.

John was watching.

John knew.

The thought hit Georgina harder than the live audience had. Strangers were terrible, but strangers belonged to the screen. They could be imagined as usernames, icons, or flashes of text that appear and disappear too quickly to have an impact. John had sat across from her at the kitchen table when she was still George. John had watched her borrow milk, leave mugs upstairs, make stupid remarks, lounge in doorways as if the house existed for her convenience.

Now he was somewhere else, listening through a microphone, watching her in white silk and blonde hair. Her face went cold beneath the makeup. Mistress Sharon turned to her. Georgina must have looked shell-shocked because Mistress Sharon’s expression sharpened with satisfaction.

“You will address John as Sir at all times,” she said. “Do you understand?”

Georgina’s mouth opened, but nothing came out at first. The red nails pressed into the soft peignoir. Her throat seemed to have closed around the word. Mistress Sharon waited.

“Yes, Mistress,” Georgina whispered.

“Louder.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.”

A small crackle came from the laptop speakers. Then a man cleared his throat. John’s voice filled the bedroom. “Hello, Georgina.”

It was unmistakably him. Perhaps slightly amused, perhaps slightly uncertain at the edges, but him all the same. Ordinary, familiar John, suddenly placed inside the most impossible part of Georgina’s new life.

Georgina swallowed and made herself answer. “Good evening, Sir.”

The words felt unreal leaving her mouth. Sir. Not John. Not Mr Church. Sir. Said in the soft voice Mistress Sharon had spent the day training into her, from a body dressed in white silk and lace, with a garter showing at the edge of the peignoir and a camera pointed at the bed.

“Well,” John said after a short pause, “that’s much better than I expected.”

The comments still flickered madly on the laptop. John’s voice came again, warmer now. “You look very pretty, Georgina. A lot better than you used to, I must say.”

Heat rushed into her face. “Thank you, Sir,” Georgina said, because she knew she was expected to say something and because the phrase came out of her voice almost by itself.

“That’s all right,” John said. “I’m rather looking forward to meeting you in person.”

The room seemed to tilt.

Meeting Georgina. As if she were someone new. As if he had already agreed to the same truth Mistress Sharon had been pressing into her all weekend. Georgina’s hands trembled. Mistress Sharon turned slightly towards the camera again. “I think our Georgina is beginning to understand that there is no private little corner left for George Loomis to hide in.”

The comments surged. Georgina caught one despite herself.

John sounds pleased.

Another.

Imagine being seen like that by him.

Another, simpler and somehow worse.

She belongs there.

“Stand up, Georgina,” John said through the laptop.

She stood carefully. More carefully than she had ever stood in her life. The white heels took her weight with a delicate, treacherous firmness. The peignoir slid around her body in soft layers, feathered cuffs drifting over her hands. The long fall of blonde hair brushed her shoulders as she lifted her chin, trying to remember every correction. Knees close. Shoulders down. Hands soft. Do not rush. Do not hunch. Do not look like a guilty boy in borrowed clothes.

The audience was watching.

John was watching.

Mistress Sharon was watching.

“Very nice,” John said. “Turn slowly for us.”

Georgina breathed in. “Yes, Sir.”

She turned. The white peignoir moved with her, catching the warm light from the bedside lamp, opening and settling again with each careful shift of her feet. She kept the movement slow. The sheer fabric floated behind her. The lace and silk beneath gave shape and a hint of definition beneath the sheer material. The garter strap appeared for a moment at the side, then vanished as the peignoir fell back into place.

The comments began to burst faster.

Wow.

She’s beautiful.

That turn!

Much better than yesterday.

She looks gorgeous.

Some were rougher, their tone pushing at the edges of what Georgina could bear to read.

Make her show off more.

She knows exactly what she’s doing.

Lucky girl.

Georgina completed the turn and faced the camera again, breathing carefully.

John gave a low chuckle. “There we are. She’s learning, Sharon.”

“She is,” Mistress Sharon said. “Slowly.”

“Hands to the side of the peignoir, Georgina. Just hold it lightly. Don’t clutch at it.”

Georgina obeyed. Her red nails caught the sheer white fabric at either side, holding it as if it were something precious. She felt ridiculous and strangely graceful at the same time.

“Now look towards the camera.”

She tried.

Not directly at first. Her eyes slid towards the laptop, then down, then back up again.

“Camera, Georgina,” John said, not unkindly. “Not the floor.”

“Yes, Sir.”

She lifted her eyes.

The little dark circle of the lens seemed to open in front of her. Beyond it were the watchers, the comments, the hearts, the unseen men and women who had come to witness her first live appearance. She imagined them leaning closer, comparing her to yesterday’s clips, deciding whether the softer wig suited her, whether the makeup made her convincing, whether the old George had truly vanished beneath the peignoir.

“Good girl,” John said. “Now one hand near your cheek. Softly. That’s it. No, not like you’ve got toothache. Light fingers.”

Georgina adjusted her hand, deeply aware of the nails, the makeup, the soft blonde hair brushing her wrist. Mistress Sharon moved behind the camera and made a tiny correction with her own fingers in the air, demonstrating the angle. Georgina copied it.

“Undo the belt and let the peignoir fall open; let’s see what you have beneath.” Georgina took a breath and, with her free hand, pulled the bow on the belt and felt the peignoir settle and open, revealing her panties and bra and garter. The cool air touched her skin and raised goosebumps.

The comments quickened at once.

That’s lovely.

She looks like a film star.

Look at those nails.

Pretty little thing.

“Now sit again,” John said. “Slowly. Knees together.”

She sat on the edge of the bed, trying not to collapse into it. The peignoir pooled around her. The stocking tops and panties were revealed. Every fold was feminine and sexy and alluring. Every compliment on the screen belonged as much to Mistress Sharon’s construction as to Georgina’s body.

“Very good,” John said. “Now stand again.”

Georgina stood.

“Turn your head to the side.”

She turned.

“Look down a little.”

She looked down.

“Smile for them.”

The smile came badly at first, nervous and tight. Mistress Sharon’s voice cut in. “Softly, Georgina.”

Georgina remembered the lesson from earlier. Pleasant. Small. Feminine. She softened her mouth, lifted the smile only slightly, and the whole face in the laptop preview seemed to change.

The comments exploded again.

There it is.

Oh wow.

That smile.

She’s stunning.

Mistress Sharon, you’ve made something special.

“I think she needs to move now,” John said. “Wouldn’t you say, Sharon?”

“I think so.”

Georgina looked at Mistress Sharon.

“Sir would like you to dance,” she said.

Georgina went still. Mistress Sharon’s eyes narrowed. Georgina corrected herself quickly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

John’s voice came through with amused warmth. “Dance for the boys, Georgina.”

A second later, music filled the room. It was slow at first, low and pulsing beneath a soft female vocal, nothing wild, nothing that gave Georgina any useful excuse to laugh or refuse. It belonged too well to the bedroom, to the lamp glow, to the white peignoir and the waiting camera.

Georgina stood there, frozen in the first wash of sound. Mistress Sharon moved to the side of the camera. “Start with your hands,” she said. “Let them move. Slowly.”

Georgina lifted her hands. The long sheer sleeves drifted with the motion. The feathered edges stirred around her wrists. She felt immediately foolish, but John’s voice came through before she could retreat into stiffness.

“That’s it. Smaller movements. Don’t rush it.”

She obeyed.

One hand moved down through the air. The other followed. The peignoir shifted over her shoulders. She took a cautious step to the side, then another. The white heels changed the dance before she could think about it, keeping her steps close, forcing her balance into small adjustments of hip and knee. The fabric moved with her, softening everything.

“Turn a little,” John said. “Let them see the shape.”

Georgina turned.

The peignoir floated around her legs.

“Good. Now let the peignoir sit lower on your shoulders. Just a little.”

She eased the peignoir down until it rested lower, revealing the delicate straps of the bra beneath while the long sleeves remained in place. The effect in the laptop preview was startling. Softer. More glamorous. More deliberate. Nothing indecent, nothing exposed beyond what the outfit had been chosen to show, and yet the change made the room feel warmer.

The comments became frantic.

Wow, she’s so hot.

That’s beautiful.

I’d really like to meet her.

She’s blushing again.

Those shoulders.

Georgina is perfect.

There were coarser ones too, flashing past before Mistress Sharon could moderate or perhaps before she chose to. Georgina saw enough to feel heat rush through her, then tried not to look again. The words were not gentle, but they were attention, and attention had begun to work on her in a way she did not know how to resist.

“Keep moving,” John said.

Georgina moved.

Slowly at first. Painfully aware of the camera, the comments, Mistress Sharon’s eyes and John’s voice guiding her from the laptop. She shifted one foot, then the other. Let the sleeves drift. Let the peignoir float.

Then, almost without noticing, she found a rhythm.

The music helped. So did the whisky. So did the hours of training that had already worn pathways through her body. The deportment practice had taught her how to take smaller steps. The voice lessons had taught her how to soften under scrutiny. The mirror had shown her someone pretty enough to be looked at. Now the dance gathered those lessons together and made them move.

Her hips shifted more naturally.

The peignoir breathed around her.

Her hands rose and fell with less awkwardness.

The blonde hair slid across her cheek when she turned, and this time she did not flinch from it. She let it be part of her. She let the sleeves drift. She let the stockinged leg appear beneath the white fabric for a moment and vanish again. She let herself hear the music instead of only the panic.

For a few seconds, perhaps longer, Georgina lost herself in the dance.

She followed.

She moved.

She felt the fabric and the music and the strange, impossible image of herself on the laptop screen. A pretty blonde figure in white, moving softly in the warm bedroom light, red nails catching the air, mouth parted, eyes wide but no longer entirely terrified.

The comments ran like a bright, dangerous river.

She’s gorgeous.

That’s it, Georgina.

Look at her now.

So much better than yesterday.

She was made for this.

I’d love to see her live again.

More salacious ones came too, sharper and hungrier. There was admiration there. Real or imagined, kind or crude, it came through the screen all the same. It surrounded her, named her, reflected her back in a hundred small flashes.

John’s voice softened. “That’s lovely, Georgina. Keep going.” And she did.

For one frightening, glittering moment, Georgina was no longer simply obeying because she had been trapped. She was dancing because everyone was watching.

She kept moving because she had not been told to stop. Her steps were smaller now, softer, the white heels finding their place on the rug as if they had been part of her for longer than an hour. The peignoir drifted from her shoulders in pale, misty folds, its feathered edges moving with the slow rise and fall of her hands. Her face felt hot beneath the careful makeup, but the heat no longer belonged only to fear.

John’s voice came through the laptop a moment later.

“That’s enough dancing for now, Georgina. Sit down again.”

The music faded.

For a second, the silence felt enormous.

Georgina obeyed, breathing carefully as she returned to the edge of the bed. She remembered to lower herself slowly, knees together, angled to one side, one hand arranging the peignoir without clutching it. The stocking top reappeared where the fabric had slipped open, and this time she did not immediately try to cover it. The red nails settled in her lap. The blonde hair fell softly around her face.

She sat there, heart racing, trying to look calm.

Trying to look pretty.

Trying to be what the screen seemed to insist she already was.

John gave a low, appreciative sound.

“Well,” he said, “she is far too good to waste.”

Mistress Sharon stepped forward. There was something in her hand.

At first Georgina did not recognise it because her mind had grown thick with nerves, whisky and the glittering unreality of the live feed. Then the black case, the faint crack along the screen protector, the shape of it, all came sharply into focus. Her phone.

No.

George’s phone.

The sight of it sent a jolt through her stronger than any comment had done. Mistress Sharon held it out. “There is a message,” she said.

Georgina looked from the phone to Mistress Sharon. The audience watched. The little camera light was still on. The laptop still carried the live feed. Hearts drifted up the side of the screen as if nothing serious could happen in such soft lighting.

“Take it,” Mistress Sharon said.

Georgina reached for it with trembling red nails. The phone felt horribly familiar in her hand, a last object from the old life placed into the new one. For a moment she could only stare at the lock screen. Notifications sat there. Missed calls. Messages. Ordinary app symbols made monstrous by context.

One message had been opened enough for the preview to show. It was from work. Georgina’s stomach dropped. Mistress Sharon stood beside her, one hand resting lightly on the bedpost.

“Read it aloud,” she said.

Georgina’s throat tightened.

“Mistress, I…”

Mistress Sharon’s eyes hardened.

“Read it.”

The screen blurred for a second, and Georgine had to blink to make the words sharpen. There was an official header. The company name. A formal greeting that still used George Loomis because the world outside this bedroom had not yet been instructed otherwise.

She began to read, but her voice broke almost immediately.

“Dear Mr Loomis…”

The name sounded wrong.

Old.

Georgina forced herself on.

“Our data security team has flagged an online profile and associated media under the name…” She swallowed. “Under the name Only Sissy Fans, account holder @PerfectSissy, containing images and video content in which you appear to be identifiable.”

The comments slowed for a moment, as if the audience itself had leaned closer.

Georgina’s hand shook.

“Given the nature of the material, and its apparent association with conduct not in keeping with our company’s brand, values and professional standards, we have reviewed your position.”

Her voice went thinner.

Mistress Sharon watched her.

John was silent on the feed.

Georgina continued, each word landing like a separate little blow.

“We regret to inform you that your employment has been terminated, effective immediately. Your access to internal systems has been revoked. Final salary and any outstanding holiday entitlement will be processed in accordance with your contract. Please do not attend the office. A member of HR will contact you regarding the return of company property.”

She stopped.

The bedroom seemed to pulse around her.

For several seconds, Georgina could not breathe properly. The phone lay in her hands like something dead. Work was gone. The grey office. The headsets. Anna. The vending machines. The tired carpet tiles. The customers complaining about bills. The desk where she had opened Mistress Sharon’s first photograph and felt the world tilt.

Gone.

Terminated, effective immediately.

She looked at the screen again, unable to stop herself, as if a different sentence might appear if she stared hard enough. It did not. The words remained neat, official and final.

Her job had been taken from her while she sat in white silk, in front of a live audience, with John listening and Mistress Sharon smiling beside her.

The comments began moving again.

Oh my god.

No way.

She’s free now.

Poor Georgina.

Mistress Sharon planned everything.

She can stay where she belongs.

Georgina’s painted mouth parted, but no words came.

Some distant part of her tried to reach for anger. It should have been there. It should have risen hot and useful, given her something to cling to, something solid enough to make her stand up and shout that this was insane, illegal, impossible, that they had ruined her life.

But anger could not find its shape.

Mistress Sharon turned towards the camera. She did not rush. She did not apologise. She did not pretend to be surprised. Her expression was calm, satisfied and faintly amused, as though the message had arrived exactly when the lesson required it.

“Well,” she said to the audience, “it looks like Georgina is going to stay for a while longer.”


Chapter Nine: Femme Transformations

Georgina woke to find Mistress Sharon standing over her.

For a few seconds she did not understand where she was, or why the room looked so soft around the edges. The pale pink sheets were twisted beneath her. The white peignoir from the night before lay half across the foot of the bed, crumpled and ghostly in the weak morning light. Her mouth felt dry. Her head ached slightly, though whether from whisky, fear, lack of sleep or the strange glittering unreality of the live cast, she could not tell.

Mistress Sharon was already dressed.

Not in leather this time. Not in the theatrical severity of the previous day, nor the silk dressing gown, nor the outfits that seemed chosen to press themselves into Georgina’s imagination. This was different. A black business suit, sharply cut, severe at the shoulders, the jacket buttoned neatly over a pale blouse. Her hair was pinned back again. Her makeup was immaculate but restrained, dark enough around the eyes to remind Georgina who she was dealing with, but not garish.

“Get up,” Mistress Sharon said.

Georgina pushed herself upright, still half tangled in the sheets. For one dreadful instant she forgot the body she was in, then sensation returned piece by piece. The smoothness of her legs. The lingering tenderness in her feet. The bra and panties beneath the bedding. The cage, locked and unavoidable.

She looked at Mistress Sharon, then quickly down.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Bathroom. Quickly. No dawdling.”

The morning routine was shorter than before, which made it feel more severe. No elaborate makeup. No careful transformation at the dressing table. No blonde wig being fitted into place. Mistress Sharon allowed her to shower, shave and moisturise, but she watched the process with a businesslike impatience that stripped it of any comfort.

When she returned to the bedroom, the clothes had been chosen for her.

Not clothes, exactly.

The white bra and panties from the night before lay folded on the bed. The white high heels stood neatly on the floor. No dress. No peignoir. No wig. No makeup bag open and waiting to rebuild her face into something prettier.

Georgina stared. Mistress Sharon’s voice came from behind her.

“You may wear those.”

Georgina turned, horrified.

“Mistress?”

Mistress Sharon lifted one eyebrow.

Georgina swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

Her hands shook as she dressed. The white lace and silk had felt strange enough the night before, softened by whisky, makeup, blonde hair and the staged warmth of the bedroom. In the flat morning light, without the glamorous face and flowing wig to complete the illusion, the lingerie felt more exposing. More honest. She could see too much of Georgina and too much of George at the same time.

Mistress Sharon stepped behind her and placed a short coat around her shoulders.

It was plain, dark and practical, ending high on her thighs. Too short to make her feel properly dressed. Long enough to make it possible, from some angles, to pretend she was. Georgina clutched the front of it closed.

“Hands down,” Mistress Sharon said.

Georgina lowered them.

The coat fell open just enough to show the pale edge of the bra at her chest. Her face burned. Mistress Sharon took something from the dressing table. A collar. White, neat, with silver letters across the front.

Sissy.

Georgina’s mouth went dry. Mistress Sharon fastened it around her neck with calm efficiency. The material sat snugly against her throat, not painful, not heavy, but impossible to ignore. Then came the lead. A soft click as it attached to the ring at the front. The sound seemed much louder than it could possibly have been.

Mistress Sharon held the other end.

“There,” she said. “Now we can go.”

Georgina stared at her reflection. Bare face. Short coat. White heels. Collar. Lead. No wig to soften her. No makeup to hide behind. No dress to turn the exposure into costume. Just her, reduced and marked, with Mistress Sharon standing behind her in a black business suit as if this were the most ordinary errand in the world.

“Please, Mistress,” Georgina whispered.

Mistress Sharon looked at her in the mirror.

“One warning,” she said. “You will not beg in the hallway. You will not make a fuss on the stairs. You will not embarrass me in front of the taxi driver. You will walk where I lead you, keep your head down unless I tell you otherwise, and remember that any scene you create will be much worse for you than me.”

Georgina’s fingers curled at her sides.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The walk downstairs was worse than anything from the day before.

The short coat brushed her thighs with every careful step. The heels clicked on the wood. The collar moved against her throat whenever she swallowed, and the faint pull of the lead in Mistress Sharon’s hand made each movement feel humiliating.

The landing, the framed prints, the runner on the stairs, the walls she had once passed without seeing. They all seemed to watch Georgina descend behind Mistress Sharon, bare-faced and frightened, with her old life packed away somewhere out of reach.

At the front door, she stopped.

The morning outside was grey.The street had not altered for her crisis. The damp pavement shone faintly. A car moved past at the end of the road. Somewhere nearby, a dog barked behind a gate. Curtains hung in neighbouring houses. Bins stood at the kerb. A woman in a blue waterproof walked briskly by with a shopping bag, not looking towards the Church house at all.

Mistress Sharon opened the door.Cold air touched Georgina’s legs.

“Move.”

Georgina stepped outside. The world expanded horribly around her.

She kept her eyes down as Mistress Sharon had instructed, but that did not stop her feeling exposed. The white heels on the path. The coat too short around her thighs. The collar snug at her throat. The lead in Mistress Sharon’s hand, visible, undeniable, held with the same practical ease as a handbag strap.

A taxi waited by the kerb.

Mistress Sharon had ordered it already, of course. She had ordered everything. Planned everything. Decided the route, the clothes, the time, the level of shame Georgina would have to carry through the front door and down the path.

The driver looked up as they approached. Georgina saw his eyes flicker. First to Mistress Sharon in her black suit. Then to Georgina’s bare legs. Then to the collar. Then to the lead.

He did not say anything.

Mistress Sharon opened the rear door and gestured. “In.”

Georgina folded herself into the back seat as carefully as she could, trying to keep the coat closed while managing the heels. The car smelled of old upholstery, air freshener and something faintly metallic from the morning rain. Mistress Sharon slid in beside her, still holding the lead, and gave the driver the address.

The taxi pulled away.

For the first few minutes, she stared at her knees. They were pressed together tightly, pale beneath the hem of the coat. Her hands rested in her lap because she did not know where else to put them. The collar made her neck feel too visible. Every time the car slowed, she imagined someone on the pavement looking in, seeing the short coat, the heels, the frightened bare face of a person who looked neither like the man she had been nor the woman she had briefly seen in the mirror.

Then she saw the driver’s face in the rear-view mirror. He was smirking. Not openly. But enough.

His gaze moved up, met Georgina’s for half a second, then returned to the road. The smirk remained at the corner of his mouth. Georgina looked away, heat rushing over her skin.

Mistress Sharon noticed. “Sit still,” she said quietly.

Georgina wanted to vanish.

The streets passed by in wet grey fragments. Terraced houses. Corner shops. Traffic lights. A bus stop where two women stood with folded arms. A cyclist in a high-vis jacket. A row of takeaways not yet open for the day. The taxi carried Georgina through all of it while she sat beside Mistress Sharon in a short coat and white heels, collared and leashed, listening to the small sounds of the car and the louder sound of her own pulse.

George had lost his job by text. George’s clothes were gone. George’s phone had been handed back only to deliver the news of his own collapse. George was somewhere behind her now, trapped in photographs, videos and comments, while Georgina sat in the taxi being taken towards a place whose name she did not yet know.

The city changed as they drove.

The houses thinned slightly. The shops became smaller and more irregular. The main road gave way to a side street, then another, then a narrower back road lined with older brick buildings, shuttered units, a yard with a chain across it, a garage with faded lettering, a beauty wholesaler with dusty windows. It was not glamorous.

The taxi slowed.

Mistress Sharon looked out of the window.

“This is us.”

Georgina followed her gaze. At first, she saw nothing that made sense. A plain frontage between a closed printing shop and a narrow alley. A dark-painted door. Frosted glass. A buzzer. No display window. No posters of smiling women with glossy hair. No elegant reception visible beyond the street.

Only a sign above the door. Simple black letters on a pale background.

Femme Transformations

Mistress Sharon gathered the lead in her hand. Georgina stared at the sign, her heart beginning to race again. Whatever happened inside, she understood with sudden certainty that she would not come out quite the same.

Inside, Femme Transformations was nothing like Georgina had expected.

The door closed behind her and shut out the grey back street at once. In its place came light. Not warm, domestic light like the Church house, nor the soft boudoir glow of a bedroom arranged for an audience, but something cleaner and stranger. The reception area was modern, bright and immaculate. Pale walls. Glossy floors. Chrome edging. Hidden lighting set into the ceiling so that everything seemed evenly illuminated and faintly unreal. The air smelled of expensive products and something antiseptic beneath that, as if beauty and procedure had been blended carefully together.

A long white desk stood at the far side of the room.

Behind it were two girls.

At first Georgina thought they were simply dressed alike. Then she looked properly and realised they were identical. Twins. The same slim build. The same smooth dark bob, cut blunt at the jaw. The same pale makeup. The same glossy pink lips. They wore identical fitted cream blouses with high collars, narrow black skirts and little silk neck scarves tied in precise bows. Even their smiles matched, small and polite and somehow not quite right.

Nothing obvious was wrong with them. Their clothes were neat. Their posture perfect. Their expressions pleasant enough. Yet they seemed just a fraction too synchronised, as though someone had taught them together and they had never since found a reason to drift apart. When one tilted her head, the other did so a second later. When one folded her hands, the other’s fingers settled into the same shape. It gave them a faintly eerie quality, like reflections that had stepped away from the mirror and learned how to breathe.

“Good morning, Mistress Sharon,” they said together. Their voices were almost exactly alike too.

Mistress Sharon did not appear at all surprised. “Good morning,” she replied, businesslike and calm. “This is Georgina.”

Both girls looked at her.

In a single quick sweep that took in the short coat, the white heels, the bare face, the collar with Sissy in silver letters, and the lead still resting in Mistress Sharon’s hand.

One of them smiled a little more deeply.

“We’ve been expecting you, Georgina.”

Georgina’s throat tightened.

The other twin stepped around the desk with a tablet in hand. “Mistress Sharon, everything is prepared.”

“Good,” Mistress Sharon said. She turned to Georgina, and the twins politely lowered their gaze as if the moment did not concern them, which somehow made it worse. “I shall return in the afternoon.” Mistress Sharon’s face remained composed. In the severe black suit, against the bright, clinical elegance of the reception area, she seemed even more remote than usual. Like a woman delivering something to a specialist and expecting it back improved. “You will do exactly as you are told,” she said. “You will be polite. You will not make a scene. If you behave sensibly, this will go much more smoothly.”

Georgina’s fingers twitched at the sides of the coat.

“What are they going to do?” she asked, and hated the thinness in her own voice.

Mistress Sharon considered her for a second, then gave the smallest shrug.

“Help you.”

One of the twins stepped forward and unclipped the lead from the collar with a practised little motion. The removal ought to have brought relief, but instead Georgina felt briefly untethered, as if one hand of authority had simply passed her over to another.

“We’ll take care of Georgina now,” the twin said.

Mistress Sharon gave her one last look. “This is for the best,” she said. “I’ll see you later.” Then she turned and walked out.

The door closed behind her.

Georgina was left standing beneath the bright reception lights, bare-faced in white lingerie beneath a short coat, with the two identical girls smiling at her as if nothing about the situation required explanation.

“This way, please,” said one.

“Please come with us,” said the other.

They led her down a corridor.

Like the reception, it was modern and immaculately clean. Frosted glass doors lined one side. On the other, abstract prints in pale grey and blush pink hung in deliberate intervals. The floor was soft beneath Georgina’s heels, muting her steps. She tried to glance through one of the glass panels as they passed, but the room beyond was only a blur of white and silver.

Neither girl made casual conversation. They moved with the same measured pace, one half a step ahead on either side of her, as if escorting her through some elegant institution whose rules she had not yet been taught. Georgina became intensely aware of her own body in contrast: the slight ache in her calves from the heels, the short coat brushing her thighs, the collar at her throat, the softness of the lingerie beneath, the odd exposed plainness of her bare face after so much makeup and performance.

At the end of the corridor, one twin opened a door. The room beyond was larger than she expected and almost empty.

The first thing she noticed was the tank.

It stood in the centre of the room on a low, raised platform, large and oval, white at the base, with a clear, domed lid lifted open above it. It looked part spa, part medical device, too sleek to be comforting. Tubes ran from its side into a polished metal unit against the wall, where small lights glowed quietly. There was a shower cubicle in one corner, a sink and mirror in another, and a rail hung with folded towels so white they barely seemed real.

Georgina stopped.

“What is that?”

The twins exchanged one of their strange not-quite-simultaneous glances.

“The first stage,” said one.

“Of the feminisation process,” said the other.

Georgina looked back at the tank.

Her mouth went dry. One twin closed the door while the other approached her with the calm, professional smile of someone preparing a client for treatment. “You may take off the coat now.”

Georgina did not move.

The second twin stepped closer. “Everything will be much easier if you cooperate.”

There was no edge in the words. No threat. That made them more unsettling, not less.

Slowly, Georgina slipped the coat from her shoulders and handed it over. Without it, she felt abruptly underdressed in the bright room. White bra, silk panties, white heels. Too feminine to feel like George. Too incomplete to feel like the glamorous Georgina from the night before. Just a body in transition, lit from every angle.

The twins worked briskly after that.

The shoes came off first. The bra was removed with practical efficiency, and finally the panties, leaving Georgina with no time to brace herself properly against each new exposure. There was no sniggering, no embarrassment from them, no false reassurance. Only procedure.

One of them unclasped the collar too.

Georgina had not realised how much she had been feeling it until it was gone.

“Step up, please,” said one.

She climbed onto the platform.

The inside of the tank was smooth and faintly pearlescent, shaped to hold a body reclined but not quite lying flat. It was not cold, which surprised her. When she touched one hand to the inner rim, the material already felt slightly warm, as though anticipating her.

“I don’t like this,” Georgina said.

The words came out smaller than she intended.

One of the twins gave the same polite smile as before. “Most first-time clients are nervous.”

The other lifted a small apparatus from a tray. “This is just a breathing mouthpiece. It will help you stay calm while the chamber is sealed.”

That did not sound like the sort of explanation designed to calm anyone.

Georgina climbed in.

The surface beneath her gave very slightly, supporting her back and shoulders. The shape forced her arms close to her sides. The twins adjusted her gently but firmly, straightening one leg, lowering one shoulder, arranging her as if she were something being positioned for display.

Then came the mouthpiece.

It fitted over her mouth and nose, sealing clearly and softly, delivering cool, filtered air. She breathed once, twice, hearing the faint mechanical hush of it. One twin checked the seal while the other stood by the controls.

“We’ll be monitoring you throughout,” said one.

“Try to relax,” said the other.

The clear lid began to lower.

Georgina’s whole body tensed.

The dome came down with soft, inevitable smoothness until it clicked into place. At once the room outside became distant, the twins slightly blurred through the curved surface. One of them pressed a control. Internal panels darkened by degrees until the outside light dimmed, then faded, then disappeared altogether.

Blackness.

Not complete perhaps, but near enough. A soft, swallowed black that took away edges and direction and left Georgina suspended with her own breathing.

She fought the first rush of panic. The mouthpiece hissed gently. Then she heard a low mechanical sound from somewhere beneath her, and the tank began to fill.

At first the liquid touched her calves.

Warm.

Thicker than water.

It slid around her ankles and up along her legs with a viscous, enveloping slowness, almost silky in the way it moved. Georgina flinched, but there was nowhere to go. The liquid rose over her thighs, her hips, her stomach, wrapping her more closely than water would have done, holding rather than merely surrounding. It carried a faint scent, not unpleasant, something floral and mineral combined, but the main sensation was the heat and the weight of it. Not heavy exactly. Supportive. Inescapable.

Her breathing quickened.

She told herself not to panic.

The liquid kept rising. It covered her chest, her shoulders, her arms held close at her sides. Finally it enclosed her throat, her jaw, the back of her head. The mouthpiece fed her air while the rest of her body disappeared into the warm black suspension.

She could feel everything.

Not with precise clarity, but as a total sensation. The liquid clung to her, holding every line of her body, pressing into the spaces around her as if reading her shape. After a minute, or two, or ten, time began to lose its ordinary outline. The warmth deepened. A faint tingling spread across her skin. It began first in her arms and legs, then moved inward, not painful, not sharp, but unmistakable. Little waves of sensation passing over her, through her, as if the liquid were charged with some tiny, insistent intelligence.

Georgina clenched, then forced herself to loosen.

The tingling increased. Her skin felt too alive. The lines of her body seemed to soften inside the liquid, or perhaps that was her imagination fed by fear. Her chest prickled. Her hips ached faintly. There were moments when the sensation seemed almost distant, like being half asleep in a fever, and others when it sharpened enough to make her want to kick against the tank and demand to be let out.

She did neither.

The blackness did strange things to her mind.

Without light, without sight, without any visible confirmation that the world still existed outside the lid, she drifted between panic and a terrible sort of surrender. She remembered the hypnosis voice from the night before, the dream of the corridor, the way Mistress Sharon had said this was for the best, and each thought slipped into the next without resolving into anything useful. The tank held her. The liquid held her. Time held her.

At some point, she realised that she could no longer easily picture her old body.

Not because she had forgotten it, but because sensation had replaced memory. All she knew in that black chamber was warmth, tingling, pressure, breath. The body became less an image and more a process.

When the tank finally began to drain, she almost did not notice at first.

Then the support lessened. The liquid slipped away down the sides of her body, leaving trails of warmth and a sticky, silky residue on her skin. Air returned around her limbs. She felt suddenly lighter, colder, too sharply outlined. The darkness receded as the panels cleared. Light pressed faintly through her closed eyes. When she opened them, the twins were visible again through the lid, looking down with professional attentiveness.

The dome lifted.

Cool air touched her wet skin.

“You may sit up slowly,” said one.

Georgina did.

The world swayed for a moment. Liquid ran from her shoulders and arms in glossy streams. Her body felt unfamiliar. Not entirely, not at once, but enough. As if something had shifted beneath the skin while she lay in the black warmth and breathed through the mouthpiece.

One of the twins handed her a towel.

“The shower is through there,” said the other. “Wash off the residue thoroughly.”

Georgina climbed unsteadily from the tank.

The floor felt strange beneath her bare feet. The towel clung to her skin as she wrapped it around herself. She moved towards the shower cubicle almost in a daze, aware of the twins tidying equipment behind her with the same uncanny efficiency as before.

The water was warm. She let it run over her head, shoulders, chest, stomach, hips. The residue came away in pale, slick streaks beneath her hands. Her skin felt smoother than ever, almost polished. Sensitive too. She washed carefully, trying not to think, because whenever she tried to think, she saw only the black tank and felt again that enclosing liquid reading her body from all sides.

When she finished, she stepped out and reached for another towel.

That was when she saw the mirror. At first she only glanced. Then she stopped. The towel hung half-forgotten in her hands.

Something had changed.

Not grotesquely. Not so much that she seemed like a different species of self. But changed all the same, undeniably and all at once. The angles of her body had softened. The hard, narrow, slightly bony lines she knew too well seemed eased somehow. Her shoulders looked less blunt. Her waist appeared more shaped. Her hips had the faintest new curve to them, enough that she noticed it instantly and could not look away.

Then her eyes dropped to her chest. The beginnings of breasts were there.

Small, but real enough to alter the whole balance of her. Not merely suggestion, not simply the way she stood, but actual softening, actual new shape. Her stomach tightened as if she might wake from it, but she was already awake. The mirror gave her no escape.

She lifted one hand slowly to her side, then to her chest, not quite touching, as though contact might confirm something she still hoped was an illusion.

It was not an illusion. Her face in the mirror was bare and frightened. Her body beneath it was softer, more feminine, less angular, less male.

The process had begun.

One of the twins brought her a robe.

It was not the soft, comforting sort Georgina might have hoped for, but a thin white treatment robe, smooth and clinical, tied at the waist with a narrow belt. She slipped into it with shaking hands, still unable to stop glancing down at herself. The altered shape of her body seemed to follow every movement. Softer chest. Gentler waist. Hips that had not been there when she woke that morning. Nothing dramatic enough to let her pretend she had become someone else entirely, yet enough to make the old map of herself unreliable.

The twins watched without comment.

When she had tied the robe, they led her out of the treatment room and along another corridor. Georgina walked barefoot this time, which should have made things easier, but her body felt strange without heels after so much enforced practice in them. The floor was warm beneath her soles. The robe brushed against her thighs. Each step made her newly sensitive skin remember the tank, the darkness, the warm viscous liquid closing over her.

The next room was darker.

A single bright lamp hung above a chair in the centre, angled down like an accusation. The chair itself reminded Georgina at once of a dentist’s chair: padded, reclining, with narrow arms and a headrest that looked designed to hold someone still while work was done. Beside it stood a metal trolley covered with neat trays, sealed packets, cotton pads, bottles and instruments too small and precise to be reassuring.

Georgina stopped in the doorway.

One twin placed a hand at the small of her back.

“Please sit.”

The chair tilted slightly as she settled into it, her body sinking into the shaped padding. One twin adjusted the headrest. The other fastened a soft band across her forehead, not tight, only enough to discourage movement. The bright light above her clicked on fully.

She closed her eyes at once.

“Open them,” said one of the twins.

Georgina opened them.

The light blurred everything for a moment, turning the room into white glare and shadow. Then a figure emerged from the darker edge beyond the trolley.

She was taller than the twins, and older. She wore a pale grey tunic over narrow trousers, her silver-blonde hair swept back from a long, composed face. There was nothing warm about her expression. She had the calm detachment of someone who had seen hundreds of nervous clients and found nervousness neither interesting nor problematic.

She came to stand beside the chair and studied Georgina’s face. Cheeks. Jaw. Lips. Brow. Chin. The twins stood behind her, one on either side, silent as reflections.

The older woman touched Georgina’s cheek with gloved fingers, turning her face gently towards the light. “Still too flat through here. A little harsh around the mouth. Lips are narrow, but workable. The brows will need proper attention later.”

Georgina swallowed.

The first injection was in her cheek.

It was only a sting, sharp and brief, but Georgina’s whole body tensed against the chair. One of the twins placed a cool hand on her wrist, not comforting her so much as reminding her that flinching would be inconvenient. The older woman worked with slow precision, placing tiny amounts where she wanted them, pausing now and then to press, smooth and assess.

There was pain, but not much. Pressure more than pain. A strange fullness beneath the skin. A feeling of being altered by increments too small to protest and too significant to ignore.

The second cheek followed.

Georgina stared at the ceiling light until her eyes watered. She could feel the shape of her face changing before she could see it. Not exactly the flesh moving, but the awareness of it. The sense that her cheekbones were being lifted from within, softened and rounded, made less severe. The angular, narrow look that had once belonged to George was being coaxed away with gloved fingers and clinical patience.

“Good,” the woman said at last.

Georgina did not know whether the word was for her or the face.

Then came the lips.

The first injection at the edge of her lip made her fingers curl against the chair arms.

“Still,” said one twin.

Again, it was not agony. It was sting, pressure, swelling, precision. Tiny corrections around the border. A little fullness at the centre. The older woman worked slowly, with a sculptor’s concentration. Georgina could feel her mouth becoming more present on her face, more defined even before colour touched it, as though it had been brought forward into the world and told to matter.

When it was all done, the woman held a mirror above her. Georgina almost did not want to look.

Then she did.

Her face was still bare. Still slightly damp from the shower. Still frightened around the eyes. But the angles had changed. The cheeks were subtly rounder, the mid-face softer, the mouth fuller and more feminine in a way that startled her because it was not paint. Makeup could be washed off. Lipstick could be removed with cotton wool. This was beneath the surface.

This was her.

The woman took the mirror away before Georgina could decide whether to be horrified.

“Ears next.”

The piercing was quick. A pinch on one side, then the other, followed by a heat that spread through the lobes. Small clear studs were fitted first, practical and almost invisible, though Georgina could feel them immediately. Another new point of awareness. Another permanent little claim made on the body she had once assumed was there for good.

“You may stand now.”

Georgina stood carefully, one hand going instinctively towards her face. She stopped before touching the lips.

“Do not press,” said the older woman.

“No,” Georgina said quickly. “Sorry.” The twins looked at her. Georgina corrected herself, voice smaller. “Sorry.”

No Mistress. No Sir. No one in the room had asked for those titles. Yet the apology still came with the shape of obedience. The twins led her out again.

The next room was different.

For the first time since entering Femme Transformations, Georgina stepped into somewhere that looked almost familiar. A salon. A real one, or close enough to comfort and frighten her at the same time. Mirrors ran along one wall, each with its own lit frame. There were styling chairs, basins, shelves of products, trays of brushes, combs, clips, foils, sprays, powders and bottles arranged with professional care. The air smelled of shampoo, hairspray, warm tools and nail polish, a busy chemical prettiness that made Georgina’s stomach turn and flutter at once.

A young blonde woman stood beside the central chair.

She looked ordinary in the most dangerous way. Pretty, composed, efficient. Her own hair fell in a smooth pale sheet to her shoulders, and her makeup was subtle enough to seem effortless. She smiled when Georgina entered, though her eyes were already examining the length and colour of Georgina’s hair.

“Sit down, lovely.” The word lovely passed over Georgina’s skin like a draught. She sat. The stylist stepped behind her and lifted sections of her damp hair between her fingers. “Long enough for extensions,” she said. “Not generous, but enough. We can work with this.”

Georgina looked at herself in the mirror.

The face staring back was bare, swollen slightly at the lips, softening at the cheeks, pierced at the ears, and framed by her own unimpressive hair. Without the wig, she had expected the old self to return more strongly. Instead, the face looked distinctly feminine.

The stylist began.

Her hair was washed first at the basin, Georgina leaning back while warm water ran over her scalp and the stylist’s fingers worked shampoo through the roots. It was almost pleasant, which made her feel more vulnerable. Then came conditioning, combing, sectioning. Clips held pieces of hair away from her face. Products were applied. Strands were lifted, treated, blended, extended, fixed. Blonde began to appear not as a costume lowered onto her head, but as something being built from her.

While the stylist worked behind her, the twins took their places.

One sat at her left foot.

The other at her right hand.

It was unsettlingly efficient.

The pedicure began first. Warm water around her feet, then careful drying, filing, smoothing, attention to cuticles, the gentle but undeniable shaping of toes that had never been treated as worth beautifying before. Georgina watched one twin cradle her foot with professional calm, and the memory of tottering in high heels for hours made the care feel almost intimate without being sensual. Her feet ached. The warm soak eased them. The polish came later, a deep red that matched the memory of her false nails and made her toes look startlingly finished.

At the same time, the other twin began work on her hands.

Her natural nails were trimmed and shaped, then prepared for extensions. Length was added carefully, not absurd this time, but elegant: tapered, feminine, practical enough to move with but long enough to change every gesture. The twin shaped each one with small, precise movements, then painted them in the same deep red. Layer by layer, gloss building over colour, until Georgina’s hands no longer looked like hands that had ever belonged to George Loomis.

The stylist continued with the hair. Blonde lengths were fixed and blended, then left to settle while she turned her attention to Georgina’s face.

“Brows,” she said.

The stylist was quick, but exacting. She mapped the shape first with a pencil, then plucked and trimmed and refined. The twins continued their quiet work as the old heavier brow was lifted into something cleaner and more expressive. Each tiny sting made Georgina blink. Each pass of the brush revealed another small adjustment. When the stylist finally stepped back, the change was startling. The eyes seemed more open. The face less guarded. The new fullness in the cheeks and lips made sense beneath the shaped brows.

Then came makeup.

Not the harsh, garish face Mistress Sharon had used for training. Not even the careful boudoir look from the livecast. This was something else.

The stylist worked as if she were uncovering a finished version of Georgina from beneath the raw material. Primer. Foundation matched properly to her skin. Concealer applied so lightly it vanished. Contour used with skill, deepening the new cheek shape, softening the jaw, narrowing the nose by suggestion rather than force. Blusher, not two cruel circles this time, but a warm sweep that made the cheeks look alive. Highlighter touched the upper cheekbone, the inner corner of the eyes, the bow of the fuller lips.

The eyes were made smoky but not heavy. Liner close to the lashes. Soft shadow drawn outward. Then false lashes, delicate and convincing, opening the eyes without turning them into caricature.

Georgina watched the mirror in a dreamlike state. The woman appearing in the glass was arriving by stages, and each stage made it harder to dismiss the next.

The lips came last.

The stylist selected a shade deeper than pink, softer than red, something rich and adult and quietly dangerous. She lined the new shape carefully, following the fuller curve created in the other room, then filled it with colour that made Georgina’s mouth look feminine without looking painted on for punishment.

The hair was ready then.

The stylist returned to it with clips, brushes and warm tools. She released the sections, blended the extensions, dried and shaped until the blonde fell in soft, glamorous waves around Georgina’s face and over her shoulders. Not the cheap stiff curls of the training wig. Not the fantasy-peignoir blonde from last night. This was hair. Real enough to move. Real enough to frame her. Real enough that, for one dizzying moment, Georgina forgot to look for where it began and where she ended.

The twins finished together.

Hands released.

Feet released.

The stylist made one final adjustment at her temple, then placed small earrings into her newly pierced ears. Nothing large. Just tiny sparkling studs that caught the salon light.

“Ready,” she said.

Georgina’s breath caught.

For a heartbeat, she did not understand the reflection.

A stunning blonde looked back at her.

Not a joke. Not a clumsy sissy assembled in panic and satin. A woman, or near enough that the distinction no longer protected her. Her hair fell in soft blonde waves around a face that had been subtly rounded, lifted and shaped. Her lips were fuller, coloured, unmistakably feminine. Her brows arched cleanly over eyes that seemed larger and more alive. The makeup made everything coherent. The nails gleamed deep red at the ends of elegant hands. Even the robe, plain as it was, could not undo the transformation. It only made the beauty seem more startling, because it had not been hidden inside costume.

Georgina stared.

Her reflection stared back.

Pretty had been frightening enough the night before.

This was more than pretty.

This was convincing.

The realisation moved through her slowly, leaving no part of her untouched. The twins did not give her long to stare. One of them touched her shoulder lightly.

“This way, Georgina.”

The other smiled, almost fondly. “Just one final stage.”

Georgina rose from the salon chair in a kind of daze, the white robe suddenly feeling even plainer against what had been made beneath it. Her new hair moved when she turned her head. The blonde waves slipped over her shoulders with a softness that still startled her. The small earrings caught the light. Her nails, deep red and glossy, seemed to belong to someone who had always known how to gesture elegantly and accept attention without flinching.

The twins guided her along one more corridor, their heels making a neat, paired rhythm on the polished floor. Georgina followed between them, barefoot again, one hand pressed lightly against the front of the robe as if that thin layer still offered some last defence against the impossibility of what had happened. She could feel the new shape of herself moving beneath it. The softer chest. The altered hips. The different balance of her body. Even the way her head sat on her shoulders felt changed, made more coherent by the fall of hair around her face.

The final room was waiting.

It was smaller than the salon, but more intimate. There was a dressing screen at one side, a padded stool, a full-length mirror, and a rail from which hung a single dress as though it had been chosen for a ceremony. Beneath it, arranged with almost reverent care, were the rest of the things laid out for her.

White satin underwear.

White high heels.

A small white clutch bag.

And the dress.

Georgina stopped in the doorway.

It was not complicated, not overloaded with frills or theatrical flourishes. That was what made it so beautiful. It was elegant. A soft white dress with a Bardot-style top that sat off the shoulders, framing the collarbones and upper chest in a way that seemed both simple and incredibly deliberate. The fitted bodice gave way to a wide flared skirt, light and full enough to move beautifully, dropping only to the tops of the thighs. It was the sort of dress that assumed the person wearing it deserved to be looked at.

One of the twins lifted it from the rail.

“Perfect,” she said.

The other gathered the underwear. “Everything ready.”

Georgina stood in the middle of the room while they untied the robe and slipped it from her shoulders. There was no hesitation now, not on their part. They handled her with the same brisk, practised calm they had shown all afternoon, but there was something almost pleased in their manner too, as though they were reaching the end of a piece of work they had taken personal pride in.

The white satin panties were first.

Then the bra.

They were lovelier than the earlier white set, smoother and finer, the satin catching the light with a quiet sheen while delicate lace traced the edges. Georgina stepped into the panties with care, feeling the fabric settle against her altered body in a way that seemed to confirm every change. The bra followed, shaped and fitted properly, holding and presenting the new softness of her chest with a gentleness that made her breath catch.

The twins adjusted the straps, smoothed the satin flat and stepped back together.

“Beautiful,” one murmured.

“So feminine,” said the other.

Georgina looked at them helplessly, but there was no mockery in their faces. Only that same faintly uncanny approval.

Then came the dress.

The twins held it for her while she stepped in. The lining brushed her legs. The bodice came up and settled around her, fitting snugly, shaping her waist and lifting her posture without force. They drew the fabric into place across her body with careful hands, smoothing the Bardot neckline so that it sat perfectly off the shoulders, baring just enough skin to make the whole effect feel graceful rather than exposed.

The skirt fell around her in a clean white flare.

Light.

Youthful.

Very feminine.

It moved when she moved, responding with a soft sway that made her immediately aware of her legs beneath it. The hem hovered high enough to feel daring, but not indecent. Just enough to show shape. Just enough to remind her that she had been dressed to be seen.

The shoes waited below.

White high heels, polished and elegant, less girlish than the pink pair and more assured somehow. Georgina sat while one twin steadied her ankle and the other slipped the shoes onto her feet. When she stood again, the added height seemed to complete the line of the dress at once. Her calves lengthened. Her posture shifted. The flared skirt settled differently around her thighs.

Then one of the twins picked up the clutch bag and placed it in her hands.

It was small, satin-covered and neat, the kind of accessory that turned an outfit into a presentation. Georgina curled her red-nailed fingers around it automatically and felt something inside her go still.

One twin moved behind her, fluffing the fall of her blonde hair. The other crouched to straighten the hem of the dress, then rose and adjusted the neckline by a fraction. They fussed over her with tiny cooing sounds, smoothing, straightening, admiring.

“Oh, look at her.”

“She’s lovely.”

“So pretty.”

“There now.”

The words might have sounded ridiculous from anyone else. From them, in their matched voices and eerie harmony, they only made the moment feel stranger.

All day she had been changed in stages. Softened in the black tank. Altered by injections. Pierced. Polished. painted. Given hair, brows, lashes, nails. At every stage, the reflection had shifted further from George and closer to something she could not escape. But there had always been some trace of the process visible. A robe. A bare face. A half-finished stage that allowed her to think not yet, not fully, not completely.

Now there was no such refuge.

A woman stood in the mirror.

Blonde hair in soft waves. A smooth, feminine face with rounded cheeks, shaped lips and expertly applied makeup. Bare shoulders above a white Bardot neckline. A fitted bodice and short flared skirt showing long legs lifted by white heels. A small clutch held in elegant hands tipped with deep red nails.

Georgina felt something inside her drop away, not dramatically, but with the quiet finality of a door closing. She looked for George out of instinct and could not find him. Not in the mirror. Not in the line of her body. Not in the face looking back at her with wide blue eyes and parted, rose-coloured lips.

The twins came close again, one on each side, smiling at the reflection as though they too appreciated a successful result.

One twin touched her arm.

“Mistress Sharon is waiting.”

The twins led her from the room, moving more slowly now to allow for the heels and the dress. Georgina walked carefully between them, aware of the sway of the skirt, the weight of her hair, the new line of her body and the click of her heels on the polished floor. Every reflective surface they passed threw back a glimpse of her and each glimpse said the same thing.

Woman.

By the time they reached reception, her heart had begun to race again.

Mistress Sharon was waiting there.

She stood near the white desk in her black business suit, composed as ever, one hand resting lightly on her handbag. The bright modern reception seemed to sharpen around her. So did the twins, who paused on either side of Georgina with the quiet satisfaction of attendants unveiling something they knew had turned out well.

Georgina stopped.

Mistress Sharon looked up.

And saw her.


Chapter Ten: Georgina Complete

The twins led Georgina across the reception area with the careful pride of attendants presenting a finished work.

Mistress Sharon did not speak at first.

That was what made the moment more powerful. She simply looked. Her gaze travelled from Georgina’s soft blonde waves to the shaped brows, the fuller lips, the white Bardot dress, the flare of the skirt, the smooth line of her legs and the white heels. She took in the clutch bag, the nails, the earrings, the posture that had changed without Georgina quite realising it.

Mistress Sharon smiled.

“There you are,” she said.

Georgina lowered her eyes, though not as far as she might have done yesterday. Something in her wanted to look away from the attention. Something else, smaller but stronger than it had been, wanted to stand there and be seen.

“Yes, Mistress,” she said softly.

One of the twins made a pleased little sound. The other adjusted a strand of Georgina’s hair over her shoulder. “She’s taken very well.”

“She has,” Mistress Sharon said.

Hearing them discuss her like that should have made Georgina shrink. It did, partly. Yet the shrinking no longer felt simple. She was too aware of herself now. Too aware of the new weight and movement of her hair, the brush of the dress against the tops of her thighs, the way the heels lifted her and made her posture settle into a shape that felt impossibly feminine and somehow possible at the same time.

Mistress Sharon stepped closer.

“You will walk beside me,” she said. “Not behind me. Head up. Small steps. Let the dress move naturally.”

Georgina’s fingers tightened around the clutch.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The front door opened.

Late afternoon air entered the immaculate reception and touched Georgina’s bare shoulders.

She breathed in sharply.

The sensation was so sudden, so clean after the salon’s filtered warmth, that for a moment it seemed to pass through her entirely. Cool air over her collarbones. Cool air along her arms. Cool air beneath the flared edge of the white dress, moving over her stockinged thighs and around her knees. She had been outside that morning in the short coat and heels, but that had been a different kind of exposure: frightened, bare-faced, dragged from the house under Mistress Sharon’s control.

This was not that.

This time, when Georgina stepped out onto the pavement, the city received her as a woman.

The back road beyond Femme Transformations had changed with the hour. In the morning it had seemed dull and secretive, a place of shuttered units, damp brick and early traffic. Now it opened towards the busier streets beyond, where the late afternoon had gathered people, engines, voices and light. A delivery van idled near the kerb. Someone laughed outside a café at the corner. The sharp smell of coffee drifted briefly through traffic fumes and rain-wet stone. Somewhere close by, a bus sighed at a stop and released a little crowd onto the pavement.

Georgina stood still for half a second too long.

Mistress Sharon glanced at her.

“Walk.”

Georgina walked.

The white heels struck the pavement with a sound more precise than the pink ones had ever managed. Not the nervous clatter of a sissy in training, but a clean, feminine click that seemed to belong to the woman reflected in shop windows as they passed. The dress moved around her thighs in a light, graceful flare. It was short enough that she felt every stir of air against her legs, but not so short that she wanted to tug it down. The sensation was startlingly lovely.

Her hair moved too.

That was perhaps the strangest thing of all.

Not a wig shifting on her head, not cheap curls catching at lipstick, but hair that fell around her shoulders and slid softly when she turned. Blonde waves brushed her cheek, then her neck, then the bare line above the Bardot neckline. A strand blew across her mouth and she lifted her red-nailed hand to move it away, doing so carefully because the nails demanded care, because the gesture seemed to matter, because the woman she had become would not swipe at her face like George brushing away irritation.

The movement felt natural and that pleased her.

The street was busy enough that people passed close by. A man in a dark coat glanced at her and looked again. Two women coming out of a shop gave her a quick, assessing look, the sort women gave one another when noticing a dress, shoes, hair, makeup. Neither laughed. A young courier on a bicycle turned his head for half a second too long before the traffic forced him onward.

Georgina’s heart beat faster, but she did not shrink.

She expected panic to take her. Expected the old sense of exposure to rush back: the collar, the taxi driver’s smirk, the short coat, the horrible knowledge that strangers could see something wrong with her before she had even decided what was wrong herself. But panic did not come in the same way. It moved around the edges, yes, a thin bright wire of fear beneath everything. Yet above it was a new sensation, more delicate and more dangerous.

Confidence.

A confidence borrowed from the dress, from the hair, from the careful face the salon had given her, from Mistress Sharon walking beside her as if there was nothing unusual about presenting Georgina to the world.

She felt feminine.

That was the quiet shock of it.

The word seemed to breathe through each step. In the soft motion of the skirt. In the heels shaping her stride. In the fall of hair over her shoulders. In the way she held the little clutch close without clutching it too tightly. In the altered shape beneath the dress, in the small new curves and softened lines that made the fabric sit as though it belonged there.

They turned from the back road onto a busier street. Cars moved slowly along the kerb. Shopfronts caught the late sun in brief flashes. The pavement was crowded enough to require attention, and Georgina found herself adjusting without being told.

A woman coming the other way stepped aside slightly to let them pass.

“Lovely dress,” she said, almost without stopping. Georgina’s mind went blank. Mistress Sharon’s voice came quietly beside her. “Answer.”

Georgina turned her head. “Thank you,” she said, the softened voice appearing before she could overthink it.

The woman smiled and continued walking.

The ordinary kindness of it went through her more sharply than any mockery could have done. Lovely dress. Thank you. A passing exchange between women on a busy pavement. Nothing more. Nothing dramatic. Nothing that should have left her breathless.

Mistress Sharon looked ahead, but there was satisfaction in the corner of her mouth.

“You see?” she said.

Georgina swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The taxi rank was busier than she expected. Three cabs waited at the kerb, with people moving around them in the messy, impatient rhythm of late afternoon. A man with a suitcase argued into his phone. An elderly couple climbed slowly into the first cab. Two office workers stood near the second, laughing over something on one of their screens. The world seemed too ordinary for what Georgina had become.

Mistress Sharon guided her towards the next available car.

For a moment, Georgina hesitated. This was the test, she realised. Not the salon. Not the mirror. Not even the street. The taxi would contain another stranger, another enclosed space, another pair of eyes with nowhere else to go. That morning, the driver had smirked at her, and the memory still stung.

Mistress Sharon opened the rear door.

“In you get.”

Georgina lowered herself carefully into the back seat, knees together, dress controlled, clutch in hand. The movement came more smoothly than she expected. She did not collapse. She did not scramble. She sat like Georgina.

Mistress Sharon slid in beside her and gave the address. The driver glanced into the mirror. Georgina braced herself.

But this time there was no smirk.

The driver’s eyes paused, not on the wrongness of her, but on the finished image: blonde hair, white dress, polished makeup, bare shoulders, red nails, the elegant line of her legs angled neatly together. His expression changed in a way she recognised only after a second. Appreciation. Mild, polite, unmistakably male appreciation.

He looked at her as if she were a pretty woman in his cab. Georgina’s breath caught. The driver seemed to realise he had looked too long and returned his eyes to the road.

Mistress Sharon noticed everything, as always. She settled back against the seat, hands folded over her handbag, and said nothing.

The taxi pulled away from the kerb. Georgina watched the city slide past the window. Buildings broke into reflections. People moved in and out of sight. Traffic lights coloured the glass. The late afternoon air still clung to her legs and shoulders, a cool memory beneath the warmer enclosure of the car. Her hair settled softly against her neck. The dress spread over her thighs in a smooth white flare. Her heels rested together on the mat.

Mistress Sharon looked at her at last.

“Well?” she said quietly.

Georgina kept her eyes on the window.

“I feel strange, Mistress.”

“That is not an answer.”

Georgina watched her reflection appear faintly in the glass: blonde, composed, unmistakably feminine.

She breathed in.

“I feel…” She paused, searching for the word and fearing it when it came. “Pretty, Mistress.”

Mistress Sharon’s smile appeared beside her in the reflection. “Yes,” she said. “You do.”

The taxi drew up outside the Church house as the late afternoon was beginning to soften towards evening.

For a moment, Georgina stayed where she was, looking through the window at the familiar front path, the low wall, the bay window and the dark red bricks that had once belonged to an ordinary house where George Loomis had rented a room and behaved badly. It looked the same from the outside. That almost unsettled her more than if it had changed. The house stood there with its curtains, its front door, its old garden wall and its settled respectability, giving no sign at all that a man had left it that morning and a blonde woman in a white dress was returning in his place.

Mistress Sharon paid the driver. Georgina waited, knees together, clutch held neatly in both hands.

The driver glanced at her once more in the mirror before she got out. Georgina stepped carefully onto the pavement. The cool air found her legs again and lifted the edge of the little white skirt with the faintest flutter. She did not grab at it. That surprised her. Earlier she would have tugged, fussed, tried to hide herself from the ordinary street. Now she simply let the dress settle, adjusted the clutch in her hands, and followed Mistress Sharon up the path.

Her heels clicked on the paving stones.

Mistress Sharon opened the front door and allowed Georgina to step inside first. The hall smelled of polish, old carpet and the faint, familiar warmth of the house. Yet even that familiarity no longer fitted properly. Georgina stood in the entrance beneath the stained glass, blonde hair brushing her shoulders, the white skirt light around her thighs, and felt as though she had entered a place she remembered from another person’s life.

Mistress Sharon closed the door behind them. “You will go up to your room,” she said. “There is a surprise waiting for you.”

Georgina turned.

“A surprise, Mistress?”

Mistress Sharon’s expression gave nothing away.

“Go.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Georgina started up the stairs.

Only when she reached the first turn did she realise that she had not hesitated.

The morning’s descent had been a trial, each stair an enemy, each step a small crisis of balance, shame and fear. Now she moved differently. Not quickly. Not carelessly. But with a control that seemed to have settled somewhere deeper than thought. The white heels found the stair edges neatly. Her knees stayed close without being commanded. One hand brushed the bannister lightly, not clinging, while the other held the clutch at her side. The dress moved with her. Her hair shifted over her shoulder when she glanced up towards the landing.

She climbed as if she had always been a girl.

The thought arrived quietly, and for once she did not immediately force it away.

Her bedroom door was closed.

Georgina rested her hand on the handle. For a second, she remembered the room as it had one been: stale, grey, messy, sour with old clothes and takeaway wrappers, bed unmade, cups abandoned, dirty socks on the floor. George’s room. George’s little kingdom of laziness and excuses. Then she opened the door.

And stopped.

The room had vanished.

Not literally. The window was in the same place. The walls were still the same shape. The ceiling still sloped faintly near the corner where the old house shifted into its own age. But everything else had been transformed in her absence.

The carpet was new, soft beneath her white heels in a pale blush shade that made the whole room feel warmer. The walls had been decorated in a feminine style, not childish, not vulgar, but soft and deliberate: a muted rose tone with one wall patterned in delicate trailing flowers. The old curtains had gone, replaced by full cream drapes that gathered elegantly beside the window. A small lamp glowed on the bedside table, and even though there was still daylight outside, the light gave the room an intimate, finished quality.

Georgina stepped inside slowly.

The bed had been remade completely. The pale pink satin sheets remained, but now they belonged to a proper setting. Cream pillows, a folded blush throw, a lace cushion at the centre. The effect was not temporary. Not a punishment arranged quickly for one humiliating weekend. This looked like a room designed for someone.

Designed for her.

The wardrobe door stood open.

It was bursting with clothes.

Dresses hung in colour and texture: soft pink, cream, black, emerald, red, floral, satin, chiffon, jersey, lace. Some were short and playful. Some were elegant and fitted. Some had full skirts. Some were businesslike and sharp. Beside them hung skirts, blouses, cardigans, delicate tops with narrow straps, folded knits and a few jackets that seemed chosen to build whole versions of Georgina’s future. Shoes were lined neatly below, more than she could take in at once. Heels, flats, boots, sandals. Boxes stacked above.

There was no space left for George.

The vanity table had changed too. Yesterday it had been an ordinary dressing table, pressed into service by Mistress Sharon. Now it looked complete. A mirror with soft bulbs around the edge. Brushes arranged in a ceramic holder. Makeup palettes. Bottles of foundation and primer. Lipsticks in deep reds, soft pinks, corals and darker shades she could not yet name. Glass jars held cotton pads, sponges, hair clips and little tools whose purpose she did not understand. There were creams too, and perfumes, and delicate bottles with silver lids that caught the light.

Georgina moved towards it as if drawn.

Her reflection appeared in the mirror.

The woman in the white dress looked back from a room that now seemed to belong to her.

The new chest of drawers stood against the opposite wall.

The top drawers were open.

Georgina approached them, already knowing what she would find. Lingerie lay inside, expensive and luscious, arranged with care that made the sight feel almost ceremonial. Satin bras, lace panties, suspender belts, silk slips, camisoles, stockings still in their packets, delicate nightwear folded in pale tissue. White, pink, black, ivory, wine-red, powder blue. Some pieces were soft and romantic. Others were sharper, darker, more adult. Nothing thrown in. Nothing hidden. Everything waiting for her.

Her fingers hovered over a cream satin camisole, but she did not touch it. It seemed impossible that these things were hers. It seemed more impossible that they were not.

Behind her, the floorboard at the doorway creaked. Georgina felt Mistress Sharon’s presence.

She appeared in the mirror’s edge, black-suited, composed, watching Georgina take in the room. There was no surprise in her expression. No delight at the reveal in any girlish sense. Only satisfaction. The quiet satisfaction of a woman who had arranged the next stage and knew exactly what it would do.

Georgina’s throat tightened.

“It’s amazing,” she said.

The words came out softly.

Mistress Sharon stepped into the room.

“It is suitable,” she said.

Georgina looked at the wardrobe again, then the vanity, then the open drawers. Suitable. That was such a Mistress Sharon word. It refused sentiment and still somehow contained everything. A suitable room for a suitable girl. A room where Georgina could be dressed, painted, trained, displayed and made permanent by routine..

Mistress Sharon glanced at her watch.

The small gesture changed the air at once.

Georgina turned towards her.

Mistress Sharon looked up, met her eyes in the mirror, and smiled.

“It’s nearly time for your next performance,” she said. “Let’s find you something beautiful to wear.”


Thank You For Reading

Thank you for reading How to Be the Perfect Sissy, part of the Feminine Transformations series by Emma LaVerne.

If you enjoyed Georgina’s journey from arrogant lodger to trained, polished and increasingly irresistible sissy, there are many more transformations waiting for you. Each book in the series explores a different path into femininity, from reluctant makeovers and strict training to secret dressing, domestic discipline, public presentation, powerful women, embarrassing discoveries and lives changed forever by the right dress at exactly the wrong moment.

The Feminine Transformations series is for readers who enjoy stories of feminisation, crossdressing, surrender, identity, glamour, humour, humiliation, romance and the strange thrill of becoming someone new. Some characters resist. Some deny what they want. Some are guided, trapped, trained or tempted. But every story follows that delicious moment when the old life starts to slip away and something softer, prettier and far more dangerous begins to emerge.

If this was your first Emma LaVerne book, I hope you will explore the rest of the series. Every story stands alone, so you can read them in any order, but they all share the same love of transformation, feminine discovery and the powerful women who know exactly what their new girls need.

Look out for more books in the Feminine Transformations: Sissy, Crossdressing and Transgender Romance Stories series on Amazon.

Your support helps me keep writing new stories, creating new characters and exploring more beautiful, embarrassing, irresistible transformations.

Thank you for reading.

Emma LaVerne
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