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Prologue

The soft touch of silk from the dress sent a shiver though her sensitive nipples and down to her penis. Her stomach turned with a flutter, like giant butterfly wings beating inside her abdomen. She stepped onto the stage, head down, eyes fixed on the worn varnished boards below my feet. Fists clenched up, long red fingernails digging into sweaty palms. The dress hugged her body like cling film. Had she been too ambitious to wear one so short?   She took small delicate steps towards the microphone stand, just as she had been taught. The stage lighting blinded her view but that was fine, she didn’t want to see her audience. Did they know her story, would they care? Her body shook with panic for an instant. She wanted to flee. Was it the heat trapped inside this old theatre or terror that caused her to sweat? Another shudder as she wondered whether the audience would see through her, see what she used to be. Had it been a mistake to wear such a tight dress? The shape of her small penis was outlined against the material. Small but perceptible. If you looked. 

She   stopped   at   the   microphone.  A   cough   from   the   audience   broke   the  expectant silence. Her throat constricted  and smoky eyelids closed in contemplation. Long black mascara-lined lashes closed touched together, like thin spider’s legs against a bleached linen sheet. She composed my voice and swallowed hard, taking a slow deep breath, tasting the antique odour of the theatre. She was ready. The public début as a professional singer. 

And as a female. The piano introduction rang out from the orchestra pit and she waited for the cue. It came and she launched into her signature song, ‘Je ne regret rien’.  I regret nothing, the song of Edith Piaf. One of the many she had loved from the golden era of the 1940s   and   50s.   The   songs   her   grandparents   had   taught   her.   Before   she   had   become Sabrina. Before, when she hadn’t even been a girl. She had been someone very different indeed. 

“Non, rien de rien,” 

 (No, nothing of nothing)

 “Non, je ne regrette rien   

 (No! I regret nothing)

 “Ni le bien quòn mà fait,” 

 (Not the good things people have done to me)

 “Ni le mal,   tout ca mèst bien egal.” 

 (Not the bad things, it’s all the same to me.)

It was as if the writer had compiled her entire life story into a three-minute song. She finished but held the final note. Her arms raised in the air, her head went down as a bow. A long moment of silence. Legs trembled inside high red sandals, a wobble. She waited, eyes wide with horror,  didn’t they like it?  

The answer came.  A single shout from the audience breaking the momentary silence like   the   crack   of   a   bullet.   “Bravo,”   then   another.   “Beautiful.”  Her   or   the   song?   A tumultuous   combustion   of   cheering,   hand   clapping   and   feet   stomping   rose   like   an approaching tsunami wave against a non existent sea wall. 

Her tight red-lipped mouth relaxed and the corners rose. She had done it. She twisted an index finger in the air aimed at the orchestra and they struck up the next song. A jauntiness filled her entire body. Something more contemporary this time,  Chained to the Rhythm, a Katie Perry song. Then the next song and back to the 1980s,  Like a Virgin. How appropriate. She sang song after song, the audience on their feet. Songs from the past and from the present. The time on stage passed in a tornado-like whirl of passion. By the end of the set the audience cheered and cried out. A bouquet of red roses arced in the air and fell onto the stage, then another landing across her red toenails. She waved to the crowd and a

tear tickled a rouged cheek. She attempted a curtsey, trying not to allow her panties and the small bulge they contained to become exposed. She vowed to wear a longer dress next time. If she was permitted that is. 

“Encore, encore,” they called out. She dreamt about this moment her whole life. She looked back across my shoulder to the wings of the stage. Her manager, music teacher and mistress was beaming, holding her hands across her chest in emotion. Her mistress, the woman who had turned her into Sabrina the singer and the girl she was today. Sabrina tottered towards the wings and curtseyed stiffly to her mistress. An embrace. The cries of encore continued unabated. Her mistress pushed me back on stage with a wide grin and she returned to the microphone. The noise died down, expectancy hung in the air. A curt nod to the orchestra to tell them to lead into the song prepared for the encore. She hadn’t known whether she would be asked to sing it. Back to her grandparents’ influence and another of Edith Piaf’s great songs:   La Vie en Rose,   A Life in Pink. What else could she sing? This was her life in metaphor. Pink.  How did that happen? 

Chapter 1


The Hidden Girl 

Sabrina was born in a working-class neighbourhood in Buenos Aires in 1987. She wasn’t what she is now. In those days she was a boy called Sebastian and in many ways, she still is Sebastian. Sebastian Romano. 

Sebastian had the deep-brown eyes of southern Italy and the fair hair of Northern Germany. He got his eyes from his grandfather who had arrived in Argentina from Calabria in the toe of Italy. He had dreams in his head and music in his heart. As a bohemian spirit, he sung arias from well-known operas in the streets to earn his living. He performed for passers-by collecting pesos in a hat on the pavement. He met a stunning blond lady from Bremen Northern Germany who had migrated to escape the grey fifties in Europe. She was also singing in the streets. Love was born, linked by their music and their open attitude to life. They had three children together, the youngest being Sebastian’s mother Marcela. 

Sebastian loved going to his grandparents’ house from an early age. They lived in what   had   been   the   tango   district   of   Boedo   to   the   east   of   central   Buenos   Aires   in   the swinging   1920s.  The   tango   had  long   gone   from   the  area   but  the   spirit  of  those   times lingered in the fabric of every corner of the area. Every Friday evening Sebastian would arrive at his grandparents’ home. He’d stay the weekend before returning home to his parents’ house on Sunday afternoons. Sebastian was the only one of the grandparents’ 

numerous off-spring to inherit their musical and bohemian genes. They encouraged his visits with a deep love. He was their favourite grandchild. A large fig tree shaded the patio of their home from the high summer sun and every weekend it was filled with the steaming aroma of garlic and pasta. And music. Every Saturday morning the three of them filled the neighbourhood with their songs. After lunch his ageing grandparents took a siesta. As they slept upstairs, he used this freedom to do something he would never dare at his own crowded macho home. 

As soon as he heard the sounds of sleep, he would go to the bathroom and paint his lips with his grandmother’s red lipstick. He would then douse himself with her talcum powder.   It   smelled   of   fresh   lavender.   Then   he’d   wrap   himself   in   a   piece   of   his grandmother’s satin material and imagined it was a stylish dress. He strutted around the walled courtyard as he pretended to be a beautiful singer, an exotic female singer. He sang the songs he had leant from his grandparents when they played on their old out-of-tune piano. His favourite: La Vie en Rose. 

As a youngster he was too young to think that dressing up as a woman was unusual. 

He wanted to sing and wear glamorous clothes, nothing more. The male singers in their black suits of the time were not glamorous. The women though, they were special. He wanted to be like the glamorous singers he’d seen on the faded posters of the area. He loved their bright exotic dresses, their deep red lips and dark mascara. He loved their elegance and their stylish long hair. They were colourful and beautiful. 

He had inherited his grandparents’  avant-garde artistic view of life. If it was  the women who wore beautiful clothes then so what. That’s what he’d do too. Life was a fluid concept. He wanted to be beautiful, famous and loved. He didn’t think about riches.  How he looked forward to those weekends, the freedom. Sebastian didn’t think it strange to admire women singers but that didn’t mean he would tell anyone. So he played when his grandparents slept. They never got up from their siesta to find him in his imaginary world. 

He would spend one hour dressed up dancing around their home. Then he’d remove his pretend dress, wipe off the lipstick and wash away the smell of lavender. 

What he didn’t know was that they watched him dancing and singing from the crack in their bedroom door. They only needed thirty minutes of siesta but allowed him an extra half an hour for his game. They saw him pretending to be a girl singer and left him in his dream world. They didn’t judge, they were happy he was with them and happy he wanted to sing. He was safe in their world, a world where he could be anyone he wanted. And he knew from that magical time exactly what he wanted. 

* * *

During the weekdays he lived with his parents, his two brothers and a sister. The Villa Devoto neighbourhood was in the north-western area of the city and a world away from the noise and the ingrained culture of Boedo. It didn’t have the gritty high-density style of Boedo  with   its  sounds  of  music  coming  from  every  bar   and  the  open  windows   of  the apartment blocks. It didn’t have the queues he loved to watch snaking outside the theatres, waiting in the heat for the shows to open. It didn’t have the singers and artists in the streets providing a background symphony of competing sounds. Instead, his home was in a quiet tree-lined oasis of peace. Bird song and passing vehicles the soundtrack to nothing much.   Every   twenty   minutes   the   clackety-clack   of   the   commuter   trains   added   an intermittent ambience to the area. They carried the frowning suited workers to and from the city centre. 

His siblings were the twins, Juan and Miguel, and his sister Micaela. Sebastian was the   youngest   of   them   all,   born   five   years   after   the   next   youngest,   his   sister.   His grandparents’ musical genes had passed straight through his mother and her first three children   without   stopping.   They   landed   in   Sebastian.   His   father   was   a   self-employed plasterer for the city’s construction projects. His parents had originally given up on his idea of growing their family beyond the first three they had. They were going through stormy times.  Sebastian was the result of one of their intermittent attempts at reconciliation. It was the 1980s and inflation and lack of work had damaged the couple’s relationship. 

His bothers, Juan and Miguel, competed with each other and everyone to see who was the most virile and masculine. Sebastian was too young and sensitive to take part in their games of virility. He often bore the brunt of their jokes. Luckily he shared a room with his sister Micaela where he could escape into a world of serenity and femininity. 

Micaela had long hair that moved together like a dancer’s fan every time she turned her head. Sebastian used to look with envy at her hair and flowery dresses. He longed to try her collection of lipsticks stacked on a small table in front of a mirror. He knew better than to

touch them. He was comfortable in the ambience of his grandparents’ home. Not in his parents’ home, not in his sister’s room. 

His   parents,   when   they   were   not   arguing   about   money,   were   concerned   about Sebastian. He was different. He didn’t like football, which his father thought was odd for a young   boy   growing   up   in   Argentina.   His   parents   listened   to   him   singing   every   day, sometimes with a small dance. His father was concerned that his son was soft. His mother concerned he would end up like her parents, singing for money in the streets. 

One day his father decided to help his youngest son become more of a man. He called Sebastian to to kitchen. His mother was seated there too, hands on knees, her face pinched. 

He could see it was to be a serious moment. He stood sat next to his mother as his father breathed in to speak. Composing himself to avoid becoming angry. Sebastian could see he was prepared for something. 

“Sebastian, in my house and in my family you only have one option and that is to be a man. You need to toughen up, no more of this effeminate singing nonsense. Tomorrow I’m going to enrol you in the local youth football academy. Let’s see if you can become more masculine, get a bit of aggression inside you. We’re tired of your songs and your little camp voice and I don’t want to hear it any more. No more singing.” His father shook his bald head side to side. His stubby fingers went to the remaining hair above his ears and brushed it back in exasperation. Worries about what had gone wrong with his youngest son etched on his face. 

Sebastian could not contain his tears. Why didn’t his father understand him like his grandparents did? He didn’t want to be a macho man. He didn’t want to play football, he wanted to sing. He wanted was to be able wear beautiful things like girls do. That didn’t mean he was camp or a girl. He couldn’t explain that to this brute of a man, his own father. 

His mother didn’t know him either as she observed him with her pious expression. He knew they had been discussing this and it was their plan. He could not understand their

lack of awareness and diversity. He didn’t need to be like them. So he told them, through his tears. 

“But everybody is different. Why can’t you understand and accept this?” he cried. 

His pleas were met with a slap from his father and a tear from his mother. He knew at that moment he had no choice, he’d have to pretend to be what was expected of him. 

Football and fighting, it’s what boys did. His father stood up straight to stare at his son. His demeanour proud, his shirt sleeves rolled up, the chest open. Greying chest hairs tumbled from the open buttons. 

“I   demand   you   behave   during   the   visit   we   will   make   to   the   football   academy tomorrow.   I   expect   you   to   become   accomplished   at   the   game   like   your   brothers.”   He warned Sebastian in a voice that was dark and serious. “You will do as I say.” 

His mother looked up, dabbing a tear from her face. “Sebbie, I’ve spoken to your grandparents and told them you won’t be able to visit any more. They are not good for you and you’ll be too busy practising football.” 

Sebastian’s face contorted into a grimace before the waves of tears came out. He ran out of the kitchen as he heard his father telling his mother they had raised a sissy. 

Chapter 2


The New Submissive

The start of his final year at school started like all the previous ones. Sebastian’s school years up to then had passed in a blur of conformity and boredom. He pushed his singing dreams away and only sang when he was sure he was alone in the house. He joined the youth football team, pushed on by his father. He had little success or aptitude at the game but   his   father   was   satisfied.   With   no   music   to   fulfil   him,   he   threw   himself   into   his schoolwork. He found learning to be a substitute for his earlier dreams which faded from memory. He  was  good  at  every  subject,  gaining  A grades. In particular  he excelled  in mathematics and of course music. 

His school smelled of floorwax and incense. It had dark polished parquet flooring and a silence that hurt. The only music in his life now came from anthems and hymns at the organised morning assembly and theoretical study in class. The religious songs were like dirges   to   Sebastian,  devoid   of   joy   and   pleasure.   Sebastian   hated   the   morality   that   his school conveyed. He watched the teachers imbibed with the confidence that they were personally blessed by God. He wondered how he would survive amongst these people, so full of their dogma. He would listen them ranting against women working outside the house and the need for order. He didn’t remember the bible saying anything about these things. They were the rules of mortal men and women not God. 

The nuns of the school used to make everyone start the day by singing the national anthem. They taught him a nationalism he didn’t understand, another invention of man. 

He was a child of the earth not of false political boundaries The stereotyped roles in the mixed school conformed to the traditional social order. The girls wore flat skirts for the gym classes. The boys wore white shorts and striped shirts for the rugby and football classes. Sebastian hated the brutality hidden behind the so-called code of honour of rugby and football. 

Sebastian would look around the class at his companions and reflected that he was alone. He was so poor at sports, the boys ignored him. The girls didn’t notice him as he melted into the background. He became a loner but a loner with soul and imagination. He became an expert in disguising himself in the image of the others. In his mind though he imagined himself at his beloved grandparents’ with red painted lips, satin dress and curly golden hair. He dreamt about dancing like a princess, singing and moving to the sound of beautiful music. 


* * *

After   the   final   summer   break   Sebastian   began   the   last   year   of   his   school   years   on   a morning adorned with golden and red leaves on the trees. A brisk autumnal breeze blew across the playground as the pupils sat in the class. The first morning of their final year. 

The   teacher   spoke   to   the   class.   He   told   them   he’d   decided   to   move   the   class   sitting arrangements   around   for   their   final   year.   A   roar   of   complaint   rose   up.   The   pupils complained they wanted to sit with their friends but the teacher was adamant. He told Sebastian to sit next to a girl with an odd first name: Blue. He’d always been frightened of her. He was also fascinated by her. She wore the school uniform as they all had to but managed to look different. The blazer sleeves were rolled up, her skirt grey adorned with a multi-coloured belt. Her shoes black but with luminous red laces. She was different. And she had that name. Blue. 

Blue was taller than the other children, including the boys. She excelled at everything she did: academic studies, sport and music. Especially music. Sebastian knew her parents were theatre producers, artistic and unconventional. Hence their daughter’s name. Blue had to be the leader in everything she did. She was the captain of the hockey team, the headgirl, the chair of the debating society. Blue, being from an open-minded liberal family, didn’t see life in the way others did. She didn’t conform to the fixed religious viewpoints of

the school but was left alone by the teachers as her academic grades, active participation and athletic prowess put her in an elevated hierarchical position to everyone else. 

This didn’t stop her from being initially unhappy at being forced to sit with Sebastian. 

Her first reaction was horror having to sit with the weird kid; Sebastian. Was he even a proper boy she wondered?  Blue demanded that the teacher move her away. She was loud and brash in her arguments. The teacher refused. At first Blue sulked and was aggressive to Sebastian for the entire day. That evening Blue went home to complain to her parents. 

They pointed out the injustice of her actions, how she should accept everyone as they were. 

She told them that Sebastian was small and effeminate. The disappointment showed in their faces. They told her to never judge, everyone has a right to be who they are. Blue cried at their disappointment in her. She understood her behaviour had been terrible. 

Sebastian was shocked the next day to meet a new Blue. He didn’t know about her conversation   with  her  parents.  He  didn’t  know she  looked  for  something   in  Sebastian beyond his shyness and soft personality and saw it. She began to talk to him. To defend him against the school bullies he’d suffered from for years. The bullies soon stopped under her protection. For her patronage, she expected his loyalty. That part was easy for him, finally someone who liked him as he was. There was a clear hierarchy in their relationship which he accepted with pleasure. They had found something that each wanted and needed. 

Blue expected him to carry her schoolbags and run errands for her. Sebastian didn’t mind at all, it was worth it for the attention and love from this formidable girl. They were known as the odd couple. As the final school year developed they became inseparable. From the sidelines the other children joked about his subservience and submissiveness to her. None dared say anything in front of Blue. 


* * *


Sebastian   passed   every   exam   with   the   highest   grades.   The   school   recommended   that Sebastian   go   to   university.   His   father   had   hoped   that   he   would   follow   him   into   the construction   industry,   a   route   his   older   brothers   had   followed.   His   father   accepted Sebastian’s choice. At least he wasn’t wasting his life singing and being a sissy. Sebastian heard him say this more than once. Sebastian enrolled in an accountancy degree due to his prowess at mathematics. He was eighteen. 

Blue enrolled at the same university as Sebastian. She took up a music and theatre degree. Sebastian felt a heavy pang of envy but he was pleased she would be there with him, following her own dreams. His love was for her was absolute, she’d saved him from a school life of loneliness and despair. 

Chapter 3


 A new girl appears

Sebastian entered university and felt as if he’d found his true home. Not only was Blue there but there were people like him. He moved from the family home to the halls of residence. Although he studied accounting and mathematics, he chose to spend time with Blue. Her new university friends wore colourful clothing and some of the boys had long hair. No one cared,  this was how life should be. He had spent so much time following his parent’s rules of how to be a man, he’d forgotten those magical times at his grandparents’ 

home. The times when he sang, painted his lips and dreamt about wearing elegant dresses. 

Those memories now returned to him. 

Blue told him to let his fair hair grow from the short cropped hairstyle demanded by his father. It was an order. After a few months his locks were down to the tops of his shoulders.   His   hair   had   a   natural   curl   and   he   loved   it.   It   reminded   him   of   his   sister Micaela’s hair and how it swung as she moved. He hoped his did the same. He enjoyed the feel of it around his face and neck as he walked. 

Blue continued in the role of older sister to Sebastian at university. She wasn’t a sister figure to him though. He used to look at her with a desire and longing but she never showed the slightest romantic interest. On occasions he would ask her if she liked him, did she find him attractive? She used to look at him and giggle. 

“You are silly Sebbie, you’re like the little brother I never had. I like looking after you.” 

She stroked his head and played with his long curly blond hair. 

“I adore your hair Seb, it’s so pretty now. You look like a princess. Perhaps you’re more like the little sister I never had.” She laughed out loud as his cheeks, smooth and without stubble, reddened like a ripe tomato. 

She began to call him princess instead of Sebastian. Heat flushed into his cheeks every time she said it. He wanted her to say she wanted him and loved him as a man. 

Instead she was calling him princess. Yet at the same time it excited him. She became so used to it she started to use it when with her friends. He would stare at his shoes as he heard the stifled giggles of those hearing him referred to as princess. 

Blue also thrived at university and made a wide circle of creative friends, male and female. She never appeared to have a specific boyfriend. She used her powerful personality to ensnare many an unsuspecting male student. They never lasted long before she disposed of them. Although Sebastian was doing well and enjoying university life, he was still the timid   young   boy   of   before.   He   preferred   to   slide   into   the   background.   Blue   was   very different, the centre of attention in all situations. Outgoing and gregarious, she was the party animal of the university. Her social gatherings became legendary. Sebastian would tag along to watch events from the edges and then follow the instructions she’d throw at him. 

Blue had grown up to be a very graceful young woman although her body was large and firm, trained by hours of gymnastics and hockey. Although tall for a girl, she wasn’t gangly.   She   was   attractive   and   desirable   albeit   with   a   hippy   clothing   style.   Coloured trousers in oranges and purples with flowery blouses and tee shirts. Sebastian mused that he never saw her in a dress, only ever trousers. Her hair always pulled into a long brown pony tail, often plaited. Sebastian’s love for her grew. Beyond the physical aspect, he was in awe at her charisma and her gift for being in command. She exercised this all the time with him.   He   never   minded.   She   knew   how   to   run   everything   and   she   threw   herself   into whatever took her interest. Sebastian was comfortable and bathed in the shadows of her patronage. He didn’t know that Blue was going to raise the stakes in their symbiotic but unequal relationship. Blue loved him too, but in a very different way. 

As the weeks progressed, Blue’s friends were also calling him princess. At first it was as a joke but it became his name and they started to use it without irony. 

Towards the end of their first university year was Sebastian’s birthday. Blue told him she had a special present for him. He knew something was going on as Blue was more excitable and bubbly than usual. She had given him some money and told him to do the shopping for her: wine and snacks. She said the two of them were to have an intimate evening in her room. It was typical of Blue, Sebastian mused, that she had sent him to get the provisions for his own party. What was less typical was that she said the party was only for the two of them. Blue never had an event without lots of people and lots of noise. 

Sebastian wondered if this was going to be something more romantic.  Maybe   she was coming round to seeing him in a different light? 

He walked along the first-floor corridor of the accommodation block on his way back from the shopping trip. He heard muffled music from her room as he approached. Blue had music on permanently so this wasn’t unusual. He stopped outside the plain cheap door of Blue’s student apartment and waited. The cream paint had black scuff marks at the bottom where Blue had to kick against it to push the stiff door open. The door was tight in the summer and loose in winter. A plain metal handle with a single keyhole marked the entrance to Blue’s kingdom. He knocked on her door with his left hand while balancing the plastic bag on the floor with his other. He heard Blue humming to the music playing in her room; she was adding a harmony to the tune. Her humming came closer as she approached the door. It swung open and she greeted him with a happy look. The familiar cream walls decorated with posters of old films and theatre shows. He could see Clark Gable and Vivian Leigh’s black and white faces looking down at him. 

“Come in princess,” she said, her long dark pony tail snaking over a bare shoulder. 

Her red top hung on the other. Multicoloured ethnic-styled earrings jangled as she moved. 

Her fingers glinted with rings. 

“Put the things over there on the table and then serve us a glass of the sparkling wine. 

I know it’s not chilled but I want to toast your nineteenth birthday. My dearest friend.” 

He had a jolt of disappointment at being called a friend but he was here with her, alone. He poured the wine into two plain glass tumblers and Blue stood up and told him she had an announcement. She was acting very formal, not like her at all. She placed a soft package wrapped in pink glossy paper on her single student bed. His eyes went to the large pink ribbon tied around the package. He wanted to ask her why she’d chosen pink. A girl’s colour. He decided not to break the moment. He had to accept her as she was: someone who pushed boundaries. Did  she even knew what a boundary was? 

“Happy birthday princess,” she bellowed as she presented it to him. He lowered his head and his cheeks flushed as he saw the label. 

 ‘To my pretty princess, love Blue x’ 

The end of his cock tingled as he read the words. 

“Open it,” she ordered in her regular bossy tone, the formality falling away. 

Sebastian put his tumbler on the table and looked up at her. 

“What is in it Blue?” 

She pushed the soft package into his arms. He took it with apprehension and his eyes widened at the soft feel of the present. 

“What would you like it to be princess?” She sat on the bed and leant back against the wall stretching her legs out before her. 

“I don’t mind Blue. Anything, I just love being with you, that’s enough.” 

“Ah how sweet, I know you do princess.” Her eyes creased. “Open the present, I wanted this for you so much. It’s how I’ve always seen you in my mind. Now I want to see my image of you in reality.” 

He looked at her, unsure of what she was talking about. What was it she wanted him to have so much? Her eyes were sparkling and the toes on her bare feet wriggled as she watched   him.   He   slipped   off   the   pink   ribbon   and   unpicked   the   sticking   tape   on   the wrapping paper with precision. He removed the paper and saw a brown paper shop bag inside. It had the name of an upmarket department store brand emblazoned across the

front. He put the present bag under his arm and started to fold the pink wrapping paper. 

Blue tapped her long blue-coloured glossy talons on her metal bed post. She ripped the wrapping paper from his grip and threw it to the floor and chuckled at his fussiness. 

“Come on, take it out the bag.” She placed both her palms down on the bed lifting her body up a fraction. 

Sebastian put his hand inside the bag and felt a plastic cover. He pulled it out and this time let the bag drop to the floor. Blue’s face beamed from his side vision as he saw a white garment inside the clear plastic sleeve. He glanced at Blue whose smile widened as he stared back at the white material inside. A rose-coloured flower pattern flowed across the material. 

“Take it out of the plastic bag and hold it up,” Blue ordered. 

He pulled it out and shook it down. His mouth dropped. 

“It’s a dress,” he croaked, his mouth dry. 

“Yes, it’s pretty isn’t it?” Blue’s lips curled up in pleasure, her eyes glinted, hinting at something else behind them. “Put it on princess, I want to see how pretty you look.” 

“Why did you buy me a dress Blue?” He tried to regain some strength in his voice as chills raced up his neck. 

“Don’t you like it?” A hint of disappointment came into her voice for the first time. 

“It’s very pretty but why would you buy dress for me?” 

Blue’s face lit up again. “Why do you think? I’ll help you put it on.” 

Sebastian stood holding the dress up to his eyes unable to move. He stared at the thin shoulder straps, the low front and the flared soft wide pleat. Blue took it from him and held it up to him. The dress would barely cover his underwear, if at all. 

“You want me to put this on?” He asked. 

“Shouldn’t a princess wear a pretty dress?” A tone of concern coming into Blue’s voice. 

Sebastian didn’t want to upset his best friend, a friend he loved but he was not keen on her latest idea. He looked behind at her face, disappointment in her mouth and eyes. 

“Thank you so much for thinking of me Blue and it’s very pretty. I like it. But I can’t wear a dress. Besides it’s too short.” 

“Short is sexy.” His cock sprung into life at hearing her words. “Anyway there’s no one else here and we’ve been friends for years. Only we will see you looking so pretty my princess. You can wear it for me when we’re alone together.” Her booming voice softened to a tone he hadn’t heard before. He melted at the sound of this sweeter voice. A ball knotted in his stomach at the thought of putting a dress on and his cock hardened. 

“OK,”   he   whispered,   his   words   melding   into   the   background   music   like   an accompaniment to the song. Her shoulders relaxed and mouth lifted. 

Blue placed his dress on the bed. His eyes moved to follow the soft flowing cotton garment. The thought of the material against his skin sent another spasm through his body.  Spikes   surged   through   his   stomach   and   down   to   the   end   of   his   firm   penis.   He continued to avert his eyes from Blue’s gaze as she lifted his white tee-shirt over his head. 

Her fingers slipped to his flies and she jerked the zip down, followed by his jeans. He stepped out of the bundle around his ankles. Blue stood back, a finger went to her chin as she looked him up and down. 

“Those boxer shorts are not going to work with your pretty new dress princess. They need to come off.” Her eyes dropped to the raging erection inside his boxers. 

He had dreamt of being naked with Blue many times, but not in this way. He wanted them both to be naked in her bed. Touching, making love. Instead he was going to be standing naked and her watching? 

“I asked you to remove your boxers Princess,” she whispered making his body jolt again and his cock strain against the open flies of his shorts. He stooped to pick up the dress intending to use it as cover for the removal of his boxers. The sudden movement moved the position of his straining erection and it popped out of the front of his loose

shorts. His face paled and then went redder than a late summer sunset. Blue giggled and pulled his shorts down and away from his legs. Her eyes paused at the level of his erection before moving on. Sebastian had a bright red birthmark on the top of his cock near the base. It was shaped like a raspberry. No one other than his mother and father had ever seen it. 

“Oh how cute Sebbie, you have a pretty raspberry pattern on your little thing. I’ve never seen anything like that before.” 

Seb couldn’t speak, his mouth dry like desert sand, his tongue suddenly feeling like a piece of swollen rubber. 

“Put the pretty dress on Princess.” Blue spoke in a soft commanding voice, losing interest in his birthmark. He pulled it up and over his head. Blue helped him straighten it down. Blue stood back to admire and nodded. 

“This was what you needed. Now you look like the pretty princess I thought you could be.” She was ecstatic and bounced on the balls of her feet. 

Blue manoeuvred Sebastian to face a full-length mirror attached to the back of the old entrance door. He gasped at himself. A young girl with a boy’s face stared back. He saw his long straw-coloured hair falling over his shoulders. He threw his head to one side and then the other to help it settle on his shoulders. The soft thin cotton swished against his legs and cock as he twisted. sending jolts up its stem and into his stomach. He thought his cock would burst such was the strength of his erection. He saw with horror that the end was showing below the hem of his new dress. Blue’s eyes flicked to it and then back to his face. 

“You like the dress Princess.” It was a statement not a question. He saw her looking at his reflection from behind him, her hands on his shoulders. “I can see you’re excited.” His cheeks burned in shame at her words seeing her eyes trained on his exposed erection. 

“Y, y, yes it’s lovely Blue,” he stuttered in a whisper. “Thank you for my present.” He wanted her emasculation of him to end, it was painful. Yet the material felt so wonderful. It reminded him of the silk cloth of his grandmother’s all those years ago. 

Blue flicked her long pony tail back. “You can wear this every time we’re together. 

Now, serve me some more sparkling wine while I admire you.” 

He turned to face her, caught between his humiliation and the sensual feel of the dress. The air brushed against the head of his penis as he moved. “This will be our secret Blue, won’t it?” 

“Why Princess, what makes you think I’d tell anyone else?” Blue’s eyelids batted in innocence. 

He shuddered as if a cold draught had hit him. She hadn’t answered him as clearly as he had wanted. His body was alive with the material as the dress flowed around his legs and penis. Blue let out a snort then put her hands to her mouth. She was looking down below his waist. He glanced down. His erection was exposed with the hem of his dress resting on the base. 

“Have you got some panties I can borrow to cover my willy Blue? I feel embarrassed with it on show.” 

“It looks like you’re enjoying it to me Princess. I’m so pleased to see you’re excited about your dress so leave your little fellow on show for me.  You might want to explain how a pretty Princess like you has a male tinky? I think it needs that pink ribbon tied around it.” His face turned the shade of vintage claret.  It couldn’t get any more embarrassing. 

 Could it? 

Chapter 4


The Girl Within Stirs

The terms passed and each time they were alone in his room or hers, Blue made him wear the white dress. She added other changes, little by little. First it was female panties, then she bought him a woman’s electric shaver for his legs. She styled his hair, curled the ends and cut a fringe to his eyebrows. She bought him skirts and women’s tops. She put lipstick and mascara on his face. But always only when they were alone, as she’d promised. She hadn’t actually promised. Nonetheless, Sebastian loved her attention on his appearance. 

He loved being her princess. Blue explained that it was OK for him to wear female things, the world is diverse. He wasn’t so sure his parents would think that way. Probably not many other people either. 

Halfway through their second term, Blue arranged to meet him in the evening. She said she’d come to his room to relax and chat. She told him to be pretty for her as usual. 

Sometimes he changed when she got there but this time she told him to be dressed and made up. 

Around 8pm he heard her strong single knock. He opened the door and hid behind it. 

He didn’t want anyone passing in the corridor seeing him in a short pink pencil skirt and blouse. The latest purchase by Blue for him. Diversity had it limits, even amongst the university set. He had tied a large ribbon in the back of his hair. His hand went to his hair and fluffed it out. Blue bounded in and kissed him on the cheek. He pushed against the door behind her as he looked at Blue. The door pushed back as one of Blue’s classmates, a girl called Angela, marched in. Then another girl strode in after her. Carmela. They glanced at him as they entered. He put his hands over the front of his skirt in a vain attempt to hide his embarrassment. Carmela closed the door as Sebastian remained stuck to the spot. 

“Make us a coffee Princess,” Blue said without looking at him as she sat on the single chair at his small desk table.  Angela and Carmela eyed him up and down. 

“Blue,” he whined. “What are you doing?” He remained standing by the door. His uncovered smooth legs held together at his knees, exposed by the tiny pencil skirt. The bulge in his panties level with the hem. Blue always purchased short skirts for him. 

“I’m visiting you like I told you, what’s the problem?” She replied, her voice raising a tone at surprise at his question. “What’s wrong with you?” 

“Why did you bring your friends? We agreed this was our secret.” 

“What made you think it was our secret that you wore girl’s clothes?” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“All my friends know. I told them. Angela and Carmela wanted to see how pretty you were too so I invited them. I don’t know what’s wrong with you.” 

Sebastian rubbed his forehead with a sweaty palm. “It was supposed to be our secret Blue.” 

Blue turned and faced him. She slapped her hand on the table. “Princess. What’s the matter   with  you?”  He had  seen Blue  angry  many  times  but  never  with  him until this moment. “It’s not a secret. If I want to show you off to my friends and let them see what a pretty girl you are then I will. Now serve us those drinks.” Angela and Carmela tittered. 

Sebastian sucked in the air through his nostrils, his lips held tight together.  What was going on?  He had never expected her to turn on him in this way. He had always let her have her own way and in return she looked after and protected him.  Was he being disloyal by complaining?  He’d never challenged her before but she had never done this before. 

Humiliated in front of her friends. The sound of her fingernails tapping on the table made him look up. Blue’s two friends watched the debate like two tennis spectators. Back and forth as their faces followed the discussion. 

Sebastian’s resolve collapsed. It wasn’t his place to argue, he knew that. This was their implicit   agreement   and   he’d   broken   it.   “I’m   sorry   Blue,   I   was   shocked   at   Angela   and Carmela seeing me like this. Please forgive me.” 

Blue’s face softened. “Of course. Are you my princess again?” 

“I never stopped Blue, I just got embarrassed.” He looked to the floor. 

“Now be a good girl and make those drinks and we’ll forget about this. OK?” 

Sebastian’s face reddened at hearing Blue call him a girl. She hadn’t done that before and it made her friends titter again. Yes Blue had called him princess but he’d assumed that was her little joke about his sensitivity. Being called a girl was a much stronger sign that  she  saw  him  as   female.  He  sloped  over  over  to  his  kettle  in  his  bare   feet  as  the atmosphere lightened around him. His head dropped as his face burnt with the eyes of the three girls in his room watching him. His tight skirt rode up as he walked across the room and he pulled at it with his hands. He wanted to cover the erection growing in his panties which pushed below the hem of the tiny skirt. The three girls saw what was happening. 

“Princess, let Angela and Carmela sit on your bed and you can sit on the floor. You don’t mind do you.” It wasn’t a request and Blue’s instruction cut through him like a scalpel. Something had changed in their relationship. She had always been in charge but she was moving it onto a new level. He served the coffee and sat on the floor, his legs together, splayed out to one side. The tight skirt had nowhere to go and rode up exposing his small white panties. The outline of his erection pressed against the straining cotton. His heart thumped. 

Angela looked at his bulge and then to his face. “Do you like being a girl? It looks like you do.” Her eyes fell back to his erection and lingered there. 

Sebastian’s head sank into his shoulders as he looked to the door. Blue watched him. 

“Are you OK Princess? Your little tinky looks like it might be all squashed up. Maybe it’s uncomfortable trapped inside you little panties.” Sebastian’s face and neck burnt with her words. The panties Blue had bought him were thongs, the thin strap had disappeared inside his bum cheeks. The front part fitted around his penis, just. It was struggling to hold in his firm erection. 

He   bit   down   on   his   bottom   lip   at   hearing   her   refer   to   his   ‘little   tinky’.   She   was concerned for his comfort, that was it. This was the Blue he loved, concerned about him, 

surely. “Yes Blue, I am uncomfortable. I’ll change into something with more room and I am sure my erection will go down. I need to get used to this new situation.” 

“That’s too much fuss Princess. Just take your panties off.” Blue’s eyes fixed on his. “It would still be squashed in whatever you put on so let it have some air to expand. I’m thinking only of your comfort. We’ve all seen a willy before so it’s no big deal. I’ve seen yours before. It’s small and very cute so there’s nothing to be ashamed of.” 

Her logic bulldozed him between his eyes. He turned her words around in his head and couldn’t think of a come back. He had to say something. “I don’t think I should do this Blue.” 

“Don’t   you?   Why   ever   not?”   Blue’s   voice   raised   on   her   last   word.   She   seemed surprised at his comment. She was used to his total obedience. 

“It doesn’t seem right.” Sebastian’s voice trailed off and he looked away from her eye contact.  Was he being over-sensitive? Was it a big deal? It was for him.   He had never questioned her before  as Blue always won in the end so it was a waste of time. If Blue wanted something, Blue got it. He didn’t understand why she wanted to humiliate him in front of her two friends. But she didn’t seem to think of this as humiliation. He was going to have to take the panties off, he knew that. Something behind Blue’s eyes had always told him that power was important to her. Even though he knew she loved him, her love was conditional. Conditional on her being in total control and letting her have power over him. 

He had to do as she wanted otherwise her love might go. 

He stood up, his erection held down inside the straining white panties. His balls tumbled out either side of the narrow underwear. He could never win any debate with Blue, his eyes dropped to his feet. 

“I’ll take my panties off Blue. You are right, they are uncomfortable. But please don’t let it go outside this room. Do you promise this time Blue?” His voice tight, breathless. A buzz went down to his penis. He was humiliated but there was an excitement to what was happening that he hadn’t felt before. 

She glowered at him. “I promise that if you don’t stop debating this with me I’m going to rip your panties off myself.”  Blue’s  voice  sharp like  a long shard  of smashed glass. 

“What’s got into you? You used to be such an obedient girl. All I’m thinking of his your welfare. It can’t be pleasant with your tinky squashed in and all you want is to argue with me?” 

His mouth opened and shut hearing her call him a girl again.  What had got into Blue?  His body slumped, he had to comply with his beloved Blue’s orders. She was right, his penis was squashed inside the tiny panties. He guessed she was looking after his best interests. Her concern for his welfare was lovely and he shouldn’t have argued with her. It was unfortunate that the other two girls were there, that was for sure. But it was incidental. 

Blue wasn’t to know he would get so excited, so erect. Blue was always right. 

He put his thumbs in the waistband of his panties and pushed them down his legs. 

They sipped down and then over his erect cock. It sprung free into the cool air which washed around its exposed head as it bounced three times. The freshness and freedom a relief   after   the   constraints   of   the   tight   cotton.   For   a   short   moment   he   bathed   in   the sensation. 

Angela and Carmela shrieked taking him from his moment of relief and back to the reality. Both girls put both their hands to their mouths in identical poses. Blue glanced and sat back in victory. Angela leant forward and took Sebastian’s cock between two fingers, her   face   creased   as   if   touching   an   unpleasant   insect.   Her   thumb   rubbed   against   his raspberry birthmark on the top of his cock. Blue looked on disinterested. 

“You were right Blue, it is cute. I love the raspberry you told us about.” Angela spoke, her voice sweet, like a large spoonful of artificial sweetener. “It’s tiny but cute.” 

Sebastian looked over at Blue for support, expecting her to tell Angela to leave him alone. Blue shrugged.  What had happened to his protector?  At the same time he became concerned he would cum. He touch against his erection was exhilarating. 

As if reading his mind Blue said. “Princess, I’ll always love you and look after you but

you know the rules. You have to accept that I can do what ever I want with you. And you…” 

She pointed at him with a long blue talon-live finger nail. “…must do what ever I say. I thought you understood that? Has something changed?” 

Sebastian looked to his feet again. Angela was pulling his cock up and looking at his balls. Blue was right, that was always their implicit agreement. Nothing had changed in that sense except now she was being explicit about it.  Something had changed in her. That made him uncomfortable about what more she might do. The evening passed with him exposed   and   the   girls   discussing   his   erection.   He   wanted   to   cum.   Once   they   left   he masturbated and the explosion was like a cork leaving a champagne bottle. 


* * *

As Sebastian reached the final months at university, he began to think about his future. He was twenty-three years old. His days of comfort, shelter and no responsibility would end soon and a new unknown stage would open in his life. During his school and university years, Blue’s help and protection had been crucial to him. He would never have had many friends without her. Or so much humiliation. 

As the years of university education passed, Blue had become more demanding. She expected his subservience to increase. This included having to wear a dress when he was with her and her friends. Once he had got over the shock of what she was now demanding, he   accepted   it.   Blue   thrived   on   her   control   of   him.   He   relaxed   with   that   control.   He admitted to himself that he enjoyed the thrill of wearing a dress. But although she called him princess and girl, he wasn’t a girl. He was  a boy. There was  nothing wrong with wearing a dress, why was it considered a girl’s item of clothing anyway? 

Now he was going to be leaving full-time education and entering a new phase of his life. A phase that meant that Blue would no longer be in his life. Blue had told him that she had got a job. An assistant theatre director. She had found it through her parent’s contacts, 

His   delight   for   her   turned   to   personal   horror   when   she   told   him   the   position   was   in London’s West End theatre district. She would be emigrating. Blue explained it was the best place in the world to learn the role. She wiped away his tears with her long fingers the day she told him. She smoothed the hem of his white dress down with affection. He would miss her love. She told him she was sad too but it was her future, her big opportunity. 

London’s theatreland. They would stay in contact and he could visit. Maybe. He told her through his tears that didn’t understand how she could be so cold about leaving him. After she had told him the news, she stroked his long hair. As she put her hands through his curls she told him he would always be her princess. He told her he had thought they had a future of some sort together. He was now going to be on his own again. 


* * *

His first-class degree meant he found a job as an accountant with ease. His new job was in the business district in the centre of the city. He was to join the daily throng of commuters he’d watched when he was younger. He never imagined he’d one day join the faceless grey wave. He moved back to his mother’s house, his white summer dress and other clothing locked away on a suitcase. He couldn’t bear to throw it away, it was his only link to Blue. 

When his mother was out of the house, he would unlock the suitcase and look at the folded dress and skirts. The little panties that Blue had made him wear. His fingers stroked the textures and he wanted  to let the dresses swirl around his body. But those times had finished.  Was he waving goodbye forever to Blue’s Princess? 

His home had become more bearable as his mother and father had split up. His brothers had left to be with their father and the home had become peaceful and feminine. 

His sister Micaela had also left. She had emigrated to Canada after meeting a businessman from Toronto. He could enjoy the room they used to share on his own. He enjoyed the solitude. Just him and his mother. 

His mother disapproved of his long waving blond hair. She made constant comments, telling him he looked effeminate. Some things never changed but at least she didn’t know about the dress and other female clothes that Blue had made him wear. The clothes were locked away in his suitcase, stored under his bed. Her complaints about his hair hardened his resolve to keep it long. It was a reminder of his best years. University with his protector Blue. His mother could no longer force him to cut it like when he was a boy. There was no father to bully him. Instead, he gelled it behind his ears, smearing it down with a side parting for work. When his mother was out, he would wash it and allow it to swing like it used to at university. 

His days as Blue’s princess receded with the time and distance away from her. At first they stayed in contact though messages and video calls. She called him princess and asked if he was being a good girl. He would blush at her comments. It still excited him to be called princess but now it sounded like an ironic joke as he settled into his new conformity. 

Over time with her demanding job and the time difference, the calls dropped away. Very soon, she was a memory, a dream of the past. It was as if she was from a previous life and he had reincarnated into the grey life of finance and spreadsheets. 

The wardrobe in his bedroom still contained some of the dresses and blouses his sister had left behind. They competed for hanger space with his grey trousers and white shirts,   the   clothes   Sebastian   wore   every   day   on   the   commuter   train   to   conformity. 

Sometimes Sebastian looked with longing at the colour and the feel of Micaela’s female clothing as he put on his drab outfits. At times he touched the hem of her dresses and squeezed the fine cotton of her panties between fingertips. 

“No,” he told himself. “This is wrong, these are my sister’s clothes. That life went when Blue left.” 

He fought his feeling and pushed them away. He had a new adopted lifestyle. As he lay on his bed in his bedroom, his life seemed mapped out. His mother had never re-painted the light pink walls from when his sister had made it into her feminine sanctuary. 

He didn’t mind, he couldn’t understand why pink had to be for girls. As he ruminated on the turn of events since leaving  university, little  did he know that his life was  to take another unexpected turn. His long freshly-washed hair fell across the pillow as a lump came to his throat. He was missing Blue. He missed being her princess. 

With no Blue in his life and no instructions at how he should behave, he concentrated on his own career and had returned to being a full-time male. But not fully. He’d tasted something he liked thanks to Blue. He kept his hair long, loving the flow around his face. 

He brushed out the curls and changed the styling when he went out. At home he would brush it back to a female style, combing back a fringe and he dried it to curl up at the bottom. He tried male underpants but returned to the panties Blue had bought him. He put them under his male underwear in the drawer to hide them and washed them when his mother was out. He didn’t enjoy the feel of trousers against his leg hairs. He started to shave his legs again. 

Some of the changes Blue had made had stuck. Outwardly a male but something inside had stirred. 

Chapter 5


The Housemaid

Maria started working as the family’s domestic maid four weeks after Sebastian’s return from university. With no one but Sebastian at home, his mother decided that it was time to return to work. She’d studied for years at night school to pass her law degree and now she was ready. She joined the legal profession as a lawyer. His father who had expected her to fulfil the role of housewife for years was no longer there to hold her aspirations down. 

Together with a friend, she set up an office and, due to destiny and the vagaries of the economy, it prospered. Capitalism and private enterprise were back in vogue in Argentina. 

His   mother   Marcela   had   told   him   about   the   changes   she   was   making   to   their domestic situation. However, nothing prepared him for the day the dark brooding Maria arrived at their home. She stood by his mother in the kitchen that first morning as he was introduced to her. Maria’s black voluminous hair tumbled over her shoulders. Her out-sized almond eyes looked like those from an image of Cleopatra on an ancient Egyptian monument. Sebastian saw few similarities with Blue at that time. Maria’s curvy figure was the opposite of that of the tall slim sporty Blue. Her flower-patterned cotton dress came down to her knees and clung to her like tissue paper in a rainstorm. The V-cut of the front of her dress hugged low across melon-sized breasts. He imagined he could almost make out the edge of dark areola around her nipples so low-cut was the dress front. He shook his head and held his lips tight to avoid his tongue lolling out. Inside he was drooling. 

“Seb, this is Maria and she’ll be working and living-in at home.” His mother’s matter-of-fact tone breaking into his day-dream of fantasies about the vision he was meeting. 

“She’ll be using the twins’ old room to live in. Please help her settle in Seb,” said his mother looking at her son and then Maria. Sebastian swallowed hard. 

María spoke as an enchanted Sebastian gaped at her. “Don’t worry Mrs Romano, I’m sure  Sebastian  and  I  will  get  along  fine.”  Her  voice  carried   an  authoritative   tone  that

matched the steel in her eyes. Those eyes lingered on him a bit longer than he expected and her lips pursed before she faced his mother again. Sebastian saw a flash of something in her eyes, a hidden intelligence that was at odds with her role in the home. There was something else in her too; a devil lurking near the surface, trying to break through her sultry facial expression. What was this devil she held inside her? He was soon to find out. 

María   explained   that   she   had   come   to   Buenos   Aires   to   escape   the   traditional patriarchal life of the countryside. She wanted to study at the university one day. This was an option denied her by the male-dominated world she’d moved away  from. First she needed to establish herself in her new surroundings and save some money. Her only skills were house-keeping and cooking due to the environment she came from. There was little option for her but to continue for now until she had some money. Living in with them would allow her to save. It suited everyone. Especially an instantly love-stricken Sebastian. 


* * *

It was one of those mornings when the yellow rays of a spring sun filtered through the thin curtains. The smell from the flowers in the street wafted in through the open windows like a   young   girl’s   sweet   perfume.   The   first   weekend   of   Maria’s   stay   at   the   family   home. 

Sebastian’s mother had gone out for the day with friends, something that was becoming more and more regular. She said she may stay over for the night. She was tasting her freedom and enjoying every moment. 

Sebastian   had   been   laying   awake   in   bed,   enjoying   the   weekend.   He   couldn’t concentrate as he heard Maria moving around in the next room. She had earlier mentioned that she loved his ‘pretty fair hair’. That was odd coming from an employee maid. 

He closed his eyes and dreamt about her sensual curvy body and heavy eyes. The way she glided about the home. He took any opportunity to throw a glance at her whenever he saw her. Her response was a withering stare. The deep love and affection he had for Blue

was   bursting   around   his   body   and   mind   looking   for   somewhere   to   land.   Maria   was becoming   that  destination.   His  desire   for  her   was   growing   even   though  she  was   their housemaid. He imagined her and felt his erection hard beneath his shorts. He wanted to masturbate thinking of Maria. His mother would be disappointed and unhappy if they had a relationship. Even though he was now in his twenties and a man, she wanted him to meet someone  well-educated  and  professional.  Not a  maid, despite  the  fact   Maria  was  very attractive and intelligent. This wouldn’t be enough for his mother. Maria was at least ten years older than him, another factor not in his favour for his mother. 

Sebastian   thought   about   Maria’s   voluptuous   body   and   an   itch   of   desire   sparked though his body. She was firm and rounded with coal-black hair, so long, shiny and silky. 

She   moved  around   the  home  like   a  spectre,   silent  and   light  on  her   feet.  There   was   a femininity but also a muscular strength. She was so very different to Blue but yet, held a similar level of fascination. He wanted her. Sebastian’s initial concerns about having a stranger at home every day had been allayed as soon as he had met her. By his ardent lust for her. He jumped out of bed, his erection firm with the morning boost of fresh sleep and testosterone. He needed a cool shower to calm down. 

Sebastian got up and wandered to the bathroom, dressed only in the pair of shorts. A towel slung over his arm. He clicked the bathroom door shut behind him, not bothering to lock it as the shower noise would alert Maria to him being there. After slipping off his shorts and sliding the glass door aside, he ran the shower and put his head under the cool stream of glistening water. He closed the shower door and then his eyes. The image of Maria filled his mind and his cock reacted once more. It grew strong and erect. 

It was no good he was going to have to relieve the mounting pressure in his aching penis and balls. He lowered one hand towards them and the yearning. He rubbed his fist slowly at first along the length of his erection, his eyes still closed. Maria’s face and tits in his mind. He imagined her swirling  breasts as he pulled his foreskin over the swollen bulbous head of his erection then back. The bubbling feeling of an imminent ejaculation

and the lightness in his head caused him to breath faster and rub more strongly. Pressure built in his stomach and his balls, a dam on the point of bursting. 

A dark cloud of sixth sense fell on him. He stopped rubbing but kept his palm held tightly   round   his   straining   cock.   He   opened   his   eyes  and   turned   his   head.  Maria   was standing in the bathroom door-frame, a cloth in one hand and a cleaning spray in the other. Her eyes were fixed on the fisted hand on his erection. Neither spoke as time froze for what seemed like minutes but was a half-second. 

Sebastian turned away far too late. She’d seen him masturbating. “Maria, what are you doing in here?” His voice weak, tinny. 

“I came to clean the shower room Sebastian. I didn’t hear the shower.” 

“Go away,” he shouted over his shoulder. 

“There seems little point now Sebastian, I’ve seen you. I saw you masturbating.” 

Maria spoke with a confidence he hadn’t expected. He didn’t understand why she hadn’t withdrawn as soon as she’d entered the bathroom. Sebastian pulled an arm round himself, still holding his erection as he hunched away from her. “Go away Maria.” 

“OK I’ll leave now and let you finish masturbating. Perhaps next time you might want to let me know and then I’ll wait until you’ve finished playing with yourself.” 

Sebastian hunched like he’d been punched by her words but said nothing and waited for her to go. He looked back over his shoulder to see her turn and leave. His shoulders relaxed then tensed again as he saw her turn back towards him. 

“Interesting   birthmark   on   your   willy   Sebastian.   I’ve   not   seen   anything   like   that before. A raspberry? How sweet.” Maria glanced again at his cock. He was shocked that she was not cowed or embarrassed by what had just happened. 

“Go away. Please,” he said. She turned and walked into the hall without closing the door. 

His erection and ardour disappeared and he finished showering, unsettled, disturbed. 

He dried himself and returned to his room with a towel wrapped around his waist. He was

pleased not to see Maria in the hall. He didn’t know how he was going face her again. Once back in his room he shut his door and laid back on the bed. Despite the embarrassment of her  seeing  him  touching  himself, a  side  of  him  enjoyed  her  seeing  his  nakedness, his erection. 

A knock on his bedroom door made him jump. He heard Maria’s deep alluring voice on the other side after asking permission to enter his room. He felt a heat rise though his body.  Had she no shame?  He would face her sooner than he wanted if he let her in. Her request had the tone of an instruction. He looked at the white painted wooden door. It was wearing into a yellow shade and needed a fresh coat. From the other side she said that his mother had asked her to tidy and clean up his room. She said she was sorry to disturb him, a gain. The last word stabbed into his stomach. He looked around his room, it wasn’t that untidy. He thought she had cleaned his room while he was at work during the week. Still, if his mum said it needed cleaning then she must have had her reasons. 

“Sebastian?” Maria called as she waited his reply. He looked at the closed door from his   bed,   silent   and   secure.   For   now.   He   wasn’t   ready   to   face   her   so   soon   after   the embarrassing   event   in   the   shower.   He   was   only   covered   by   the   towel.   Maria   seemed unfazed by the events of a few moments ago. The metal doorhandle moved down a little, her unseen hand on the other side poised, holding it. Waiting to open and enter. 

“One   moment   Maria,”   he   called   back.   “I’m   only   wearing   a   towel,   I   need   to   put something on.” 

“Oh don’t be silly Seb. What have you got to hide now?” 

Her words hit at him again. She’d seen him masturbating. Humiliation. 

“Hello Seb. May I enter?” her voice sweet, enquiring. 

“Can’t you wait a minute?” 

“Seb, why should I wait?” Her tone harder, more demanding. 

As she spoke he saw the handle drop down and the door hissed open. Maria stood outside  the open frame. The  light  from  behind her  streamed in. All  he could  see was sparkling eyes on her silhouette. “Well? Can I come in?” 

 What did she want? 

Chapter 6


Exposed

Sebastian gawked at Maria standing in his doorway. His mind stuck. This woman who he desired but had embarrassed him by seeing him masturbating. 

“Well Seb, is it OK to enter?” 

He came out of his stupor. He had to make this all go back to normality, forget the scene in the shower. Make it go away. “Er yes of course, sorry. Please come in Maria.” He couldn’t say no. She was being reasonable. 

She stayed in the doorway a moment. She entered his room, crossing the threshold into his personal area and came into view. The morning sunlight light from his bedroom window glinted in her eyes. Sebastian said hello, a catch in his voice at the thought of the sensuous Maria being there with him. They were alone. It was what he’d dreamt of as goosebumps rose on his skin. It was warming up outside but a single chilly shake went through   him.   Sebastian   pulled   his   legs   to   his   chest   as   he   sat   up   on   his   bed.   He   was conscious of his bare chest and arms, puny and without the muscles of many men his age. 

He was more conscious of his shaved legs.  Had she noticed? 

As she entered further into his room her breasts and bum moved along in a rhythm, exerting   a  magnetic   pull  on  Sebastian’s   eyes.  He  imagined   her  in   a  carnival,   dancing, writhing. Her body rolling in different synchronous beats. He marvelled at how her breasts didn’t fall out of their feeble enclosure of soft fine cotton. It was if the breath of a spring breeze would be all it took to release them. But remain enclosed they did, to his chagrin. 

“I’m sorry about earlier Maria. I’m a young man with the usual desires. I thought I was alone.” 

Maria made a  humf sound then explained that his mother had also asked her to clear out his sister’s old clothing. She looked at him sideways as she peered into the wardrobe. 

She   took   out   his   sister’s   clothing   and   placed   them   in   a   large   black   bag   for   storage. 

Enormous round earrings dangled from her ears and her bracelets jangled as she moved. 

She was a slow-motion tornado of action, energy and noise. Seb knew that Maria enjoyed the attention he gave her the past week. Not because she had any intention of having any relationship   with   him.   He   guessed   she   could   do   so   much   better   than   him,   a   strange effeminate man. 

He lay down again, smoothing the towel down to cover his nakedness and smooth shaved legs as best he could. 

“Seb, I need to ask Mrs Romano what she wants me to do with your sister’s old clothing after I’ve packed them away. They are so nice, so soft,” she said, holding up a pair of silky pink panties with white lace. “Too pretty to put away, don’t you think?” 

Seb reddened as Maria looked at him,  what did she mean?  The innocence in her wide eyes masking her inner demon. 

“I know you don’t know how they feel because only women use them. It’s so nice to feel silk on your body and to experience different colours and textures. What do you think Seb? Wouldn’t you like to feel these materials in your body?” She rubbed her hands down her body, following the round curves of her hips. 

Sebastian’s heart dropped a beat then quickened.  Who was this woman who had read his thoughts and desires?  Sebastian struggled to contain an incipient erection below the towel as he sought a reply to Maria’s question.  What did she mean? Was it an innocent question or did it mean something more?  Yes he would love to feel the panties against his body but he couldn’t do it. He shouldn’t do it. That chapter of his life had gone with Blue’s departure to London. 

He decided to be honest. “Yes, it would be nice but men don’t wear these things so I’ll never know.” 

Maria’s face brightened with a smile. Her inner devil now at the surface of her face. “I thought so, especially with such smooth hairless legs. Like a girl’s.” 

Sebastian gulped. She had noticed

“Why don’t you put them on,” she asked with a bright smile. 

Sebastian’s heart set off like an Olympic sprinter. His cock, became erect and bulged the towel out. Maria’s eyes dropped to the straining lump as he covered it with his hands. 

Her eyes went back to his face with a look that said she knew he wanted to try them. 

“No,” he said with a weak voice.” It’s not right Maria. It’s not natural, who do you think I am?” Sebastian was trying to convince himself as much as Maria. He got up from the bed, his hands holding the towel as Maria’s smile dropped into a mask of serious contemplation. 

“I want you to put them on Sebastian, I know it’s what you want. It’s what I want you to do.” 

“Maria, you’re confused. You should get out of my room.” 

“I can’t, Mrs Romano told me to clean and tidy it.” She pushed him back onto the bed with one hand and told him to lay back. The towel fell across him, covering him but now untucked. Sebastian stayed there, unable to speak. 

“Now,” a confident Maria said. “I want you to remove the towel and put on the pretty pink panties. I want to see you in girls’ underwear. I think you want that too.” She stared hard at him. Now he knew what the devil inside her was as it exploded into the open. Her confidence topped up by what she’d seen him doing in the shower. She understood his masturbation was about her. 

Maria   moved   to   stand   over   him,  her   hands   on   broad  hips.  He   looked   up   at   her wondering how the gravity-defying dress was still holding her breasts in. He didn’t move. 

“Why should I remove my towel Maria? It’s not right.” 

“Why are you questioning me Seb?” 

A breeze blew the closed curtain into the room as a cloud went over the morning sun lowering the light in the room. He blinked to clear his sight and at what was unfolding. He couldn’t think of a reply, looking up at her with his mouth open. She had chosen her

moment when they were alone.  Why did she want him in girls’ panties?  He didn’t know although the idea was both horrible and enchanting in equal measure. 

“Seb I want you to remove the towel. I can see you want to by your little tent. Then you can slip on the nice pretty panties. I’m not going to ask you again. Take off the towel.” 

He looked into her unblinking eyes, large round and piercing. A show now across her eyes. 

“You have until I count to five before I do it for you. One.” 

He   couldn’t   believe   the   situation.   She   was   going   to   do   a   countdown?   A   surreal countdown, like a rocket launch to humiliation. 

“Two,” Maria’s hands planted on each hip. 

“Maria, I can’t be naked in front of you,” he pleaded. 

“I’ve seen it all already, remember? Three.” 

Although the idea of wearing panties and being naked was exciting, an anger grew at the realisation that the maid of the house was being so insolent. “Maria, this is ridiculous, just who do you think you are?” 

Maria continued to stare at him. The ticking of the clock in the kitchen intruded into the ambience the room. The cloud outside stubbornly reducing the sunlight. 

“Four.” 

She’s the maid,  this is ridiculous.  He stayed where he was. “What can you do Maria? 

You’re being stupid.” 

Maria looked at him without emotion. “Five.” 

Her speed surprised him as her hand took the towel and flipped it away. She stood looking down at him on the bed, the towel in one hand. She let it drop on the floor as his hands went down to his erection. She bent down and turned him over so fast he put up no resistance. She pulled his arms round and held them by his wrist with one hand. Her strength was greater than his. Her other hand went to his naked bum and rested there. 

“What are you doing Maria, are you crazy?” 

Whack, her hand slapped down on his bum cheeks as she kept his arms together with her other hand. He arched his back in an attempt to wriggle free but her knee was now on his back. Thwack, down it came again, stinging. Tears formed in both his eyes. Thwack, Thwack. She let go of his arms and flipped him over onto his back. His erection pointed at her face like an accusing finger. 

“No listen boy. You will do everything I tell you or I’ll be spanking you even more. Do you understand me?” 

“Maria,   stop   this.   I’ll   tell   my   mum.   She’ll   dismiss   you,”   he   whined,   his   eyes   not meeting hers. 

“What will you tell your mummy? Nothing that’s what. Do you know why?” 

“What are you on about Maria?” A feather from his pillow caught on his tongue. His tongue lashed out to dislodge it. 

“I’ll tell your mummy that you exposed yourself to me. That you chased me with your little penis. It’s you who’ll be in trouble. With the police even. I’m sure they would take a dim view of you showing your little willy to the poor maid. Your mother may even throw you out of the house for harassing me.” 

“I’ll say you’re making it up.” 

“And   I’ll   tell   them   about   your   raspberry-shaped   birthmark.”   Maria   sat   back   in triumph. 

Sebastian looked down as his erection and the tell-tale birthmark. He stumbled over his words, trying to speak. “What…What..” 

“How else would I be able to describe that unless you had shown it to me?” The corners of her mouth turned up but her eyes remained as icy as a sharp winter frost. 

She stopped for short moment to look again at his cock and the red blemish, then to his eyes. There was no emotion on her face. His erection faced her, exposed and throbbing with desire for her despite the humiliation.  Or was it because of it?  He screwed himself up into a foetal position to hide his embarrassment. Maria saw his erection and lack of real

fight and knew she had him where she wanted him. She took his legs with a firm grip that surprised him and lifted his feet up from the mattress. She whacked his penis with her fingers and then slid his sister’s old pink silk panties over his feet and pulled them up. 

“Much better. You look pretty in pretty panties, don’t you agree?” She was standing back in front of him, inspecting him, her arms folded in achievement. “And they go better with your smooth feminine legs.” 

The   fine   silk   of   the   knickers   pressed   against   the   head   of   his   cock.   Sensual   and sensational. His pulse accelerated again, his face flushed. The soft material rubbed against his pulsating cock, the tip extra sensitive with desire. He could no longer withstand these desires and exploded into the panties and screamed out at the force of his ejaculation. As his discharge spurted out from the sides of panties and onto the sheets, Maria put her head to one side and looked at him. 

“I would say you like that, wouldn’t you Seb? I knew you would. I had to put some pressure on you but now I would say we have an understanding.” 

Sebastian was muted with the pleasure of his ejaculation and his abject humiliation. 

“Take off those panties, wash them by hand and clean everything you’ve dirtied on the bed. I’m not going to do it.” Maria’s instruction boomed around the room. “We’re now going to start with what I want from you. When we’re alone in the house, you’re going to be my maid so you need to become accustomed to cleaning. I’m sick of cleaning and cooking for men. It’s time that one did it for me. Although you’re not much of a man I have to say.” 

Her words pierced the last vestiges of his pride. All he could answer was “What?” 

Maria took him by his ear and led him to the kitchen. He was beaten, she had a hold over him. She made him wash and rinse the soiled panties while naked. He was helpless in her power over him. Physical power and the power of her blackmail. She knew what his penis looked like and no one would believe she stripped him. They would believe her story. 

She had the gun and he’d given her the ammunition. 

“Once   you’re   finished   boy,   you’re   going   to   clean   the   house   for   me.   It’s   more appropriate that you as a sissy boy does this rather than me, a woman. Don’t you agree?” 

He looked at  her  as  he scrubbed  his semen out  of  the  panties.  “Can  I put some trousers on first please?” 

“Why would you want trousers on? I thought you were a little sissy boy. You could put on one of your sister’s dresses?” His eyes widened at her words. She continued after a breath. “Or you can remain naked.” 

“I can’t wear a dress Maria, especially one of my sister’s.” 

“Fine. you can clean the house naked then. Although looking at your shaved legs I would say it wouldn’t be the first time you’ve worn a dress, would it?” 

He couldn’t understand what had happened. In the passing of the past thirty minutes he’d gone from her employer to her maid? 

“Oh and boy.” 

“Yes?” 

“You’re no longer allowed to call me Maria. You will address me as Mistress.” 

Sebastian swallowed hard. Maria picked up a duster and polish and held it up to him. 

“You clean and I’m going to sit and watch while I have a cool drink.” She pulled him to the living area and sat in his mother’s armchair, sinking in and moving her rounded bum to get comfortable. She brushed some fluff from the front of her dress and smoothed it to her knees. She then looked up, her elbows spread over the arms of the chair. He started shaking at the humiliation of his position. Outside the breeze calmed and the sun rose in the sky burning off the clouds. It was going to be a warm day. 

“Of course you won’t always be naked when you do my work for me.” 

Sebastian   looked   relieved.   It   was   a   minor   success   in   a   wild   sea   of   shame   and ignominy. 

“So I will be allowed to get dressed?” 

“Yes of course.” 

So I can put some trousers on then? Mistress.” 

“Trousers?” Maria blurted out in indignation. “Who said anything about trousers?” 

Chapter 7

Male Feminisation is the best medicine

Maria had always been a strong woman, ever since she was a young girl. She was the only female sibling with five brothers. She had to sacrifice her childhood and adolescence to take care of them. Her mother worked from sun up to sundown in a factory. Her father did nothing except drink and sleep. One day he disappeared without saying anything. The town rumours said that he had gone with a lover to another province. Others said that he was in prison somewhere in the country for theft. Some rumours said that his lover had been a boy dressed as a girl. She thought that last one ridiculous but whatever the reason, he was gone. Good riddance. 

The afternoons when her brothers were at school were a reprieve for Maria. Alone in her house she wondered how she could escape from that rural and hopeless world. She hoped her brothers would grow up and go to work so he could go to the capital and start a new life. She wanted to study and be a professional like those strong women she saw in movies and TV series. 

One hot afternoon she decided that it was time to get rid of her father’s closed boxes. 

He wasn’t coming home so time to cleanse the home of his memories. He mother had never wanted to open the boxes or admit he was gone. Maria was stronger than her and was going to look while her mother was at work. Despite feeling that she was betraying her mother, Maria took a sharp knife and cut the tape sealing the first cardboard box. Her surprise was instant. She had expected to see old clothes and socks. She saw a pile of magazines with naked women on the cover. It was the first time she’d seen the body of a woman displayed in that way. She had no friends, her mother was very modest and she rarely   looked   in   the   mirror.   She   compared   herself   with   the   images   in   her   father’s magazines. She was overweight with breasts that looked more like two rugby balls. Her own legs were strong and her hips wide. She was eighteen years old and no man had yet

seen   her   body.   She   resolved   at   that   moment   that   she   would   do   something   about   her physique. 

She opened the pages, anxious with curiosity and consternation. His father looked at this she thought, “Disgusting! What a betrayal of my mother.” 

She flipped through the magazines. Halfway down the pile her feelings of disgust evaporated. She found a set of magazines and comics with  illustrations and photos of young men in dresses and skirts. The first one showed two men playing together, dressed like two beautiful women. One of them wore a pleated skirt and a white blouse with large flowers on the front. The other a flowery silk dress. Both had long hair, makeup. And two beautiful long penises. They were visible in some of the photos under the skirts as they jumped or sat, legs apart. They showed no remorse. Her father looked at this? 

She flicked through other comics. They had illustrated stories of young men being feminised against their will by strong wives and girlfriends. Others had stories of men at work being force feminised by their secretaries. For the next two hours she remained glued to the magazines, reading each story, pouring over every photograph. Her heart thumped and her vagina moistened. She could not stop staring at those illustrations and photos. 

Some crossdressers had delicate small breasts, all had their body hair removed. Others had long blond hair. How could a man have female breasts? All had penises, some shown explicitly, others shown by a bulge in their panties. She’d never seen a real penis and this was the first she’d seen one in a photo. She brought her fingers to her clitoris and felt it erect, hot. She caressed her wet and pouting sex and masturbated, over and over again while  looking at the magazines. She’d never imagined anything like  that in her closed world. A door had opened to a new dream. But was it women she liked or men? She looked back at the magazines of women. She felt nothing. So that was it. She wanted men who looked female. She never thought that this existed until that moment. 

Every afternoon once she was free of her chores, she repeated the same routine. She would   look   at   her   father’s   magazines   of   feminised   men.   She’d   read   the   stories   and

imagined other stories in which young men served her every whim naked or feminised in front of her. At other times she’d imagine a world in which they sang and danced on a dreamy   stage   in   pretty   miniskirts.   Their   cocks   swinging   free   beneath   the   fine   loose material. 

When her brothers grew up, Maria left the countryside and her family to find her future in the city of Buenos Aires. With a few savings she rented a room in a large home in an up and coming neighbourhood. It was near a mainline railway station in the centre of the city. She loved her new freedom. 

Maria found a job working as a nanny in a rich household in her first week in the city. 

She returned to her accommodation on her first day after twelve hours in the north of the city. She was exhausted and climbed the steps to her first-floor room. Working as a nanny was little different to looking after her brothers in the countryside. It was necessary to establish herself before finding the degree course she wanted. 

As she entered the house, she heard music and voices from the ground-floor area. The landlady lived in the whole ground floor and rented out the five bedrooms on the other two floors. It was 10pm on a Monday night and the last thing she needed was the noise of a party. All she wanted to do was sleep. She knocked on the door to ask if they would end the party. Or at least turn down the music. Antonia de la Cruz, her landlady, answered after a few seconds. Antonia was a tall slim olive-skinned woman with short dark hair and long pianist fingers. She was old enough to be Maria’s mother and carried her elegance well. In another life she could have been from the aristocracy. 

Antonia’s face met Maria’s with a look of soft pleasure at seeing her. She inclined her head   and   raised   her   eyebrows   as   she   waited   for   Maria   to   speak.   Maria   coughed   and steadied herself. “I’m sorry to disturb you Mrs de la Cruz, but I’ve got back from my first day at work and I’m shattered. Would you mind turning the music down so I can get some sleep? I have to get up early tomorrow too.” 

“Hello dear Maria, I’m very sorry for the noise but this is a bit of an exception. We’re

celebrating the new beginning for a dear old friend,” said Antonia. 

At that moment an overweight lady appeared wearing a skirt that was far too short for her age and size. She had large breasts that were too erect and firm to be natural. The first thought that Maria had was that she was a man dressed up as a woman for a theatre play. She wasn’t too far off the truth. 

“Hello neighbour, I’m Cristina,” the over-weight woman said in a deep voice. She extended a manicured  hand with  long pink-coloured fingernails  to touch Maria’s  arm. 

“But, I used to be Cristian. Please join our party? Mistress Antonia has kindly set this up to celebrate my change and my new tits. The more the merrier, especially a pretty girl like you.” 

Maria’s face dropped in shock. Her tiredness fell away as she peered in the room beyond Antonia and Cristina. She saw a scene she had only imagined in her dreams. There were three other people in the room. One was wearing a pink maid’s outfit in high stilettos. 

Her eyes passed to a second person. She only knew he was a man as he was naked from the waist down with a large pink bow tied around an erect penis. He had no body hair on his legs or around his crotch. He had high-heeled sandals on long feet. Above this waist he wore a white satin blouse over large breasts. Real or fake? She didn’t know. His light-ash blond hair hung in waves over his shoulders. His face was that of a pretty woman. The third person was dressed all in black. A figure-hugging black dress came down to her knees and she was holding a riding crop. Meeting the bottom of her dress were the tops of knee-high black riding boots, silver buckle down one side of each boot. 

Maria continued to stare at the scene before her, mouth open, eyes like polished dinner plates. The black leather lady barked an order at the naked man who then curtsied to her and scurried to the kitchen. His ribbon-covered erection bouncing as he moved. 

Maria’s eyes bobbed with the movement as they followed it in astonishment. Antonia led Maria into the room and introduced her to the black leather lady. ‘Lady’ Valentina. Maria still hadn’t spoken such was her surprise at the scene around her. The man in the pink

maid’s dress curtsied to her and asked if he could get her anything. She mumbled, “White wine.”   He   curtsied   again   and   followed   the   naked   man   into   the   kitchen.   Maria’s   eyes widened more but now the corners of her mouth twitched. 

After shaking Maria’s hand, Lady Valentina sat down on a throne-like chair. She had black hair like Maria’s and the serene look of knowing she was beautiful and powerful. 

Maria remained standing, in a trance. Antonia told her that the pink maid’s name was Vanessa. She then pointed at the exposed man with the ribbon-covered penis and said he was Stella. 

“They are our servants Maria. So is Cristina but we’re giving her a night off as it’s her coming-out party. We’re celebrating her new chest implants,” explained Antonia. 

The two feminised men returned from the kitchen. They served canapés, glasses of champagne and called Maria mistress. Lady Valentina looked with condescension at the feminised men as they served her. 

“Maria, I love your long black hair but your washed-out face hides your beauty,” 

Antonia stated. “I’ll get the girls to make you up and then massage your back and feet. That should help you relax.” 

The idea of having a group of feminised men serving Maria excited her. Her dreams had come to life in an unexpected manner. She had the same feelings she’d had when she’d looked at her father’s magazines. She could feel her vagina damp. She wanted this. 

As she was being made up, Lady Valentina stood. “We’re going to toast Cristina’s new breasts. They look wonderful girl and you’ve served me with dedication all this time.” She raised her champagne glass to the ceiling. 

Maria returned to her room three hours later with a conviction. She knew what she wanted now. She joined her new mistress friends in the next apartment often. Antonia and Valentina taught her the pleasures of domination, submission and the feminisation of men. 


* * *


Maria worked for the family in the north of the city for a further three months. Then they unexpectedly terminated her employment. They could no longer afford to keep her on due to the worsening economic conditions in the country. Maria had to find new work to save for university and to pay for her room at Antonia’s house. She didn’t want to work again as a nanny or a domestic servant. She hoped instead to find a job as a receptionist or clerk in an office. 

Getting   any   work   was   difficult.   The   national   industries   were   closing   down   and unemployment was on the rise. She had no choice but to take work in a family home again, this time as a live-in housemaid. With no rent to pay, she would have the opportunity to save more money. She also felt a great sadness at leaving Antonia’s home where she had enjoyed her days as a mistress. 

Maria moved into the new home. Her work there was simple but demotivating. She missed   the   excitement   she   had   experienced   with   Antonia   and   Valentina.   She   had   a pleasant large room in the family home. She worked for a middle-aged lady who lived with her young twenty-something son. On the second day of the job, Mrs Romano, the lady of the house, introduced Maria to her son. Sebastian. Maria recognised immediately what she had seen in those men in Antonia’s home. She believed she saw an opportunity to recreate what she had before with this effeminate male. His mother told her she wouldn’t be around much as she was so busy and had an extensive social life.  This enforced move may turn out to be a blessing after all she thought. 

Chapter 8


His New Mistress

Sebastian’s mother was out of the house more and more often just as she’d said. Maria came to Sebastian’s room regularly to order him to clean the home for her. Maria had found a way to avoid being a maid and to have a male servant. Things had worked out very well for her. As Sebastian worked in the home cleaning, Maria would stand behind him, arms folded. Each time she ordered him to strip before he started work. She had loved Antonia’s   submissives   calling   her   Mistress.   She   wanted   that   respect   again.   She   told Sebastian to call her Mistress. 

Sebastian’s   desire   for   Maria   increased   as   the   days   passed.   His   imagination   flew around his mind. He needed a strong woman like his mother or Blue in his life. Without that he was directionless. Blue was gone, his mother distracted by her business. As his naked humiliation increased daily, his desire for his dominant mistress Maria grew. She’d turned the tables on him, he was now the maid. He wanted her, but he couldn’t have her. 

Maria had made it plain he was too insignificant. This only increased his desire. Maria was a very different lady to Blue and the love was only one way this time. Maria had no love for him, all she wanted was his devotion and hard work.  That was better than nothing. 

Two weeks after the first time that Maria had forced him to be her maid, she entered his room again. She no longer bothered to knock, his privacy was gone.  What was she doing? She was the maid, wasn’t she?  Even his mother knocked before entering. She told him that today she was reintroducing him to panties and he had to put a pair on now. She produced a pink frilly pair of his sister’s and he complied without argument. He was happy to be covered. 

“Boy, why do you think I’ve allowed you to put on panties today?” 

He didn’t know. 

“Because it’s time I moved you onto the next stage.” 

He looked back at her in surprise,  what was she talking about? The next stage? 

“I can see you’re surprised so I’ll explain. You’ve been a very good boy, doing my work for me. Now you need to be dressed in an appropriate way for a person of your level.” 

“Yes please Mistress. I’d like to get dressed. It’s not right that I’m naked. What if my mother found out?” 

“She won’t know unless I tell her and I’ll only tell her if you don’t do what I say. If I tell   her   you   exposed   your   raspberry-patterned   willy   to   me.   And   me,   an   innocent housemaid?   You   wouldn’t   want   that   would   you?”   Maria   pulled   a   face   of   purity   and innocence before it fell into a smile of evil. 

Maria looked at him, as he cowered under her gaze in his pink panties. 

“Good, I’m glad you agree you need to wear appropriate clothing. We’ll start off by choosing a nice dress for you from your sister’s collection.” 

He gasped at the thought of wearing a dress again.  What was it that made women want to feminise him? 

Maria made him choose one of his sister’s old dresses. A yellow patterned dress. As he slipped it on the memories of being with Blue flooded back. He missed Blue, at least she cared for him unlike Maria. 

Maria made him clean the home, sweeping and dusting in the dress. As before, the soft material against his naked legs was a compensation for the humiliation and hard work being foisted on him by the aggressive Maria. She was enjoying her leadership, he knew that. 

One Saturday morning his mother was away again for the weekend. Maria entered his bedroom   early.   He   had   been   asleep   and   she   woke   him   as   she   came   in.   She   ordered Sebastian to get out of bed and remove his pyjamas. She told him to get dressed to leave as they had a big day ahead of them. 

“Mistress,   please,   can’t   I   stay   in   bed?   I’ve   been   working   all   week,”   he   begged. 

“Weekdays in the office then cleaning for you in the evenings and weekends. I’m tired.” 

“Don’t be a baby. We are going to go shopping. Grab some money and get ready. I’m bored to see you always in the same panties and dresses and those awful pyjamas that you wear to bed. Time for a change.” 

He enjoyed the attention from this woman but he lingered in bed. He didn’t want to get up. He didn’t want to go shopping. 

“Come on, hurry up, I don’t have all the time in the world.” Maria ordered, reading his thoughts. 

Sebastian sighed and pulled the covers back and got out of the bed. She followed him the shower room and stood as he showered. After drying and dressing, he made breakfast for them. They left the home and walked together towards the shopping centre. Maria led the way, telling him to walk behind her. They went into the shopping centre. Sebastian followed Maria to the entrance to the department store. He saw she was heading for the female section. 

“Now, Sebbie, we’re going to choose some pretty panties for you first.” Maria spoke in a voice so loud that two ladies nearby turned their heads to look. Sebastian put a hand over his eyes and glared at the floor. 

“Please Mistress. Why are you speaking so loud?” He whispered from the corner of his mouth. 

“Sebastian,   I   told   you   to   choose   the   panties   that   you   like   best.”   Her   shrill   voice attracted more attention. 

His head stayed down as he murmured. “Please, not in front of all these women here. 

I beg you, I can buy them online.” 

“Why are you questioning me boy? Choose some pretty panties.” Maria put her lips to his ear and whispered. “Or do you want me to tell your mother about you showing me your willy? With the raspberry shape on it?” 

There was no way out. He began to look at the panties and thongs hanging in neat rows. He caressed them with timid fingers. His penis tingled, he liked them. 

“You like these ones, don’t you?” Maria boomed, picking up a small pink g-string. 

“Yes, yes, let’s get out of here, please,” Sebastian replied. He looked around, shamed by the sharp eyes of female shoppers meandering around the store. 

“OK, you’re going to buy two pink pairs, two in white and two yellow. From today you will no longer wear men’s underpants. Your bottom and little willy need prettier material against them. Don’t you think?” 

He looked down and nodded. 

“And now let’s go and look for a pretty baby-doll nightie. Pink and very short.” 

Sebastian picked up the first one he found. He wanted to get this humiliation over with as soon as possible. He showed it to Maria. She shook her head. 

“You silly girl, it’s too small for you?” He voice loud and piercing. 

Sebastian’s embarrassed sagging body wanted to disappear.  She’d called him girl. 

 Out loud.  Maria chose a see-through pink nightie with a frill around the hem and put it in the basket he was carrying. She took his arm and pulled him over to the dress section. She told him he was useless so she spent the next ten minutes going through a range of dresses. 

She selected two. She held them up to look at. One in red and the other pink. He noted that both were too short. 

“Stand up straight girl,” she ordered. Sebastian snapped to attention like a solder. She had him under control, she owned him. More heads turned. 

She held the first dress up to his front and concentrated. Sebastian closed his eyes in horror. He knew not to move but Maria was putting dresses up to his body. In public. He opened one eye and looked around through a half-open eye. The women shoppers around the area had all stopped to gawk at the scene. He snapped his eyes closed. 

“Open your eyes you silly girl. Tell me what you think of this one,” Maria ordered. 

He looked down, his face burning and his legs weak. She was holding a flared pink dress with dark pink flowers against his body. His cock burst into an erection and he wanted to faint. 

“It’s a very pink Mistress but it’s far too short. I don’t think it would cover my panties properly.” His voice weak, his body sagging, wanting to hide. 

“Excellent,” was Maria’s loud response. 

He glanced around the shop. No one had moved, they were all watching the scene play out. Maria put the pink dress against a rack and held up the other one she’d chosen. 

Bright red and a similar cut to the pink one. 

“Yes,”   Maria   stated.   “These   will   do   fine.   Now   go   to   the   cashier   and   pay   for everything.” 

Sebastian   obeyed   again   without   a   word.   Maria   had   trapped   him.   They   left   the shopping centre, Maria leading and him following, carrying the bags. Once home Maria went with him to his room. She went to his underwear drawer and pulled out all his male underpants. She stopped and smiled seeing the panties under them. 

“Well well, “she said turning to him. “Anyway, you’re no longer allowed to own any male underwear. I want to think of you as a girl. My personal servant girl. I’m throwing these away.” 

“But what if my mother goes into my drawers or notices the washing hanging, she’ll see that I have female panties.” 

“That’s your problem, work it out.” 

Maria then told him to undress and to stand in front of the mirror. He stripped off, familiar with her orders now. Naked in front of the mirror, Sebastian saw a young man with long white legs, a small waist and hips and a rigid penis. 

“What do you see?” Maria asked with a tone of arrogance that exasperated Sebastian. 

“Erm, nothing,” he said. 

Maria stood behind him. “I see something. I see the body of a beautiful girl, look at your legs, they are better than those of many of my female friends. You should have been a girl. Well now you will be.” 

Sebastian’s humiliation mixed with pleasure.  A beautiful girl?  The memories of him

as a young boy at his grandparents’ home flooded back. 

“But I don’t want to be a girl.” 

“Don’t be a fool, if I say you’re a girl then you’re a girl. With that pathetic little winky what else could you be. Now I’m going to inspect you naked every morning to check that you’re nice and smooth like a good girl. No nasty hair. I know you do shave already already but I need to check.” 

He didn’t want the conflict this would entail, especially with this woman who had taken over his life. She was raising the level of changes she was making to him, making him more feminine and more submissive each time. It was like Blue all over again. Maria’s demands had got him out of the monotony of his every-day life. He had no time to sing or enjoy life. Only the times being with Maria saved him from his grey destiny. Humiliating but exciting. 

Maria watched as Sebastian lathered and shaved his body. His hairless legs and chest beautiful and smooth. Maria ran a single finger up the length of his leg to his balls, shivers shot from his toes to the top of his head. 

“Now, lay back in bed my pretty one, we’re going to do something more.” 

Sebastian   obeyed,   wondering   if   now   she   was   going   to   make   love   to   him.   Maria produced the shaving gel and told Sebastian to relax. She smeared it on his balls and penis. 

He didn’t resist, this was the closest he could get to Maria making love. Except he wouldn’t be cumming. She took Sebastian’s cock with a grasp that made him inhale. She re-shaped the triangle shape to Sebastian’s pubic hairs. She then moved to Sebastian’s cock and, without saying a word, shaved it. She worked as if she were just cutting the hair on his head rather than an intimate part of his body. He wasn’t even sure it needed shaving as he’d kept it smooth. He stared down and saw the cock of a young boy and the pubic hair style of a girl. 

“Now you’re starting to look more like the young girl I knew existed within you.” 

Chapter 9


A Good Spanking

Every day Sebastian wore the female panties he had bought with Maria. He washed them when his mother was out and then hid them in his wardrobe to dry. Hidden under his trousers while at work, he kept his legs and chest shaved and his pubic triangle perfect. 

Maria checked that he was conforming to her wish that he be feminine. Every day she went to his room and inspected him, pulling his cock up to check his balls were smooth and hairless. Little by little she taught him the techniques of makeup. 

At first she only painted his lips, then taught him how to paint his fingernails and then to walk more like a woman. By summer, Sebastian obeyed all Maria’s orders without question. She had acquired the habit of calling him ‘girl’ all the time. Sebastian became used   to   it,   as   he   had   when   Blue   called   him   ‘princess’.   It   always   made   him   cower   in humiliation but that excited him too. She now ordered Sebastian to paint his toenails. 

She next told him that his hair was to be styled in a feminine way all the time. He had to put his long hair into a female style. Maria would not allow him to use his gel again. It had to stay feminine and soft. She made him wash it and she used the hairdryer and brush to style it in a lovely female way. She put warm hair-tongs in it and it fell in waves around his face and over his shoulders. She ordered him to not get it cut and to allow it to grow even longer. His hair grew to fall over his shoulders and down his back. Any attempt to make it less feminine and she would tell his mother that he was exposing himself to her. 

His mother commented on his hair that night, telling him it was looking like a girl’s style. But she was in her own world, building her business and making new friends. She told him it was his life if he wanted to look like a girl. And look like a girl he did she said, cutting him inside. But he could do nothing but accept Maria’s changes. 

He told Maria that he used to sing and dance. He didn’t expect Maria to want to want to hear him, but she did. Maria asked him to sing as he cleaned the house in his dress. She

made him dance and hold the hem of his dress. These became fun times and he sometimes forgot the humiliations she was heaping on him. As with Blue, if he did as he was told then the ambience could be nice. With the practice from these sessions, Sebastian improved his vocal skills again. He no longer had the girl’s voice of his childhood but his voice was still high for a man. Higher than the voice of most twenty-three-year-old males. He could see that   Maria   enjoyed   watching   him   dance   and   sing.   She   asked   him   why   he   worked   in accounting rather than take advantage of the gift he had. She said he was a natural. He wasn’t sure if she meant a singer or a girl. Or both. 

He wanted Maria to become his girlfriend. He accepted her control and wondered if she   found   him   attractive.   He   approached   her   in   a  one   day   to   confess   his   love.  Maria answered in an angry voice. 

“Don’t be a silly girl, can’t you see that we are different. I want to travel, study, travel the world. I don’t want an effeminate accountant who still lives with his mother. You’re not even a proper man you’re a girl. You’re my servant girl, my maid. How could you think I’d want you as a boyfriend?” 

He pointed out that she had made him that way. She laughed and shook her head. 

She told him he was already that way, all she did was bring it out of him. Sebastian’s despondency increased, he didn’t understand why she wasn’t interested. His misery turned into anger. 

“Maria,” he said in a firm tone. “You work for this family and you are not permitted to ignore me when you feel like it.” 

The moment he said this he regretted it. He had forgot her power of him. “Sorry, I did not mean that, please forgive me.” 

Maria stared at him. “Go to the kitchen and come back here with the long wooden spoon.” 

As ever he complied not knowing why she would want a spoon. He returned and gave it to her. 

“You naughty girl, you offended me and that’s going to cost you. Take your panties down and bend over,” she shouted. “You need discipline.” 

Sebastian obeyed the order not sure what was about to happen. He pulled down his yellow panties, bent over, then rested his palms on the mattress. 

Maria rapped his bum hard with the spoon. He squealed and stood up and looked back at her. She pushed his head down and told him to say, “Mistress I deserve it, I’ve been a very bad girl” 

“Please Maria, please, no,” he pleaded. 

“I’m   not   Maria   to   you,   I’m   Mistress.   Repeat   what   I   said,”   she   replied   slapping Sebastian’s white arse with the spoon. Again and again. 

“Mistress, I’m a bad girl,” sobbed Sebastian. The stinging pain in his warm buttocks spread. 

“This is the way you’ll learn to respect your mistress’s authority.” She gave him one last lash. 

This was different. Blue had never spanked him. 


* * *

Sebastian mother noted that he rarely went out. She worried about him and she couldn’t fail to see his infatuation with Maria. There was no future for him with a hired help she told him. She worried that an idea had germinated in her son’s head that was to become something much deeper. 

“Seb dear, if you have something to say to me, do it without any problem. Are you having a relationship with Maria.” 

He denied any involvement with Maria. He told her that they had become friendly as they were at home a lot together. He said they sometimes chatted. No more than that. She was not convinced, a mother’s sixth sense. He knew his mother would never approve but

he   wanted   Maria.   She   certainly   wouldn’t   like   what   Maria   had   been   doing   to   him. 

Sebastian’s mother told him she was concerned that he was becoming too infatuated with Maria. She dismissed Maria that day. At least she hadn’t known all that Maria had done to him. Maria never used her threat when dismissed and he was thankful. When he got home from work that evening, Maria was gone and he never got the chance to say goodbye. 

Sebastian felt a void nestling in his heart and in his desire. He vowed to find a woman like her again. This time one who loved him back. He returned to his grey life and spent the next months recreating in his mind the details of his days with Maria. He continued with the removal of his body hair. He liked and preferred the feeling. He wore only female panties. He had a lot and didn’t want to return to the feeling of harsh male underwear. 

Some evening when alone at home, he’d put on a dress. He had also become used to the style of his hair. He now went to work in his feminine hairstyle and after the initial jokes, they now ignored him. His hair hung below his shoulder blades and he preferred it. 

Now he had two sets of female-wear thanks to two very different women and different situations. Now both were behind him and he fought to regain some of his masculinity. But he didn’t want to go back to it entirely. He had become used to the new feminine touches his two mistresses had brought to him. He was still a man, he was sure of that, but Blue had  taught   him   that   you   should  do   what   you   wanted   and   be   what  you   wanted.   Long feminine hair was wonderful and he wasn’t going to change back to plain cropped hair. He had no plan to wear a dress in public, that was going too far. Blue and Maria had wanted him in a dress but that was wrong. He was a man. 

He thought a lot about the coincidence of the two very different women who had come into his life. Both had wanted to control and feminise him.  Why was that, what did they see in him that drove them to feminise him?  It couldn’t be possible that this would ever happen again. Things had gone as far as they could. Or had they? 

Chapter 10


Like A Virgin 

Sebastian began yet another day of the race that he liked less and less. The race to work, the race to progress, the race home. He looked for a girlfriend, and then another. No one satisfied him, except the submissive girls who were dazzled by the fact he had a well-paid job. If they got past his girl’s hairstyle, they were shocked by his smooth legs and chest. 

Those who went all the way laughed at his triangle of pubic hair. But he would never change that, If he ever found the one who accepted him as he was then he would be happy. 

So far no one had accepted him. 

He   had   hated   some   of   the   humiliation   imparted   by   Maria   and   Blue   but  now   he wanted it again. He missed the attention that Maria had poured on him. Before her he’d had Blue’s focus. Before her it was his mother. He wanted that intensity again even if the woman wanted to do something strange to him. It was worth the humiliation to gain the guidance and love. 

On his way to work several weeks after Maria’s dismissal, Sebastian decided to take a different walk from the train station to his office. He liked to do these things to avoid thinking about the years of a future in a profession he hated. It was a windy day and he was enjoying his hair flowing. His eyes suddenly stopped at a colourful poster, fixed to a wall. 

 Singing and performance workshops. 

 City Municipal Centre. 

 Enrol now, classes start at 8pm Monday, 1st April. 

 If you love to sing then just  turn up, everyone welcome. 

It was tonight. An opportunity to do what he loved the most. An escape, if only for a short time. The day passed as all the others, in a blur of spreadsheets. This day was different as he had a spring in his body thinking about the evening. However, it was one of those days when the world competes against you. He had extra work to do and was later leaving the office than he wanted to be. Now 7.45pm, he had only fifteen minutes to get there. It was a fifteen-minute walk so it would be tight. He got to the front entrance to his building. It was raining like a power shower set on maximum and he’d left his umbrella on the train that morning. He stood in the doorway to his office building looking for a welcoming vacant light on the passing taxis. This evening they were all off as taxi after taxi passed with a passenger. He ran to the bus stop and got drenched by the rain. He caught the bus and arrived five minutes late and panting at the front of the cultural centre. 

The water dropped from his long soaked hair which was plastered to his head and back. He followed the corridor signs to the room. His footsteps echoed and he strode along the echoing passage. He arrived at the closed door to the workshop room and glimpsed inside through a small window. 

There were a mix of people and everyone was already seated. At the front of the class he saw a tall animated lady speaking, both her hands waving as she made a point. He pushed the door open and the lady stopped talked as everyone turned to look at him. He hated being the centre of attention and instantly blushed. Silence hit the room, punctuated by drips from his sodden coat. He rubbed his hand over his hair, plastered to his head. 

“Sorry I’m late, there were no taxis.” His eyes were on his wet shoes. 

“Sebastian?” 

He looked up at the students. 

“Sebastian,” now a little louder. 

He looked at the lady at the front, the lecturer. Her tall physique was athletic and erect.  She had a commanding assertive  face  and she flicked  her long pony  tail  over a shoulder. 

“Blue?” 

He ran to her and they hugged. The other students watched in amused silence. Seb and Blue pulled apart and looked in each other’s faces. Blue apologised to the students and explained they had been school and university friends. Her eyes fell to his long hair, much longer than when she knew him. The rain had soaked it down and she didn’t know yet it was styled like a girl’s hair. She asked Sebastian to take a seat and they agreed catch up after the workshop at 10pm. 

He found a vacant seat at the front of the semi-circle of chairs and sat as the eyes in the room went off him. Blue told them that she wanted to move into action and didn’t want too much talking. 

“First I need to hear your singing voices,” she said. “I would like each of you, one by one, to go to the front to introduce yourselves, tell us a little about yourselves and then sing something you like. Anything.” 

One   by   one   they   went   to   the   front   of   the   room.   They   chose   popular   songs   like contestants from a TV talent contest. Sebastian waited until the last moment. He went to the front and told everyone he was an accountant. There was a stifled round of giggles. He then began to sing an old folk song. Blue stared at him then stopped him after thirty seconds. 

“No no no Sebbie, not that. Sing Like a Virgin from Madonna, like you did in the old times.” 

Giggles came from across the class. His legs trembled. Then he sang, first in a soft low voice and then more loudly, with confidence as he saw the approving faces. Blue looked at him, making small movements with her hand to the rhythm of the song. 

“You can’t sing without moving a little Seb. Move your hips, loosen up,” she ordered. 

Sebastian obeyed. They class moved from amusement to enjoyment and clapped him when he finished. 

The workshop continued until 10pm. Sebastian stayed behind until the others had left.   Blue   switched   off   the   computer   she   was   using   to   project   her   presentation   and disconnected it from the system. She was little different to the Blue who had left two years before. She explained she had come back to Buenos Aires as her parents were both sick. In the meantime she was earning some money giving theatre and music classes. She looked up at him. 

“So what happened to that funny little princess of mine? Is she still in there?” She tapped his forehead. “If she is, she’s hiding. Apart from very long straight hair, all I can see is a stiff accountant who wants me to put a signature on a tax return.” 

“Boring but safe,” he said to convince himself as much as her, thankful that his hair had dried flat. He would go to the hairdressers though to have it done, back to the beautiful style that Maria had first put in his hair. 

“Dearest Seb, it’s a pity that you didn’t take advantage of that beautiful tenor voice of yours. I don’t understand why you didn’t study art or do music studies. You had a gift. I tell you what. I propose that you take individual classes with me.” 

Sebastian explained that he would love to do it but had little time and little money to pay her. 

“Don’t worry Sebbie, you’re my friend. I won’t charge you anything. Come to my house and we’ll work on your singing. And your performance techniques. It would be such as shame for you to not use what you have.” 

Sebastian looked at her and a pang of affection swept through him. She was still the caring Blue he’d known before she left. He laughed to himself. And still wanting to be in charge. 

“I’d love that Blue. Thank you.” 

Blue stopped what she was doing. “Excellent Sebbie. With what I’ve learnt in London, I think I can make you into a successful performer. Of course you’ll never be a macho rock singer. Something more tender and graceful.” 

He looked back at her. “What do you mean tender and graceful?” 

“Oh you’ll see. I have great plans for you Sebbie. I’m so pleased you’re back in my life princess.” 

 “ Princess?” He shot back, a little annoyed that she had brought up his childish name from the past. “I’ve moved on from those times Blue. I’m a respectable accountant now.” A tick flicked onto his cheek. He knew Blue too well. She didn’t respect any boundaries. 

Blue grinned back at him, she wasn’t listening. 


* * *

Blue lived in a large white-painted bright apartment in a modern building. There was a shared pool on the terrace and gym in the basement. On his way from work he had gone to the hair stylist to have it made beautiful again. As he entered her home she stood back in surprise. 

“Well   Sebastian,   if   that’s   not   a  princess’s   hair   style   then   nothing   is.”   She   looked pleased and admired his hair as he walked in. 

Sebastian  went into her living area and looked around at the eclectic mix of two armchairs and an old couch arranged on a grey tiled floor. Recycled wooden furniture was placed around the rooms. Her three-bedroom apartment had a quirky neatness. Blue sat on the couch, resting her bare feet on a coffee table. Cropped multi-coloured trousers, riding up her long legs. She asked Sebastian to pour two glasses of the white wine from the fridge as she played with her pony tail. 

She called out to him in the kitchen. “Seb, hurry up, what are you doing that takes so long?” 

A grimace wiped across Sebastian’s face. He thought it was no longer her place to give him orders. Those times had gone. He returned to the living area and gave her the wine. 

They talked about their back stories since Blue’s departure to London. Sebastian missed out the story of Maria. After they had finished the first bottle of wine, Sebastian’s defences began to drop. It was turning out to be a lovely evening. Blue even got up to get a second bottle and poured it in his glass. His eyes were turning glassy as he stared out of the 6th floor picture windows and out into the city night. Shimmering rows of streetlights lined wide boulevards, red tail lights glistened and glowed. 

Blue broke his silent contemplation. “Sebastian. I want to ask you about your hair.” 

He noted the use of his male name. He looked at her. “Yes Blue.” 

“It’s  a female   style  and  very  long. What  happened?  You’re  wearing   male  clothes, boring male clothes. Yet, your hair is that of a pretty girl.” 

“I just like it this way Blue, nothing more. I’m not a girl and I never will be. But you taught me to do what I felt comfortable with. I like this style.” 

“That’s good princess but maybe you want to admit that there is something of the girl inside you?” 

“No Blue. Let’s move on shall we?” 

“OK we’ll leave it. Why not sing me a couple of songs then princess?” She was calling him that again. He was too relaxed, too drunk to argue. He watched Blue go to her upright piano and lift the lid. He recognised the first bars of La Vie en Rose. She knew him too well. 

He went to stand by her and put an arm on her shoulder and sang. Once they had finished, Blue suggested they do a first lesson. He agreed, why not? 

Blue looked serious at him. “Before you sing your next song you need to project your own personality on your performance style. You can’t just sing, we need to see the real you.” 

Sebastian swayed as he sipped on his fourth glass of wine. He wasn’t used to so much alcohol. “What should I do Blue?” His eyes partially closed. 

“What would you like to do princess?” She didn’t wait for his answer. “The real you is a sensitive submissive personality and you must show that. Your performance and singing must allow that to shine through.” 

Sebastian looked through the fog of alcohol at her earnest face as she sat sideways on to him at her piano. 

She continued. “You must do everything I ask of you, no matter how strange it seems. 

My training will bring out the real you that lies within to enable your personality to come out in your singing. If you do this and, with my contacts, I predict a successful singing career for you. I want to take down those barriers you have put up to avoid confronting what’s within you.” 

Sebastian swayed. “And what is within me Blue?” 

“A girl.” She gazed at him, unblinking. 

Her words cut through the fog of too much wine. “Don’t be ridiculous. I’m a male. I have a penis and successful career as an accountant.” 

“That’s the barrier you’ve put up. To conform, to please your parents. It’s not the real you and if you want to study with me and realise your dreams, you will follow my every instruction. You may have a penis but that’s just the outside, not what’s inside you” 

Sebastian   wasn’t   convinced   but   wanted   more   than   anything   to   be   a   singer.   He shrugged. Why not? “OK Blue let’s give it a go. You tell me what to do and I promise to follow your orders. I always did anyway so not much change there. Just stop the girl thing, please?” He laughed. Blue nodded, not in agreement but to herself. 

“Before we do the next song I want you to remove your clothes and dance in your underpants for me. I want to strip you of your false male barrier.” 

Sebastian felt himself die. It wasn’t what he’d expected. She reminded him it was about following her orders and bringing out the true Sebastian. Following her orders was what  everyone  had to  do so  that wouldn’t be  any  different. He  refused  to remove  his clothing, standing bold. He told her it was inappropriate for her to ask for that. He pushed

a finger in his collar and pulled it away from his neck. The humid evening making him feel clammy. She replied that either he wanted to be a singer or he didn’t. He needed to choose. 

Now. This possibility frightened Sebastian. He didn’t want to lose this opportunity or her again. She reminded him that she had seen him naked many times before. 

He removed his shirt and stood before her. His hair hung down his back and over his flat smooth chest. Her head nodded at his trousers and her eyes dropped to his feet. A silent indication of her orders. He lowered his trousers. Blue’s eyes settled on his small pink panties. And his enormous erection. 

“Well well. Panties and shaved legs. Long feminine hair. I was right then.” 

He didn’t answer as he didn’t know what to say. She had a point. She turned back to the piano and struck up an introduction to an old Beatles song: Yesterday. She told him to move his body and arms, to put his personality into the song. 

She stopped after the first verse. 

“This   isn’t   working   Sebastian.   I’m   not   getting   your   inner   sensitive   girl   coming through, the princess I used to love so much.  Take the panties off too. Let’s see how that works. I need you to feel your vulnerability” 

Blue put her hands on her lap and waited. Sebastian stood, shocked at her suggestion even through the alcohol. At the same time his erection pounded at the thought of what she’d asked him to do. As he waited Blue stood and pulled his panties to his ankles and then sat back  down. She began to play   Yesterday  again. Sebastian  stepped out of the underwear around his ankles. His arms folded across his chest, his body sagged as her eyes washed over him. His erection was firm and pointing at Blue. She smirked as she played. 

He began to sing, hesitantly at first then continued gaining some confidence. Sebastian glanced at the mirror on the opposite wall and his shoulders hunched further in shame. He saw himself naked, Blue playing next to him. She played the final chord and turned to look at him. 

“That   was   wonderful   princess.   With   you   feeling   your   embarrassment,   your   voice became more tender, more subtle. I think we’re finding the inner submissive girl, at last. It worked. Keep that approach and I’ll do one more thing. Wait here.” 

Blue went to her bedroom and came back with a small light grey skirt. “Put this on princess.” 

Sebastian stepped into the flared cotton skirt. It hung against his thighs and his erect penis hung below it. 

“Mmm,” pondered Blue. “Perfect, feminine and vulnerable.” 

Blue began to play again. 


* * *

Sebastian continued going to Blue’s private lessons, two hours a lesson three times a week. 

He had to strip as soon as he entered her apartment and put on a little skirt. She added a bra which was one of hers. It fitted well. He spent the evenings in the small skirt and bra. 

He had been going to Blue’s for a month. One rainy afternoon he went in to her apartment. He stripped off and stood naked. She told him that things were going so well she had bought some new clothes for him. A pink silk dress was hanging on the door frame. It was similar to the dress she had bought him years ago at university. 

Blue looked at him. “Put it on princess.” 

Sebastian slipped it on shaking. He felt the smooth silky texture of the dress that ran down his body. 

“But that’s not all. I bought a set of makeup and brushes for you too, and a pair of stilettos.” She took a coral-coloured lip pencil and painted his lips. She then continued with a purple shadow on his eyelids and a little rouge over his cheeks. When he looked in the mirror he saw a beautiful young woman with a face glowing with happiness. 

“Thank you, Blue, I like to have our game here in the apartment and I can dress up with you. You’re right it has helped my performance.” 

“But Seb, these clothes and the next ones I’ll buy you, are not just for here. The problem is you’ve been wearing male clothing when you’re not here and that is upsetting the ambience of your voice,” she retorted. “I want you to stop wearing any male clothes. At any time. Ever. Unless you do this, this will not work.” 

Sebastian   didn’t   think   she   was   serious.   Nobody   would   expect   him   to   live   while disguised as a woman in Buenos Aires or in any place of the world. He laughed back at Blue. “Yes, yes, of course.” It had all been a fun game for him. He had enjoyed dressing for Blue but this was different. 

Blue   looked   serious.   “I   mean   it   and   to   convince   you,   I   will   no   longer   call   you Sebastian or Seb. From now on your name will be Sabrina… or princess of course. You’ll always be my princess.” 

Before each class Blue added more dresses to Sebastian’s wardrobe. He had to change as soon as he got to class. Each one was short. She told him his performance needed more vulnerability. She wouldn’t allow him to wear panties. She told him this was to ensure he sat like a good girl, knees together. She no longer allowed him to sit on the chairs, the floor was to become his only seat. One day she spoke to him. 

“Sabrina, kneel in front of me and listen to me.” He moved to her and knelt down before her. He pulled the hem of his dress down to cover his penis. He had become more accustomed to it being on show for Blue. “Today we’re going to go out for a walk. You will be wearing your dress. As part of your training I need to introduce you to the outside world. You’ve become too comfortable here with just me to see you.” 

“I’ll need panties Blue.” 

“No,   no   panties   princess.   Remember,   you   must   sit   like   a   girl,   bend   like   a   girl. 

Knowing that you’re naked beneath a short dress will focus your mind.” 

“But I’m not really a girl Blue.” 

“Why do you say that princess?” 

“I wear female clothing but I’m not a girl.” 

Blue touched his arm. “You are a funny girl.” She kissed his cheek. 

The warmth of her protection and love made him breathe in deeply with delight. They went together into the street, him wearing his red silk dress and high black shoes. Blue told him to hold her arm. He remembered when he went out with Maria and had to walk behind her. Blue was warm, caring and loving. He’d do anything for her. He wore black sunglasses  in  an   attempt  to  disguise  himself.    No  one  looked  at  the  pair   strolling   the streets. Blue walked erect. She had a superiority. He held a hand on the hem of his dress. 

Constantly aware that a breath of wind would expose him and his charade to the world. 


* * *

That night Sebastian returned to his own home with a sense that something had changed in him. He had changed back to male clothing but was happy and full of emotion. His mother was waiting for him with dinner. 

“Hello,   Seb,   today   I   finished   before   work   and   I   thought   I   could   prepare   you bolognaise, I know how much you like it.” 

She looked up and her words froze on her lips. 

“What have you got on your face? Your eyes look strange. Is that mascara?” She put her face closer to his and he recoiled. Had he forgotten to remove some makeup? She touched his lips. He felt her fingers trace the outline of his lips then she looked

“Lipstick? Makeup? A woman’s hairstyle. What’s wrong with you Sebastian?” 

He had washed his face at Blue’s without paying much attention. 

“It must have rubbed of from Blue,” he said weakly. 

He hurried to the bathroom to look. He saw the remnants of eyelash mascara and lipstick. He had used the twenty-four hour lipstick and not scrubbed it sufficiently. He became embarrassed. His mother had seen him with makeup on. His game was over, he

was not going to give in to Blue’s whims again. He could not put his reputation at risk in front of his own mother.  For what?  Her tales of finding the inner girl and his vulnerability to make him sing better. What nonsense. He saw his stupidity. This had to end, Blue was making a fool of him. 

Chapter 11


Just like a girl

For more than a week he did not return to Blue’s house. He send her a terse text message saying   that   he   had   been   ashamed   when   his   mother   had   seen   his   makeup.  He   had   to concentrate on a career that he hated more every day. He expected a message from Blue, a call asking her the reason for his absence. But nothing back, she didn’t respond to his text. 

He began to miss her and to miss the pretty dresses she made him wear. He missed the singing. It was his own fault and his pride. He had thrown away her patronage and love. 

She was doing what she thought was best for him. Sacrificing her own time to make him a star. 

After eight days he couldn’t stand it any longer. He missed Blue so much and he missed singing. He phoned her. As soon as she answered he apologised for his absence, for his poor behaviour at not contacting  her. He realised he had to show her respect and veneration for all she was doing for him. He told her he would go to her, kneel and ask her to   forgive   him.  Blue   hadn’t   spoken   yet   and   once   he   stopped   pleading   he   waited.   The receiver was silent. Would she forgive him? He heard a small throat clearance. 

“May I speak now?” She mumbled a yes. “You are a silly girl. Of course I forgive you. I do realise that changes are difficult and I understand. Why don’t you come round tonight? 

I have an idea.” 

“What idea Blue?” Circumspection entered his voice. 

“Never you mind pretty one. Just get here. 8pm.” The receiver clicked in his ear. He breathed out in relief. All was good. He could return to the way it had been, singing and playing at being a girl. Just playing, he didn’t want to be a girl of course. It was fun to play though. 

That evening after getting off the bus from his mother’s home, Sebastian walked the ten minutes to Blue’s place. It was a humid city night. The stars were obscured by the

orange   luminescence   from   thousands   of   street   lights   and   the   glow   from   illuminated apartment windows. There was no movement in the air, an impossible stillness. The city was waiting, poised. At 8pm he knocked on Blue’s door. No answer. Then again and again, his raps echoing into the still night. A rumble of traffic from the ring road in the distance but silence in the residential streets around him. A dog barked and he heard laughter from inside the house. Blue had someone there with her, more than one person by the sounds leaking out from her front door. He rang her from his mobile phone. Blue apologised for not hearing him and came to the door. 

“Princess!” She called out as the solid door swung open.  I’ve missed you so much.” 

She bent to his height and planted a kiss on the cheek. Blue pulled him by the arm towards the living room, speaking with excitement. 

“What got into you princess? You disappeared on me.” 

He couldn’t find an answer, he was happy to be there. 

“Never mind, you’re back now. In past week so much has happened and now we have to make up for lost time.”  They stopped at the door and he peered into a crowded living area. It was too cramped to house the ten women seated around on the seats and leaning against walls and furniture. He could tell they were creative types by their clothing and manner. They were drinking sparkling wine and eating buffet items from a mix of different coloured plates. Mostly they were talking. The noise of the ten women speaking at once hit him like a wall of sound; intertwined and unintelligible. 

Blue clapped her palms and called out. They stopped talking and looked at her, ever the leader. “Girls, girls. I want to introduce you to a new member of the group. She’s called Sabrina. Or Princess.” 

All   the   women   turned   their   heads   to   look   at   Sebastian   as   he   died   with embarrassment. They laughed as if the were accomplices in a crime looking at each other. 

Blue   explained   that   Sebastian   was   the   friend   she   had   been   telling   them   about.   She explained that she knew theirs was a girls’ club but that he was a girl inside. “Just look at

her beautiful hair,” she said stroking it. She told them he was her student and almost ready to perform. Tonight would be the perfect time for him to go through his act. They would be his first audience. 

“I don’t know Blue, I’m not prepared.”  He groaned then reddened as he thought about her calling him a girl. 

Blue   waved   his   protects   away   as   he   cursed   under   his   breath.   He   looked   at   the grinning teeth across the audience of ten. Blue was in her element, organising the seating. 

She arranged them in a semi-circle facing the door where Sebastian was standing. The ten friends perched on chairs, arms of chairs and on the floor. Once she had them sat down she returned to where Sebastian was till standing. He was nervous. He had never performed for an audience. Ever. Blue clapped her hands and faced them. They waited expectantly. 

“Ladies   tonight   you’re   privileged   to   experience   the   unexpected   first   ever   live performance of Sabrina. Or she will be once we’ve peeled away that male veneer. And a veneer is all it is, believe me.” 

Her   speech   was   met   with   riotous   clapping,   cheering   and   whistles.   The   wine   was having an effect on them. Sebastian rubbed a hand over his face and to his neck. 

“I will accompany Sabrina on piano. Now the reason you are going to help us is that I’ve been struggling to get her to be demure and sensitive in her performance. Sabrina has an engaging vulnerability which I believe with her stunning voice, will make her a star. For this performance therefore, to bring out that vulnerability, she will perform dressed in…” 

The audience waited as Blue built the suspense. She turned to Sebastian and took his arm. 

His face dropped in an uneasy expectation. He knew Blue had few if any boundaries. She seemed to never consider that others might have a boundary. She didn’t care. 

Blue   continued.   “You   tell   me   how   she   should   be   dressed.”   She   addressed   her assembled friends. “In a pretty dress, mini skirt, what? She has a wide ranging wardrobe.” 

Sebastian cringed. She had told this assembled group he would wear a dress or skirt. 

Blue never did have any shame or understand limits. He resigned himself to singing in a

dress for these women, he was more than used to wearing female clothing and was starting to believe Blue’s opinions that gender is a state of mind and men and women could wear what ever they wanted. 

“Naked,” called out a small thin lady with dyed red hair pulled up into a bun on her head. The audience screeched with laughter. One women slipped off the chair arm she’d been sitting on as she creased up in giggles. Sebastian looked at the ceiling and wanted this over  with.  They  were  too  drunk  to  appreciate   his  singing  and   this  was   turning  into  a nightmare. 

“Yes naked,” shouted out the lady who had fallen on the floor, managing to keep her wine glass upright but not her legs which swung in the air. She took a mouthful and sat back. 

The small thin lady began clapping and chanting. “Naked, naked.” The others joined in. Blue raised a hand to stop them. 

Sebastian whispered in her ear and the noise died down. “They’re drunk Blue. I’ll find a nice dress.” 

“I think it’s a great idea.” She turned back to the audience and Sebastian wondered what was a good idea, the dress or naked. 

“OK girls, for one night only. I will present you with the world’s first concert from Sabrina, the girl within. Unplugged and naked.” 

Sebastian looked at Blue aghast as wild cheers, clapping and squeals greeted Blue’s announcement. Sebastian turned to run away. Without looking at him, her arm shot out and held him with a firm grip. She told the assembled women to give them ten minutes to prepare. “Have some more wine, have a chat. We’ll be back.” 

Blue turned and led Sebastian to her room. 

“You can’t be serious Blue,” he said through clenched teeth. 

“What’s the problem, dress, skirt, trousers, naked? Undress princess or go back to mummy.” 

She sat and looked at him. He was stuck. He wanted to sing, he wanted to be famous as   she   had   promised.   He   didn’t   want   to   lose   her   again.   As   usual   Blue’s   inability   to understand any limits meant he was to be embarrassed beyond anything she had inflicted on him before. She was oblivious to his discomfort, dismissing it as a meaningless emotion. 

Not that she was ever in his situation, she only ever expected it from him. She was able to think   that   what   was   fine   for   him   to   experience   was   not   necessary   for   her.   His   head dropped. He knew he had little option, he undid his shirt then the rest of his clothing and stood before her naked, once again. His strong unease at what he was going to have to do left his penis hanging limp. 

Blue looked at it and raised her eyebrows then pointed to the dressing table chair. She was   uninterested   in   his   penis,   just  the   show.   He   stood   as   she   painted   his   finger   and toenails a deep red, and made-up his face. Blue moved fast, humming a tune. She was happy and in her element, organising events. This one was certainly going to be different. 

She combed his long fair hair and tied a large pink bow in the back. She pulled out a pair of high red sandals. He looked at them in horror but stepped into them after she had placed them at his feet. He could not and did not want to lose her again. He stood up, long hair over his bare shoulders and down to below his shoulder blades. He brushed the fringe away from his eyes. Blue clipped on ring earrings, telling him he needed pierced ears. 

Another time. He let it go. 

“Let’s go,” she said, a kind expression coming over her round face. He saw freckles across the bridge of her nose. He didn’t recall seeing them before. 

With his head down he left the room behind Blue and into the hall. The hall led to the living room. He saw two of the women through the open door at the end. One of them tapped the other on the arm and pointed. Hands went to their faces as they giggled. Blur and Sebastian approached the open door and he had a new problem. The thought of this latest humiliation made his penis grow. It stuck out stubbornly at right angles from his body. He looked down and saw his raspberry birthmark, expanded, mocking him. Blue

went in first and told the audience to prepare for Sabrina, the naked princess. She spoke in the tone of a theatre announcer, pronouncing each word separately and in an exaggerated stage manner. He couldn’t believe she was really going to do this. 

Blue called him in. She was going to do it. He couldn’t move, his heart thumped. The two ladies who could see him gestured to him to enter, waving towards them. He closed his eyes. He couldn’t walk. He heard the synchronised clapping start up. Fingers grasped his erection and tugged. He opened his eyes. Blue was smiling in his face, a hand wrapped around his erection. 

“Come on, let’s sing.” She pulled harder as he leant back to resist. 

She wasn’t going to let go and he began to shuffle towards the open door. She led him into the living room and he saw ten pairs of female eyes fixed on him. Almost as one the eyes then went down to look at Blue’s hand around his erection, pulling on it. 

The audience went silent and then the cheering and clapping went up. Blue left him standing in the centre of the room, his cock throbbing with humiliation and elation. He scanned the women seated around the room. Blue sat at her piano and played. The tune tinkled from her fingers and around the room. A slow version of  La Vie en Rose. It came to his cue to sing and his throat chocked. Blue carried on and went back to the cue then stopped. 

“You start singing princess and I’ll come in.” Blue and the ten pairs of eyes looked at him. Waiting. He cleared his throat. He hadn’t expected to be turned on by this humiliation and he cursed his erection under his breath. He had to start. His voice sang out, croaky at first then clearing. A slight wobble at times the humiliation. He stood in the centre of the living room, naked except for his high heeled sandals. Accentuating and raising the level of his   vulnerability.   Blue’s   piano   came   in   and   he   got  to   the   end   of   the   first  song.  Great cheering and applause greeted the end. The audience loved his performance. Blue told him he had to move around a bit more. She said he was too stiff which caused gales of laughter. 

Sebastian looked at Blue, the joke was deliberate. 

 The audience gave him a respectful silence during his singing which surprised him. 

and then clapped and whistled at the end of each song. After five songs Blue announced that the concert was over. After singing his favourite songs accompanied by the sound of Blue’s piano, he took a deep breath. He could never go back to accounting. That was not his dream,   this   was.   Despite   the   humiliation   of   being   made   to   sing   naked   with   a   raging erection, he loved singing. He wanted to cover up now it was over, even if it was a dress. 

“Can I go and get dressed now Blue?” 

“Oh they’ve all seen naked for the past thirty minutes princess so what’s the point?” 

Blue got up and went over to Sebastian and put her arm around him A women with long golden hair went over to them. She pointed out that he sang beautifully and made a very pretty girl. Sebastian went red just as he was recovering. His erection twitched an extra notch of firmness at the proximity of this attractive lady. She leered at his penis. She said she liked his cute birthmark and traced it with a long red nail. 

She said that it was a cute little thing but a but dull. Sebastian looked at her in shock then back at Blue. She suggested the woman make it prettier. 

The golden-haired lady fished in her handbag and removed her makeup and told Sebastian to stand in front of her as she sat on a chair. He stood there and closed his eyes but could still feel the heat of eleven pairs of eyes on his nakedness. The gentle touch of a brush on his cock made him wince. He opened his eyes to see her dabbing in her make up box and then applying it to his erection with a brush. She had chosen a light blue with sparkle effect. First the base, then the head. She then traced heart shapes with lipstick and leant back to admire her work. 

“Now it looks prettier,” she said, looking up at him through long black eyelashes. The lady   with   red   hair   took   two   ribbons   from   her   friend’s   hair   and   tied   them   around   it. 

Sebastian’s erection was at bursting point as her hands played with him. She had made a great bow with the ribbons intertwined with each other. The ends fell like a soft rain on Sebastian’s penis. They were all delighted with the fun of the evening. 

Sebastian asked if she could now put some clothes on, a dress or skirt at least. Blue refused, saying that her friends liked to see him like that and that’s it. How ridiculous, he thought,   while   his   erection   remained   intact   and   firm.   He   was   beginning   to   feel uncomfortable. He wanted to cum and was afraid that any more touching and he would spurt. He had to tell Blue so that he could cover up and avoid the ignominy of ejaculating in front of the women in the room. He saw Blue talking and approached her, asking for a moment. They went to the corner of the room away from the others. 

He whispered. “Blue, I think I may cum soon. I’m at bursting point.” 

Blue stroked his cheek. “Well if you do you do. It’s a natural thing. Everyone’s seen someone ejaculate before.” 

Sebastian didn’t know how to respond. 

“So if I cum you think that’s OK?” He couldn’t believe she didn’t care. 

“Of course princess. Don’t worry about it. Now go to the kitchen and serve some drinks to our guests.” Blue walked off to speak to a small group of ladies leaving Sebastian standing. Desperate. 

The lady with the red hair came up to him. She didn’t speak but looked don at his erection. She took it between two fingers. Her tender fingers squeezed the head of his penis. 

“That’s not a good idea, I am at bursting point,” he advised. She ignored him but she moved out of the firing line. He felt his balls tighten and then he shot out into the room. 

The red-haired lady held on waiting for him to finish. She smiled at him and walked off. He surveyed the room as eyes fell on him. 

“Clear that up would you princess. Before anyone slips on it.” Blue waved her hand at him. He wanted to curl up and escape. He had to clean first. 


* * *


The light through the garden window woke him up. He was on a purple velvet couch. Blue had covered him with a cashmere blanket. He could feel the warmth and happiness of her home. He saw a note on the floor below him. It was from Blue. 

“Dearest princess, you behaved very well last night and I am proud of you. You’re ready for more people to hear your voice. And to know Sabrina too.” 

Chapter 12


Finding the inner girl

Sebastian resigned from his job to his mother’s great anguish. He didn’t care, he was free from the stifling conformity. Never again would he need to follow the uniform corporate way. No more structure. Instead of the daily trudge to the office, he went to Blue’s house. It was a different commute. Blue, with infinite patience and love, continued to perfect his singing and performance skills. Blue no longer permitted him to wear male clothing at any time. She was moulding him into Sabrina, a new diva. His female wardrobe grew with his repertoire of songs and choreography. 

In the late afternoons, Blue would discipline him. He didn’t enjoy this, he wanted to sing. Blue insisted that it was important to his developing persona as Sabrina the singer. 

She told him he had to learn control, order and structure. Singing and performing required this discipline; it was more than developing raw talent. He had the talent, she would say, and she was giving him the discipline and bringing out his persona. She would tell him that talent got him to the starting line. The discipline to use his talent was the way to take him to the finish line. Every day she spanked his bared bottom. It left him red but she never hurt him too much or made his skin swell. At times, she’d tell him sit on the floor at her feet to listen to her lectures naked. His legs spread apart, exposing his vulnerability. Little by little, Blue was demanding more from him. 

One winter afternoon the thermostats struggled to rise to zero degrees centigrade outside. Blue told Sebastian she had some new rules for him. He couldn’t have imagined there was any more she would do to him. She told him that rule one was that whenever he entered her home he would now have to drop to his knees and kiss her feet. He gasped at her as she came to the second new rule. He would be curtseying to her. She went on to the final new rule: he was no longer to call her Blue. It was now Madam Blue. So whenever she gave   him  an   order  he  was   to  curtsey   and  say   ‘yes  madam’.  Then   he   could   follow   her

instruction. She told him to start practising immediately. 

“Drop to your knees and kiss my shoes princess.” 

He was keen to avoid the earlier troubles he had caused by running away from her. 

He went to his knees and bent to her feet. Leather and sweat greeted his nostrils. He planted the first kiss on her shoe, then to the other. He sat back on his haunches and looked up. He felt love. 

“Now get up and fix me a drink.” 

Sebastian leapt up and started to walk to the kitchen. Blue coughed out theatrically and he stopped. 

“Aren’t you forgetting something? A curtsey?” Blue explained she wanted him to hold out   the   hem   of   his   dress   and   lower   himself   by   putting   one   leg   behind   the   other   and lowering himself at the knees. He complied. 

“What do you say?” 

He remembered. “Yes Madam.” 

“Good girl.” 

As he walked to the kitchen he wondered how this would help him to sing but he didn’t mind. It was stimulating to be with Blue and he was happy to worship her as she demanded. He returned with a glass of water, he knew what she wanted without asking. 

She   told   him   to   sit   by   her   feet   as   she   explained   the   next   stages   of   their   professional relationship. She told him he would be moving in with her. It was necessary to ensure he maintained his femininity at all times and this was the only way. He would have the spare room of course. This was so she could make sure he only wore female clothing. Every day he was to dress only in skirts and dresses. At night he slept in baby-doll nighties. Blue made him paint his room pink. 


* * *


The sun filtered through the window on a cold Sunday morning. Sebastian knocked on the door of his mistress’s room after Blue had called him in. Blue was sitting on the bed, a book in one hand and her phone in the other. 

“I’ve been thinking a lot about your future, you’ve improved a lot. You are ready to perform,” she said. “I spoke to my friends following your performance for them. They were very impressed with your voice, less impressed with your little thingy but never mind, that’s insignificant.” 

She told Sebastian that she had found the perfect place for his public début as a singer. A university friend of hers had restored an old theatre in the theatre district. He offered her and Sebastian the opportunity to sing there one weekday. 

“This is the opportunity we’ve been waiting for,” Blue said. “I’ve started to organise myself with the marketing to promote you. In one month we will present you to the world.” 

Emotion   and   pride   were   Sebastian’s   first   thoughts.   They   mutated   to   worry   and shame. Again, the ghost of his family was present. Blue, could see his anguish. 

“Come here princess, sit on the floor by me.” Sebastian obeyed and looked up at her. 

He loved being so close to his mistress, sucking in her scent, feeling the warmth of her skin. It was a gift. He wished he could join her in her bed but that was a fantasy that would never happen. 

“I understand how you feel about this. But I know that you have always wanted to sing and dance like the beautiful girl I can see coming out.” 

Sebastian wept at her words, his destiny was to be a woman and a singer? Blue told him that he was not going to hide his inner girl any more from the world. The show was scheduled for Saturday, October 22. 8pm. For the next four weeks Sebastian rehearsed for eight hours a day with Blue accompanying him on piano. 

The afternoon of the show they left together in a taxi for the theatre. Blue wearing jeans and tee-shirt. A smattering of make up. Sebastian wore a pink pleated mini skirt and white top. His long tussled hair hanging over his shoulders and down his back. His face

heavily made up. A black leather holdall contained the tight dress he was to wear for the evening. 


* * *

The début show finished to tumultuous applause. Sebastian  performed the encore, the final song  Un Vie en Rose. He picked up the flowers the audience had thrown and tottered over to the wings. A last wave of his manicured hand and he swooped under the curtain held up by Blue. They hugged and walked back to his dressing room arm in arm. Blue’s friend, Juan the proprietor who had arranged the show, ran over and hugged Blue. He looked at Sebastian. 

“You were magnificent Sabrina. I’ll speak with Blue to arrange another show.” 

Sebastian and Blue hugged again as Juan waited. He passed her a card. 

“You’re a very pretty girl Sabrina. Here’s my number, give me a call. We should go for a drink?” 

Sebastian didn’t reply. He was being propositioned by a man? His mouth opened but he didn’t know how to respond. Did he look so much like a woman that this man hadn’t noticed? Blue answered for him as the silence grew into discomfort. “Of course Juan, I’m sure she’d love too. She’s shocked at your wonderful offer. But now we need to get back to wind down. I’ll be in touch.” 

Blue  hurried   Sebastian  along   the  backstage  area.   Blue’s  face   was   lit up, her  eyes shinning as if they had a spotlight on them. “He likes you.” 

“I’m not dating a man Madam. Don’t be ridiculous.” 

“He thinks you’re a girl. Why not?” 

Sebastian’s joy was turning to anger. They came to his dressing room door and Blue stopped and waited. 

“Princess, I have a surprise for you. There’s someone here to see you. They saw the adverts for the show and somehow recognised your face.” 

Sebastian   was   concerned.   Someone   had   recognised   him   as   Sabrina?   He   was mortified. Sebastian’s next thought was that his mother was behind the door. But how did she get there. Or it could be one of his brothers? No he couldn’t face them. Above his head the air-conditioning vent seemed to have increased its chilling effect. He shuddered. Blue was looking happy as she twisted the handle of the old door and it creaked open. She read his mind. 

“Don’t worry princess it’s no one from your family. She tells me she is an old friend. 

Sebastian could see a woman sitting in his chair, her back was to the door. Too young to be his mother. It wasn’t his sister, over from Toronto to see his first public show. This woman had black hair not fair. The woman twisted round on the swivel chair. He gasped. 

“Maria?” 

Maria   stood   and  walked   towards   him.  “Didn’t  you  turn   out  to  be   the  pretty  one Sebastian, I mean Sabrina. I always knew there was a girl there locked away within. I think I got her out to play a little. Seems like Blue has brought her all the way out.” 

Sebastian breathed out and looked back at Blue who had hung back outside the room. 

Blue watched them. Maria went up to Sebastian and kissed him on the cheek. She looked him up and down. 

“What a pretty girl you’ve become. Blue and I were chatting backstage. We think you’re ready for a deeper change into femininity. Don’t you?” 

Sebastian   looked   back   at   Blue.   She   raised   her   eyebrows   and   nodded,   her   lips stretched across her face in happiness. 

“But I don’t need to go any further, I’m already wearing dresses, makeup and I have a long female hairstyle. How much more could there be?” 

Blue came into the room and stood beside Maria. Both pairs of eyes looked at him. 

The theatrical bohemian Blue and the sultry Maria, curvy tight-fitting dress, all bum and tits. 

Maria spoke. “How about learning to walk and sit like a proper girl? And your voice could do with a bit of work. Mannerisms. And of course your body shape. You don’t have tits.” 

Blue spoke. “My dear princess, you’ve only just started on your journey. Maria’s going to help me to find your inner girl and bring her to the surface. What do you think of that?” 

Sebastian could only look at her in horror. The elation of the event drained away. He looked at Maria and Blue. “I think I’ve gone far enough.” 

“We don’t think so,” Blue replied. “You’re going to be such as pretty girl.” 


THE END 

Thank you for reading The Girl Within. I really hope you enjoyed it. Please leave me a review on  Amazon or Kobo. 

You can get the latest on my   femdom  and   forced-feminisation  lifestyle and  receive free forced-feminisation stories.  Click  here to receive my newsletter. 
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