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Stockings and Vows

~~~

Alistair Johnson sat at the vanity, guiding the brush through his hair in long, practiced strokes, when he noticed his wife watching him with an expression he could not immediately place. She perched on the edge of their bed, coat already laid out, posture signaling they were almost ready for dinner.
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“What?” he asked, swiveling slightly so he could see her better.

“Nothing really, darling,” she said, her mouth curving upward. “It’s just that when I imagined married life, I never pictured myself seeing my husband at a dressing table, getting ready for an evening out while wearing such beautiful underwear.”

Her words landed gently, but they stopped his movement all the same. The brush hovered near his shoulder-length hair as his eyes drifted downward. Through the translucent fabric clinging to his legs, his toenails shone in a rich crimson, polished carefully earlier that evening. The stockings were smooth against skin made bare by habit and intention, held securely by a structured lace-and-satin suspender belt he knew by heart. Beneath that, the matching panties concealed the fastening clips, and above them sat a coordinating padded bra, underwired and arranged to support the breasts he had learned to wear as his own. A soft slip completed the ensemble, its hem skimming just high enough to reveal the tops of his stockings as he remained seated.

Reconciling this reflection with the word husband was never easy. The conflict must have been written plainly across his face, because his wife rose from the bed and crossed the room, her own feet wrapped in sheer fabric as she approached. She lowered herself in front of him, took his carefully manicured hands, and met his eyes with steady warmth.

“Don’t trouble yourself, my dear,” she said. “I’m not angry, and I’m not hurt. This was my choice too. Sometimes I simply think about how unusual our lives have become.”

She leaned in and pressed a kiss to his lips, affectionate and familiar. “Now finish getting yourself ready, or we’ll be late,” she added before standing and leaving the room.

Alistair turned back toward the mirror, studying himself through lashes darkened with mascara. Little remained of the man who had walked beside her down the aisle years earlier. His face, framed by carefully styled hair, showed the results of beard removal and patient routines. Makeup defined his features, liner and shadow blended with intention, blush applied with a confident hand. It was bold, suited for an evening out, and he trusted his own skill now. He reached for the lipstick waiting nearby, twisted the tube, and swept the deep shade across his mouth, pleased with how it reshaped his smile. Next came the earrings, chosen to echo the necklace resting against his chest.

When he stood and faced the full-length mirror, the figure looking back at him was undeniably feminine. He opened the wardrobe, lifted the dress from its hanger, and stepped into it. The fabric slid upward along a body reshaped by hormones and time. He guided his arms through the cap sleeves, zipped the side closed, and admired how the dress traced his curves with precision. It felt made for him.

He turned once, a small spin meant only for himself, just as his wife reappeared in the doorway.

“You look perfect, my dear,” she said. “Now grab your handbag, your shoes, and your jacket. We truly have to go. The taxi’s waiting.”

He followed her directions without argument, fastening the two-inch heels, slipping on the jacket, and lifting his handbag. As he walked beside her toward the door and out to the waiting car, his thoughts circled back to the path that had led them here, a journey neither of them could have predicted, yet one they were still choosing together.


Smooth Beginnings

~~~

“Are you really happy with me going through with this?” Alistair asked, his voice carrying a trace of uncertainty as he walked beside his wife through the salon doors.

“Of course, darling,” his wife replied easily. “You’ve talked about wanting this for ages. You ride your bike all the time, so it’s hardly strange. And now that you’re not working, nobody there is going to raise an eyebrow anyway, are they?”

“All right,” he said, nodding more to himself than to her, before stepping up to the front desk and giving his name.

The receptionist smiled in recognition. “Ah, hello, Mr. Johnson. You’re booked in for a full leg wax.”

“Yes,” he answered, his words coming out unevenly. “I’ve always heard it’s helpful for cycling. Since it’s summer, I figured I’d finally try it.”

“Excellent,” she said, tapping a few keys. “Will your wife be staying with you?”

He glanced back, but his wife spoke first.

“No, I’ve got some shopping to take care of. I’ll come back in…”

“Oh, he’ll be finished in roughly an hour,” the receptionist said before she could finish.

“An hour, then. See you soon, dear,” his wife replied, lifting her hand in a brief wave as she headed back outside.

“Right, Mr. Johnson,” the receptionist said, standing. “If you’ll come with me, Grace is ready.”

The next sixty minutes tested every limit Alistair thought he had. By the end of it, his legs were smooth in a way they had never been since adulthood, an outcome he had imagined for years without ever finding the nerve to pursue. At Grace’s encouragement, the appointment had expanded beyond his original plan. She had suggested removing the hair from his back and chest as well, remarking that it did not look particularly appealing and adding that plenty of cyclists and swimmers prefer to be fully groomed.

His wife returned just as Grace guided him back toward the seating area.

“Did everything go all right?” she asked, concern laced with curiosity.

Alistair answered with a strained expression, unable to hide the discomfort still echoing through him, while Grace chimed in cheerfully about how cooperative he had been throughout the session.


When they got home, his wife suggested he rinse away the last traces of wax and placed a bottle of moisturizer into his hands.

“Be sure to use this once you’re done,” she said. “It’ll help keep your skin smooth longer.”

Standing beneath the spray, Alistair made a small but deliberate choice of his own. He removed the hair beneath his arms, wondering as he did whether she would notice, or if it would bother her at all. By the time he stepped out and dried himself, the bathroom mirror reflected a version of him that felt unfamiliar yet carefully chosen.

In the bedroom, she had arranged a display on the bed that stopped him in place. A pair of blue satin Giselle panties rested there, paired with a coordinating suspender belt. Beside them lay a purple teddy he had bought her years earlier, folded with care. A fresh packet of sheer stockings sat nearby, clearly placed with intention. He understood immediately what she meant by leaving them there. For years, he had lived this part of himself mostly behind closed doors. She had accepted it without protest, though encouragement had never followed. That line, it seemed, was beginning to shift.

After drying off, he stepped eagerly into the panties and secured the suspender belt around his waist. He tucked the straps neatly beneath the elastic and sat down, opening the stockings with careful hands. He had just begun sliding one over his left leg when his wife entered the room.

“Wait,” she said.

He froze, and she smiled. “I see you noticed what I set out for you. I didn’t think you’d need much persuasion, but before the stockings go on, what do you think about adding some nail polish?”

He stared at her, stunned, then nodded quickly. She disappeared into the bathroom and returned with toe spacers and a bottle labeled Luminous Lilac. As he sat there dressed only in her lingerie and the suspender belt, she painted his toenails with steady focus. When she finished, she looked up with playful curiosity and asked if he wanted his fingernails done too. He declined, explaining that he did not want complications if someone stopped by unexpectedly. She left him to let the polish dry and finish dressing. The sensation of drawing stockings over newly smooth legs stayed with him in a way he knew he would never forget.

Just as he reached for the teddy, another thought surfaced. In the past, he had used a tampon and shaping tape to enhance how he felt in his body. He returned to the bathroom, adjusted the panties, and prepared himself as he always had, then hurried back to the bedroom. He slipped on the teddy, followed by red slacks and a satin T-shirt retrieved from his hidden collection. Ballet flats completed the outfit. It was not his ideal presentation, but it felt safe and easy to change if needed.

When he joined her downstairs, she looked disappointed.

“Why hide your legs?” she asked. “Isn’t that what you’ve always wanted? Don’t you have a skirt in that stash of yours?”

Color rose to his face. Part of it came from knowing she was fully aware of his hidden wardrobe. The rest came from her encouragement. He explained his concern.

“Don’t worry about visitors,” she replied. “If someone shows up, I’ll handle the door and you can change upstairs. Now go on, choose something you like.”

Still unsure this was truly happening, Alistair returned upstairs and selected a black-and-white satin skirt that hugged his waist and ended just above the knee. Seeing himself in the mirror, he smiled, recognizing she had been right. When he came back down, she praised his choice, handed him a drink, and raised it in a toast to new beginnings.
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She had ordered takeout from their favorite restaurant, turning the evening into a celebration marking the start of his early retirement. Over dinner, she surprised him again by announcing they would leave the next day for a short trip, a chance to step away and think about what came next. With everything focused on his final days at work, he had not given much thought to the future.

After dinner, Alistair gathered the plates and containers, moving through the kitchen with an easy domestic rhythm. Once everything was put away and the counters wiped clean, he noticed the house had gone still. When he headed upstairs, he found his wife already in their bedroom.

She sat propped against the pillows, smiling, dressed in a red satin nightdress that caught the light softly. It was one half of a matching pair they had purchased years earlier. His own was laid neatly across the foot of the bed, waiting for him. He paused for a moment, taking in the familiar intimacy of the scene, then kicked off his ballet pumps near the door. The skirt slid down his legs, followed by the satin T-shirt. He loosened the straps of the teddy, letting the fabric slip free, and reached for the nightdress she had set out for him. Pulling it over his head, he left the stockings in place before climbing under the covers.

He moved closer to her, fitting against her body, and she welcomed him without hesitation. What followed surprised them both. Their closeness deepened into a level of intensity they had not shared in years, rediscovering one another through smooth skin and the soft sheen of satin between them. There was curiosity, laughter, and a sense of rediscovery that made the hours feel suspended.

When she reached to tug the panties he still wore aside, she paused, her fingers encountering the panty liner. She looked at him, eyebrows lifting slightly.

“Why is this here?” she asked.

“To feel a bit more feminine,” Alistair said honestly.

Her mouth curved into a knowing smile, one that held more meaning than words. Her hand moved again, this time sliding beneath the fabric toward the back. When her fingers found the thin string of the tampon and gave it a gentle pull, her expression widened. Alistair reacted instantly, a sound escaping him before he could stop it, the response as revealing as any confession.


The First Instructions

~~~

The next morning, Alistair opened his eyes already smiling, the sense of relief arriving before his thoughts fully organized themselves. It had not been imagined. He was stretched out beneath the covers wearing panties and a nightdress, his body smooth from the waxing, his toenails still painted from the night before. The details anchored him, grounding him in the certainty of what had happened.

His wife appeared with a mug of coffee, setting it carefully on the bedside table before handing it to him. She suggested he take his bike out for a couple of hours while she finished packing. When he tried to object, she brushed it aside with ease, reminding him that she knew exactly what to bring and where his private things were kept.

By the time he returned from his ride, legs pleasantly tired and mind clearer, she met him with an update. The car was already loaded. All he needed to do was shower, put on the outfit she had prepared, and come downstairs for lunch.

In the bedroom, everything waited for him in plain sight. There were black panties with lace across the front and satin at the back, paired with a coordinating suspender belt. The purple teddy lay folded beside the satin T-shirt and ballet pumps he had worn the previous night. The red slacks and a brown pullover completed the arrangement. Set deliberately alongside the clothing were a panty liner and a tampon. He did not hesitate. He showered, dressed, and followed her plan without question.

When he joined her for lunch, unease crept in despite his excitement. They would be leaving the house, and he wondered if there was anything he had overlooked or needed to bring along. She answered before the worry could take root, explaining that she had parked the car close enough that no neighbors would notice and that every detail had already been handled.

Once they were seated in the driveway, doors closed and engine idling, she leaned toward him.

“Do you trust me?” she asked softly.

“Yes,” Alistair replied without pause.

She kissed him, brief but reassuring, then reached up and slid a blindfold over his eyes.

“I don’t want to ruin the surprise,” she said, her voice warm as she pulled away.


Much later, long after Alistair had stopped trying to piece together their route, he sensed the car decelerating. The smooth rhythm of the road shifted as the tires rolled from pavement onto gravel, the crunch beneath them growing more pronounced until the vehicle slowed fully and came to a stop.

“You can take the blindfold off now,” she said.

He lifted it away and blinked, giving his vision time to adjust. When his surroundings came into focus, he realized they were parked in front of an expansive country house. There were no signs to explain what it was, yet the building carried an air of grandeur that needed no introduction. It stood proudly against the open grounds, elegant and imposing all at once.

They stepped out and walked to the trunk to retrieve their luggage. Three bags waited inside. One was instantly familiar, the case that held his private wardrobe. When he glanced at the other two, his wife only smiled and told him he would learn their purpose soon enough. As they crossed the gravel drive, he felt acutely exposed dressed as he was, aware of every step and every imagined set of eyes. Sensing his nerves, she reached out and rested her hand against him in a reassuring, lingering gesture, telling him softly that everything would be fine.

Inside, they rang the bell at reception. After a brief pause, a commanding woman emerged from a back room, her presence confident and unmistakable.

“Ah, welcome. You must be Mistress Alice and Miss Amelia,” she said. “I am Mistress Jean, though Madam is perfectly acceptable if you prefer.”

Alistair froze, eyes widening as he turned toward his wife in disbelief. His mouth fell open, questions tumbling through his mind faster than he could form them. Where had she brought him? She answered none of it aloud, only smiled and tightened her grip on his hand.

“Please, come this way,” Mistress Jean said, motioning them toward the room she had exited. “You may leave the larger bags here.”

They entered what appeared to be an office. He carried the smallest bag, just as instructed. There were only two chairs, one taken by Mistress Jean and the other offered to his wife. He was directed to place the bag down and stand behind her while she spoke. Calmly, clearly, she explained why they were there. She spoke of his long history of dressing, his wish to spend time as himself during their holiday, and the careful balance between visibility and privacy he had always struggled to maintain. Hearing it spoken so plainly made his face warm with embarrassment, yet it also left him stunned. All those moments when she had seemed distant or abrupt, she had been absorbing every word.

At last, Mistress Jean turned toward him.

“So, Miss Amelia, let’s see you. Down to your underwear, please.”

Shock must have been written across his face, because she did not soften.

“You will need far more composure than that if you intend to stay here,” she said firmly. “Mistress Alice has invested a great deal of thought into this. I expect you will honor that effort.”

Alistair looked to his wife. She met his eyes, nodded, and silently formed the words trust me. He turned back, disbelief still swirling through him.

“Yes, madam,” he said, his voice steady despite his racing heart.

He removed his pullover, then his slacks, then the T-shirt, until he stood before them in stockings and the teddy. Mistress Jean rose and circled him slowly, offering approving sounds as she examined him.

“Very good,” she said. “And everything required is in the bag, as instructed.”

His wife confirmed this with a nod.

“Excellent,” Mistress Jean said as she returned to her seat. “There is clear promise here.”

She rang a bell on her desk. Moments later, another door opened at the rear of the office. Alistair startled and instinctively tried to cover himself. Mistress Jean laughed lightly.

“There is no need for that. Mistress Natasha has seen many like you before. Gather your clothing and the bag and follow her. Mistress Alice and I have matters to discuss privately. We will join you shortly.”

He did exactly as told and followed Mistress Natasha into the next room. It resembled a beauty salon, orderly and softly arranged. She took the bag from him and began removing its contents. A white blouse. A black skirt. A black bra that matched the panties and suspender belt he already wore. His heeled shoes. She inspected the bra, nodded once, and instructed him to remove the teddy and sit on the bed positioned at the center of the room while she retrieved another item.

She returned moments later holding two silicone breast forms. When Alistair looked at her with open confusion, her reply came easily, practical and direct.

“Well, we can’t have you padding your bra with panties while you’re staying here. This needs to be done the proper way.”

With practiced skill, she positioned and secured the forms precisely, adjusting them until they sat naturally against his chest. Only then did she hand him the bra. When he fastened it and felt it take shape, the sensation startled him. The support, the way it redistributed pressure and formed a defined cleavage, transformed the experience entirely.

“Wow,” he said, unable to stop the word from leaving his mouth.

“Yes, they are rather impressive, aren’t they?” she replied. “You’ll need to sleep in the bra tonight so the forms remain firmly in place. Now go ahead and finish dressing. I still need to take care of your hair and makeup.”

He slipped the teddy back on, noticing how it now conformed to his altered silhouette, then stepped into the skirt and shoes. He buttoned the blouse carefully, following her directions before sitting at the dressing table. Mistress Natasha fitted him with a dark brown wig that fell to his shoulders, explaining it would serve until his own hair grew longer. She applied makeup with steady precision while the nail varnish she had already painted dried. The entire process took roughly thirty minutes. When she finished, she knocked on the office door. At Mistress Jean’s instruction, she opened it and guided him inside.

The look on his wife’s face was pure astonishment. Mistress Jean regarded the result with clear approval.

“That is after only half an hour,” she said. “Imagine the change after two weeks or even a month.”

This time, Alistair was the one taken aback.

“Now, Miss Amelia,” Mistress Jean continued, “Mistress Alice has a considerable drive ahead of her this evening. I suggest you escort her to her car, thank her properly, and say goodbye. When you return to reception, Miss Sarah will be waiting to take you to your room.”

There was no room for debate. Stunned, he complied. They walked together in near wordlessness until they reached the car. Only then did he manage to speak.

“Why?” he asked.

“Why not?” she replied. “You’ve always wanted an experience like this. Don’t pretend otherwise. I’ve read your stories. Some of them are excellent, even if they push the edge a bit. Just go with the flow and enjoy yourself. I’ll see you next weekend.”

With that, she slid into the driver’s seat and pulled away, leaving him standing alone in unfamiliar surroundings, dressed in a new outfit and carrying a name that felt suddenly significant.

“Just go with the flow,” he repeated under his breath as he turned back toward the building to meet Miss Sarah. He wondered where that current might carry him next.


Private Lessons

~~~

Miss Sarah stood a little shorter than Alistair, her frame slim, her auburn hair falling to her shoulders. A gentle smile softened her face. She wore a black skirt paired with a white blouse, unbuttoned just enough to suggest a modest curve at her chest.

“Good morning. You must be Miss Amelia,” she said, extending a perfectly manicured hand. “I’m Miss Sarah, though you may call me Sally when others aren’t nearby.” She glanced around with playful caution before continuing. “Come along. I’ll take you to your room.”

Alistair lifted his stash suitcase and the smaller bag holding the clothes he had arrived in. Sally picked up the remaining bag, its contents still a mystery to him. He followed her up two staircases, his heels clicking softly behind her, until she paused at a door and pushed it open.

Inside was a spacious bedroom anchored by an enormous bed that dominated the center of the room. Along one wall stood built-in wardrobes, while a sofa that looked inviting sat near the window. Two dressing tables faced opposite sides of the room, one already arranged with cosmetics and personal items, the other completely bare. Alistair took this in as his eyes wandered, noting a door that likely led to the bathroom.

“This one is yours,” Sally said, gesturing toward the empty dressing table. She crossed to the wardrobes and opened one wide. “There’s space here for your clothes as well.” Then she motioned toward the bathroom. “I also cleared room in there. Come see.”

He set the bags down and followed her inside. The bathroom was generously sized, featuring a corner bath with a shower screen, a bidet, toilet, sink, and neatly arranged towels. The storage unit held rows of products, with a section clearly emptied. She noticed the confusion on his face and misunderstood it.

“If you need more room,” she said, concern touching her voice, “I can shift a few of my own things.”

Understanding finally dawned on him, and his expression gave him away. Her eyes widened.

“Oh,” she said quickly. “I should have explained. We’ll be sharing this room. I hope that’s acceptable?”

He remembered Alice’s words about trusting the direction things were taking.

“I’m sure it will be absolutely lovely,” he said, choosing his tone carefully. He did not want to offend her generosity. “As long as you’re comfortable having me here too.”

She smiled warmly. “Of course. It’ll be fun. And don’t worry.” She took his hands, her touch steady. “I know this is a big adjustment and there may be difficult moments, but I’m here to support you. For now, though, I’ll leave you to unpack unless you’d prefer company.”

“Thank you,” he replied sincerely. “I appreciate it, but I think I’d like a little time alone to unpack and think, if that’s okay.”

“Certainly,” she said brightly. “I’ll come back later.”

When the door closed behind her, Alistair sat down on the edge of the bed. His mind raced as he absorbed the situation. The path that had led here felt surreal. He sat there for several minutes, then returned to Alice’s earlier advice about letting events unfold, and finally stood to unpack.

He began with the unfamiliar bag. On top lay a small package tied with a pink ribbon. A card was attached. Opening it, he recognized Alice’s handwriting.

“Dear Amelia,” the note began. “For many years you’ve longed to take on a fuller role in our relationship, and I’ve held back from encouraging that. Now that work is behind you, it feels right to give you this opportunity. Mistress Jean and her team are well known for guiding people like you in femininity and domestic skills, tasks I’ve always handled myself. I know this will feel like a dramatic shift, but I hope you welcome it and savor every moment. I’ll be in touch. Always yours, Alice. P.S. There are two small gifts inside that I thought you’d enjoy.”

He sat back, stunned. The amount of planning behind this left him speechless. He opened the parcel and found two smaller boxes. One held a silver necklace, the other a slim silver wristwatch. He fastened the watch, noticing how naturally it rested against his manicured nails. When he clasped the necklace around his neck, the pendant settled just above his cleavage. It was subtle, yet it changed how he felt. Brushing a tear from his cheek, he returned to unpacking.

The rest of the bag’s contents divided themselves neatly into two groups. One was lingerie that Alistair had purchased for his wife over the years, pieces she had rarely chosen to wear herself. She had passed several of them on to him, enough panties that he realized he could choose a different pair each day for nearly two weeks. Tucked among them was a green satin camisole with matching French knickers. She had also included fresh hosiery, tights, stockings, and hold-ups in both nude and black, all carefully folded.

The second group consisted of boxed products, all bearing the same unfamiliar brand name, Femineux. He had never come across it before, but the selection was thorough. There was a large supply of applicator tampons, several STs, bottles of shampoo, conditioner, body wash, moisturizer, and all the usual personal items he would need. A starter collection of cosmetics rounded it out, covering everything from nail varnish to eye liner. Nestled among them was a bottle of Everose, his favorite perfume. He sprayed a light mist and smiled at the familiar scent. At the bottom of the bag sat a pair of fluffy mule slippers.

He gathered the toiletries and carried them into the bathroom, arranging them in the space Sally had cleared. Catching sight of himself in the mirror, he paused. What stared back felt intentional, supported, and allowed. He was being helped to become the version of himself he had carried privately for so long. Returning to the bedroom, he laid out his makeup and jewelry on the dressing table, then began filling the drawers with underwear.

Once the items from his wife were put away, he opened his stash suitcase and unpacked it piece by piece. One drawer became home to hosiery, another to panties, a third to bras. Nightwear filled its own space, while teddies and camisoles were grouped together. A final drawer held special pieces like his blue basque and his suspender belts. Standing there, looking at the drawers shimmering with fabric, he felt astonished by how much he had collected over the years. He also knew, without hesitation, that given the opportunity, he would happily add more.
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Inside the wardrobe, he hung his four dresses, along with two blouses, three skirts, and two pairs of slacks. Compared to the abundance at the dressing table, the hanging space looked sparse. He suspected he would need more blouses, especially if he was expected to dress appropriately for daily routines. He placed his spare pumps and the new slippers on the floor of the wardrobe and hung his dressing gown behind the door.

He had just finished when Sally returned.

“All done?” she asked.

“All done,” he answered.

After showing him where to store the empty bags, she led him back downstairs to see Mistress Jean once more. Sally knocked on the office door and waited.

“Miss Amelia for you, Mistress Jean,” she said, adding a small curtsey. She ushered him inside with a soft “See you later,” then closed the door, leaving him alone with Mistress Jean.

“Well, Miss Amelia, do sit down. I rather like your necklace and wristwatch.”

“They were a gift from my wife,” he said.

“That may be so,” Mistress Jean replied, “but I do not recall granting you permission to speak. I would hate for Mistress Alice to hear that you began poorly. Still, I will overlook it and attribute it to eagerness.”

His face warmed at the reprimand.

“Now,” she continued, “Mistress Alice has shared much about you and how Amelia has developed over the years. She mentioned that you write stories rather well. I expect to see some in time. For now, I will explain your purpose here. Mistress Alice wishes for you to be properly introduced to femininity, a path you have attempted on your own with partial success. Time spent here will refine that effort considerably. She has also requested that you receive instruction in a broad range of household duties, areas you have not fully engaged with in recent years.”

Again, his face flushed as her tone made her expectations clear.

“Miss Sarah will assist me in teaching you how to present yourself as a woman and how to manage responsibilities within the home. If you respond as expected, there will be no issue. If I sense that you are treating this experience as entertainment rather than commitment, I will act accordingly. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Madam,” he replied, his voice subdued.

“You will be required to dress and conduct yourself as a woman for the entirety of your stay,” Mistress Jean said evenly. “You will follow instruction from me, Miss Sarah, or any other staff member. Because we welcome members of the public, your appearance must be flawless at all times. Do you have any questions?”

Alistair paused, uncertainty rising, then nodded once.

“Go on, then.”

“How long will I be staying?” he asked.

“That will depend on how long Mistress Alice believes is appropriate, based on any recommendations I provide,” Mistress Jean replied. “Is there anything further?”

He shook his head.

“One final matter,” she continued. “Mistress Alice mentioned that you are deeply invested in expressing femininity and that when you dress, you often use feminine hygiene products to heighten that feeling. Is that accurate?”

“Yes, Madam,” he answered, color warming his face.

“I’m glad to hear that. It is something I will monitor regularly. Are you using any such products at this moment?”

“Yes, Madam.”

“Then show me.”

“I’m sorry?” he asked, startled.

“You will demonstrate that you are currently using feminine hygiene products. I must be certain you are being truthful. Trust is earned.”

He hesitated, heart racing, but the firmness in her expression left little room for refusal. He began by undoing the fastenings of his skirt, letting it pool at his feet. As he stepped out of it, he remembered the teddy he wore lacked any opening, forcing him to unbutton his blouse and slide the straps from his shoulders. The garment slipped down and joined the skirt on the floor. He stood before her dressed only in stockings and lingerie, acutely aware of his vulnerability.

Turning away, he hoped the outline of the ST secured at the gusset of his panties would suffice. He knew better. Slowly, deliberately, he eased the panties down his legs and bent forward, clearly revealing the tampon string extending from him along with the ST in place. Time seemed to stretch endlessly as he waited.

At last, Mistress Jean spoke from behind her desk. “I’m satisfied that you can be relied upon. You may dress again.”

Relief surged as he gathered his clothing. As he pulled the panties back into place, a sudden awareness struck him with panic. His body had responded in ways he had not anticipated. He focused on dressing quickly, hoping the reaction would fade before it could be noticed. If Mistress Jean observed it, she offered no comment, continuing as if nothing were amiss.

“It is unfortunate that your undergarments are not fully coordinated,” she said. “I may mention that to Mistress Alice. A lady should always be properly matched.” She reached into a drawer and handed him a small bottle. “Before you leave, take this. It will assist with your voice. Use it twice daily, once in the morning and again before sleep. It will soften your tone, though voice lessons will also be provided. Use it now.”

He recognized the name on the label, Femineux, the same brand as the products his wife had chosen for him. He sprayed it into his mouth as directed. The sensation was cool with a faint tingle, lacking any clear taste. He slipped the bottle into his skirt pocket.

“Miss Sarah should be waiting outside,” Mistress Jean concluded. “You are dismissed for now. We will speak again later.”

With that, he was sent on his way, heart still racing as he stepped back into the hall.


Settling In

~~~

Sally spent the remainder of the day guiding Alistair through the house, introducing him to everyone who worked there. The group was small, despite her saying everyone. There was Sally herself, Mistress Jean, Mistress Natasha, the cook named Mistress Katherine, and Joy, who handled all the practical tasks no one else seemed to manage.

Sally walked him through every corner of the place. She showed him the laundry room with its orderly shelves, the kitchen and restaurant space where meals were prepared and served, the cleaning cupboard stocked with supplies, the various bedrooms, the gym, and several other rooms tucked away along quiet corridors. He was told clearly that he would not be expected to work on his first day. The goal was simply to adjust and take everything in. There were no guests staying at the hotel that day, which led to a decision meant to mark his arrival. Everyone would share dinner together in the dining room that evening. Sally explained that this rarely happened and was considered a special occasion.

He helped her set the table, placing cutlery and glasses with care, and once that was finished, she told him to go upstairs and prepare for dinner. When he hesitated, she clarified that she meant changing into an outfit suitable for dining out rather than the clothes he had been wearing during the tour. The evening air was warm, so he chose a sleeveless satin Debenhams’ dress he had bought a few years earlier. He had always liked the dress, though wearing it had left him frustrated in the past because his chest and underarm hair were impossible to ignore. Now that the hair was gone, the thought of wearing it filled him with anticipation.

Back in the bedroom, he removed the skirt, blouse, and teddy, pausing when he caught sight of himself in the mirror. He was pleased with what he saw, aware that there was still room to grow but encouraged all the same. Standing there in his underwear made him slightly anxious, worried someone might walk in, yet he reminded himself that sharing a room with Sally meant he would need to grow accustomed to moments like this. He stepped into the dress and struggled a bit with the zipper at the back, but once it was fastened, he smiled. The fit was flattering, and without stray hair drawing attention, the dress finally felt right.

He sat at the dressing table to adjust his makeup just as Sally entered to change as well. He focused carefully on his reflection, making an effort not to stare as she slipped out of her work clothes. Beneath them, she wore a pale blue satin basque with matching panties. The basque was pulled snug, emphasizing her cleavage. She drew a red satin dress down over her head, one that reached her knees, and joined him at the dressing table to refresh her makeup.

When she finished, she offered to look over his. After studying his face, she smiled, clearly pleased with his early attempts, and reassured him that makeup lessons would be part of what he would learn during his time there.


Dinner unfolded into a warm, gracious evening. Mistress Katherine joined them at the table, which felt fitting, as Alistair believed the person who prepared the meal deserved appreciation. Glasses were raised, and each of them offered a toast in recognition of his arrival, welcoming him into the rhythm of the house.

Afterward, they gathered in the bar, sharing conversation that drifted easily from topic to topic. Laughter surfaced now and then, and the atmosphere stayed relaxed. Eventually, Sally rose and announced she was heading to bed. Alistair stood as well, ready to follow, but she stopped him. She explained that she planned an early night only because she had stayed up late the evening before organizing her room and insisted he remain downstairs with the others a while longer.
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Roughly twenty minutes passed before Alistair felt his own fatigue catching up to him. The day had been full, layered with new impressions and emotions, and his body finally demanded rest. When he reached the bedroom, Sally was already under the covers. She had thoughtfully left his bedside lamp on, along with the light in the bathroom. He moved carefully as he began to undress. While easing the zipper down the back of the dress, an urgent need made itself known. Still wearing his underwear, he hurried into the bathroom, pushed the door closed behind him, lifted the seat, slipped his willie free from his panties, and relieved himself with a long stream. He knew the moment lacked elegance, but urgency left little room for concern. When finished, he tucked his willie back into place, flushed, and returned toward the bedroom as discreetly as he could.

It was not discreet enough. The door had not closed fully, and the sounds had carried. Sally stirred, then rose and entered the bathroom herself, closing the door firmly before using the toilet.

With the room to himself, Alistair took advantage of the moment. He unclipped the stockings, sat on the edge of the bed, and slid them down his smooth legs. The suspender belt followed, returned neatly to a drawer. He selected his favorite pink nightdress and drew it over his head, savoring the soft glide of fabric as it fell into place.

He sat at the dressing table, removing his makeup carefully, when Sally emerged from the bathroom.

“Sorry if I woke you,” he said.

“It’s fine,” she replied. “I wasn’t fully asleep and needed a wee anyway.”

He finished cleansing his face, followed her earlier advice by applying moisturizer, brushed his teeth, and climbed into bed. The mattress was generous in size, allowing him space, though sharing still felt unfamiliar. He settled on his side, aware of her presence.

“Goodnight,” Sally said.

“Goodnight,” he answered, reaching to switch off the lamp.

Sleep did not come quickly. His thoughts kept circling the events of the day, each moment replaying itself with vivid clarity. So much had changed in such a short span. As he lay there, he wondered what the morning might bring.


Correction

~~~

Sally was already awake when Alistair stirred. She stepped out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped across her chest, working a hairdryer through damp strands as he opened his eyes.

“Good morning, sleepy head,” she said with an easy smile. “Time to get up and ready for work.”

“What should I put on?” he asked, his tone cautious.

“Unless we hear different instructions, we’re expected to dress smartly,” she explained. “Usually that means a dark skirt with a blouse. Do you think you can manage?”

“Oh yes,” he replied, his enthusiasm surprising even him. He swung his legs out of bed and rose quickly, then paused as a familiar sensation on his chest caught his attention. The breast forms. He had forgotten they were there. He turned toward the mirror and took himself in. Smooth skin, painted nails, soft nightwear. This was the presentation he had wanted for so long. The only thing that felt out of place was his short hair. His eyes moved to the wig resting on the dressing table, and the thought crossed his mind that change might come sooner than expected.

“Stop admiring yourself,” Sally teased, “or you’ll end up late.”

He went into the bathroom, removed his nightdress, and took a brief shower, covering his hair with a net so it would stay dry before the wig went on. When he returned, Sally was seated at the table in her lingerie, drying her hair just as she had earlier. He kept his focus steady, aware of her beauty without lingering. She caught his reflection in the mirror and smiled.

Knowing she was already aware of his private habits did not fully erase his shyness. He selected a coordinated set of white satin and lace lingerie, choosing bra, panties, and a suspender belt that worked well together. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he opened a fresh pack of nude stockings and drew them up his smooth legs, fastening the lace tops to the suspenders with care. He chose the same skirt from the day before and paired it with a taupe satin blouse. At the dressing table, he applied makeup with growing confidence. Shoes on, he was nearly ready when Sally called to him.

As they prepared to leave together, a thought stopped him.

“I’ll be right down,” he said. “I forgot something.”

“All right,” she answered. “I’ll see you downstairs.”

Once she left, he returned to the bathroom, realizing he had overlooked sanitary protection. He quickly inserted a fresh tampon and secured an ST in his panties, relieved not to be caught unprepared. With nerves fluttering but determination intact, he added a light spray of perfume and headed down to breakfast.


After breakfast, Alistair was summoned to Mistress Jean’s office once again. The request came without ceremony, and this time he already knew what was expected of him. He was asked to confirm that he was wearing sanitary protection. The process proved simpler than the day before, since there was no need to remove his blouse or teddy. Once Mistress Jean was satisfied, he began to pull his panties back into place and reached instinctively for his skirt.

“Not so soon,” she said.

He froze, hand midair, and looked at her with clear confusion.

“Do you remember telling me yesterday that one purpose of your stay here is to learn how to be like a woman?” she asked.

He realized she was waiting for an answer and nodded.

“Good,” she continued. “Then you should understand that behaving in a way that contradicts that aim shows either ignorance or defiance.”

His expression gave away his uncertainty, and worry crept in.

She studied him for a moment, then asked another question. “If we are guiding you to live as a woman in every respect, how would you say a woman usually uses the toilet?”

“Sitting down,” he replied, and understanding dawned as the words left his mouth.

“You know the answer,” she said evenly, “which makes it surprising that I was informed you relieved yourself last night while standing. Is that correct?”

There was no sense denying it. He admitted the truth, irritation flaring toward Sally even as he spoke.

“The person who reported it was acting on my instructions,” Mistress Jean said. “So there is no purpose in directing frustration at her. However, this means you require correction. Do you agree?”

“Yes, Madam,” he answered, his nerves tightening as he wondered what form that correction might take.

She rose from her chair, picked up an item from her desk, and approached him. “Do you know what this is?” she asked, holding it up.

He shook his head.

“This is a gaffe, also known as a pseudo vagina,” she explained. “You will wear it until I decide you have learned what is expected. It will allow you to use the toilet in an appropriate manner, but it will prevent you from urinating while standing. Lower your panties.”

He obeyed. She fitted the device with practiced efficiency. It slid over his willie, which was thankfully relaxed, and straps secured it around his waist and beneath him, pulling everything back and holding it firmly. Once it was set, there was an audible click. She straightened, a small key visible in her hand.

“You are now locked in. This may feel uncomfortable, but instruction often does. Get dressed.”

He pulled his panties back up over the gaffe and noticed immediately how smooth his front appeared. When he replaced the skirt, the effect was unexpectedly pleasing.

“Go on,” she said. “We both have responsibilities to attend to.”

Outside, Sally waited. She apologized the moment she saw him, but he only frowned and passed her without speaking. He headed straight for Mistress Natasha’s room, where his first lesson of the day focused on makeup.

After lunch, preparations began for the arrival of guests. The hotel needed attention, and the work kept him busy. He was grateful for the distraction, though he knew avoiding Sally could only last so long. They were, after all, sharing the same room.


Keys Given Back

~~~

By the time the evening wound down, all the guests had arrived, eaten, and settled into the bar. Alistair was finally dismissed and made his way upstairs, nerves tightening as he climbed the stairs. He knew Sally had already gone up, and the thought of facing her after the day he’d had left him uneasy.

When he entered the bedroom, she sat on the bed as if she had been waiting, her posture tense. She worried at her lower lip, then rose quickly when she saw him. Her nightdress shifted lightly as she crossed the room, her movements betraying her anxiety.

“Please forgive me, Amelia,” she said, her hands open in front of her.

“Why did you tell her?” he asked, the question escaping before he could soften it.

“Because I was told I had to report it if you got things wrong so you could be corrected,” she said. “I didn’t want to, but I was following instructions. I’m sorry.” Her expression faltered. “Do you forgive me?”

He hesitated. The gaffe had not caused constant discomfort, though there had been moments during the day when it had been genuinely unpleasant. Still, he wanted peace between them, and he wanted her friendship. He nodded and said that yes, he forgave her.

Relief transformed her face.

“Good,” she said brightly. “I managed to persuade Mistress Jean to let me have the key.” She crossed to her dressing table and held it up. “So… would you like it removed?”

He wanted it gone immediately, yet the idea of standing exposed in front of her made him pause. She noticed his hesitation at once.

“It’s all right,” she said gently. “There’s nothing here I haven’t already seen.”

He stepped forward and unfastened his skirt, letting it slide to the floor before stepping out of it and his shoes. Sally knelt in front of him. He lowered his panties and stepped free of them. She reached behind him, unlocked the device, and eased it away. The sudden release caused an involuntary reaction that left him flushed with embarrassment. Sally laughed softly.

“It’s only reacting to being freed,” she said. “Let me take care of you.”

She guided him to the dressing table. Kneeling, she cleaned his skin with wipes and applied moisturizer to soothe the areas that had been constrained all day. The physical response he felt was immediate and beyond his control.

She noticed and shook her head with mock reproach. “That’s not very ladylike. We’ll have to deal with that.”

Before he could respond, she took matters into her own hands. What followed was swift and overwhelming, leaving him dizzy and unsteady when it ended. She rose, met his eyes, and said calmly, “I hope you accept my apology. You should get ready for bed now.”

He nodded, still reeling, as she stepped away.

Soon after, he lay beside her, dressed in his nightwear and panties. There was no bra that night, as Mistress Natasha had assured him the forms were secure. Sally turned toward him.

“I really do want to be your friend,” she said. “And I understand more than you think.”

“How could you?” he asked.

“Let me show you.”

She took his hand beneath the covers and placed it against her chest, then guided it slowly downward. When she lifted the hem of her nightdress and set his hand against the front of her panties, his eyes widened. Beneath the fabric was not what he expected. Realization struck hard, and he withdrew his hand quickly.

She watched his reaction, a hint of disappointment crossing her face. “I suppose you want an explanation.”

She told him everything. She had once been Mistress Jean’s husband. Together, they had opened the hotel. After being caught spying on Mistress Natasha while she dressed, his punishment had been to take her place as the maid and to be dressed in women’s clothing under supervision. What was meant to be temporary never ended. Over time, he became Miss Sarah, while Mistress Natasha rose to partner alongside Mistress Jean. The arrangement worked for them all, though nothing remained of his former role.

“And your breasts?” Alistair asked.

“They were either punishment or gift,” she said with a small smile. “At first I thought the former. Now I wouldn’t part with them.”

Alistair lay there, stunned, his thoughts tumbling over one another, unsure how to respond.

“You probably have a thousand questions,” she continued, and Alistair realized he could no longer think of her as anything other than she. “For now, it’s probably better if you get some proper rest.” She leaned forward and pressed a brief kiss to his lips, tender and reassuring, before reaching over to switch off the light.

A short while later, after lying there replaying the evening in his mind, Alistair reached out and turned off his own lamp. He shifted onto his side, trying to find a comfortable position amid the swirl of thoughts that refused to slow down. The mattress shifted softly behind him. He heard fabric move, felt the bed dip, and then Sally was there, close and warm, her body curved along his back as she drew him gently into her arms.

“You’ll be fine,” she murmured, her voice close, her breath brushing his shoulder. She leaned into him, and he became aware of the subtle change in her body behind him, the softness of her member pressing against his back in a way that was intimate without being overwhelming.


Inspection

~~~

The next morning, Alistair woke before Sally. He stayed still for a while, watching her as pale morning light filtered through the curtains. Even with the truth now known to him, his mind refused to recast her into any other shape. He could not view her as anything except a woman. Whatever labels existed beyond that felt distant and abstract. In rest, she appeared entirely feminine, at ease in her own skin. Her breathing was slow and steady, her chest lifting and lowering beneath the satin nightdress. Her face carried a softness that matched her expression, and her hands, carefully manicured, rested at the ends of slim arms.

Questions drifted through him. Had she always looked this way, or had choices been made along the road to arrive here? Had time and intention shaped her appearance, or had intervention played a role? And more unsettling still, was this where Alice imagined his own path leading, or had she envisioned this stay as temporary, contained, and finite? The uncertainty made his stomach tighten. He shivered slightly, unsure how to organize his thoughts, and that small movement seemed to stir Sally from sleep. Wanting to avoid conversation just yet, he slipped from the bed and headed quickly into the bathroom to prepare for the day.

Under the spray of the shower, he looked down at his own body, smooth and altered, feminine by design rather than nature. The reflection left him unsettled and curious all at once. Where was all of this leading? He had no answer waiting for him.

When he returned to the bedroom with a towel secured around his waist, Sally was already up. Her nightdress lay discarded, and she stood near the bed wearing only her panties. There was just the faintest outline beneath the fabric, enough to draw his attention and lift his eyebrows.

“No secrets now,” Sally said calmly, sliding the panties down her legs and revealing her willie, partially responsive to the cool air.

“No,” Alistair answered, his voice distant, his thoughts tangled. Despite what he was seeing, his mind still registered a woman standing before him.

“Good,” she said simply, then turned and moved toward the bathroom to begin her own routine, leaving him standing there.


Over time, Alistair’s days began to follow a predictable rhythm. Part of each day was spent helping around the hotel, learning its routines and responsibilities, while the remaining hours were devoted to instruction focused on presentation and behavior. He was taught how to apply makeup with precision, how to move with intention, how to eat and drink with restraint, and even how to sit in a way that reflected grace rather than habit. Alongside the spray he used daily to soften his voice, he attended elocution lessons designed to refine his speech further, shaping each word with care.

There were very few men in his immediate world. Aside from the occasional male guest passing through, every influence around him leaned unmistakably feminine. The books and magazines available reflected that same perspective, and he found himself reading publications he had never so much as glanced at before. Whenever a male guest arrived, a current of anxiety ran through him, fear of being noticed or questioned pressing in. Fortunately, no one ever said anything, and if suspicion existed, it remained unspoken.

Each morning began with a visit to Mistress Jean for inspection. She examined his appearance closely, offering pointed critiques about his makeup and clothing. Her dissatisfaction often focused on his failure to coordinate his underwear properly. She made it clear this issue would be raised with Mistress Alice, meaning his wife, during her next visit. When he asked when that visit might take place, Mistress Jean gave no response.

Part of the morning routine also required him to demonstrate that he was following his wife’s instructions regarding feminine sanitary products. At first, the process left him feeling exposed and uneasy. With time, the routine became familiar, though never comfortable. Then one morning, when Mistress Jean instructed him to lower his skirt for inspection, his body reacted before his thoughts could catch up. He froze. In an instant, he realized he had forgotten to replace the overnight tampon he had removed earlier that morning. The awareness hit him too late. His expression betrayed him immediately.

“What is it, Miss Amelia?” Mistress Jean asked, her tone measured. “Have you overlooked something?”

There was no escape from the truth. He lowered his head slightly and nodded, teeth pressing against his lower lip as he waited.

"Well, well. That is most disappointing," Mistress Jean said, her voice smooth yet edged with authority. "Mistress Alice was so insistent on you using the products she has provided you with, and when we met at the start of your stay here, we discussed a clear procedure if this was to happen."

Alistair shifted uncomfortably on his feet, disliking how she emphasized the word "procedure." It made everything sound so clinical, so inevitable, like a rule etched in stone that left no room for mercy or misunderstanding.
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"Off with the skirt and panties as usual," she instructed, her tone leaving no space for hesitation.

"But..." Alistair tried to respond, his voice trailing off weakly."

No buts. Get on with it, girl," she ordered, her eyes fixed on him expectantly.

Alistair moved slowly, his fingers trembling slightly as he complied, sliding the skirt down his legs and then the panties, revealing the sanitary towel stained in the gusset. Yet there was no dangling string from a tampon visible between his legs, just as she had anticipated with clear disapproval. While he undressed, Mistress Jean reached into a drawer and carefully placed two objects on the surface of her wide oak desk. One resembled an oversized pill, smooth and white, while the other had the unmistakable shape of a personal toy, though smaller and more purposeful in design. Once he finished, Alistair straightened up and stood directly in front of her, feeling exposed under her steady scrutiny."

The procedure is this," she explained calmly. "Firstly, you will receive a smack on your bare buttocks. This first time, there will only be one smack. Any subsequent missteps will mean the number of smacks increases from there. Then I will insert this in your hole," she said, lifting the tablet-like object for him to see more clearly. "Do you know what this is?" she asked. Alistair shook his head, unsure and apprehensive.

"It is a suppository," she exclaimed with a note of finality, "full of feminine hormones that will be slowly released into your body during the day, absorbing gradually as you go about your tasks." She paused briefly before continuing, "What about this?" she added, raising the second item higher. Once more, Alistair shook his head, his curiosity mixed with a growing sense of dread.

"It is a butt plug," she informed him. "This is quite a small one, but it will serve two purposes: making sure the suppository stays securely in place, and reminding you all day of your misdemeanour through its constant presence." She set it down and nodded toward the desk. "Now bend over."

Alistair obeyed without delay, leaning forward and placing his palms flat on the cool desktop for balance, his body tense as Mistress Jean rose from her leather chair and circled around behind him. Before he had a chance to prepare fully, she lifted her arm and delivered a sharp, resounding slap across his bare skin. The impact stung fiercely, bringing an immediate tear to the corner of his eye, while at the same moment, his body reacted in an unexpected way—his willie stiffened just a fraction, betraying a confusing hint of arousal amid the discomfort. Next came the snap of latex as she pulled on a rubber glove, followed by the cool slickness of lubricating cream being applied to his entrance. When he flinched instinctively, she noted matter-of-factly that it was simply some cream to ease the process. With steady pressure, she inserted the suppository using her finger, guiding it deep inside until it was fully positioned. That part caused only mild unease, but sliding in the butt plug proved far more challenging. Its design began narrow at the tip, then expanded gradually wider before tapering abruptly at the base. Alistair sensed every inch of stretch as his body adjusted to fit around it, until finally it seated itself with a sudden snap, leaving only a small, flat external flange visible."

Now get yourself dressed and stand up," she instructed, peeling off the glove and discarding it neatly.

Alistair pulled his panties and skirt back into place, smoothing the fabric with careful hands. When he turned to face her again, Mistress Jean studied him for a moment before extending a tissue across the desk."

Dry your eyes, girl," she said in a dismissive tone, "You have work to do." And just like that, with a brief wave of her hand, he was sent on his way.


Intimate Support

~~~

Adjusting to the butt plug took considerable effort throughout the afternoon. Walking or standing proved manageable enough, the intrusion subtle yet persistent, but the instant Alistair lowered himself onto a chair, pressure built intensely inside, a constant nudge that reinforced how it secured a substantial load of female hormones deep within him. Thoughts swirled in his mind about the changes those hormones might bring—would his body soften in ways he had not anticipated, perhaps developing curves like fuller breasts by morning?

By the close of an exhausting day filled with routine tasks around the house, Alistair sat at his vanity table in the softly lit bedroom, carefully wiping away layers of makeup with cotton pads and remover. The door opened without a knock, and Sally entered, her presence warm and familiar in the shared space.

"Everything okay?" she asked brightly, her smile genuine as she approached.

That innocent question unraveled him completely, and tears spilled down Alistair's cheeks in a sudden rush. Sally hurried to his side, dropping to her knees on the plush carpet beside the chair, her hand gentle on his arm as she urged him to share what had happened.

"Oh dear," she murmured sympathetically once he recounted the entire encounter in detail. "Well, what's done is done. Let's get you ready and into bed," she suggested softly, using a fresh tissue to dab at the damp trails on his face. "When you are ready, would you like me to help you remove the butt plug?"

Alistair nodded gratefully, then resumed cleansing his skin while Sally stepped away to prepare herself for the night, changing into comfortable sleepwear. Soon, he stripped down to nothing but his bra and fresh panties, then called her over for assistance. Together they moved into the adjoining bathroom, where Sally donned a pair of rubber gloves and gently eased out the plug, rinsing it thoroughly under warm water afterward. Alistair used the bidet to cleanse himself carefully, secretly wishing the suppository might emerge as well, though no trace appeared. While perched there tending to his hygiene, he commented aloud on how thoughtful Sally was acting, willingly assisting with such an intimate and unpleasant task. Before long, he climbed into the shared bed beside her, feeling renewed after the thorough routine, with a new sanitary towel positioned in his panties as a precaution against any possible leakage from the lingering medication. Alistair leaned closer in the dim glow of the bedside lamp, murmuring his thanks for her support, and pressed a quick, appreciative kiss to her lips. As he began to draw back, Sally extended her arm, catching him gently and drawing him in once more.

“Any time,” she said, leaning in to brush his lips once more. This time the contact deepened. He felt the warmth of her mouth, the gentle insistence of her tongue, and without fully deciding to do so, he parted his lips and allowed her closer. The kiss became fuller, charged with curiosity and emotion, yet it lasted only seconds before he pulled away, startled by his own response.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, searching his face.

“Is this all right?” he said, uncertainty threading his voice. “I mean… my wife…”

“My mistress,” she corrected calmly. “She sent you here so you could learn how to live as a woman. That includes learning how a woman kisses. I’m confident she would be fine with it.”

“All right,” he replied, still unsure, though he did not lean back toward her. “I think I should try to sleep.”

“That’s probably wise,” she said with a gentle smile. “You’ve had a long day.” She leaned forward again, this time offering a brief kiss to his cheek, affectionate rather than demanding.

Sleep refused to come. He shifted restlessly, his thoughts tangled and his body unsettled. The physical discomfort caught his attention as much as his racing mind. Earlier, the plug that had filled him was gone, and the sudden absence left him uneasy. He moved again, aware he was disturbing Sally. She turned toward him and asked what was bothering him. Remembering their agreement to hold nothing back, he told her the truth.

“Oh,” she said, smiling thoughtfully. “I believe I can help with that, but you’ll need to help me too.” She leaned in close and explained her idea in a low voice.

“Are you sure this will work?” he asked.

“I believe it will,” she answered.

“And is it… acceptable?”

“That depends on how you choose to see it,” she said. “If you see it as one girl helping her friend, then it is, friend. If you don’t see me as a girl, then that leads somewhere else.”

He thought back to the morning, to the way he had watched her sleep and the conclusions he had already reached in his own mind. With that reflection, he realized he could accept this, at least in principle, and he followed her guidance.
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Alistair and Sally slipped out of their panties together, the soft fabric pooling at their feet on the worn carpet of the bedroom they shared. Their bodies revealed in the intimate space, each willie exposed to the cool air, a vulnerability that stirred a mix of nerves and curiosity in Alistair's chest. Sally guided him with gentle confidence, her voice soft as she explained what she wanted next. Alistair reached out, his fingers adorned with neatly polished nails, wrapping around her shaft with careful deliberation. He moved his hand in slow, exploratory strokes, building a rhythm that felt both foreign and strangely natural. Though he had never touched another person in this way before, locking eyes with her and taking in the gentle curve of her breasts beneath the thin material of her nightdress helped him shift his perspective. In that moment, she did not feel like a man to him; she embodied a unique woman, one who carried beauty in her own distinct form.

As her arousal grew firm under his touch, Sally handed him a condom from the nightstand drawer. Alistair rolled it down with practiced ease from his own experiences, yet applying it to her brought a new layer of intimacy he had not encountered until now. He focused intently on seeing her femininity, letting that image anchor him through the act. With everything prepared, she instructed him to position himself on the bed, rising onto his hands and knees while parting his legs just enough to invite her closer. Sally moved behind him gracefully, kneeling on the mattress. She squeezed a generous amount of lubrication onto her fingers first, smoothing it carefully before aligning the protected tip against his entrance. Pausing there with tender restraint, she checked in softly, wanting to ensure his comfort.

Alistair processed the reality unfolding—he was granting access to someone he viewed as his special companion, a woman in every way that mattered to him in this space. His voice came out soft and yielding. "Yes."

Sally advanced slowly, guiding her erect length inside him with patience. Her size surpassed the plug from earlier, prompting an unplanned whimper to escape Alistair's lips as his body adjusted to the fuller sensation. In contrast to the plug's varying shape, her form maintained consistent thickness throughout, allowing her to slide in steadily until she filled him completely. During the motion, Alistair registered the light brush of her nightdress fabric against his skin and the warmth of her hips pressing flush against his backside. She paused again, her concern evident as she inquired about his well-being once more. In response, her presence pulsed subtly within him, drawing a spontaneous moan from Alistair while his own arousal responded in kind with a similar throb. He shifted backward just a fraction, encouraging her, and managed a breathless affirmation. "Yes."

Sally remained still, her palms gliding soothingly along his back and down his sides in affectionate caresses, content for the moment to simply stay connected without thrusting. Alistair's mind wandered to imagined scenarios—an outsider glancing in might see one figure in feminine attire joined with another in a provocative pose, interpretations varying wildly. He pondered how his wife back home might react if she witnessed this scene unexpectedly, the complication twisting in his thoughts briefly. Yet he pushed those notions aside, reminding himself firmly that Sally embodied womanhood to him here. This experience aligned with the lessons he received in embracing feminine behaviors, making it a natural extension of his journey. Sally had suggested earlier that introducing a firm presence which softened over time might ease any lingering discomfort, and as minutes passed in their joined stillness, Alistair discovered her intuition proved accurate. The previous irritation faded entirely, replaced by a surprising sense of accommodation despite the unusual circumstances.

After a while, her arousal diminished naturally, slipping free from him with ease. Alistair sensed her shifting off the mattress and padding toward the bathroom for a quick cleanup. Seizing the brief privacy, he reached for supplies on the nightstand, carefully inserting a fresh tampon to maintain protection through the night and completing his bedtime routine anew with deliberate care. By the time Sally returned, her face relaxed and fresh, Alistair had settled under the covers, propped against the pillows in anticipation.

"Thank you," Alistair murmured sincerely, extending his hand toward her across the sheets.

"That's okay," Sally replied with a warm smile lighting her features. "I am happy to help. I am sure you would do the same for me."

She bent forward then, placing a tender good-night kiss on his lips, her touch lingering just long enough to convey affection before she pulled away. Alistair lay there afterward, the room enveloping him in comfortable shadows, his mind replaying the details of yet another profound experience that marked a turning point in his evolving path.


Keeping Distance

~~~

Alistair rose early the next morning and dressed with deliberate speed, determined not to linger on the memory of the night before. He told himself that reflection could wait, that overanalyzing every detail would only complicate an already unfamiliar situation. As the day unfolded, his thoughts eased slightly. Sally behaved as she always did, moving through her routine without any reference to what had happened. There were no sideways comments, no lingering looks, nothing that suggested she wanted to revisit the moment.

That pattern continued into the evening. When they prepared for bed, she said nothing at all about the previous night. There was no attempt to initiate closeness beyond a brief, gentle kiss on his cheek before the lights went out. The simplicity of the gesture caught him off guard.

Relief followed quickly. He realized he had been carrying a private worry that she might now see him as an object rather than a person. That fear eased as the hours passed. At the same time, a small sense of disappointment crept in. He had hoped, as a friend, she might want to share more warmth or connection. Instead, she kept a respectful distance. He wondered if she was giving him room to sort through his thoughts on his own.


A few days later, while Alistair was setting up the restaurant ahead of the lunch service, Mistress Katherine called out from the kitchen, telling him that Mistress Jean wished to see him in the office.

He wiped his hands, walked down the corridor, knocked, and waited until he was told to enter. When he stepped inside, surprise stopped him short. His wife sat there, eyes widening as she took him in, her expression mirroring his own. He supposed that bringing him here and then not seeing him for several days had allowed her to forget how completely he had been reshaped by the experience.

“Hello, darling,” he began instinctively, then caught Mistress Jean’s sharp look and corrected himself at once. “Hello, Mistress Alice,” he said instead, adding a small curtsey.

“Well hello, Amelia,” his wife replied. Hearing her call him that sent a brief jolt through him, even though he knew they were both playing their roles. “Mistress Jean has been updating me on your progress. You truly look the part.” His face warmed at the praise. “I wanted to stop by and see how you were doing. Mistress Jean mentioned a few missteps, but overall she’s quite pleased. I planned to stay for lunch, but she suggested it would be beneficial for you to have some new, properly matching underwear instead of relying on my hand-me-downs and the pieces you’ve collected over the years without my knowledge. She has generously allowed me to take you out for lunch and a bit of shopping.”

Alistair glanced toward Mistress Jean, who confirmed this with a nod. The silence that followed made him realize he was expected to respond.

“Oh, thank you,” he said quickly. “That sounds wonderful.”

“Why would it be wonderful?” Mistress Jean asked.

He hesitated, unsure, then sensed she was guiding him toward a fuller answer.

“It would be nice to spend some time with Mistress Alice,” he offered.

“And?” Mistress Jean prompted, arching an eyebrow.

Unsure, he continued carefully. “It would also be nice to have new underwear.”

“New, feminine underwear?” Mistress Jean pressed.

Understanding dawned. “Yes,” he said more confidently. “I would love to have beautiful matching lingerie. A complete set, with a bra, panties, and a suspender belt that all go together.”

Mistress Jean smiled in approval. This time, his wife lifted an eyebrow.

“If you’re going out to buy lingerie,” Mistress Jean said, “we must be extra cautious about avoiding discovery. Care will be essential. Amelia, remove your skirt and panties.”

Both Alistair and his wife stared at her, startled, though he suspected what would follow. He obeyed. Mistress Jean revealed the gaffe and explained its purpose. His wife agreed it was sensible and watched intently as Mistress Jean fitted the device, securing his willie neatly in place. Once his panties and skirt were back where they belonged, Mistress Jean suggested he might want to change into a different outfit for their outing.

Taking that as his cue, Alistair left the office and headed upstairs.


Matching Sets

~~~

A short while later, Alistair came back downstairs, having changed into his favorite satin tea dress that fell neatly to his knees. He had decided against wearing stockings and a suspender belt this time, imagining the awkwardness of a clasp coming loose while walking through public spaces. Instead, he chose barely black tights, smoothing them carefully over his legs before stepping into his pumps.

The mix of anticipation and nerves churned inside him. Seeing Mistress Alice again filled him with excitement, yet the thought of venturing out like this tightened his chest. When she spotted him, she smiled with clear approval, exchanged a few words with Mistress Jean about when they would return, and guided him outside toward the car. Once they were driving, she broke the silence.

“You look wonderful. I’m genuinely impressed,” she said.

“Thank you… I think?” he answered, uncertain.

“I think?” she echoed. “Why the hesitation?”

“Well,” he said carefully, “being praised by my wife for looking so feminine feels a bit strange, don’t you think?”

“And what do you suppose Mistress Jean would say about that?” she countered.

“About what? Oh, the wife comment. But she’s not here,” he protested.

“She may not be,” Mistress Alice replied, resting her hand on his nylon-covered knee, “but habits matter, and I’d hate for you to slip and find yourself corrected later, my darling. Besides, you can tell me what you’ve been learning while we drive.”

He shared a general outline of his days, choosing not to dwell on certain details. She asked about the gaffe and how it felt. He answered honestly, saying it was manageable at the moment, though he knew discomfort would return later.

They soon pulled into the parking area of a large store. She stepped out without hesitation, while he lingered, hands gripping the seat.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, concern evident.

“I’ve never been out like this before,” he admitted. “It feels intimidating.”

She waved the concern away. “Nonsense. You present more femininely than many people walking around here, and I’ll be right beside you. Trust me.”

He did. Taking her hand, he stepped out into the open. Almost immediately, his tension eased. People passed by, absorbed in their own errands, and no one paid him undue attention.

Since the goal was matching lingerie, they went straight to that section. His nerves fluttered again. As a man, he had always felt out of place in such departments, but now he blended in naturally. Mistress Alice led him to a display featuring coordinated lingerie and sleepwear in multiple shades. She told him to choose two sets. He selected sage green and dusky pink, colors unlike anything he owned. She then focused on bras, considering styles and sizes.

In the fitting room, she helped him try them on. He quickly learned one drawback of shopping in a dress: it had to come off entirely. Standing there in tights and underwear, he listened as she remarked on how feminine he appeared, even without the bra. The breast forms, though artificial, created a convincing shape. He settled on a satin-and-lace padded bra with full cups. Once dressed again, they returned to the display, and she added one in each color to the trolley.

Next came panties. He chose fuller styles instead of thongs, preferring the feel of satin. Two pairs of each shade followed, along with coordinating suspender belts featuring deep backs and rear hooks. He assumed they were done, but she was only getting started. Matching camisoles and French knickers joined the growing pile. When he began to object, she met his eyes directly.

“Are you really going to complain about me buying you lingerie?” she asked. “This is exactly what you’ve always wanted.”

“Well, no,” he said, then hesitated. “But won’t this cost a lot? And how long am I staying at Mistress Jean’s?”

“Don’t worry about the expense,” she replied. “And your stay will last as long as it needs to.”

He pressed for clarity, but she only assured him none of it would be wasted.

“Remember what I told you,” she said, squeezing his hand. “Let things unfold.”

She added dusky pink pajamas, a long sage green nightdress, and a green bra slip with suspenders. By now, the trolley overflowed with satin and lace. Still, she was not finished.

“You’ll need more hosiery,” she said, selecting sheer, glossy tights and stockings in nude and barely black.

“That covers underwear,” she continued. “Now, Mistress Jean mentioned you require another blouse for work, and I notice you don’t have a handbag or cardigan. Correct?” He nodded. “And there’s a gym and sauna at the hotel. You haven’t tried those yet, have you?” He shook his head again.

The trolley filled quickly after that. A swimsuit with an attached skirt went in first. “That will help protect your identity,” she explained, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. She added a couple of skorts and several cap-sleeved T-shirts, followed by ankle socks and a pair of trainers designed with bright pink accents that leaned decisively feminine.

Blouses and cardigans came next. Alistair tried on more than a few, stepping in and out of fitting rooms while she assessed each option with practiced certainty. In the end, they chose a white satin blouse with long sleeves and paired it with a dusky pink cardigan, also long-sleeved, soft to the touch and flattering in cut.

Handbags were last, and that section pushed him well beyond familiar territory. He had never owned one, let alone carried one in public. Still, after some deliberation, they settled on a mid-sized black leather bag with clean lines, complete with a matching purse. He assumed that was the end of it, but his wife was not finished yet. The pumps he wore were secondhand, and the heels waiting back at the hotel were years old. She decided he needed shoes suited to his current life. They chose black leather Mary Janes with a modest two-inch heel. Instead of boxing them, he put them on immediately and was surprised by how comfortable they felt, as though they had been waiting for him.

Checkout took far longer than expected. As the cashier scanned the overflowing trolley, she asked what the occasion was.

“Spending birthday money,” his wife said with an easy smile, then paid and guided him back toward the car.

They drove to a small country pub for lunch. Over the meal, Alistair tried again to ask how long he would be staying at the hotel and what might come next. Each time, she deflected gently, asking instead whether he was enjoying himself. When he admitted that he was, she reminded him once more to let events unfold.

Before returning, they stopped at a nearby beauty spot for a short walk. A light breeze moved the hem of his dress as he walked, sending a cool sensation across his legs. He held her manicured hand, drawing comfort from the familiarity of it. At a viewpoint, he turned to her.

“Thank you,” he said simply.

She smiled and kissed him briefly. As she pulled back, he slipped an arm around her waist and kissed her again, lingering longer this time, aware of their shared lipstick. For a fleeting moment, everything else faded. Then she drew away.

“I love you,” she said softly, “but we should head back. We don’t want attention.”

Disappointment tugged at him, but he understood. They returned to the car.

Back at the hotel, she stayed to share coffee and conversation with Mistress Jean while Alistair carried the bags upstairs. Unpacking took time. The sheer amount of lingerie astonished him. Following her earlier advice, he sorted through his older pieces, setting aside anything that did not coordinate with the new additions. He bagged those items for her to take away.

When he returned to the lounge, he handed the bag to his wife and explained what it held.

“Good,” Mistress Jean said, clearly pleased. “I look forward to seeing some of the new sets, perhaps at tomorrow’s inspection.”

Alistair felt his face warm, and his wife smiled knowingly. He walked her back to the car.

“Well done,” she said, kissing his cheek. “You’ve made a strong impression. We’ll shape you into a woman yet.” She smiled, then drove away.

Still processing her parting words, Alistair turned back toward the hotel, arriving just in time for supper, aware that his life continued to move in directions he had never fully imagined.


Care, Repeated

~~~

As Sally and Alistair prepared to turn in for the night, she paused and looked at him thoughtfully before offering to take care of the gaffe.

“You don’t need to,” he said, trying to sound casual. “If you unlock it, I can manage from there.”

“I’d rather do it,” she replied, firm but gentle.

He sat down on the edge of the bed, the fabric of his nightdress pooling around him, and eased his panties down to his ankles, revealing the device beneath. Sally knelt in front of him, dressed only in her bra and panties, and worked the lock free. She removed the gaffe with care. As before, his body reacted instantly, and Sally let out a soft laugh, clearly unsurprised. She reached for wipes, cleaning him thoroughly, then followed with moisturizer, her hands lingering longer than necessary. The intent behind her touch was unmistakable, playful and deliberate. He tried to shift away, but she held her position, leaned closer, and took him into her mouth, steadying herself with one hand while the other traced slow paths along his groin.

The response was swift and overwhelming, ending much as it had the previous time. Sally remained attentive until it passed, using her tongue to make sure he was completely clean afterward. When she straightened up, smiling at him, he noticed the fullness beneath her own panties, clear evidence of her arousal, though he chose not to comment. She rose and went into the bathroom while he pulled his panties back into place and slid beneath the covers. Shortly after, she returned and settled beside him.
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“You didn’t have to do that,” he said quietly.

“No,” she answered, “I didn’t. I wanted to.”

Concern crossed his face.

“It was simply one woman helping her friend when he needed it,” she said with a reassuring smile, leaning in to kiss him lightly. “Nothing more.”

He smiled back, uncertain.

“Do you…” he began, letting the question trail off.

“Don’t worry about me,” she said softly. “I’m perfectly fine right now. You should rest.” She kissed him once more, turned off her lamp, and rolled onto her side, leaving him to lie there, awake.


The next morning, Alistair moved with a rush of excitement, eager to wear the new underwear, blouse, and shoes he had chosen with such care. In his enthusiasm, routine slipped away from him. By the time he realized what he had missed, it was already too late. The memory struck only after he stood once again in Mistress Jean’s office. She had just finished praising his appearance, commenting on the blouse, the shoes, and how well the lingerie suited him, when her expression changed sharply. Horror crossed her face as she noticed the absence of both required sanitary items.

Standing there with his panties lowered to his ankles, Alistair understood exactly what was coming. Knowing did nothing to soften the moment. This time, the punishment was precise. One strike for forgetting the ST, followed by two more for failing to replace the tampon again. By the end, his buttocks throbbed, and tears spilled despite his efforts to remain composed. The suppository that followed carried a stronger dose of hormones than before. He had no idea what effect that might have on him, nor whether his wife was aware of this part of the process. Anxiety settled in quickly. He could not afford to forget again. At least the plug was familiar, the sensation unpleasant but known.

When he was finally dismissed and dressed again, he stepped out of the office only to collide almost immediately with Sally. One look at his face told her everything. She guided him into the lounge, sat him down, and waited until he could speak. He told her what had happened.

“I did warn you about crossing her,” Sally said gently. “Look at me. You’ve seen what happened when I did.” She gestured toward her chest. That comparison unsettled him deeply. After a while, she managed to calm him. “We’ll deal with it later,” she said, patting his hand. Then the day continued as if nothing had happened.

It was only when evening arrived and he climbed the stairs toward the bedroom that her words returned to him. Sally was already there, sitting upright in bed with a book in her hands. When he entered, she set it aside and rose, walking toward him. She looked stunning. Standing close, she took his hands and smiled.

“How are you feeling now?” she asked.

“Much better,” he answered. “Thank you.”

“We still need to take care of you,” she said softly, stepping closer and letting go of his hands. Her fingers moved to his chest, working the buttons of his blouse. He started to object, but she silenced him with a kiss. Once the blouse was open, she slid it from his shoulders, revealing his bra and camisole, the necklace resting against his cleavage. He shrugged the fabric free. She moved behind him, unfastened the skirt, and allowed it to fall. He stepped out of it and kicked off his shoes, standing before her in stockings alone. Taking his hand, she led him into the bathroom and gestured for him to remove his panties and turn around. He did so, bending forward and presenting the plug. She removed it carefully, cleaned it, while he tended to himself.

Afterward, he pulled his panties back into place and returned to the bedroom, where Sally sat with the covers turned back. He joined her on the bed.

“Should we try what we did before?” she asked.

“Will it work?” he asked, aware of the direction this was taking.

“It worked already,” she replied with a knowing smile.

He moved closer and reached out with a tentative hand. Lifting the hem of her nightdress, he revealed her panties and traced the outline beneath the satin with one finger. She reacted instantly. He lowered the fabric further, easing her panties down and freeing her cock. He hesitated, then chose differently, bending until his lips brushed the tip. She touched his head lightly.

“You don’t have to,” she said.

“I know,” he answered. “I want to.”

He took her into his mouth, following what he had learned before, his hand moving along her groin as her body responded quickly. She stopped him and handed him a condom, which he rolled into place. Then it was his turn. He removed his panties again, knelt on the bed, and felt her prepare him with lubricant. She guided herself to him, paused, and asked softly, “Okay?” He agreed, and she entered him slowly. Once fully inside, she waited as he pressed back against her. A sound escaped him. This time, his body found its own rhythm. He rocked forward, then back, and she responded, easing out slightly before returning. Their movements stayed slow, deliberate, shared, until Sally finally stilled.

“Do you want this?” she asked him, her voice steady.

“What exactly?” Alistair answered, feeling foolish the moment the words left him. Before she could respond or correct him, he hurried on. “Yes. Please.”

“Then we should do it the right way,” she said, withdrawing carefully from him. “Turn over,” she added, handing him a cushion. “Place this beneath your back.”

He followed her directions, rolling onto his back. From that position, he could see her clearly. She hovered above him, smiling, her breasts shifting beneath her nightdress, long hair spilling over her shoulders. The tip of her member showed just below the hem of the fabric. As he adjusted the cushion under himself, he asked, “The right way?”

“The right way,” she said gently. “Not as a procedure or obligation, but as two people sharing something meaningful.” Supporting herself with one hand, she guided herself back to him with the other, entering him again. This time, she controlled the movement, setting the pace.

For a brief moment, his thoughts drifted toward his wife and what she might think. But when he looked down at his own body, shaped and dressed so differently now, he understood that he was not standing in the role of a husband in that moment. He reminded himself of the advice he had been given and allowed himself to move forward without resistance.

His hands traced along Sally’s legs as she moved against him. He reached up and held her breasts, feeling their warmth as she continued. When she leaned down, he opened his mouth to meet hers, and they kissed as she moved. Her breath caught as she reached release, her head tipping back. Gradually, her motion slowed and then ceased, and eventually she withdrew from him. She smiled, then headed into the bathroom to tend to herself while he changed out of his underwear and into his new nightdress.

When she returned, she pulled her panties back into place and slipped under the covers beside him. She kissed him again, her hand sliding beneath the sheets toward his groin. Finding him still hard beneath the satin, she drew the covers back.

“It seems we’re not finished,” she said.

Before he could respond, she eased his panties down, freeing him. She took him into her mouth, and it did not take long before he reached release once more. This time, she moved up the bed to kiss him afterward. He opened his mouth, and they shared the moment fully. She finished by cleaning him and then pulled back, smiling.

“How was that?” she asked.

“Different,” he said, offering a small, thoughtful smile.

“Different in a good way or not?” she asked, concern crossing her face.

He smiled more broadly. “Well, I won’t be as anxious if I forget a tampon in the morning.”

She laughed softly, and they kissed again. Wrapped in each other’s arms, they drifted into sleep together.


Under Review

~~~

Alistair did not make a habit of neglecting his routine. Most days, he remembered the tampon without issue, attentive and careful about what was expected of him. On the rare occasions when it slipped his mind, the consequence was immediate and unmistakable. Wearing the plug throughout the day was uncomfortable, but that sensation paled beside what followed later. The evening correction was far more memorable, leaving a lasting impression that ensured he was far more attentive the next morning.

Sally did not always sleep beside him. Some nights she was called away to Mistress Jean’s room, and those evenings passed with an unfamiliar emptiness on his side of the bed. Yet when they did share the room, and when correction was required, the experience took on a different shape. What began as obligation slowly transformed into shared understanding. Those moments drew them closer, blurring lines he had once thought fixed. Over time, familiarity grew between them, built on shared nights, shared vulnerability, and the strange comfort that followed afterward.


After nearly four weeks under Mistress Jean’s supervision, Alistair was told that Mistress Alice would be arriving to spend the night and review his progress. The news sent a ripple of excitement through him, followed closely by unease. If he had met their expectations, what would that mean for his time there? Mistress Jean had repeatedly reminded him that he was sent to learn how to live as a woman, and his wife’s parting words from her last visit still echoed in his mind. If he had satisfied their standards, would his stay come to an end? The thought of returning to his wife brought comfort, yet the idea of leaving Sally tugged at him in ways he had not anticipated. Too much remained uncertain.

When Mistress Alice arrived the following evening, Alistair greeted her in uniform and escorted her to her room, treating her no differently than any other guest. He felt her attention on him throughout the walk, measuring each movement, each gesture. She offered no commentary beyond admiring the room and expressing anticipation for her visit. He gave her privacy to unpack and let her know that drinks would be served in the bar starting at half past seven.

When she joined the guests later, Alistair was ready to prepare her drink. She mingled easily, chatting with others, never hinting at their connection. Dinner followed, and Alistair guided everyone into the dining room, serving each course with care. Again, she limited her remarks to praising his service. Afterward, guests returned to the bar, where Sally took over serving, while Alistair cleared tables and prepared for the morning.

Some time later, Mistress Jean entered the kitchen.

“Miss Amelia, you may finish here,” she said. “Mistress Alice has retired to her room and requests your presence.”

“Yes, madam,” Alistair replied, surprised but pleased, and made his way upstairs.

When he knocked, she invited him in. She sat on the chaise longue, smiling with evident satisfaction.

“Well, Miss Amelia,” she said, “you’ve done quite well this evening. But the night is not finished. Come sit with me.” She patted the space beside her. As he joined her, she continued. “Mistress Jean has freed you from duties, and Miss Sally knows she will sleep alone tonight. I hope she will not mind.”

He hesitated, unsure how to respond. Her words suggested he would be spending the night there, and beneath that was an acknowledgment of his arrangement with Sally. Did she truly understand what that meant?

“I think you should fetch your nightwear,” she added. “Do not change yet. Bring what you need and return.”

He hurried back to his room, gathered a nightdress, robe, slippers, and toothbrush, then returned promptly.

She remained on the chaise longue when he came back. He set his things on the bed and approached her again.

“I must say,” she told him, “I am impressed by how naturally you have adapted. Three weeks, and already your movements, appearance, even your voice suggest long familiarity. You must have excellent instruction.”

He felt awkward and said nothing. She took his hand, her tone softening. “Mistress Jean has told me about parts of the programme and medication, but I want to hear it from you.”

In his softened voice, he explained the spray he used twice daily and mentioned the suppositories with some embarrassment. She reassured him gently and asked about his lessons. He described the instruction in makeup, comportment, and household duties, carefully avoiding mention of Sally’s involvement.

“Stand up,” she said. “Let me see you properly.”

As he turned slowly under her direction, excitement stirred within him. Her renewed interest felt unfamiliar and thrilling. She rose and stepped closer, and he slipped off his shoes so they stood more evenly matched.

“Well,” she said with a playful edge, “let’s see what lies beneath. I trust you are wearing some of the lovely new lingerie I chose.”

He lowered the zipper of his skirt, letting it fall. As he stepped free and began unbuttoning his blouse with practiced fingers, he felt a strange pleasure in doing so before her, aware of her attentive smile as the fabric parted.

“Well, well,” she said with a knowing smile. “You truly present as quite feminine.” She circled him slowly, her hand landing briefly on his satin-covered behind. “I’m pleased to see you’ve remembered your sanitary protection. Accidents are so inconvenient.” She stopped in front of him and lifted her chin slightly. “Now, perhaps you should show me what an actual woman looks like.”

The expectation was clear. Alistair reached for the zipper at the back of her dress, drawing it down carefully before easing the fabric from her shoulders. He lowered it to the floor so she could step free. Seeing her in suspenders and stockings surprised him. She rarely wore them, which made the sight all the more striking. He hung the dress neatly while she climbed onto the bed and waited, watching him.

“How may I assist you now, madam?” he asked, still half-anchored in the role he had been practicing.

“What madam wants most,” she replied, “is to feel your little willie inside her, assuming it still functions.”

The words stung, yet he understood the tone she was using. He joined her on the bed, his kisses trailing across her skin. Her patience with the role faded quickly as she returned his attention, and soon their bodies moved together. She guided the encounter carefully, stopping him from finishing inside her. When she had what she wanted, she directed him to kneel while she continued with one hand and tugged gently on the tampon string with the other. Release came swiftly, spilling across her stomach. When he tried to move away, she stopped him.

“Not yet,” she said. “You’ve left a mess. I think you should deal with it.”

He reached instinctively for tissues, but her look stopped him. Understanding followed. He bent down and cleaned her skin with his mouth, taking in everything he had left there. His earlier experiences clearly showed, because Alice appeared pleased, even surprised. Afterward, they prepared for bed together, brushing their teeth and changing clothes. They lay close, her voice filling the space with stories about familiar faces from their shared life. Eventually she ended the conversation, reminding him that the next day would be full. He fell asleep content, believing he had met her expectations.

He rose early the next morning, leaving her asleep, gathered his things, and returned to his room to prepare. Sally was already awake and asked how the night had gone.

“It was wonderful spending time with my… Mistress Alice,” he corrected himself. “Whether she’s satisfied, I suppose I’ll learn soon.”

“I’m sure you did very well,” Sally said, walking over in only her panties and kissing him warmly.

They dressed and reported for duty. Alistair served in the restaurant while Sally delivered breakfast to Mistress Alice. The thought of what questions might be asked unsettled him, but there was no opportunity to find out right away.

Later, after clearing the dining area, he was called to the office, where Alice stood beside Mistress Jean.

“Come in, Amelia,” Mistress Jean said. “It seems Mistress Alice is pleased with your progress and wishes to treat you to another outing.”

He smiled at his wife and added a small curtsey.

“She truly is delightful,” Alice said. “Your work here is impressive. There is always room to grow, but the advancement in such a short span is remarkable.”

“Thank you,” Mistress Jean replied. “Our methods are proven, and Miss Amelia is an excellent student.”

Alice clapped softly. “Would the same protection as before be useful today?”

“If you mean the gaffe, then yes,” Alice answered. “I believe it will reassure Amelia.”

“In that case, you know what to do,” Mistress Jean said.

He complied, aware of his wife’s expression as she watched another woman secure him once more. At least he earned praise for remembering his sanitary items this time.


Becoming Employable

~~~

As before, Alistair changed outfits and met Alice outside the office. His nerves were calmer now, buoyed by approval. He enjoyed being out with her while dressed, though she remained mysterious about their destination. Only when she parked did he realize they had arrived at a beauty salon. He was booked for everything. Hair was removed from nearly every part of his body, followed by soothing treatments. His hair was washed, cut, tinted, and styled. While that happened, a pedicure followed, and without warning his ears were pierced. As a manicure and makeover continued, he finally noticed Alice entering the salon carrying bags, her smile suggesting more surprises ahead.

Once everything was finished, she accompanied him into the changing rooms.

“What is all this?” Alistair asked, confusion slipping into his voice.

“A reward for being such a good girl,” she replied, her tone light but purposeful. “And you have an appointment to keep. Get dressed.”

He slipped into his underwear and reached for the clothes he had arrived in, but she stopped him and placed a Tesco bag into his hands. Inside lay a smart knee-length green dress paired with a bolero jacket, along with a set of nude heels. He looked at her, clearly puzzled.

“Just put them on,” she said simply.

He did as instructed. When he finally faced the mirror, the sight stole his breath. In all his years of dressing, he had never come close to looking like this. The lines were right, the colors suited him, and the effect felt effortless in a way he had never achieved alone. He gathered his other belongings while Alice paid, then followed her back to the car.

“What did you mean about an appointment?” he asked once they were on the road.

“Since you retired, I’ve been thinking about what comes next,” she began as she drove. Her words made his stomach tighten, his thoughts racing in the wrong direction. “A few months ago, I saw a position advertised. A married couple was needed as housekeeper and gardener for a large estate owned by a local family. The role included a cottage on the grounds. That caught my attention, so I contacted them. The lady of the house insisted the housekeeper be female and equally insisted the couple be married. I explained our situation, including your… interests. She hesitated, but I convinced her to meet us. Today is the interview.”

“What?” he blurted out.

“Yes,” she said calmly. “Today they’re meeting us. I’d be the gardener, and you’d be the housekeeper.”

“And she knows about me?” he asked.

“She does.”

“And this is genuine, not some elaborate way to humiliate me?”

“It’s genuine,” she replied. “I’ve already sold the house. If this works, we’re secure.”

“No pressure at all,” he said weakly.

“Well,” she continued, “after what I saw at Mistress Jean’s and with the transformation you’ve just had, I believe you can convince her you’re not a spectacle. I truly hope so, otherwise I’ll be searching for somewhere else to live very quickly.”

In that moment, the full scope of her retirement plan became clear. Not long after, they turned down the long drive of an impressive country estate. He stepped out of the car with nerves fluttering as they rang the bell. An elegant woman of later middle age greeted them.

“Mrs. Morton and… Amelia, I presume?” she said, studying him closely.

“Yes, good morning,” Alice replied, shaking her hand. Alistair offered a curtsey, feeling it was expected.

“There’s no need for that when it’s just us. Call me Charlotte,” she said. “I only insist on formality when it’s required. Please, come inside.”

The interview began immediately. Alistair was taken into the kitchen and asked to prepare a light lunch for three, to be served in the dining room. First, however, he was to bring tea and biscuits to the lounge.

He found his way around the kitchen quickly, prepared the tray, and followed their voices to the lounge door.

“He’s been dressing in private for years,” he heard Alice saying. “I arranged formal training only a few weeks ago.”

“I must say, she presents extremely well,” Charlotte replied. “The progress appears impressive.”

Alistair tapped the door with his foot before entering, then served the tea.

“How do you find the kitchen, Amelia?” Charlotte asked. “Does it suit you? Could you manage lunch?”

“It’s a wonderful space,” he answered. “I can prepare a light meal within half an hour.”

“Excellent,” she said. “Bring it through when ready.”

She did not invite him to use her first name.

He prepared lunch carefully, including a delicate elderflower drink mixed with sparkling water. Once everything was arranged, he returned to the lounge, hearing them still discussing him.

“And her breasts?” Charlotte asked.

“Artificial for now,” Alice replied. “That could change if her service proves satisfactory.”

“And below?” Charlotte asked, curiosity evident.

“Fully functional,” Alice said with a small laugh.

He interrupted by inviting them to dine. Charlotte seemed pleased with the meal and questioned him about his experience as they ate. Afterward, she and Alice walked the grounds while he tidied up, then allowed him time to explore the house. When they returned, he served afternoon tea and sat with them as terms were discussed. As they prepared to leave, Charlotte said she would confer with her husband.

The mention unsettled him, and his reaction was obvious on his face.

Alistair felt his nerves ease when she spoke, her voice steady and reassuring.

“Oh, don’t be alarmed, Amelia,” she told him with a calm smile. “Your little secret is safe with me. You’ve made an excellent impression today. Whether or not my husband agrees to my idea, I’m certain you would make a wonderful housekeeper somewhere.”

Color rose to his cheeks. He dipped into a curtsey and managed a soft, respectful, “Thank you, ma’am,” before following Alice back toward the car. As they drove slowly down the long drive, she stopped beside a small, charming cottage tucked just beyond the trees. Turning to him, she explained that this would be their home if the position was approved. The place looked welcoming, neat, and full of promise, and the thought lingered with him as they continued on.

Before returning to Mistress Jean’s, Alice insisted on one more stop, a modest photography studio nearby. She wanted keepsakes from the day. After she adjusted his makeup and smoothed his hair, he spent nearly half an hour posing under the photographer’s guidance. He was told the images would be ready for review in a few days.

Back at Mistress Jean’s, Alice dropped him off and departed quickly, needing to meet someone regarding the house sale. Before leaving, she wrapped him in a firm embrace.

“I was so proud of you today,” she said. “You handled everything beautifully.”

“Thank you. I think,” he replied, still processing the surprise. “You did spring it on me. Are you sure this is what you want? If we get the job, I’ll be Amelia for a while longer.”

She kissed him gently on the lips. “If it brings you happiness and keeps us secure, then it brings me happiness too. I’ve held back before because of work, friends, and especially the children. But life has shifted. I’m willing to adapt. I’ll call when I hear from Lady Charlotte.”

Sally could hardly contain her excitement when she heard about the day. She praised his composure and admired how he looked, then eagerly offered her usual help once evening came. As Alistair rested back on the bed in his bra, suspender belt, and stockings, Sally relieved the discomfort from the gaffe, tending to him with practiced care until his body responded. When she finished and lay beside him, smiling, he leaned in and kissed her deeply. His hand wandered, returning the attention she had given him, and soon they were lost in shared closeness. When it ended, she laughed softly.

“You didn’t have to,” she said.

“No,” he answered honestly, “but I wanted to.”

“And your wife?” she asked, teasing.

“I think she’ll see it as part of the training,” he replied with a small grin.

A few days later, Alice called with news. Lady Charlotte had convinced her husband, and they were offered the positions. They would begin just over a week later. Leaving Mistress Jean’s was unexpectedly difficult, especially saying goodbye to Sally. Alice had anticipated this and gifted Sally a framed photograph from the studio session. For Alistair, she presented a new purse containing a freshly issued driving license bearing his feminine name, photograph, and their new address. She had even arranged a credit card under that identity.

The early days in their new roles were tense as Alistair learned the rhythms of the estate and adjusted to working under Lady Charlotte and her husband. Any nerves were eased by consistent encouragement from Alice and approval from his employer.

They moved into the cottage quickly, finding it cozy and well suited to them. While Alistair trained at Mistress Jean’s, Alice had already overseen deliveries of their belongings and arranged everything. Waiting for him was a final surprise, a sit-up-and-beg bicycle, perfect for riding down the long drive to work.

As Alice’s retirement plan began to take shape, Alistair found himself easing into a life that felt entirely redesigned. The version of him that had once answered to a male wardrobe no longer existed in any visible form. Every piece of men’s clothing he had owned was gone, sold off or donated, leaving no reminder behind. In the early months, this absence required frequent shopping trips to replace what he lacked. Slowly, drawers filled and the wardrobe grew crowded with garments chosen for a woman’s daily life and occasional indulgence. It soon became obvious that his clothing leaned far more toward traditionally feminine styles than Alice’s ever did, and that difference reflected his own preferences rather than hers.

When presented with options, he always reached for satin and lace over plain cotton, while Alice favored comfort and simplicity. Regular visits to the salon became part of his routine as his hair lengthened and required shaping. He maintained his body with care, mindful of the changes he saw each week. The weekly ritual of reattaching his breasts brought discomfort, yet it was unavoidable, and during those moments he sometimes wondered what it would feel like if they were a natural part of him rather than applied. Alice kept his supply of Femineux products well stocked, from tampons and sanitary towels to creams and cosmetics. At first, he accepted this without question, but curiosity eventually pressed him to ask why she insisted on that specific brand.

She deflected him several times, brushing off his questions with practiced ease. One evening, though, he persisted, and she finally told him the truth.

“Femineux products contain various feminising hormones,” she admitted.
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The words landed with force. He was not shocked exactly, but the clarity of it left him reeling. For months, he had been administering hormones to himself every day without fully acknowledging it. In that context, the hormone-filled suppositories Mistress Jean had used were no more potent than what he had already been applying on his own. Alice explained that Mistress Jean had known this all along, which explained the inspections. In fact, the suggestion to use those products had come from her in the first place.

“I hope you’re not angry,” Alice said, her expression cautious.

“No, not angry,” Alistair replied as he stood and studied his reflection. The nightdress draped naturally against his softened form, emphasizing changes he now recognized more clearly. “That explains why my body adapted so easily. But why go this far?”

“I knew this life was calling to you,” Alice said. “I wanted to give it every chance to work.”

“Thank you, I think,” he answered as he returned to bed. Then another thought surfaced. “But this also explains why my willie has reduced and why it doesn’t respond like it used to. Doesn’t that bother you?”

“I assumed it might,” she said honestly. “But you’ve learned so many other ways to please me that it matters less than I expected. Still, there are moments when a woman wants to feel filled, which is why I bought this.” She reached beneath the bed and handed him a package. “Open it.”

He hesitated before doing so. Inside was a lifelike dildo fitted with a harness.

“What?” he blurted out.

“You know what it is,” Alice said gently. “It’s for you. Not like that, unless you want it to be. It’s meant to help you satisfy me the way you once did.”

The words stung, even though she had not meant them cruelly. His eyes filled despite himself.

“Oh, my dear,” she said, pulling him close and smoothing his hair. “You give me pleasure in ways you never did before. This is only for those moments when I want this too.”

She urged him to try it, and with nerves humming beneath his skin, he slipped out of his nightdress. Together they figured out the harness. She guided him onto his back and moved over him. The pressure felt strange, the device pressing back against him, yet his body responded. By the time Alice reached her peak, he followed, the result modest but undeniable. She relaxed beside him afterward, reaching out to touch his arm.

“See? That wasn’t terrible,” she said softly.

He gave a small, noncommittal sound. It had added a new layer to their intimacy, one he would need time to absorb.

The next morning, when he reached for a Femineux tampon, he paused. He considered what it represented and the changes it continued to encourage. Then he went on with the routine, feeling a sense of choice in the action, as though he were actively steering his own path rather than simply drifting along it.


Trust Me

~~~

Alistair was seated at his dressing table, adjusting carefully coordinated lingerie while preparing for an evening out. The grand estate stood empty that weekend, its owners away attending a formal engagement, and Alice had decided the timing was perfect for a celebration. Six months had passed since they began working there, and she wanted to mark the milestone with dinner away from the manor. She had kept the plan hidden, revealing it only when she unveiled the outfit she had chosen for him.

During the taxi ride, nerves crept in despite his experience. He had accompanied Alice before while presenting as Amelia, and his daily work required the same presentation, so he knew he moved through the world convincingly. Still, evenings like this were different. He was more polished than usual, styled with extra care, and he had no idea where they were headed.

The car eventually stopped in front of an upscale restaurant. Even though the night air was mild, he welcomed the jacket around his shoulders, sensing anticipation ripple through him. As they stepped inside, he noticed every detail. The gentle tension of stockings against the suspender straps, the supportive pull of the bra beneath his dress, the brush of air against nylon-covered legs, the sharp rhythm of heels meeting stone. Each sensation felt amplified.

“We have a reservation for Morton,” Alice said confidently to the maître d’.

“Yes, madam,” he replied with a nod. “The rest of your party has already arrived.”

The words struck Alistair instantly. The rest of the party. His pulse jumped. Alice sensed the shift in him and reached for his hand as the maître d’ gestured for them to follow.

“Trust me,” she whispered.

He had little choice but to move with her. When they rounded the corner, shock froze him in place. Seated at a table near the back were Olivia and Ella. For a split second he wanted to disappear entirely. His steps faltered, but Alice tightened her grip and guided him forward. Their daughters rose as they approached, eyes wide. The maître d’ excused himself, leaving them there.

The girls embraced Alice warmly, then turned toward Alistair with hesitation until Alice spoke.

“Olivia, Ella, this is Amelia.”

Uncertainty held him in place. A handshake felt wrong. A curtsey felt excessive. Olivia stepped in first.

“Well hello, Amelia,” she said, kissing his cheeks lightly. “It’s lovely to meet you. You look wonderful tonight.”

Color rushed to his face. Ella followed with the same greeting, and soon they were seated together. After small talk and ordering, Alice explained everything.

About four months into their new chapter, she had decided it was time to tell the children. The news had startled them at first, but photos and updates softened the surprise. The girls began to understand, even if only gradually. Tristan, their son, struggled more and was not present that night. Now that six months had passed and life felt steady, Alice believed it was important for the children to meet Amelia. This was not temporary. This was their reality. The evening was a test of acceptance. Alice did not want the children to lose their father entirely, and Alistair felt the absence keenly. Tristan’s empty chair sharpened that ache. Alice had been clear that if the girls could not accept this change, their future would look very different.

As dinner continued, tension eased. Olivia and Ella asked questions, curious about Amelia’s past and present. They saw his contentment and noticed how at ease he seemed. The biggest challenge was what to call him. “Daddy” no longer fit, and Amelia felt unfamiliar. Eventually, they chose “mum,” while Alice remained “mummy,” keeping roles clear.

The food was excellent, but that was secondary. What mattered was the warmth the girls showed him. As coffee arrived after dessert, Olivia glanced up.

“Good evening, Tristan. Glad you could make it.”

Alistair turned slowly to find his son standing there.

“Let me introduce Amelia,” Olivia added. “Or mum, as we call her.”

Alistair rose and extended his hand. Tristan hesitated, then stepped forward and wrapped him in a tight embrace instead. Later, Alistair learned that Tristan had been waiting outside the entire evening, watching through the windows. His sisters had kept him updated, assuring him that this version of their parent was still the same person, only more at peace.

Adjustment would take time, but the evening had opened a door. It was a beginning.

Tristan insisted on driving them back, and during the ride Alistair took the front seat beside him. They talked about ordinary things, work schedules and small frustrations, the sort of conversation that felt grounding after an emotionally charged evening. When they reached the cottage, Tristan stayed outside, glancing at the clock and deciding it was too late to come in. He hugged them both, kissed their cheeks, and promised he would return soon, his tone carrying an ease that had not been there before.

Later, as Alistair and Alice changed clothes and prepared for bed, they revisited the night in careful detail. He spoke honestly about that first rush of panic when they entered the restaurant and he realized who was waiting for them, then contrasted it with how warmly everything had ended. Alice leaned toward him, brushed her lips against his, and smiled. “Didn’t I tell you, ‘Trust me’?”

“You did, and I do,” he answered, his voice steady now. “It just caught me off guard.”

“Well,” she replied, settling closer, “they’re clearly open to accepting you, so this path might be leading us somewhere good.”

“It might,” Alistair said, returning the kiss before easing down beneath the covers. He let himself relax, enjoying the smooth slide of satin against his transformed body, allowing the reassurance of the evening to carry him toward rest. “It really might.”


Returning to Each Other

~~~

After that first reconnection with the children, their visits became more frequent, almost naturally woven into the rhythm of the weeks. One by one, each of them came to the cottage for supper, and Alistair took genuine joy in welcoming them through the door of their new home. Cooking for them felt deeply affirming, from choosing ingredients to plating each dish with care. Even more meaningful was the way they interacted with him, relaxed and affectionate, as though the version of him standing at the stove had already been accepted as part of their lives.

Life in the cottage grew familiar and reassuring. With the encouragement of his children and the unwavering support of his wife, Alistair embraced this chapter with an ease he had not expected. Mornings were undeniably slower. Preparing for the day required far more time than it once had, and certainly more than Alice needed, since her role did not demand the same polish or presentation. Still, there was a strange satisfaction in that routine. And every evening brought its own reward, the moment when he could finally step out of his heels, shed the structured layers of work attire, and choose fabrics that offered comfort and softness instead. His relationship with Alice deepened during this period. They found themselves closer than they had been in years, sharing tenderness and intimacy, not constantly, but with intention and warmth whenever it happened.

The only ongoing challenge came with the weekly process of removing and reapplying the breast forms. That routine could be uncomfortable at times, leaving his chest tender afterward. On those evenings, either he or Alice would gently massage a calming balm, always the Femineux brand, across the area to ease the soreness. Beneath the forms, his skin showed noticeable fullness, and his nipples had grown far more responsive than before. On the nights when the forms were off for cleaning, he chose to sleep without them, allowing his skin to breathe freely. Those evenings did not go unnoticed by Alice, who seemed particularly attentive to his heightened sensitivity.


Several weeks later, the lady of the house announced that she intended to host a shooting weekend, complete with a full guest list staying on the estate. The news immediately unsettled Alistair, not with excitement but with worry. The scale of the event felt overwhelming, and he doubted his ability to manage everything alone. When he voiced those concerns, the lady responded calmly and suggested he find extra help. That conversation followed him home, where he shared it with Alice, expecting a practical solution. Instead, she surprised him by proposing Sally. The idea made immediate sense. When Alice reached out to Mistress Jean, permission was granted without hesitation, along with the suggestion that Sally arrive a week early to assist with preparations. The relief Alistair felt was unmistakable.

When Sally arrived, he welcomed her with warmth that felt instinctive. Their bond slipped back into place with ease, as though the months apart had only paused the connection rather than altered it. He showed her to her room, then spent the day guiding her through the house, introducing her to both the Lord and Lady. By evening, familiarity had returned fully, wrapped in shared smiles and easy conversation.

After dinner, the three of them lingered in the lounge, chatting idly until the hour crept later than expected. Alice suggested an early night, citing the busy days ahead. She went upstairs first, followed soon after by Alistair and Sally. He led Sally to the spare room, offered her a gentle kiss on the cheek, and then returned to his own bedroom. While he undressed, Alice emerged from the bathroom wearing only cotton panties. He took his turn getting ready and returned to find her seated upright in bed, dressed in soft cotton pajamas.

“Come sit with me for a moment,” she said, patting the mattress beside her. He joined her, still wearing only his panties. As her fingers moved through his hair, she spoke again. “Do you think Sally might feel alone tonight?” Before he could answer, she continued, explaining that a first night in a new room could feel isolating and that company might help. He started to form a practical response, but the expression in her eyes stopped him.

“What are you suggesting?” he asked.

“She might enjoy company,” Alice replied gently. “Perhaps you could stay with her, the way close friends do during a sleepover.”

“Are you certain?” he asked, uncertainty threading his voice.

“Yes,” she said with ease. “I am tired, and I know the two of you have plenty to talk about.” She squeezed his hand, kissed him softly, and wished him goodnight.

Alistair slipped a nightdress over his head, tied his gown securely, and whispered a farewell before closing the door with care. He walked down the hallway to the spare room and knocked, opening the door just as Sally was climbing into bed.

“Hello,” she said with a curious smile. “What brings you here?”

“Alice thought you might like some company tonight,” he explained. Sally responded by pulling back the covers in invitation. He closed the door, set aside his robe, and joined her. She leaned in immediately, drawing him into a kiss that felt natural and welcome. They talked, laughed softly, and shared updates long into the night.

The next morning felt slightly disorienting as he returned to his own room to prepare for work. Alice was already awake, judging by the sounds drifting from the kitchen. When he and Sally entered together, Alice teased them lightly about staying up late. Their responses were vague but affectionate, and she seemed content, even kissing Alistair goodbye as he left for the day. Work awaited, and there was much to accomplish before the weekend guests arrived. He and Sally set off together down the drive, talking easily as they planned the day ahead.

That evening, Alice again suggested he spend the night with Sally. His hesitation was obvious, and she noticed immediately.

“Please don’t misunderstand,” she said reassuringly. “This isn’t about distance. It’s about giving you time together.” She reminded him of his hair appointment the next day and encouraged rest. Once more, he prepared for bed and returned to Sally’s room. With less news to exchange, the closeness between them deepened through shared warmth and affection. When Sally’s hand drifted across the front of his panties and he stiffened slightly, he froze. The awareness of Alice nearby complicated the moment. Sally sensed his tension, and they chose to remain wrapped in closeness without crossing further boundaries.

The following day, Sally accompanied him into town while Alice focused on gardening. Before leaving, Alice helped him secure the gaffe, a precaution he no longer truly required but accepted for peace of mind. Sally spent the morning shopping while he attended his salon appointment, returning later with small gifts as a gesture of gratitude. At dinner, she presented Alice with a thoughtful item for the garden and saved Alistair’s gift for later.

That night, as they prepared for bed, Alice helped him remove the gaffe. She never asked how Sally usually eased the discomfort afterward, and he never volunteered the information. Once he was ready, she again encouraged him to spend the night with Sally.

“I’m really glad you decided to stay with me tonight,” Sally said as she pulled back the covers, creating space beside her. Her smile carried warmth and familiarity. “You’ve been trussed up all day in that awful gaffe,” she added, her tone sympathetic as her hand slid to the front of his panties. With practiced ease, she lowered the waistband enough for his willie to spring free. “That’s better,” she murmured, leaning down to tend to him the same way she had during earlier nights they’d shared a room.

Alistair had no strength left to resist. The relief was immediate, overwhelming in its intensity, and before long he found release in her mouth. Sally shifted closer afterward, her expression playful as she asked, “Does that help?” He nodded, smiling, but then admitted a worry that had been growing in him. He explained how climax had become harder to reach lately, how the ongoing hormone regimen seemed to dull his body’s responses more with each passing week.

“That’s expected,” she said calmly. “But there are ways around it.” From the bedside table she produced a small, narrow box and handed it to him. “Open it.” Inside lay a slender purple vibrator, discreet and unassuming. “With careful placement,” she continued, “excitement can return quickly. I can show you, if you aren’t wearing a tampon.” He shook his head, and she guided his panties fully off, urging him to relax and part his legs.

Sally applied a little moisturizer to the device and eased it toward him, sliding it inside with care. When she switched it on, the sensation rippled through him in waves that made his body arch. Her steady guidance brought his willie back to attention, and with added encouragement from her free hand, release followed again, this time spilling across his stomach. She cleaned him eagerly, smiling as she asked how it felt. “Incredible,” was all he could manage, and once he recovered enough, he returned her attention with kisses and gentle touches.

Sally’s visit eventually had to end. After the weekend concluded successfully, they drove her back to Mistress Jean’s and stayed briefly for tea. That night, Alice asked how everything had gone. Alistair thanked her sincerely for allowing the time with Sally, then showed her the gift he’d been given. Her interest sparked immediately, and she asked to see it used. Performing felt awkward at first, but Alice encouraged him with affectionate kisses and guiding hands. As he used the device again, following the sensations it produced, her touch drew him toward another release. When it happened, Alice laughed softly while helping him clean up. “That’s fascinating,” she said.

In the weeks that followed, the vibrator became part of their shared exploration, paired at times with the harness she had given him earlier. Together, those additions brought renewed energy and curiosity into their intimate life, reshaping it in ways neither of them had anticipated.


Becoming Real

~~~

As Alistair’s birthday drew near, the timing aligned neatly with the manor closing while the lord and lady traveled overseas. Alice decided to turn the pause in routine into a gift, arranging for him to spend a full week at a spa. This was not an ordinary retreat, though she kept the details vague. She explained that he would have time to himself while she visited friends, and when the week ended, she would collect him and take him to a birthday celebration she had already organized. She offered little else beyond practical guidance, urging him to pack comfortable clothes suitable for the gym and lounging, along with a couple of elegant outfits for evenings. He was tempted to fill his case with nothing but glamorous attire, yet he followed her advice.

Alice delivered him to the spa herself, wished him a pleasant stay, and promised to return at the end of the week. His room was lovely, calm and refined, and he spent a few minutes arranging his things before heading down to dinner. The meal exceeded his expectations, rich and satisfying without being overwhelming. Later, he wandered into the bar for a drink, intending to ease into what he assumed would be a busy schedule. Fatigue overtook him sooner than expected, and he returned to his room, managing only to change clothes before collapsing into bed.

Several hours later, Alistair woke to unfamiliar surroundings. The space felt like a blend of hotel comfort and clinical order. He was unsettled but not panicked, recognizing elements of the spa’s branding around the room. When he tried to sit up, his body refused to cooperate. Weakness held him in place. Noticing an alarm button near his hand, he pressed it. Shortly after, a person wearing what resembled a nurse’s uniform entered.

“Ah, hello Miss Amelia,” the woman said kindly. “I’m relieved to see you awake. I’ll fetch the doctor.”

She returned with a man who introduced himself and smiled broadly. “I’m pleased to tell you that the procedures went very well. You’ll need some time to adjust, but you should be standing tomorrow.” Confusion must have shown on Alistair’s face, because the doctor glanced at his notes and continued. “It seems you weren’t informed in advance. These procedures were arranged as birthday gifts from your wife. Quite devoted of her. Many people would envy such dedication.”

He went on carefully, explaining that Alice had booked three treatments and had chosen to use medication to ensure Alistair rested through the first day, uncertain how he might react otherwise. The doctor acknowledged the questionable ethics, though he emphasized the positive results. First, collagen had been added to Alistair’s lips, refining their shape without exaggeration. Second, similar work had been done around his hips to soften his outline, something he would notice when wearing fitted clothing. Alistair tensed as the final change approached. “And lastly,” the doctor said, “you no longer need artificial enhancements. You now have C cup breasts of your own.”

Alistair’s eyes widened. When asked if he wished to see, he answered immediately. As the coverings were drawn back and the bandages loosened, the truth became undeniable. Alice had given him his own body as a birthday gift. Emotion surged through him, tears forming as he considered what she had sacrificed.

“Are you all right?” the doctor asked.

“Yes,” Alistair replied steadily. “Thank you.”

By the next day, he was upright and walking, just as promised. The remainder of the week passed in gentle indulgence. He rested, enjoyed the spa’s offerings, and gradually adjusted to the presence and feel of his own breasts.

On his final day, a full schedule awaited him. His nails were shaped and polished, his skin treated, his hair styled, and his appearance refined. When he returned to his room afterward, several parcels waited on the bed, topped with a card. The message was simple: Happy birthday. Welcome to the new you. Inside, he found a complete ensemble. The lingerie included a structured waspie with suspenders, a supportive bra, and matching panties. There was a dress, shoes, a coordinated handbag, and a shawl. He hesitated over the waspie, briefly wondering if assistance might be needed, but managed on his own. Sitting at the bed’s edge, he rolled the pale sheer stockings into place and secured them carefully. The dress slipped over his head, the fastening behind him requiring patience. When it was done, his reflection revealed unmistakable cleavage. The final package held pearl jewelry. Sliding into the satin heels felt effortless, and he turned once before the mirror, smiling. He reached for the shawl just as a knock sounded at the door.

“Come in,” Alistair said, his voice tentative as he answered the knock.

“Good afternoon,” the staff member replied with a practiced smile. “I wanted to let you know the photographer is ready for your photoshoot.”

“Photoshoot?” Alistair echoed, momentarily thrown off balance.

“Yes, in the bridal suite,” she continued smoothly. “Shall I tell them five minutes?”

“Yes, please,” he managed, the words tumbling out unevenly. A photoshoot. The idea sent a ripple of nerves through him. He finished organizing the last of his belongings, shifting essentials into his new bag with care, then followed the corridor toward the bridal suite.

This session bore little resemblance to the earlier one. From the moment he entered, he was treated with a level of attention that felt almost unreal. The photographer guided him gently, offering reassurance and clear direction. When the suggestion of a few lingerie images came up, Alistair hesitated, uncertain, but the photographer’s calm confidence helped him agree. In hindsight, he would be glad he had. When everything concluded, he was directed back toward Reception.

Alice was waiting there.

“Wow,” she said, her expression open and proud. “You look amazing.”

“Thank you,” Alistair replied, warmth spreading through him. “You do too.” She already had his bag in hand, and together they left without delay, mindful that others were waiting.

The dinner was held at the same restaurant where Alistair had first met his children as Amelia. This time, everyone was present. Olivia and Ella sat with Tristan’s wife, and Tristan himself was there as well, joined by Mistress Jean and Miss Sally. Tristan was the only man at the table, and while everyone praised Alistair’s appearance, Tristan seemed especially startled by how confidently Alistair carried himself, neckline and all. The evening unfolded beautifully. They sang, laughed, and presented him with thoughtful gifts, jewelry, perfume, makeup. When he was asked to speak, Alistair stood, nerves fluttering.

“This past year has changed everything,” he began. “I never could have imagined standing here like this, surrounded by all of you. Today feels like the result of dreams I buried for far too long, and none of it would have happened without Alice, who has shown me patience, love, and understanding beyond measure.” He leaned down and kissed her, emotion evident.

Later, Tristan and his wife drove them home, hugs and goodbyes exchanged beneath the night sky.

“Oh, darling,” Alistair said once the door closed behind them. “Thank you for all of this.”

“No, thank you,” Alice replied softly. “You’ve been a wonderful father and husband. I know you’ll be just as wonderful as a mother and wife.” She smiled, eyes bright. “Now come with me. The night isn’t finished yet.”

Upstairs, in the privacy of their room, Alice reached for the zipper at the back of his dress, easing it down slowly until the fabric slid away. Alistair stepped free and bent to gather it, and as he did, Alice removed her own dress. They stood close together, toes brushing through sheer stockings, surrounded by satin and lace.

“Now let me see these,” Alice said with a teasing warmth, stepping closer as her hands reached behind Alistair to release the clasp of his bra. The fabric loosened, and his newly acquired curves were free. She laughed softly, admiration clear. “Worth every penny,” she added, threading her fingers through his and guiding him toward the bed.

They stretched out together, mouths meeting, hands roaming with an intimacy that felt practiced and familiar. Alice lingered over his chest, her attention focused there until his reactions betrayed how deeply he felt every touch. Her hand drifted lower, finding the tension beneath the satin. With a deft movement, she eased him free, murmuring close to his ear.

“You remember I said the night wasn’t finished,” she whispered, pressing a blindfold into his palm. “Put this on. Get on your hands and knees. Trust me. I have planned a surprise.”

Alistair answered with a smile and a nod. He slipped the fabric over his eyes and shifted as instructed, bracing himself while she left the room.

Time stretched. He remained where she had placed him, senses heightened by anticipation. The door opened again, the mattress dipping as someone joined him. Gentle preparation followed, careful and deliberate, before her hands settled at his hips. What came next unfolded slowly, then with growing intensity. Sensations blurred together. He felt movement behind him, heard unfamiliar sounds, and then the blindfold was lifted away.

There, beside the bed, smiling with unmistakable recognition, stood Alice. The revelation stole his breath even as the moment reached its peak. When it finally subsided, the presence behind him withdrew and departed, leaving Alice leaning in to kiss him, pride and affection evident.

“I’ll be right back,” she said lightly, reaching into the bedside table. She pressed a large Femineux applicator tampon into place with practiced care. “Best not leave a mess.” A playful pat followed before she slipped away.

Exhaustion claimed him quickly. When he woke later, discomfort from the waspie nudged him fully awake. He rose, removed the restrictive pieces, and changed into softer garments. In the bathroom, he tended to himself carefully, replacing what was needed before returning to bed beside his wife.

Morning arrived gently. The first thing Alistair noticed was Alice watching him with a fond expression.

“Good morning, sleeping beauty,” she said with a grin. “How are you feeling today?”

He smiled back, the words forming before he could stop them.

“Honestly?” he said. “I feel like a woman.”


THE END
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